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   PARKER’S ISLAND 
 
    
 
   Preface
 
    
 
   They were already planning it, this year’s blow-out on Parker’s Island.   It wasn’t even December and all thoughts were on June’s grad party.  Every year it’s the same thing; loud music, alcohol, drugs, and unpredictable, unsafe teenage sex.  Each year they trashed the island and the damage was worse than the year before and the stories even more unbelievable.   Each party seemed to up the ante for the next years’ party planner.  This year was no exception…
 
    
 
   Chapter One: Making Plans
 
    
 
   “This year we’re going to do it right!  Our graduation bash will be the party of the year…no, the CENTURY!” Chad Davis almost shouted from the front of the classroom.    
 
   Where’s a teacher when you need one?  I thought from the back of the room.  Mr. Harris was always late!!!
 
   I could see Logan’s hands clenching the table out of the corner of my eye as soon as Chad started talking about the party.  I turned to look at him, but he immediately went back to reading his book.  
 
   This is Logan’s first and last year at Jamison High.  I felt sorry for him having to start over in a new school in his senior year.  I had tried a few times to talk to him.  He was always polite, but never said much.  He never talked about himself.  In fact, no one here knew anything about him.  Somehow, we ended up in all but two of the same classes together and invariably we sit in very close proximity in all five of the classes that we share.  Maybe that was simply because we both always gravitated toward the back of the classroom.  He seemed to always find a seat next to mine, and at first I thought maybe he actually wanted to sit next to me to get to know me, but I’ve since realized he sits next to me because I’m as quiet as he is and I leave him alone.  
 
   “Delaney, you’re coming to the party, right?  Or are your parent’s going to lock you in your room?” Chad called back to me.  I felt Logan’s eyes on me as if he was waiting for me to answer.  
 
   “Um, I really hadn’t thought too much about it.  It’s only December.  There’s plenty of time to think about it,” I said, trying not to offend anyone. 
 
   “What’s to think about?  It’s tradition and it’s finally OUR turn!” Chad said, shaking his head and then turning back to his “cool” friends.
 
   I had no intention of going to that party.  My parents would definitely not approve.  I come from a very strict religious background…a preacher’s daughter.  A lot of the students seem to think that being a preacher’s daughter makes me more likely to be a “bad” girl.  That is definitely not my case.  I’m afraid of my own shadow.  I’ve never done anything even remotely wrong, wild, or out of character.  I’m 17 years old and haven’t even been on a single date.  I’ve been asked out a few times, but most guys my age just irritate me, so I’ve always made up some excuse to say no.  After a while, they just finally stopped asking.  However, there is one guy in this school I wouldn’t turn down if he’d ask me out.   But since he barely even speaks to me, I guess I’m doomed to be alone.  Logan is gorgeous, for lack of a better word.  He’s beautiful in every way.  I’ve always wondered if he was shy or just really unhappy here.  Most of the girls here have tried to win him over, but like me, he’s turned down everyone who asked him out.  “Well, at least we have that in common,” I said under my breath, which made him look up at me for a split second.               
 
   Mr. Harris walked in then, cell phone still attached to his ear, as usual.  He pointed to the board, covered the mouthpiece of his phone and mumbled, “Get started.  Assignment’s on the board.”  I looked over at Logan’s desk and saw that he’d already been working on the assignment and was probably just about done.  “How can someone look that good and have brains too?” I thought to myself, while opening my calculus book to begin the assignment.  
 
    
 
   Molly met me after school to offer me a ride home, which I gladly accepted.  We talked about nothing in particular until she mentioned Logan.  I’ve never told anyone how I felt about him, not even my best friend.  I kept my opinions about him to myself and unless anyone noticed how I looked at him, I felt very safe with my secret.  
 
   “I don’t know how you sit by Logan Barnett day in and day out without hyperventilating.  Just once, I wish he’d sit by me,” she smiled at the thought.  
 
   “I never really paid much attention to him,” I lied.
 
   “Are you blind?  He’s perfect!  Maybe you should ask him out.  He always makes it a point to sit by you, so maybe he’s got a thing for you.”
 
   “You think so?” Actually believing what she said for a split second, until reality set in once again.  “No, he’s not interested in me.  Besides, if he turned down Haley Williams, I’m certainly out.  I don’t care, anyway.  I’m not interested in someone so…self-absorbed,” I lied again.  I didn’t really believe that about him.  I just thought he was looking for something deeper than most guys his age.
 
    “You should ask him out, Delaney.  It’s worth a shot, you know.  You are the prettiest girl in school, whether you believe it or not.”  
 
   “You know me better than that!” I said, a little stronger than I should have.  I couldn’t imagine asking anyone, especially Logan, out on a date.  I changed my tone, “Who cares anyway?  I don’t think he likes anyone!”  
 
   Molly looked at me kind of funny and said, “Do you know anything about him?  Where did he come from, anyway?”
 
   “He doesn’t talk to anyone, so who knows.  Can we talk about something else now, please?”
 
   “Like what?  Oh, I know, did you hear that Chad was planning our Graduation party?  It’s going to be GREAT!” Molly smiled and clapped her hands, taking them off the steering wheel.
 
   “Yeah, I heard, and keep your hands on the wheel.” 
 
   “Please don’t tell me you’re not going to go...YOU HAVE TO GO!”  Molly whines as reality started to set in.
 
   “You know I can’t go.  My parents would never allow it.  Besides, it’s not really my kind of thing.”
 
   “Delaney Marie Miller, just what is your kind of thing?” she asked me sarcastically. 
 
   I wanted to scream ‘Logan,’ but as usual, I kept silent regarding my unrequited love and shrugged my shoulders.
 
   “Someday you’ll have to learn to let go and have some fun.  We’ve been friends since Kindergarten and I have never once known you to do anything but what you’re told to do.  Don’t you ever just want to let your hair down and have some fun?”
 
   She knew the answer without my having to answer it.  “I do have fun.”
 
   “No you don’t.  You don’t know how!  My God, Delaney, you’re almost 18 years old.  You’ve never dated anyone, you don’t drive or even want to get your license, the only books you read are textbooks, you always have your homework done and turned in on time, and you have never once done anything that your parents wouldn’t approve of.  Hell, you’ve never even kissed anyone.  Please, just once, do something without over-thinking it.  Throw caution to the wind.  You’ll be 18 by then, an adult.  Your parents can’t run your life forever.”  
 
   Molly knew she was losing the battle before it even began.  It wasn’t the only time we’d had this conversation.  I stared out the window and didn’t say a word.  She sighed and said, “Okay, have it your way.  But I’m going to that party and I’m going to have the time of my life, with or without you.”
 
   “Molly, you know I can’t go, and I really wish you wouldn’t either.  You know there’s going to be drugs and alcohol and heaven only knows what else there,” I turned and pleaded with her with my eyes as she pulled into my driveway.  
 
   “I guess we’ll both just have to agree to disagree.  You know I’m not going to do anything stupid,” she said, unlocking the doors so I could get out. 
 
   “Thanks for the ride,” I said and smiled at her, knowing we were both at an impasse, and neither side was going to give in.
 
   “See you in the morning?” she asked, trying to make amends. 
 
   “Yes.  Still best buddies forever?” I asked, hoping it would make her smile.  We’ve been saying that to each other since first grade, using it any time either of us was angry with the other.  
 
   “You know we are.  I’ll pick you up in the morning, if you want?” she said.
 
   “I think I’ll walk.  The cool air is nice in the morning, but thanks anyway.”
 
   “Okay, call if you change your mind,” she said and smiled sadly as she drove away, knowing that there was no way I was going to that party with her.  
 
    
 
   Weeks rolled by.  Christmas vacation was fine, but very long.  Actually, I was really looking forward to going back to school.  I hadn’t seen Logan in two weeks and it reminded me that soon, school would be out forever and then I’d never see him.  I didn’t know where he lived, or anything about him and I doubted he’d tell me.  I wanted to ask him where he was going to college, but didn’t know how to broach the subject. 
 
    “You’re such a coward!” I said to myself on the morning of the first day back.  “Just ask him.  He’s not going to bite your head off!” I was trying to give myself a pep talk on the way to school, but I didn’t feel very confident once I walked into first period and saw those beautiful eyes.  
 
   “Hi,” was all I could manage as I sat down next to him.  
 
   “Hi.  How was your holiday?” he asked.
 
   Was I imagining this, or did he actually ask me a question?  “Oh, um it was fine,” I said, stuttering my way through one small sentence.  “How w…was yours?”
 
   “It was…quiet,” he said, looking like he wanted to say more, but then stopped and looked down at the desk.  
 
   Here’s your chance, I thought…“Um, I was won….”
 
   Just then Chad walked over and sat down next to me.  
 
   “Hey Laney, how was your Christmas?  Get anything good?” I hated it when he called me Laney, he seemed to think that it was endearing, but I found it very annoying.  My name was Delaney and if I had the guts, I’d correct him, but once again the coward in me reared its ugly head.  
 
   “It was fine, thanks,” I said, frustrated.  I was finally in an actual conversation with Logan and Chad had to ruin it.  Go figure!
 
   “So, I was wondering…” Chad began, “are you planning on going to our graduation party?  I know you don’t actually date, but maybe we could take the ferry over together and then see what happens?”  The charming smile that followed just about made me nauseous.  I didn’t understand the fascination most girls had with him, and I certainly didn’t find him the least bit appealing.  Actually, I found him to be rather unsettling.  There was something about him that I just couldn’t put my finger on, but I was almost frightened of him.  
 
   “Oh, um, thanks, but I’m probably not going to go.”  I knew I wasn’t going, but I really didn’t feel like arguing about why.   
 
   “Your loss,” he said, covering up the sting of rejection, something he most certainly wasn’t used to.  Every other girl would give their right arm to go out with him, but not me.  There was no kindness in Chad’s eyes, only a harshness that made me almost fearful, not like Logan’s eyes.  His eyes were always soft, even when the rest of his face was intense.  His eyes were clear and thoughtful.
 
    Chad strutted off and I gladly turned back to finish talking to Logan, but realized it was too late.  He was already engrossed in his text book, a sure sign our conversation was over.  I sighed and pulled my book out of my backpack, content to at least be sitting next to him again after two very long weeks.
 
   I knew it was crazy to feel so much for a guy I knew absolutely nothing about.  He was a huge mystery, and maybe that was part of the fascination.  I was certainly not the only one fascinated with him.  He had almost every head turned in his direction for the first few months of school; that was until he had turned each one of them down, very politely, one after the other.  So now, instead of fawning all over him, they talked about him like he was this horrible person.  I just didn’t see it.  I have never heard an unkind word from those beautiful lips, even when he heard some of the nasty comments about himself. He simply shrugged it off as if it didn’t matter to him in the least.   
 
   Some of the more popular girls were talking about him in the bathroom when they didn’t know I was there.  Two of the three were unusually cruel and it only took me a few minutes to figure out why they hated him.  Like Chad, they were also not used to being rejected.  So, instead of accepting his “no thank you” after they asked him out, they turned on him, making snide comments that he wouldn’t know what to do with them anyway.  
 
   Haley Williams was the worst.  No one had ever turned her down before, and she had made it a point to spread the nastiest of rumors about him.  On this particular day, Haley was talking to Chelsea Winters and Candace Simmons and then they started talking about me.  
 
   “So, I guess ‘Miss Goody Two Shoes’ isn’t going to the party.  No big surprise there,” Haley said sarcastically while brushing out her long mane of blonde hair. 
 
   “Of course Delaney’s not going.  Her parents would never approve,” Chelsea sneered. 
 
    “Hayley, I wonder if it’s Delaney you don’t like, or could it have something to do with the way that Logan looks at her?” Candace asked.
 
   How does he look at me?  I thought to myself, sitting as quiet as a mouse in the last stall, holding my feet up off the floor and feeling completely ridiculous.  
 
   “I don’t really give a damn how Logan looks at anyone.  He means nothing to me,” Haley glared at Chelsea.
 
   “Glad to hear it,” Candace grinned, obviously irritated with her friend for some reason.
 
   “Why would I care about Logan?  I’m going to the party with Chad.  He just asked me today at lunch,” Hayley grinned, thrilled that they may be getting back together again. 
 
   “So, Delaney turns him down this morning and then he goes running back to you?” Candace said.
 
   “What do you mean Delaney turned him down?” she snarled.
 
   “Oh, yeah, Chad asked her to go with him to the party this morning in first period.  Guess you’re second choice,” Candace said, starting to sound a little guilty now. 
 
   “God Candace, what’s with you?” Chelsea chimed in, surprised that their long-time friend could be so mean.  “This isn’t like you.”
 
   “Sorry,” Candace said, looking contrite. 
 
   “Did Chad really ask Delaney to our graduation party this morning?”  Hayley asked, looking crushed.
 
   “Um…no, not really.  I’m sorry,” she lied.  “I was just pissed at you for telling Jeff that I didn’t like him,” Candace said while looking down, trying to hide the truth in her eyes.
 
   “Well, you don’t like him.”
 
   “He’s a nice guy, and you didn’t need to be so mean.  Come on, let’s get back to class,” Candace said, wishing she’d never said anything at all about Chad, Delaney or Logan. 
 
   I stepped out of the bathroom stall feeling confused.  I washed my hands and wondered what Candace meant about the way Logan looks at me.  Did he even look at me?  I was certain they were wrong.  I dried my hands and headed to my next class. 
 
   I walked into fifth period and glanced at Logan.  He was staring out the window.  Suddenly I was even more self-conscious around him.  I wondered what Candace meant about the way he looks at me.  I sat down next to him and said, “Hi.”
 
   “Hi.  Are you ready for the chemistry test next period?” he asked.
 
   “Um, yes…I think so.  I studied for it, but I’m sure I’m not as prepared as you are.”  
 
   “I’m sure you’ll do very well,” he grinned.
 
   “Easy for you to say; you never have to study for anything.”  It was true.  I didn’t think he ever studied.  He always got perfect scores on all of his tests and assignments.  It was somewhat aggravating to always sit by the smartest guy in the school, but all I had to do was to look into those beautiful eyes and I completely forgot about my irritation. 
 
   “I study!” he said, looking a bit annoyed with me.
 
   “I didn’t mean anything…I just…”
 
   “I know.  I just think you’re selling yourself short.  You’re very intelligent, Delaney.  Don’t think you’re not.”
 
   “Thanks.  So, um…are you going to college somewhere, I mean I’m sure you’re going to college, but which one?  I’m sure you have your pick of any university that you want.”  
 
   “I don’t know.  I really hadn’t thought much about it.”
 
   “Why?  You’re so smart.  You could go anywhere you want.  If its money you’re worried about, I’m sure you can get scholarships, if you don’t already have some.  And if not, there are always student loans,” I kept babbling.  I was completely unable to stop.  “I mean, I’m sure you can work something out.  You could work part time…just enough to…”  I finally stopped when I noticed he was grinning at me.  “What?” I finally asked.
 
   “I was just waiting for you to take a breath.”  More laughing.
 
   I knew I was turning bright red because I could actually feel it running from my chest, up my neck and into my cheeks.  “Sorry.”
 
   “No, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to embarrass you.  I’m just not sure if or where I’m going yet.  I’d like to, it’s just…complicated.”
 
   “Oh.”  Brilliant reply, I thought to myself.
 
   “So, where are you going?”
 
   “Um….I’ve put in applications at a few colleges and got a few letters of acceptance, but I’m not really sure either.”  I didn’t want to commit to anything until I knew where he was going, just in case I may actually have a shot at attending the same school. 
 
   “Everyone take out a clean sheet of paper, please,” Mr. Phelps, one of our more unusual teachers said, trying to get the class started. 
 
   “I would like each one of you to write one nice thing about the person sitting next to you.”  
 
   Oh no, this can’t be happening.  There is no way that this is going to end well for me.  What am I going to say that won’t make me sound like a love-sick teenager, or worse?!  I thought with impending doom.
 
   I took out a piece of paper and stared at it for about five minutes, trying to figure out what to say without giving anything away, yet also wanting to be really nice at the same time.
 
   My hand was shaking as I scratched out a few lines, crossing them out one by one as fast as I wrote them. 
 
    
 
   Logan always turns his homework in on time.
 
   Logan is the smartest guy I know.
 
   Logan has a beautiful smile.
 
   Logan has the most beautiful eyes.
 
   Logan is perfect.
 
   Logan, I love you.
 
    
 
   I finally crunched up the paper and got out a new piece.
 
    
 
   Logan is an exceptional student.
 
    
 
   “There, that’s not only true, but it’s not too incriminating,” I thought.  
 
   I looked up to find him studying me from across the desk.  He probably thought I was crazy.  His paper was sitting in front of him.  I could see that he’d written on it, but I couldn’t actually read it.
 
   “Everyone finished?” Mr. Phelps asked.
 
   There were murmurs and nods around the room.  I sat there frozen, wondering what he could have possibly written about me.
 
   “Please exchange papers with your partners,” Mr. Phelps said.  
 
   I took a deep breath and slid my paper across the table to him, and he handed me his. 
 
   I watched him while he read my perfunctory statement.  His facial features never changed, and then he murmured a quick “thanks.”
 
   I looked down and my jaw dropped as I read what he wrote about me.
 
    
 
   Delaney brightens up even the cloudiest of days.
 
    
 
   “Could I possibly feel any worse?” I thought as I whispered, “Thank you.”
 
   “Just telling it like it is,” he said.
 
   “Logan, I…”  I didn’t get to apologize for the generic statement I wrote because Mr. Phelps interrupted me and said, “I hope everyone learned something about themselves, today” and then we were told to open our books to chapter 13.
 
   I knew I had learned something about myself.  I was a coward.  I had the perfect opportunity to tell Logan how I felt about him and I blew it!
 
    
 
   I refused a ride home from Molly after school, feigning that I needed the exercise and that I’d see her in the morning. 
 
   I locked myself in my room for the entire night, complaining of a headache, only to have my mother checking in on me and bringing me soup, aspirin or a cold wash cloth all night.  
              “Are you sure you’re alright, Delaney?  I’ve never seen you like this.  You never get headaches that keep you locked up all night.”  
 
   “I’m fine, Mom.  I just have a headache,” I groaned, rolling over in bed.
 
   “Are you sure that’s all it is?  You’ve been very distant lately, like something is really bothering you.  Is there something you need to tell me?”
 
   “Like what?”
 
   “I don’t know.  Is there a boy involved?” she asked, rubbing my back.
 
   “Oh, why can’t I just have a headache?”
 
   “Okay, okay, but if you want to talk about anything, I’m here.”
 
   “Thanks, but I’m fine.”
 
   She turned off my light and shut my door, finally leaving me alone in the dark to think.  “Why didn’t I write something wonderful on that stupid piece of paper?” I berated myself for about 30 minutes before I fell into a restless sleep.  
              The next morning I walked to school thinking about what to say to Logan.  Nothing great came to mind.  I was at a loss for words, and as I sat down next to him in class, I decided I had to say something.  “Logan, um I….I just wanted to thank you for what you wrote about me yesterday.”
 
   “It was hardly Shakespeare,” he shrugged.
 
   “It was very nice, much nicer than I deserved.”
 
   “That’s not true.  You do brighten things up.”
 
   “If I’m so bright, then why couldn’t I come up with something better to write about you?”
 
   “It did look like you were having a difficult time, but then again, I’m not a very interesting subject,” he grinned, and then opened up his notebook.
 
   “That’s not true.  You’re the most interesting person I know and I had lots of really nice things to say about you, but when I put them down on paper, they all looked…stupid,” I sighed.
 
   “Delaney, it was a stupid assignment.  It’s no big deal.”
 
   Chad paraded into the room then, spouting off more plans for the senior blow out.
 
   “I wish he’d just shut up about that stupid party,” I said angrily, irritated at myself and Chad.
 
   Logan laughed at my obvious irritation.  His smile made me completely forget my anger.  “How can anyone be that perfect?” I thought, while watching him out of the corner of my eye.  
 
    
 
   It was April 17th, that last day of class before spring break.  The last few months had been pretty much uneventful.  Logan and I did actually talk a bit more now, about this or that, but nothing of any great importance.  I could never get him to tell me anything about himself, though.  He was still such a mystery.  I wanted so badly to tell him how I felt about him, but didn’t know where to begin.  
 
   I kept thinking that I should just ask him out, but the reverberating no’s he had given his other earlier suitors kept echoing in my head.  Why would he even consider going out with me when he turned down Hailey, Chelsea, Amber, etc., etc., etc.?
 
   When the final bell rang, I looked up to see Logan staring at me like he had something to say.  
 
   When he didn’t say anything, I asked him if he had anything exciting planned for the break.
 
   “No, not really.  How about you?”
 
   “Um, nothing exciting.  We’re supposed to see a movie, you know, a few of us are going as a group.  Maybe you’d like to see it with us?” Oh my God, I actually did it, well sort of, anyway.
 
   “Thanks, but I’m not much into movies.  Have a nice break.”  He stood up, looking at me once again like he wanted to say something, but then he just walked away.
 
   I watched him go, feeling completely crushed.  I put my head down on my desk, trying to control the tears that were inevitable, when Molly came waltzing through the door.  “Hey, you ready to go?  What’s wrong?”
 
   “Nothing.  I just have another headache,” I lied.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry.”  She obviously didn’t believe me, but didn’t push it.  “Well, let’s go.  I have all kinds of fun planned for this week.  I thought we’d go see the movie tomorr…what?” she asked when she noticed the tears welling up in my eyes at the mere mention of the movie.  “Are you okay?”
 
   “I told you, I have a headache.  I think it’s a migraine.  The lights in here are killing me.  Can we just go, please?” I said, while trying desperately to hold back the tears.
 
   “Oh, okay, let’s go,” she said.
 
   “So, what were you and Logan talking about all by yourselves after class?”  Molly asked, unaware that he was the reason I was feigning another headache.
 
   “Nothing.”
 
   “It must have been something to get you this upset,” she said, obviously more intuitive than I gave her credit for.
 
   “He didn’t…I’m not upset.  I told you, I have a headache!”
 
   “Fine, don’t tell me.  But, you better pull yourself together and make that more believable by the time you get home or your mother is going to be all over you.”
 
   “Oh no, she’s never going to buy another headache,” I moaned.
 
   “Neither do I, by the way.”
 
   “Look, can you just take me home…please?” I said with pleading eyes.
 
   Molly backed her car out of the space and slowly made her way toward the exit of the school parking lot.  “Hmmm, what do you know?  Logan’s staring at you…again.  He doesn’t look real happy, either.  Maybe he has a headache, too,” she said, stung by my obvious avoidance of her questions.
 
   “How would I know if Logan has a headache?”
 
   “You tell me.  You were the one talking to him and now he’s staring right at you, like he’s feeling guilty about something.”
 
   I glanced over and our eyes met.  He didn’t smile or wave, he just stood there, still looking like he had something he wanted to tell me, but couldn’t.
 
   We drove to my house in silence.  Molly was very angry with me for not telling her why I was so upset, but I was completely crushed and couldn’t even find the words to try to explain.  
              “Molly, I’m sorry.  I want to tell you, honestly, and I will, but right now I just can’t.”  The tears were welling up once again.
 
   “Okay.  Call me when you feel like talking.  But right now you better pull yourself together.  Your mom isn’t going to let you off the hook as easy as I did,” she said, while handing me a few napkins from her glove compartment.  
 
   “Do I look that bad?”
 
   “No…well yeah, actually, you look like you just lost the love of your life.”
 
   I immediately started crying again, sobbing as the words sunk in.
 
   “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, Delaney.  I didn’t mean it.  I didn’t really think he meant that much to you.”
 
   “Well, he does.  So now you know,” I sobbed some more.
 
   “So what happened?” she asked.
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  It’s nothing.  I just didn’t expect it to hurt so much.”
 
   “What did he do?” she asked, looking more confused than before.
 
   “Nothing, he didn’t do anything.  I better go in now.  I don’t see my mom’s car.  Maybe I can go pull myself together before she gets home.”
 
   “Delaney, I don’t understand.  Please tell me what happened.” she asked, pressing me for details.
 
    I laid my head back against the seat and closed my eyes, “I did what you said.  I asked him out; well sort of.  And he…he turned me down,” I said, sniffling.
 
   “You asked him out?  No way!” she said, obviously impressed.  “Wait, what do you mean, sort of?”
 
   “I invited him to the movies with us, you know as a friend.  But he said he’s not really into movies,” I was sobbing again.
 
   “Oh, good grief!  So, you didn’t actually ask him out on a date.  You just invited him to tag along to the movies with all of us.  Delaney, that doesn’t even count.”
 
   “Still, if he was interested in me at all, he’d have agreed to come.  Obviously he’s not interested.”
 
   “Maybe he would rather be alone with you.  He’s obviously not much into group activities.  You should ask him out again, so that he’ll know it would just be the two of you.”
 
   “NO WAY!  That was hard enough!  I made the first move and was shot down.  I’m done!”
 
   “Delaney, I think you should try again.  I know you don’t believe me, but he’s ALWAYS watching you.  Maybe he was just taken off guard.  But, you won’t know unless you try again.  Give him another chance.”
 
   “No, I can’t go through this again.  It’s done!”
 
   “Fine, wallow in your own self-pity, but there’s your mom, so pull yourself together.  We’re all supposed to meet at 4:30 tomorrow for the movie.  Don’t you dare stand me up.”
 
   “You know, I’m not sure I’m up to it.”  Mentioning the movie almost brought back the stalled tears.
 
   “Oh no, you’re not backing out of this.  You promised.  Besides, Carrie, Jim, Beth and Jed are all meeting us there.”
 
   “What are we going to see?” I asked, not really caring.
 
   “That new Sarah Webber film,” she said, rather vaguely.
 
   “Oh.  Hey, isn’t that rated R?” I asked.
 
   “Is it? I don’t think so,” she said, looking guilty.
 
   “You’re as bad a liar as I am.  You know it’s rated R, and you know I don’t go see movies like that.”
 
   “Like what, a movie without a Disney character?  Come on Delaney, please?  You’re almost 18 years old!”
 
   “Fine, I don’t even care.  I better go inside now,” I said, feeling another wave of tears approaching.
 
   “See you tomorrow,” she said and drove away before I had the chance to change my mind. 
 
                 
 
   Once inside, I ran into the bathroom and tried to fix my red, swollen eyes and tear-streaked cheeks.  It was a huge undertaking, but by the time I washed my face, and added some eye drops, I decided I was ready to face my family.  
 
   I got busy setting the table and doing a few of my chores and was able to sit down to dinner with my family and made what I thought were all the appropriate responses.  I even managed to choke down a few bites of dinner, hoping no one noticed the very small portion of food I had taken.   Once dinner was done and the dishes washed, dried and put away, I finally made it back to my room.  I closed the door, leaning against it, and soon found myself curled up in a ball with the flood gates wide open.
 
   I knew I shouldn’t feel like this, but I couldn’t help it.  All I knew was that there were only a few weeks of school left.  I was graduating and it felt like my life was over.  I should be happy.  I was done with high school and moving on with my life…but all I could think about was Logan, and how he wouldn’t be in it.
 
   I couldn’t seem to control my sobbing, and whether she heard me or just sensed my agony, my mother quietly knocked on my door.  “Delaney, honey, may I come in?”
 
   “Um, I’m really tired, Mom,” I said, through sniffles.
 
   “Honey, maybe I can help.  I was young once, too.”
 
   Oh, good grief.  Not the ‘I was young once too’ speech, I thought. 
 
   “Please, honey?” she asked again when I didn’t respond.
 
   “Come in,” I finally said, rolling over to hide my tear-streaked face.
 
   She sat down next to me and stroked my back.  “Honey, what is it?  What’s wrong?”
 
   My mother, being a very nurturing person came prepared with a box of tissues and a cold wash cloth for my sore eyes. She let me cry for a few more minutes before she finally said, “He must be very special for you to be this upset.”
 
   I stopped crying, wiped my eyes and mumbled, “It doesn’t matter now, anyway.”
 
   “Of course it does.  Whatever it is, we can work it out.”
 
   “You can’t fix this for me, Mom.”
 
   I watched my mom close her eyes, take a deep breath, and then she asked, “Delaney, are you…pregnant?”
 
   I was stunned.  I couldn’t even offer a response to that insane question.  I may not know everything about procreation, but I knew it took more than just sitting next to a guy to get pregnant.  She took my stunned silence as confirmation of her greatest fear.
 
   “It will be okay.  It’s going to be very difficult telling your father.  He’s going to be very disappointed…not in you, dear, just the…circumstances.”  
 
   I could see all of the things she was planning for me.  The wheels were turning so fast in her head that she didn’t even blink.  I seriously thought about letting her stew for a while, but then realized she really did want to help, even if it meant sending me away to hide this very un-Christian act from this very Christian home.  An un-wed, pregnant teenage daughter – oh, the scandal!
 
   “Mom!!!  I’m NOT pregnant!” I said a little too harshly.
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   Did she just ask me if I was sure that I WASN’T pregnant?  Oh good Lord, was this torture EVER going to end?  “Yes, I’m sure!!!!” I snapped.
 
   “Oh, well then…wonderful,” she said, looking like she was once again going to be able to face my father’s congregation with her head held high.
 
   “Then I don’t understand.  What could possibly have you this upset?”  she asked incredulously, as if my being pregnant could be the only real problem I could possibly have.
 
   “It’s nothing.  I’m fine, really,” I said, anger mixed in with my misery now.
 
   “It must be something.”
 
   “I had a bad day at school, that’s all.”
 
   “So there isn’t a boy involved?”
 
   “No, there’s no one,” I lied.  I never lied to my mother.  I had avoided some of her questions occasionally, but I had never actually lied to her face before.  If I wasn’t so angry with her, I probably would have felt guilty, but I just wanted this conversation to end so I could cry myself to sleep.
 
   “Mom, I’m really tired.  I just want to go sleep now, okay?”
 
   “I wish you would talk to me.”
 
   “We are talking.  I told you, I just had a very bad day at school.”
 
   “Okay.  If you want to talk about it, I’ll be downstairs with Dad.”
 
   “Fine!” I said, my anger reaching the surface.
 
    
 
   Molly called me the next morning to remind me that we had plans for the movie that afternoon.  “I didn’t forget.”
 
   “Good thing.  You really could use some fun in your life,” Molly said, still sensing my anguish. 
 
   “Yeah, I guess I could.  What time are you picking me up and when will I be home?”
 
   “I’ll pick you up at 3:30 and I thought we’d all go out to dinner after the movie, so you’ll be home by about 10:00.”
 
   “Okay.  I guess I should clear it with my parents.”
 
   “Fine, but don’t tell them what movie we’re seeing,” reminding me of its’ rating.
 
   “You know I’m not going to lie if they ask me.”  Although last nights’ lie came flooding back.
 
   “You better not stand me up, Delaney.  I’ve been waiting to see this movie.”
 
   “I’ll be ready.  I’ll see you at 3:30.  Bye.”
 
    
 
   I headed downstairs to tell my Mom about my plans for the evening, but she was nowhere in sight.  I found a note on the fridge.
 
    
 
           Good morning sleepy-head.  I left some 
 
        breakfast in the fridge for you.  I’ll be 
 
        home about 4:00.  Your brother is spending 
 
        the day with Michael.  I hope you’re feeling 
 
        better.  See you later, honey.
 
                                                Mom
 
   Well, that let me off the hook for any more of her probing, for now at least.  I looked at the plate in the fridge, ate one bite of eggs and then threw the rest into the garbage.  My mother was never the best cook, and it always amazed me that she could ruin even the simplest of meals.  
 
   I took a shower, got dressed, cleaned up my room and still had five hours before Molly was due to pick me up.  At least I wasn’t crying anymore.  I think I was all cried out.  
 
   I decided to go out for a walk.  I grabbed my jacket off the hook and headed out the door.  I turned left down the street, heading nowhere in particular, when I noticed a car parked two houses down from mine.   There was someone sitting in it, but the windows were tinted and I couldn’t make out who it was.  The car was beautiful though, and I certainly didn’t know anyone who lived on our street who could afford anything like that.  I didn’t know exactly what it was, but I was certain it was expensive.  
 
   I passed the car, trying to see inside, but still couldn’t make out a face.  I didn’t look too long, just a glance, trying not to be too obvious, but I was intrigued.  “Oh, well,” I thought and headed toward town.
 
   I walked around for a few hours, bought a new pair of sandals and then headed back home to wait for Molly.  As I headed around the corner leaving town, I saw the same car again.  I looked a little closer this time as I walked by; hoping to get a glance at the driver, but all I could make out was a dark figure behind the wheel.  I was tempted to knock on the window, but thought better of it.  
 
   I headed home and realized that I never did get permission to go to the movie or out to dinner.  I would call my parents, but they are the only two people, besides myself, in the continental U.S. who didn’t have cell phones.  I called my dad at work and his assistant said he was with clients and couldn’t be disturbed.  “Can I give him a message for you?”
 
   “No, I’ll just leave them a note. Thanks.”
 
   Well, at least I wasn’t going to be quizzed about what movie we’re going to see.
 
   I left a note on the fridge, replacing my Mom’s note from the morning.  Molly picked me up right on time.  We stopped and picked up Carrie and Jim on our way and then we all met up at the theatre.
 
   Molly didn’t tell me that Jason was coming too, so when we were all together, there were actually three ‘couples’ and me!  Molly knew I was angry the second she looked at me.  “What was I supposed to tell him? No, you can’t come with us?  It’s not a date, Delaney.  We’re all just a bunch of friends going to the movies together.”
 
   “Right!  Except that Carrie and Jim are a couple, Beth and Jed are a couple, and I know, without a doubt, that you’re crazy about Jason, so that leaves ME!”
 
   “I know, and I’m sorry, but I couldn’t say no.  It would have been the same if Logan came.  Then I would have been the single…I’m sorry!  I didn’t mean to bring that up.  Delaney, I’m sorry,” she said, looking mortified.
 
   “No, it’s okay!  You’re right, and I have no right complaining to you because Jason is here.  I’m happy for you.  I just feel a little out of place now.  I’ll get over it!”
 
   “Are you sure?  We could leave, go rent a movie or something and watch it at my house, just the two of us?”
 
   “Don’t be ridiculous.  I’m fine.  Let’s go watch the movie.”
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
    
 
   The movie seemed to last forever, and I couldn’t have felt more out of place.  This wasn’t my kind of movie.  In fact, I had never even seen an R rated movie before that hadn’t been edited for television.  The sex and language was more than I could handle.  I walked out of the theatre and meandered in the lobby for a while, trying to waste as much time as possible.  It wasn’t just the movie that made me so uncomfortable.  All three couples were a little too close for comfort, as well.  I just wanted to crawl into a hole and hide.
 
   I excused myself, saying I needed to use the restroom and I went out and sat down on the bench by the theatre doors.  I actually almost felt relieved that Logan had turned my invitation down.  I would have been so embarrassed if he’d been sitting next to me during that movie.  “What’s wrong with Disney movies, anyway?”  I said to myself.  
 
   “Excuse me?” the guy at the ticket counter asked.
 
   “What…Oh, sorry, I was talking to myself.”
 
   I turned around and looked out the window, and there, parked right up front was the same car I’d seen earlier.  “Wow, that’s really weird.”
 
   Molly came looking for me then. “There you are.  We were all wondering where you went.  Are you okay?”
 
   “Oh, I’m fine.  I just wanted some air.  Hey, have you ever seen that car around before?”
 
   “Not that I remember, why?”
 
   “I’ve just seen it around a lot today.  No big deal.”  
 
   “The movies a bit...um…explicit isn’t it?  Sorry,” she said, looking very contrite.
 
   “Well, it’s a little bit more explicit than I’m used to.”
 
   “Yeah, I don’t think Cinderella ever did those things with Prince Charming!”  
 
   We both laughed.  “You should go back to Jason.  I think I’m going to walk home.”
 
   “No way.  Please come back with me.”
 
   “I’ve seen enough.  I’m a third wheel ‘or a seventh wheel’ and I don’t need to bring you guys down.”
 
   “If you leave, then I’m going, too,” she dared me to argue with her.
 
   “Molly, it’s really okay.  I’m fine.  I can’t go back in there.  You shouldn’t keep Jason waiting for you.  Go on.  I’ll be fine.”
 
   “NO!  Either you come with me, or I’m going with you.”
 
   I wasn’t going to ruin her night with Jason, so I agreed to go back into the theatre.  Luckily for me, there was only about twenty minutes of the movie left before credits started rolling.  
 
    
 
   Dinner went just about as well as the movie.  They all tried to make me feel welcome and include me in all of their conversations, but it was strained and I felt horrible for intruding on what could have been a romantic evening for all of them.
 
   I could hardly wait for Molly to drop me off, and I demanded to be dropped off first.  “Thanks, it was…fun,” I lied, again.  It was becoming a habit lately.
 
   “You’re a bad liar,” she said as she walked me to my door.
 
   “Yeah, I know.  Go have fun.  You really like Jason?”
 
   “Oh yeah, and you can bet I’ll be dropping him off last,” she grinned. 
 
   “Molly, I know he seems like a nice guy, but be careful.  I don’t know if he’s really quite as nice as he seems.”  I didn’t know what it was about Jason that I didn’t trust, but there was something about him that made me a little nervous. 
 
   “Okay, MOM!” she grinned and waved as she got back into her car.
 
    
 
   “Where have you been, young lady?” my dad asked, pointing a finger at me.
 
   “I left a note.  Didn’t you get it?” I asked, confused by his tone.
 
   “Yes, we got it!  You know better than to go out without permission!  We didn’t know where you were or who you were with!  This isn’t like you, Delaney.  You have been acting very strange lately and I want to know what’s going on.”
 
   “Nothing!  I just went to a movie with Molly and some friends.”
 
   “Delaney,” My mom started, trying to soften the tone of the inquisition.  “Honey, we’re just worried about you, that’s all.  We need to know where you are and what you’re doing.  What were you doing?” she asked, looking at me like I needed to confess my sins, even though we weren’t even Catholic.
 
   “I told you.  I went to a movie and then out to dinner with Molly and some friends.”
 
   “Delaney, there were boys in that car,” my mother said, accusing me of something, although I wasn’t sure of exactly what.
 
   “Yes, hence the ‘friends’ part of I went to a movie and dinner with Molly and some friends,” I said a little short.  I was getting angry.  I hadn’t done anything wrong and they were accusing me of…I didn’t even know what.
 
   “Don’t take that tone with us, young lady.  You live here under our roof.  You will respect us,” my dad spouted off.
 
   “When haven’t I respected you?  I left a note.  I’m 17 years old.  I assumed it was okay for me to go out with friends without your explicit verbal permission.”  I was really angry now.  “If you guys had cell phones I could have called you.  What was I supposed to do, wait around and miss the movie so I could get permission from one of you?  I called your office, Dad.  You were in a meeting.  I didn’t know where you were, Mom, so I left a note.  Is that so terrible?”
 
   “I didn’t get a message,” my dad said, hinting that I was lying.
 
   “I didn’t leave one!  I thought the note would be sufficient.”
 
   “Delaney, it’s not that we don’t trust you…it’s just that, well, you have to be careful.  Boys don’t always have the best intentions,” my mom said, trying to calm my dad down a bit.  “Are you dating one of those boys in the car?”
 
   “NO!  I’m not dating anyone.”  
 
   “Okay, if you say you were at the movies, then fine.  What movie did you see?” my dad asked.
 
   Oh GREAT!  I almost lied, but figured I had done enough of that lately, and it would only make things worse.  I took a deep breath and said, “We saw Beyond Eternity.”  I was hoping they wouldn’t know anything about it since they weren’t movie-goers.  But my hope was futile because my mother had heard all about the movie from one of the ladies in our congregation.
 
   “You saw what?  Delaney, that movie is TRASH!  How could you see that when you know how we feel about R-rated movies?  Mrs. Jenkins said that movie was full of sex, nudity and foul language.  I can’t tell you how disappointed we are in you!”  
 
   “Well, if it makes you feel any better, I spent most of the time in the lobby.”
 
   “You shouldn’t have gone to see it in the first place!  You shouldn’t have left the house without permission and you certainly shouldn’t have been out seeing that movie with a boy!”  My mom was furious now.
              “Mom, I told you, I didn’t go with a boy.  We all just went as a group.  I didn’t know that the movie was going to be that bad.”  
 
   “Well, it’s too late now.  Delaney, I think you need to spend some time at home for a while,” my dad said.
 
   “What, you’re grounding me?  Are you serious?” I asked, stunned.
 
   “You’re darn right we’re serious.  You have been very distant lately.  We’re worried about you.  You’ve been moody and tearful, with no explanations and now you’re sneaking out to films you know we don’t approve of, and with boys on top of it.  You’re grounded!” my mom added.
 
   “I can’t believe this!  I’m grounded for doing absolutely NOTHING wrong.  GREAT!”
 
   “You know what you did wrong,” my dad said, looking thoroughly disappointed in me.
 
   “The only thing that I did wrong was to tell you anything at all about what I did tonight.  I’m 17 years old, not a baby!  I can legally walk in to any R-rated movie that I want to see.  Yes, there were boys there, but none of them were with ME!  Besides, I am old enough to date if I was so inclined.  This is ridiculous!”
 
   “The fact remains.  You’re grounded until further notice,” my dad said, pointing his finger toward the stairs, letting me know our conversation was over and I was to go to my room.
 
   “Well, since I don’t have a boyfriend or even a life, I guess being grounded is no big deal!”  I said, and stormed off to my room.
 
    
 
   Chapter Two: Graduation - Countdown…to Misery
 
    
 
   I spent my entire spring break in my room, which gave me plenty of time to think about the dwindling days that I had left with Logan.  Twenty-eight school days left, to be exact.  In twenty-eight days, my life would be over!  “Oh, stop being so melodramatic!” I told myself.
 
   It was the end of spring break.  I’d been locked up in my room for six days now and I felt more and more betrayed by my parents each passing day.  I had never once in my 17 years done anything wrong.  Nothing!  I see one R-rated movie with some friends and suddenly I have no morals and deserve to be locked up.
 
   Conversations were strained at best at my house over the break.  Although we shared a nice Easter Meal, there wasn’t much chatting at the table.  Even my little brother Seth felt the tension and kept his opinions to himself.  I can’t ever remember feeling so uncomfortable in my own home.  I hated feeling like I had disappointed them, even though I felt I had been falsely accused.
 
   I was really looking forward to going back to school the next morning; not only to see Logan, but to get away from the disappointment I kept seeing in my parent’s eyes.  I couldn’t believe that they wouldn’t listen to reason.  Did they honestly believe I was hiding a boyfriend, and carrying on behind their backs?  
 
    
 
   Molly picked me up the next morning, and as I was heading out the door, my Dad said, “Just because school’s back in, doesn’t mean you’re free to…”
 
   “To what, Dad?  Just what exactly do you think I’m going to do?” I asked incredulously.
 
   “I’m just reminding you that you’re still grounded,” he said, and then went back to reading his paper.
 
   “Fine!” was all I could say as I slammed the door on my way out of the house.
 
    
 
    I got into Molly’s car, threw my backpack on the floor and said, “I’m still grounded!  I guess ‘until further notice’ means indefinitely!”
 
   “I’m so sorry, Delaney!  I had no idea that stupid movie would get you into so much trouble.”
 
   “It’s not your fault.  Besides, it’s not just the movie.  For some reason my parents have it in their head that I have a boyfriend that I’m keeping from them.”
 
   “Boy, have they got it wrong!”
 
   “No kidding.”
 
   “So they think one of the guys in my car was this mystery man?” she asked, looking guilty.
 
   “I don’t know.  They just have it in their heads that I’m in an inappropriate relationship, and head over heels with some guy.  I can’t seem to convince them otherwise.”
 
   “That sucks!  I can’t believe they grounded you for NOTHING!  If you’re going to get grounded, then you should at least be able to look back and say, ‘Yeah, that was worth it!’” she grinned, trying to lighten up the mood, but I was already focused on the guy standing under a tree by the gym.  I sighed and Molly followed my gaze.
 
   “You’re parents are right about one thing, you know.  You ARE completely head over heels,” she said, shaking her head.
 
   “I know, I just…”
 
   “You just what?” she asked, looking at me with sympathetic eyes.
 
   “I just can’t help it.  There’s something about him, and I just can’t let it go.”  He looked up and met my gaze.  For once, I couldn’t look away.  I just stared at him until Molly smacked me on the shoulder.
 
   “Oh, for Heaven’s sake, go talk to him, already!”
 
   “You know what?  You’re absolutely right!”  My undeserved week of solitude had actually instilled a little courage in me and I grabbed my backpack and jumped out of the car.  “Thanks, Molly,” I smiled and turned to follow my heart.  But, as I made my way toward the gym, I realized he was already gone.
 
   My new-found courage slowly crumbled as I walked to class.  “So the countdown begins,” I thought to myself as I walked into first period and saw him shuffling through his notes.  “Only 28 days left.”  I took a deep breath and slowly made my way to my seat, watching him intently with every step.
 
   Resigned to being alone forever, I sat down next to him and warily said, “Hi.”
 
   “Hi, Delaney.  How was your week off?”
 
   Oh, please stop smiling at me.  Why did he have to be so PERFECT?  “It was fine,” was all I managed to say.
 
   “So did you enjoy the movie?”  
 
   “What?  Oh yeah, the movie.  Well, it wasn’t really my kind of movie.”
 
   “What did you see?”
 
   Suddenly I was too embarrassed to admit that I had seen that particular movie, so I lied, once again, “I don’t remember the name of it.”
 
   “Who was in it?” he pressed.
 
   “I thought you weren’t in to movies?” I snapped, irritated that he was reminding me not only of his rejection, but my undeserved punishment.
 
   “Yeah, sorry.”
 
   “No, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to snap at you.  It was just a very long week.  How was your spring break?” I asked, feeling horrible that I had lashed out at him.  
 
   “It was fine.  Why was your week so…long?” he asked.
 
   “I was grounded!”
 
   “What did you do?”  
 
   “Nothing!  That’s the problem.”
 
   “I’m not following you,” he said, looking confused.
 
   “My parents think…”
 
   Just then our teacher welcomed us all back from spring break with a “pop quiz.”  Once again, our conversation was interrupted.
 
                 
 
   Much to my surprise, Logan walked with me to our next class and asked me again what I did to get grounded.
 
   I was embarrassed to tell him, but I really didn’t want to lie again, either.  “My parents didn’t approve of my choice of movie.”
 
   “I’m still not following you.”
 
   “I went to the movie with my friends and I left them a note.  Evidently, a note wasn’t good enough.  Then I saw a movie they didn’t approve of.  I’m 17 years old.  You’d think I wouldn’t need explicit verbal permission to go to a movie.”
 
   “Were you out late or something?” he pressed.
 
   “No.  In fact, I was home an hour before I said I would be.”
 
   “Your parent’s seem pretty strict.”
 
   “They didn’t used to be.  At least I didn’t think they were.”
 
   “There must be something…more.  I can’t believe they’d ground you for an entire week just for that.”
 
   “Oh, I’m grounded ‘until further notice,’ whatever that means.  They think that I’m…” I sighed, feeling frustrated.
 
   “That you’re what?”
 
   “They think I’m in a relationship with someone and I’m hiding it from them.  The whole thing is ridiculous!”
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “Do your parents trust you?” I asked him, not really expecting an answer.  Logan never talked about anything personal.
 
   “I rarely see my father.”  
 
   “Oh, well how about your mom?”
 
   “She died, years ago.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry.  I didn’t know…”
 
   “I didn’t know her, Delaney.  She died giving birth.”
 
   “To one of your siblings?” I asked, hoping he didn’t have to bear the guilt of his mother dying while giving birth to him.  Not that it would have been his fault.
 
   “I’m an only child,” was all he said while ushering me into second period.
 
   We sat down at our table and the silence was deafening.
 
   Finally he said, “So, are you ever going to tell me what movie you saw?” he grinned, certain I couldn’t forget a movie that got me into so much trouble and grounded indefinitely.
 
   “Beyond Eternity,” I sighed.
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “It was horrible.  I spent most of the night in the lobby.”
 
   “It couldn’t have been that bad.”
 
   “It was pretty…well, explicit!” I said, and then felt myself blush.
 
   “I see.”
 
   “Not to mention that we were all supposed to go as a group, and suddenly it was three couples…and me.”
 
   “Why didn’t you bring a date?” 
 
   I stared at him for a minute, and finally whispered, “Because he said he’s not much into movies.”  I bent over and got my book out of my backpack then, trying to avoid his piercing blue eyes.
 
   “Delaney, I’m sorry…”
 
   “Hey, it’s no big deal.  The movie was horrible, anyway.”
 
   “I…I didn’t realize you were asking me…”  
 
   “Can we just not talk about it anymore, please?”  
 
   “Sure,” he said, looking down.
 
                               
 
   The rest of the day was spent in an uncomfortable silence.  I was actually looking forward to the two classes I didn’t share with him, so I would stop seeing the pity in his eyes. 
 
   I sat down next to Molly during 6th period, looking devastated once again.  “What happened?” she asked.
 
   “Nothing.”
 
   “You are such a bad liar!”
 
   “I told him that when I asked him to the movie that I was asking him to be my date,” I whispered, not wanting anyone else to hear how humiliated I was.
 
   “So, what did he say?”
 
   “He apologized.”
 
   “For what?”
 
   “I’m not sure.”
 
   “What does that mean?” she asked.
 
   “It means he was sorry that he didn’t know I was asking him out.”
 
   “So, now’s your chance to ask him out again, and this time he’ll know what you mean.”
 
   “NO!  I’m not going down that road again.”
 
   “Fine, then be miserable!” Molly said, obviously growing tired of my constant gloom.
 
    
 
   “I’m never going to get this.  Who needs to know this stuff, anyway?!” I said, frustrated that I was struggling with my math assignment.
 
   “You just need to square the seven, otherwise it’s right,” Logan said after glancing at my assignment for a mere two seconds.
 
   “How do you do that?” I asked.
 
   “Do what?”
 
   “Know the answers to everything?”
 
   “I don’t know anything,” he said, sounding upset.
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   “Yeah, I’m fine,” he said a little too quickly.
 
   “I’m thinking you’re not.  Is there anything I can do?”
 
   “No, but thanks.”
 
   “So, you never told me what you did over spring break?” I asked, hoping to keep him talking.
 
   “Nothing, really.”
 
   “Did you spend Easter with your dad?”
 
   “I stayed home and read, Delaney.  I don’t know what he did.” 
 
   “You didn’t even see him?”
 
   “No.  I told you, I hardly ever see him…unless he wants something.”
 
   “Who did you spend Easter with?”
 
   “I told you, I stayed home and read.”
 
   “That’s terrible.  Don’t you have any other family?”
 
   “No.  My grandfather died when I was a kid, and you know about my mom.  That’s it.”
 
   I wanted to reach out and touch his hand, but thought better of it.  “I’m sorry,” was all I could manage to say.
 
   “Don’t be.  I don’t mind being alone…it beats the alternative.”
 
   “Is he really that bad?”
 
   “He’s…he’s okay.  Let’s get back to work.”
 
   He helped me with my math assignment and every once in a while I thought he was looking at me like he wanted to talk about something, but he just kept working through our math assignment.  He had pulled his chair around the table and sat next to me.  He was so close that I don’t think I heard anything he said.  I was disappointed when the bell rang, but we walked to our next class together, and I actually felt like I understood him a little better.  
 
    
 
   The weeks flew by.  My countdown was almost over.  There were only three days of school left.  While everyone ran around worrying about senior pictures, yearbooks and the stupid grad party, I spent my time locked in my room. 
 
   I was no longer grounded.  That ended after the second week, but I also knew I wasn’t up for all the merriment the end of the school year seemed to bring to most.  I preferred to suffer in silence, and not bring anyone else down with me. 
 
   I was in my room getting ready for bed when my mother came barging in without knocking.  “I’m sorry, Honey.  I should have knocked,” she said when she saw that I was putting on my nightgown.  “You are so beautiful.  A young woman now, and what a figure you have,” she said, looking proud.
 
   “Mom, please.”   
 
   “What?  I am your mother.  But, seeing you like this reminds me that, well, you’re growing up.  The boys must be noticing you?”
 
   She was fishing for some insight to my personal life, even though I didn’t have one. “I’m sure you didn’t just come in here to watch me get dressed for bed.  Was there something on your mind?” I asked, feeling mortified by the intrusion.
 
   “Oh, I almost forgot.  Your senior pictures arrived today.  See, you are so beautiful,” she said, pulling them out of the envelope to show me.
 
   “Oh.  Great.”  I said, not thrilled about another reminder that the end of the school year was fast approaching.
 
   “You don’t seem very happy anymore, Delaney.  I wish you’d talk to me.”
 
   “I’m fine, Mom.”
 
   “Your dad and I have both noticed how unhappy you are.  You never leave your room and you don’t even go anywhere with Molly anymore.  Aren’t you two still friends?”
 
   “Of course we’re still friends.  Molly just has a boyfriend now and I don’t want to be a third wheel.”  She and Jason were officially a couple now, and although I was happy for her, I couldn’t bear to be near them and their overt affection for one another.  I didn’t think Jason was the right guy for Molly, but I didn’t butt in.
 
   “Oh, I see.  What about you?  Isn’t there someone, some boy that you like?”
 
   “I thought you didn’t want me to date?”
 
   “That’s not true.  We just want you to be up front about it, and we’d like to meet him and know that he comes from a good family.”
 
   “A good family?  Are you serious?  Look Mom, I know you’re worried about me, but I’m fine, REALLY!”
 
   “So, then there isn’t anyone you’re interested in?” she asked, looking me in the eyes, searching for what she knew to be the truth.
 
   “I...no...yes.  Oh, it doesn’t matter.”
 
   She sat down on the edge of my bed and said, “What’s his name?”
 
   I sat down too and put my head in my hands.  “It doesn’t matter.  We’re not dating…and I guess we never will.  School’s almost out and then I won’t ever see him again!”  The tears streamed silently down my face.
              “Is this the same young man that you’ve been pining away for all this time?”
 
   I was so confused, and I desperately needed to talk.  I was surprised how easy the words flowed once I started.  I was also surprised how quietly my mother sat there, intent on every word without once interrupting me.  
              “…so that’s it.  He turned me down, and now schools almost over and I won’t ever see him again.”
 
   
  
 
She sat there quietly while I threw myself down on my bed and cried into my pillow.  After a few minutes she said, “Honey, why don’t you ask him out again?  It’s worth a shot.  Maybe he’s just shy.”
 
   I sat up and sniffled.  “You want me to ask him out?  I thought you wouldn’t approve of girls asking boys out.”
 
   “I may be a bit old fashioned, but sometimes a young woman has to take charge and take a risk for something she wants,” she smiled softly and handed me another tissue.
 
   “What if he turns me down again?”  The thought was terrifying.
 
   “What if he doesn’t?” she patted my arm, gave me a hug and then slowly walked out of my room, leaving me to think things through on my own.
 
                 
              Molly picked me up for school the next morning, and for the first time in weeks, Jason wasn’t with her.  “Where’s Jason?”  I asked, while hopping in the car.
 
   “He took his mom’s car.  I’ll see him at school later,” she said, looking incredibly happy.
 
   “So, are you okay?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah, I’m okay.”  I actually smiled for the first time in weeks.
 
   “You do seem better.  What’s going on?”
 
   “I talked to my mom last night, really talked to her.  She told me to ask him out, again.  I realized, what do I have to lose?”
 
   “I TOLD YOU THAT, WEEKS AGO!” she said, angrily.
 
   “I know.  I guess I just wasn’t ready to hear it then.”
 
   “So, when are you going to ask him, and what do you want to do with him?” she smiled.
 
   “Oh, I guess I hadn’t really thought about that.  I guess a movie’s out!”  I giggled at my own stupid humor.
 
   “I don’t know.  Maybe you should take him to see Beyond Eternity.  It might give him some ideas,” she grinned, trying to embarrass me now.
 
   “I don’t think so!  I guess I’ll just ask him out for coffee.”
              “That might work if it were a business date.  Come on, Delaney.  Let him know you’re interested in him.”
 
   “Dinner, then?” I asked, waiting for her approval.
 
   “Dinner’s good.  And then you can him for dessert!” she laughed.
 
   “Why do I talk to you?”
 
   “Because, were best buddies forever!”
 
   I grinned at her and said, “Yes we are.  I’ll see you at lunch.”
 
    
 
   I walked into first period with a new spring in my step.  Even if he refused my invitation, I was filled with hope right at that moment.  It felt good to have a plan.  I suddenly felt in control of my own life again, something I hadn’t felt in months.
 
   I took a deep breath and said, “Hi Logan.  How was your weekend?”
 
   “It was fine,” he replied.
 
   I was determined to end this uncomfortable silence we’d shared for the past few weeks, so I continued.  “Did you do anything fun?”
 
   He looked up at me with what I thought to be relief as well that we were finally talking again.  “I spent the weekend reading.”
 
   “Oh.  What did you read?”
 
   “I read a couple of books, nothing of great interest.  How about you?”
 
   “Me, I pretty much stayed in my room all weekend.”
 
   “You aren’t still grounded, are you?”
 
   “No.  I just didn’t have much of anything to do.”  At least he was talking to me again.  I decided it was now or never.  I took a deep breath, “Logan, would you like to have dinner with me one night?” There, I said it!  I didn’t realize I was holding my breath until I started to get a bit light-headed.  I took a few deep, slow breaths and then realized he never answered me.
 
   “I…can’t.  I’m sorry.”  
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “It’s not that I don’t want to…I just…”
              “You don’t have to explain.  It’s okay.  It was just a thought,” I rambled on, much too quickly.
 
   “Delaney…”
 
   “Oh darn, um, I left my book in my locker.  I’ll be right back.”  I almost ran from the room.  I couldn’t get out of there fast enough.  “What made you think he would actually say yes?”  I berated myself as I headed into the girls room.  I looked in the mirror and told myself, “Keep it together. You can’t go back there with red, swollen eyes!”
 
   I splashed some cold water on my face and forced myself to not cry.  I had to make it through the rest of the day sitting next to the one guy I adored, but who obviously didn’t share the same feelings for me.  Suddenly I was absolutely dreading the last three days of school.  I wasn’t sure I could sit next to him and keep it together that long.
 
   By the time I was able to force myself to go back to class, I was 15 minutes late.  “Nice of you to join us, Miss Miller,” my teacher scolded.
 
   “Sorry,” I said, looking down at the floor as I quietly made my way back to my seat.
 
   If Logan noticed that I didn’t come back with a book, he didn’t say anything.  He asked if I was okay when I sat down.  “Yeah, why wouldn’t I be?”  If the silence was uncomfortable before, it was unbearable now.  Not another word was said between us the rest of the day.
 
    
 
   I walked home after school feeling very discouraged.  I had made up my mind that I wasn’t going to shed one more tear over Logan Barnett.  I would get through the next two days of school.  I would be polite and friendly to him and act as if it was no big deal that he had turned me down.  
 
   As I walked into the house, I realized that I would have to tell my mom…something.  She was going to ask and I needed to be prepared to tell her that he wasn’t interested in me, without breaking down again.  I was determined to not spend another moment crying about someone I couldn’t have and who didn’t want me.  
 
   The phone rang as I headed up the stairs, “The machine can get it,” I thought, still heading to my room.
 
   “Delaney, where were you after school?  I was going to give you a ride home.  Call me…today!” Molly ordered, dying to hear the outcome with Logan, no doubt.
 
   I ignored the message and went to my room.  I threw my book bag on my desk, sat down on the edge of my bed and wondered how I was going to make it through the next two days.
 
   The phone rang again, and fearing Molly would leave a much more detailed message, I grabbed it.
 
   “Molly, I don’t feel like talking right now.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”
 
   “Are you going to tell me what happened with Logan or what?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t want to talk about it.”
 
   “Oh, it went that well, huh?” she said.
 
   “He doesn’t want me.”  I almost started to cry, but held to my resolve of no more tears.
 
   “Are you okay?” she asked.
 
   “I guess I have to be, don’t I?”
 
   “Okay, he’s just one guy.  Why don’t you go out with one of the other 30 guys that have asked you?  Brian Walters certainly wouldn’t turn you down.”
 
   “I can’t think about that right now.  And I am NEVER going to ask anyone out ever again!”
 
   “So, are you planning on becoming a nun, now?”
 
   “YES, that’s exactly what I’m planning!” I said sarcastically, irritated with her now.
 
   “Come on, Delaney.  You can’t just give up.  It’s not like no one else is interested in you.  You’ve been asked out by every guy in school.”
 
   “Not the one that matters.”
 
   “How do you know that you wouldn’t like someone else?  You’ve never even given any other guy a chance.  You might be surprised.”
 
   “If it will get you to drop the subject, then maybe I’ll consider going out with someone else.”
 
   “Yeah, right.  Well, do you want to go to a movie with me and Jason tonight?  We’ll see something PG!”
 
   “No, but thanks anyway.”
 
   “Delaney, are you going to lock yourself away again?”
 
   “No!  I promise.”
 
   “Okay.  I’ll let you go now.  Jason’s coming over soon.  If you change your mind about the movie, then call me.”
 
   We said our goodbyes and I headed back upstairs.  I walked over to the window.  I looked outside, thinking about what I was going to tell my mom, when I noticed that expensive car parked across the street.  “I wonder who owns that car?” I thought to myself. 
 
   I didn’t have too much time to think about the car because my mom and dad walked in just then.  “Here goes nothing,” I said aloud as I headed downstairs.
 
   “Hi, honey.  How was your day?” my mom asked with a wink, trying to send me a message without getting my father involved.
 
   “It was fine.”
 
   “Just fine?” she asked, looking concerned now.
 
   “It didn’t go like I planned.”
 
   “What didn’t go like you planned?” my father asked.
 
   “She had a math test today, dear.” My mother actually lied to my father.
 
   “Oh, well I’m sure you’ll still get an A.  You always do,” he said.  “We have to go, Sarah.”
 
   “Where are you going?” I asked, thrilled that they were going somewhere and I wouldn’t have to talk about Logan anymore.
 
   “We’re going out to dinner with Mary and Dave.  Is that okay with you, honey?  Will you be okay?” my mom asked, sounding very concerned. 
 
   “I’ll be fine, Mom.  What about Seth?”
 
   “He’ll be home soon.  Can you guys fend for yourselves for dinner?  There are left-over’s in the fridge, or you could just have sandwiches.”
 
   “That’s fine, Mom.  I’ll make sure he eats something healthy.”
 
   “Make sure you eat, too.  You’re looking awfully thin,” she smiled, patted my shoulder and then they headed out the door, hand in hand.
 
    
 
   The next day I headed to school, determined to make the best of a bad situation.  I would not show Logan how upset I was.  I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.
 
   I tried really hard to make small talk with Logan all morning, and finally just gave up and accepted the uncomfortable silence.  I was thrilled when it was finally lunch and I could stop pretending that his rejection didn’t bother me.
 
   “You’re not eating anything again, Delaney?” Molly asked me when she joined our table and saw me without a lunch tray.
 
   “No, I’m not hungry.  I had a big breakfast.”
 
   “I thought you weren’t going to lie anymore,” she said, shaking her finger at me.
 
   “I’m not ly…fine.  Okay, I’m just not hungry.”
 
   The rest of our friends, including Jason, joined us.  We were all just chatting about nothing in particular when Logan walked over and said, “Delaney, may I talk to you for a minute…please?”  
 
   Suddenly the table went completely silent.  My friends were all stunned by the sudden appearance of the known loner.  Logan made it a point to keep to himself.  He never talked to anyone at lunch.  He usually just sat alone or read outside under a tree if the weather was nice.
 
    “Um…sure,” I said, standing up.  Logan headed outside, and walked toward the soccer field.  I looked at Molly, shrugged my shoulders and then I                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               followed him.
 
   He walked out a ways and then turned to face me.  He had that look on his face again, like he wanted to tell me something, but couldn’t.  “Delaney, I wanted to explain why I can’t go out with you.  I want to go out with you, honestly, it’s just…”
 
   “You don’t owe me an explanation.  You don’t owe me anything,” I said, not wanting to have this conversation.
 
   “I know I hurt your feelings.  That was the last thing I wanted to do.  I’m so sorry.”
              “No, I’m fine.  It’s no big deal,” I lied…yet again.
 
   “It is to me.  I would really love to go out with you, but like I said yesterday, I can’t.”
 
   “Okay, fine,” I snapped, tired of reliving his rejection.
 
   “Don’t you want to know why?” he pushed.
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  If you can’t, then you can’t,” I said, willing myself not to cry.  I was looking down at the freshly cut grass when he reached out and touched my arm.  It was like an electric shock.  An intense feeling swept through me.  I looked up then, losing the battle of my will as one single tear slid down my cheek, betraying the brave front I was trying so hard to put forth.
 
   “Please don’t cry.  You don’t know how badly I wanted to say yes…and if I were free, I would have asked you out months ago.”
 
   I wiped the unwanted tear from my cheek and thought about what he said for a minute.  “Free?”
 
   “Yes, I’m…involved with…someone,” he said sadly.
 
   “You have a girlfriend?” I asked, not sure if I felt better or worse at the thought.
 
   “No, not exactly.”
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   There was that look again.  He stood there, staring at me again, but said nothing.  I finally asked, “So you’re involved with someone, but she’s not your girlfriend?”
 
   “No,” he took a deep breath and said, “…she’s my wife.”
 
   “Your what?” I asked, certain he couldn’t have said he had a wife.
 
   “Delaney, I’m married.”
 
   I stood there shocked.  I would have thought he was lying if it weren’t for the look on his face.
 
   “I don’t understand.  How can you be married?  You’re only in high school.”
 
   “I’m 19, almost 20.  It’s complicated, but I really am married,” he said.  “So, now you understand why I couldn’t say yes?”
 
   “Um…yes,” I said, still in shock.
 
   “I think you should probably get back to your friends now.  They probably think I’ve done something terrible to you.”
 
   “Why would they think that?” I asked, my head still reeling.
 
   “I know I’m not well liked here, Delaney.  I don’t care what people here think about me.  I only care what you think.  I’m so sorry I hurt you.  Please believe me, if I wasn’t…married, you wouldn’t be able to keep me away.”
 
   He lightly touched my cheek with the back of his hand and then turned and walked away.
 
   I stood there with tears streaming down my cheeks until the bell rang, bringing me out of my stupor.  I wasn’t sure if I was upset because I had no hope of ever having Logan, or if I was upset because of the pain I saw in his eyes.  There was no happiness when he spoke of her.  He didn’t talk about her like a man in love.  In fact, he never said he loved her or even spoke her name.  Something wasn’t right, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.  “It doesn’t matter.  He’s married and that’s that!” I told myself, then wiped my eyes and headed to fifth period.  
 
   The rest of the day I walked around in a stupor, still completely shocked.  All of my friends made it a point to ask me what Logan wanted and I couldn’t even answer them.  I was so lost in thought that Molly finally smacked me.  “Snap out of it.  What the hell did he do to you?” she asked, sounding angry at him.
 
   “What?  He didn’t do anything.  He was very nice.  He just apologized for upsetting me.”
 
   “So, then are you guys finally going out?”
 
   “What?  No.”  I was still in shock.
 
   “Delaney, I don’t get you at all,” she said, and then asked if I wanted a ride home.
 
   “No, I think I need to walk home today.  But thanks, anyway.”  I knew without a doubt, I needed to sort through some things in my head.
 
   “Okay, I’ll pick you up in the morning.  It’s our last day of high school, EVER – time to party!!!!” she grinned.
 
   “Yeah, our last day.”  I tried to smile, but couldn’t.  My countdown was over…and I had lost!
 
    
 
   Chapter Three: The Big Blow Out!
 
    
 
   Whether it was that he didn’t want to cause me any more pain, or he couldn’t stand the uncomfortable silence any longer, Logan didn’t come to the last day of school. 
 
   I walked around in a fog, trying to accept that he was not only gone, but married.  That was a hard pill for me to swallow.  I sat down with my friends during what was to be our last school lunch.  I bought a sandwich, but was too preoccupied to actually eat it.  
 
   Brian Walters came over to our table then and asked if he could talk to me for a minute.  
 
   Molly whispered in my ear, “Too bad it’s the last day of school.  That’s two days in a row that a hot guy steals you away from us at lunch,” she grinned.
 
   I rolled my eyes at her and stood up slowly.  “Okay.”
 
   We walked a few feet away and Brian said, “Um, I know this is sort of last minute and I know you’ll probably say no, but it’s the last day of school and I don’t know when or if I’ll see you again, so here goes…would you like to go to our graduation party with me?” he asked, and then I heard him exhale loudly.
 
   I saw Molly out of the corner of my eye shaking her head and mouthing the words, ‘Tell him yes!’
 
   For a moment, Logan flashed into my mind, but this time he was wearing a tux and standing next to a bride…his bride.  I knew then that I had to get on with my life.  I looked at Brian, who I always thought was a really nice guy, and I took a deep breath before saying, “Sure, that sounds like fun.”
 
   “It’s okay, I understa…what did you say?” he asked.
 
   “I said yes, I’d like to go to the party with you.”
 
   “Really, are you sure…no I mean, that’s great!  The ferry leaves the dock at 6:30, so I’ll pick you up at 5:45.  That should give us plenty of time.” 
 
   “Okay, I’ll be ready.”  Suddenly my parents flashed through my mind, and I said, “You know, maybe we should just meet at the Ferry.”
 
   “I don’t mind picking you up at your house, really.  I should meet your parents,” he said, looking like he was afraid I was going to back out of the date.
 
   “I won’t be home; I’ll be…at Molly’s house,” I lied.
 
   “Oh, okay.  I’ll pick you up there.  Where does she live?”
 
   “I’d really rather meet you at the Ferry.  Molly and Jason can bring me to meet you.”
 
   Afraid to push his luck, he agreed to meet me at the Ferry at 6:00.  Then he said, “Thanks.  We’ll have a great time.”
 
   Molly was so thrilled when I got back to the table she could hardly contain her excitement.  She was much more excited than I was, but I was determined to let Logan go and start to live my life, whether I wanted to or not.
 
    I did have one small problem though…two actually…my parents.
 
    
 
   The next night was graduation.  Logan didn’t come for that, either.   It was a bitter-sweet ceremony with lots of tears, laughter and long commencement speeches.   I was thrilled when it was over and I could go back to the sanctity of my room.  My parents had other ideas however, and took me out to celebrate at my favorite seafood restaurant.  
 
   I did my best to be pleasant at dinner and thanked my parents not only for dinner, but the beautiful diamond earrings they bought me.   I knew they were expensive and they probably couldn’t afford them, but I accepted them graciously, knowing that if I said anything about the cost I would only embarrass them.  Their gift only made deceiving them all the more painful.  But, I knew I couldn’t back out of the party now.
 
    
 
   Molly and I planned everything down to the last detail.  I wasn’t only going to lie to my parents, but I was doing something I knew just didn’t feel right.  I was resolved to go through with it, however, and Saturday morning I packed my bag and reminded my mom I was going to spend the night at Molly’s house.
 
   “Have a good time, honey.  Delaney, you never did tell me about that boy.  Did you ever ask him out again?” my mom asked sheepishly, not wanting to cause me anymore pain, but obviously interested.
 
   “No, I never got the chance,” I lied again.  I grabbed my bag and headed to the door, knowing Molly would probably already be out there waiting for me, not giving me any opportunity to back out.
 
   “There are a lot of fish in the sea, honey.  You’ll find the right one.”
 
   “I know, Mom.  Bye.”  I felt so guilty, but I had made up my mind and I was going to go through with it.  My very first date.  I took a deep breath and headed to the car.
 
   “We are going to have SO MUCH FUN!!!!” Molly squealed.
 
   “I hope so.”
 
    
 
   When we got to Molly’s house, she grabbed my bag and emptied its contents onto her bed.
 
   “Why did you do that?” I asked, irritated.
 
   “UH HUH, just as I thought.  You don’t have a dress.  Just what did you plan to wear tonight?”
 
   “I brought a dress,” I said, picking it up off of her bed and holding it up in front of me.
 
   “There is no way that you’re going to wear that dress to our party.”
 
   “Why not?  I like it.”
 
   “Of course you do.  It screams preacher’s daughter.  Well, it’s a good thing that I knew you were going to do this.  I bought a dress for you.  Don’t worry, it was on sale and you can pay me back later if you want,” she smiled a very mischievous smile that instantly made me nervous.
 
   “NO WAY!  I won’t wear that dress,” I said when she pulled it out of her closet.
 
   “Just try it on…please!” she said, obviously ready for a fight.
 
   “NO!  There’s nothing to it.”
 
   “Delaney, you’re the one that said you were going to try to have fun tonight.  You said you were ready to start dating and move forward with your life.  You can’t dress in Sunday clothes forever.  TRY ON THE DRESS!”  She held it out for me, daring me to refuse.
 
   “Fine!” I said, grabbing it and heading into the bathroom.
 
   I slipped into the dress, or what there was of it, and then turned toward the mirror, certain I would hate it.  I stared at the young woman in the mirror for a second, not sure that it was really me.  I actually filled it out.  I couldn’t believe it.  
 
   Molly walked in then. “Wow!” was all she said.
 
   “Is that really me?”
 
   “Oh yeah, and with a little make up and your hair done just right, you’re going to have Brian and every other guy at the party panting after you!  You can wear your graduation earrings from your parents.  Diamond’s will go perfectly with the dress.”
 
   I wasn’t sure it was the most appropriate dress, but I did think it was pretty and I was determined to try to fit in tonight.  “Thank you,” I said, still amazed that I was able to fill out the dress.
 
   “You’re welcome.  Bet you didn’t even know you had boobs, did you?” she laughed at my obvious cleavage.
 
   “Um, I guess I never paid much attention.”
 
   “Trust me, Brian will,” she grinned.
 
    
 
   I stepped out of Molly’s car and Brian instantly made his way toward me.  He stopped about a foot from me and said, “OH, Wow!  You’re so beautiful.”
 
   I think I must have blushed, but was grateful for the compliment.  “You look very nice, Brian.  Thanks for meeting me here.”
 
   “What?  Oh yeah, sure,” he said, still staring at me in a very strange way.
 
   He stood there for a few minutes, not saying anything and finally I said, “Are you ready to go?”
 
   He said nothing, nor did he move.  He just stared at me.
 
   “Come on Brian, take her arm and let’s go!” Molly said, grinning at his obvious fascination with the new me.
 
    
 
   The ferry ride was fine.  Neither of us could think of much to say, but I felt comfortable with him nonetheless.  Then Chad walked over, “Hi Laney.  I thought you weren’t coming to the party?” he said with gritted teeth.
 
   “Oh, well I hadn’t planned on it, but I guess I changed my mind,” I said, forgetting that he had asked me weeks ago and I turned him down.
 
   “I see.  Well, you look very…nice,” he said, and then strutted off, heading back toward Hailey.  I noticed she didn’t look very happy.  I couldn’t imagine being happy if I was with Chad, either.  He just gave me a bad feeling.  I turned back to Brian and smiled, actually happy that I was with him.
 
   “Chad’s wrong, you know.  Nice doesn’t even begin to describe how exceptional you look.  Every guy here is completely jealous of me tonight.  I still can’t believe you said yes, but I’m so glad you did.  I’m the luckiest guy alive.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say, but when I looked into his eyes, I saw a kindness there and I realized that he really was a nice, decent guy.  And although my heart was somewhere else, I realized I was almost having fun and I smiled at him and said, “I think I’m the lucky one.”
 
   He took my compliment as a sign and leaned down to kiss me, but I pulled away, certain I wasn’t ready for that.
 
   “I’m sorry.  You’re just so…I’m sorry.”  He closed his eyes, took a deep breath and said, “I didn’t mean to rush you.  I mean, I hope I didn’t offend you.  I don’t want to scare you off.  I’m not expecting…anything from you...okay?” he said apologetically. 
 
   “You didn’t scare me off.  I’m just not ready for anything…physical,” I said, hoping he understood.
 
   “I promise I won’t ask you to do anything you’re not ready for.  I’m just happy you’re here with me.”  
 
   The ferry docked, and we were all ushered onto Parker’s Island.  I had to admit, it was very beautiful.  I hadn’t been to the island in a few years.  I forgot how pretty it was.  It was dusk and the lights from the island were sparkling off the water, casting a romantic glow all around.  It was breathtaking, and I couldn’t help but feel it was almost magical.
 
   “Shall we?” Brian asked, offering me his arm.
 
   “Yes,” I said, smiling and taking his arm.
 
                 
 
   The actual party was being held at Parker’s Inn.  We had the entire hotel all night.  The last ferry was leaving the island at 2:00 am, instead of the usual 11:00 pm, in honor of the annual party.  Some of the kids planned on staying over-night, having booked rooms at the hotel in advance.  I was wondering what they told their parents.  I assumed many of them lied, like I did.  But, at least I wasn’t staying all night.  I was taking the last ferry and going back to Molly’s house.  Suddenly I was a bit nervous, but excited at the same time.  Brian was really nice, and he seemed to actually respect my wishes.  I realized that I hadn’t even thought of Logan once since I stepped out of Molly’s car and saw Brian.  Maybe I did have a shot at happiness, after all. 
 
   “Are you hungry?” Brian asked, pointing to the enormous amount of food at the buffet line.
 
   “No, not really.”  I was entirely too nervous to even think about eating anything.  “But I’d love something to drink.”  
 
   “Oh sure.  I’ll be right back,” he said, and headed over to the bar.
 
   He brought back two cups of lemonade.  “Is this okay?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, lemonade is great.”  
 
   “So, would you like to dance?”
 
   “I’ve never actually danced before.  I’ll probably step all over your feet.  I probably should have told you that when you asked me to the party,” I said, feeling bad that I had to deny him such an important part of the party.
 
   “You can’t hurt these feet,” he said, lifting his pant leg and showing me an enormous foot.
 
   “Wow.  Now that’s impressive,” I said, smiling.
 
   “Yeah, you should see me trying to buy shoes.  Then, how about a walk?”
 
   “You’re obviously well equipped for that,” I grinned at him.
 
   “That’s for sure.  How about you, though?  Those shoes don’t look very comfortable.  They look great, but not very comfortable for walking.”
 
   “I think I’m okay to take a short walk.  If we walk on the beach, then I can take these stupid shoes off.”
 
   He offered me his arm and said, “Sounds wonderful.  But, you still owe a dance when we get back.”
 
   “You might be sorry.”
 
   “No, I don’t think so,” he said sincerely.
 
                 
 
   We walked along the beach together, talking about this or that, high school and where we planned to attend college.  He was offered a few full football scholarships at different schools around the U.S.  He hadn’t made up his mind where he was going yet.  I told him I didn’t know where I was going yet, either.
 
   As we walked along the beach, I looked up at the road and noticed what looked like the same car I’d been seeing around my house.  “It can’t be the same car,” I said quietly.
 
   “Excuse me?” Brian asked.
 
   “Oh nothing, I’m imagining things,” I said, and then focused on the ocean shore.
 
   The lights from the boats sparkled on the water.  It was very romantic and I felt very comfortable with Brian.  I thought maybe I could be happy with someone like him.  He asked me if he could hold my hand as we walked along the beach.  “I don’t want to rush you and its okay if you don’t want me to.”
 
   He was so nice, exactly the kind of boy my parents would approve of.  He even comes from a “good family,” which my mother seemed to think was an important aspect for any guy I dated.  I looked up at his very tall 6 foot, 3 inch frame and said, “I think I’d like that.”
 
   When he took my hand, I expected to feel something...maybe not the electric shock that Logan’s touch sent through me, but something, anything.  But, it was like holding hands with my brother.  He was so nice, and any other girl would be overjoyed to be in my shoes.  But I was fooling myself into thinking that he could be a replacement for Logan.  I wasn’t over Logan, and Brian deserved better than someone who was pining away for another guy she couldn’t have.
 
   I looked up at him sadly and he said, “He’s crazy, you know?!”
 
   “Who?” I asked, confused.
 
   “Logan.  How could he have possibly been able walk away from you?”
 
   I looked down at my bare feet, trying not to show the hurt in my eyes.
 
   “Delaney, it’s okay.  I understand exactly how you feel.  I’m not asking you for anything.  I hope in time, maybe you’ll feel for me what I feel for you.  But I know he’s still on your mind and I can handle that.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said, still not meeting his eyes.
 
   “For what, being human?”
 
   “No, I’m sorry I don’t feel that way about you.  You’re a great guy,” I said, finally looking up at him.  “What did you mean when you said you understand exactly how I feel?”
 
   “I meant that while you were watching him, I was watching you,” he sighed.  “Should we head back to the party?”              
 
   “Sure,” I smiled.  “Would you tell me something?”
 
   “Anything.”
 
   “Was I that transparent to everyone?”
 
   “Only those of us who pay attention to you, which is pretty much every guy at Jamison High.  You really don’t know how wonderful and beautiful you are, do you?  Delaney, I think everyone knew you had a thing for Logan.”
 
   I ignored his compliment.  “I always thought my feelings for him were my own private secret.  Wow.  So I’m assuming that he must have noticed, too.”  The thought actually made me blush.
 
   “I don’t know.  I can’t believe that if he knew how you felt about him that he wouldn’t be the one here with you now, instead of me.”
 
   “It’s complicated,” I said, unwilling to share anything about Logan’s personal life.
 
   Brian turned toward me, took my hand again and said, “Look Delaney, I really like you, I guess you know that now.  But I meant what I said about not rushing you into anything.  I won’t stand in your way if he suddenly comes to his senses and comes back for you.  But, you should know that I’m here and I’ll wait as long as you need me to.”
 
   “Brian, I…”
 
   “Come on, let’s go inside.  You owe me a dance.”
 
                 
 
   We ran into Molly and Jason then and we all headed onto the dance floor.  I did my best to follow Brian’s lead, but managed to walk on his feet more than my own.  We laughed, and then danced through a few more songs.  After the third or fourth dance, we were both tired and thirsty.  
 
   “What would you like to drink, and are you hungry now?”
 
   “I’m not hun…”  I started to say, and then realized he probably wouldn’t eat if I didn’t.  “You know, I think I am a little hungry now.”
 
   We headed over to the buffet line.  He handed me a plate and then grabbed one for himself.  I wasn’t really hungry, but I put a few pieces of fruit and veggies on my plate.  I noticed he loaded his plate full of everything.  
 
   “I’m sorry I didn’t let you eat earlier.”
 
   “It’s fine.  I wasn’t hungry until now, anyway.”  
 
   “Well, why don’t I go get us something to drink and you can finish filling your plate.  What would you like?”
 
   “I’ll go get the drinks.”
 
   “It’s okay.  I’ll go.”
 
   “Oh, okay, I’d love a cola of some kind.  Thanks,” he said, still intent on the enormous amount of food on the tables.
 
   “I’ll be right back.”
 
   I headed over to the bar, “Hi.  One Coke, and I’ll have a Sprite, please.”  Chad cornered me while I was waiting for our drinks.  “So, are you having fun?” he asked, with a smile I found to be unnerving.
 
   “Um, yes.  Thanks.  You did a great job putting all of this together, Chad, really,” I smiled at him.
 
   “Just wait, I have something very special planned for later,” he grinned and then reached around me and handed me our drinks.
 
   “Thanks,” I said, still unnerved by him.
 
    
 
   I walked back over to Brian.  He handed me my plate and I handed him his cola.  “Um, I believe there is a bit more food on my plate now than when I left.”
 
   “Oh yeah, sorry, I ran out of room on mine.”
 
   I laughed and said, “I didn’t mean to starve you.  Now you’re going to make yourself sick with all of that.”
 
   “I always eat like this.”
 
   “Oh.”  I guess it took a lot to fill that huge frame.
 
   We sat down with Molly, Jason, Carrie, Jim, Beth and Ted and before long we were all laughing and carrying on about stupid things we’ve all done over the last four years, when suddenly I wasn’t feeling very well.  “Are you okay, Delaney?” Brian asked me.
 
   “I’m kind of warm.  Can we go outside and get some fresh air for a few minutes, please?”
 
   “I’m a little warm myself,” Brian agreed and escorted me outside.
 
   We stood outside on the back deck, enjoying a quiet moment and the cool air.  “I forgot how pretty it is here,” I said, looking at the lights dancing on the water and listening to the waves crashing on the shore.
 
   “Not as pretty as you.  Here, you should wear my jacket.  It’s pretty cool out here,” Brian said, wrapping it around my shoulders once again.
 
   “Thank you.  You are too nice to me.  Whoa, I really don’t feel very well.”  I grabbed on to the railing to steady myself and noticed Brian was looking a little pale himself.  “I wonder if it was something we ate.”
 
   “Well, let’s focus on what you ate, because I ate everything.”
 
   “Oh, yeah, you know I really don’t feel…”  The last thing I remember was Brian calling my name and reaching out to catch me.
 
    
 
   I woke up alone and in a room I didn’t recognize.  I looked around, trying to figure out where I was and how I got there.  My eyes were really out of focus and my head ached.  I sat up then, and was horrified to realize I was naked on a bed.  I reached for the blanket and covered up with it.  I looked over and noticed my dress on the floor, next to a man’s dress jacket.
 
   “That’s Brian’s jacket,” I said to myself, remembering standing on the deck outside the banquet room with him.  “How did I get here?” I asked aloud.
 
   Suddenly I was shaking and I was certain that whatever had happened wasn’t good and it had happened without my consent or knowledge.  I wrapped the blanket around me and got off the bed.  I reached down for my clothes and made my way to the bathroom.  I noticed my dress was torn in more than one place.  I wasn’t sure if I was in shock or denial, but I put my underwear and dress back on as best as I could, but my bra was torn in half.  I walked back toward the bed and pulled Brian’s jacket back on, grateful that it was so large and long.  I saw my shoes and sat down on the edge of the bed to put them back on.  As I bent over to put my shoes on, I noticed streaks of dried blood that had run down the inside of both of my thighs.               
 
   I closed my eyes and a flash of male laughter echoed in my head.  I was shaking again as I realized what truly had happened and who was responsible.  I had only one memory after Brian reached out to catch me and that memory sent chills down my spine.  I finally understood what Chad said about having something special planned for later.  I was the plan.  The image of him leaning over me was so vivid; it sent me running from the room, terrified.
              I ran out of the room and out of the hotel.  I didn’t know what time it was or where I was headed.  All I knew was that I had to run far away from that room.
 
   I was running along the beach again, not sure where I was heading. When I couldn’t take another step, I dropped on the side of the road.  I was trying to catch my breath so that I could run some more, when a car pulled up beside me.  All I saw were headlights and then I heard a door open.  Suddenly I panicked, and I got up to start running again when a familiar voice called my name.  I stopped and turned to find Logan heading toward me.
 
   “Delaney, what’s wrong?  What happened to you?”  
 
   “Logan, oh Logan, please don’t look at me.” I said, pulling the jacket tighter around me.  Suddenly it was too much for me to endure, and I collapsed on the ground.
 
                 
 
   I woke up in a panic, once again unsure of where I was.  “It’s okay, you’re fine!” Logan said, immediately at my side.
 
   “What happened?” I asked.
 
   “I’m afraid that’s something you’re going to have to tell me,” he said, looking very concerned.
 
   “I don’t know…I don’t remember,” I said blocking out what I didn’t want to face.
 
   “Delaney, I think we should call the police.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I think you were…hurt.”
 
   “No, I’m fine.”
 
   “I don’t think you are.  Do you remember why you were running down the road?” he asked, trying to make me remember what I had tried so hard to block out.
 
   “No.”
 
   “I think you do,” he said, touching my cheek.
 
   “NO!  I don’t!  I’m fine,” I lied, but still in denial as to what I was lying about.
 
   “Okay, you just rest now,” he said, standing up.
 
   “NO, don’t leave me!” I said, reaching for him.
 
   “I’m not going anywhere.”  He sat down next to me on the bed and pulled the blankets up around me, tucking me in.
 
   “What are you doing here?” I asked, finally realizing that I was actually with Logan.
 
   “I live here, most of the time, anyway.”
 
   “You live here?  You live on the island?”  The island, suddenly I remembered what had happened and I jumped up.  “Oh no.  Oh no. NO NO NO!”
 
   “It’s okay. You’re okay now!”
 
   “No, it’s never going to be okay again.  NEVER!”
 
   “You’re safe, Delaney.  No one can hurt you here, I promise.”
 
   “I need a shower.”  I realized I suddenly needed to wash all memories of the night away.
 
   “I really think we should call the police first,” he urged.
 
   “No!  I have to shower now!  PLEASE! Please. Oh please,” I begged, frantic.
 
   He looked at me like he understood my urgent need for a shower and led me to the bathroom.
 
   “Will you be okay?”
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  I have to do this right now.”
 
   “I’ll be right outside the door.”  He shut the door gently.
 
   I threw off what was left of my clothes and stepped into the shower.  I only turned on the hot water, and as hot as it was and as red as my skin turned, it wasn’t hot enough to wash away the memory.  I scrubbed; using an entire bottle of body wash, then scrubbed my hair and used the rest of the shampoo on my body as well.  When I was out of all soap products I just stood under the hot water, certain I would never be clean again.
 
   The water finally turned cold and I slid down the shower wall and curled into the fetal position on the floor of the shower, and cried.
 
   I didn’t know how long the cold water washed over me and I didn’t answer Logan when he asked if I was okay.  I just laid there, shivering at the bottom of the shower, wishing the tears would stop and the night had never happened.
 
   The next thing I knew, Logan had turned the water off, wrapped me in a towel and carried me back to the bed.  He held me for what seemed like hours while I cried.
 
   When I was finally spent and had no more tears, Logan said, “Delaney, we really should call the police.”
 
   “I can’t.  I can’t re-live…I just can’t.”
              “Whoever did this to you NEEDS to be punished,” he said, sounding very angry; an emotion I had never seen Logan express before.
              “Please don’t call the police.  I couldn’t bear the humiliation,” I pleaded.
 
   “Would you at least tell me who...did this?” he asked, his hands clenched into fists.
 
   “I…I don’t remember,” I lied, fearing that Logan may go after Chad and I couldn’t live with that, either.
 
   Logan sighed and asked, “Was it Brian?”
 
   “NO!  Brian wouldn’t…NO!”
 
   “I’m sorry.  I had to ask.”
 
   “How could you think that Brian would…?”
 
   “I know he was your date to the party.  I didn’t think he would…hurt you, but I had to ask.”
 
   “How did you know he was my date?” I asked, curious now.
 
   “I um, I saw you two walking on the beach earlier tonight,” he admitted shamefully.
 
   “You were on the beach?”
 
   “Yes.  I saw you get off the ferry.  You looked so beautiful.  You are beautiful.  I parked outside the hotel, hoping to see you again.  When I saw you two head to the beach, I drove down the highway and followed you.  I know I have no right to be jealous, but I was.  Delaney, you have to tell me who did this to you, PLEASE!”
 
   “I told you, I don’t remember.”
 
   “I’m sorry, but I don’t believe you.”
 
   “It’s true.  I think I was drugged.  Both Brian and I got sick…Oh, I hope Brian’s okay.  What time is it?  I have to get on the ferry.”
 
   “It’s after 3 am, so the ferries are done for the night.  I’m afraid you’re stuck here.”
 
   “Oh no, what am I going to tell Molly and my parents?  They can never know about this!  It would kill them!”
 
   “Don’t worry about it right now.  You can call Molly in the morning.  Would you like to put some clothes on?” he asked; glancing away from me as the towel slipped off my shoulder, exposing the top of one of my breasts.
 
   I pulled the towel up and said, “Yes, but I can’t put that dress back on, and I don’t have anything…”
 
   “Here,” he said, handing me one of his shirts.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   He turned his back so that I could change.  “I’ll be right outside the door.”
 
   “No, it’s okay, I’m already dressed.”  
 
   He turned back around and took a deep breath.  “I thought you looked stunning in the dress, but I don’t think you’ve ever looked more beautiful than you do right now.”
 
   “I don’t feel beautiful.  I don’t know what to feel.”
 
   “Please tell me who did it.  You know who it was; I can see it in your eyes.”
 
   “I don’t…I can’t.
              “Why are you protecting him?”
 
   “I’m NOT!  I’m protecting you.”
 
   “From what?”
 
   “From doing whatever it is you’re planning.  I can see it in your eyes.”
 
   “He deserves to suffer, Delaney.  He had no right to…”
 
   I started to cry again, and Logan was there, holding me.  “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to upset you, again.”
 
   “Please, can you just let it go?  Please?”
 
   “Can you?”
 
   “I have to try.  I have to.  If I go after…him, then everyone would know.  And I can’t live with that.”
 
   “Okay, we’ll talk about it in the morning.  Why don’t you just sleep now?  You can take a ferry home tomorrow.”  He stood up and started to walk out the door.
 
   “Please don’t leave me.  I don’t want to be alone.”
 
   “I’ll stay.”
 
   “Would you hold me, please?  I feel so…lost and alone.”
 
   “I’m afraid I won’t ever want to let you go,” he said.
 
   “It’s okay.  I understand if you can’t,” I said and pulled the blankets up tight around my neck.
 
   He climbed onto the bed, laying on top of all the blankets, and wrapped his arm around my waist.  “Just sleep now, okay.  You’re safe.” 
 
   As long as Logan’s arms were around me, it was easy to forget Chad and the horrible thing he had done to me.  I leaned into Logan, and exhaustion finally took hold.  I fell into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
   When I woke up, I thought I was still sleeping and having the most wonderful dream.  Logan was next to me, with his arm snuggly wrapped around my waist.  “Please don’t let me wake up from this dream,” I said out loud to myself.
 
   He smiled then and said, “That’s what I said all night.”
 
   I wanted so badly to reach out and touch his face, certain I was dreaming.  But a gnawing feeling kept inching its way back into my subconscious, reminding me of recent events and that it really wasn’t a dream at all. 
 
   “What, what time is it?”  I asked, sitting up in the bed, Logan’s bed.  Suddenly I felt completely self-conscious and very vulnerable.
 
   Logan must have sensed my distress because he stood up and walked over to the chair.
 
   “It’s 9:30.  You slept for about six hours.”
 
   “Oh.  I guess I should get dressed…” I remembered then that I didn’t have any clothes to wear.
 
   “Hold on one minute.  I’ll be right back,” Logan said.
 
   He came back a few minutes later with a skirt and blouse.  “Thank you,” I said, staring down at the clothes and wondering where he got them.
 
   “I’ll wait downstairs for you, okay?  There are clean towels and everything you should need in the bathroom.”
 
   I stood up then, and remembered I was only wearing one of Logan’s shirts.  I pulled it down as it had climbed up my thigh while I slept.  He took a deep breath, turned around and said, “I, I’ll see you downstairs.”
 
   I was surprised to find a close match in the size of the clothing.  He had even managed to supply me with a new bra and panties.  The bra was very snug, but I felt I needed to wear one, so I squeezed my breasts into the all too small cups.  All of the clothing still had tags on them, so I knew they were new.  I found a new toothbrush, and all of the toiletries in the bathroom I could possibly need.  I noticed that there was no sign of my torn dress anywhere.  I was glad that I didn’t have to ever see it again.  When I felt I was presentable, I headed down the stairs, noting how beautiful and large his home was.
 
   “Wow, this is really beautiful,” I said, as I walked into the kitchen.
 
   “Thank you.  How do you like your eggs?”
 
   “Um, any way is fine.  I’m not picky.  You don’t have to cook for me, though.  You’ve done too much for me already.  Where did you get the clothes?” I asked, curious.
 
   “They’re Martina’s,” he said, turning back to the stove.
 
   “Who’s Martina?” I asked.
 
   “She’s…my wife,” he said, refusing to look at me.
 
   “Oh, I totally blocked that out!  Oh God, I’m so sorry.  I shouldn’t be here; I shouldn’t have asked you to hold…”  I was almost ready to bolt out the door.
 
   “Delaney,” he said, sensing my urgency to leave, “it’s okay.  She’s not here.  We didn’t do anything to be ashamed of.  I’ve broken no rules and neither have you.”
 
   “Where is she?” I asked, even more curious now as I slowly sat back down. 
 
   “She stays at my house on the mainland.  She hates the water, so she never comes here.  So I stay here as much as possible,” he said through gritted teeth.
 
   “I don’t understand.  You’re not...together?”
 
   “Not unless we have to be,” he said, and then filled my plate with scrambled eggs and a couple pieces of toast.
 
   “Thank you,” I said, not wanting to eat, but feeling like I should since he went to the trouble to cook for me.
 
   “The next ferry leaves at noon.  Do you want to call Molly and let her know you’re okay?”  He looked at me from across the table and then asked, “Are you okay?”
 
   “I guess I have to be.”
 
   “It’s not too late to go to the police.”
 
   “Yes, it is.  It wouldn’t matter anyway.  What’s done is done.  No one can give me back…what I lost,” I said, tears betraying me once again by gliding down my cheeks without my permission.
 
   “You didn’t lose anything, Delaney.  You didn’t give yourself to him willingly.  He took what he wanted.  He’s a coward.  You are still exactly as you were before; young, beautiful and innocent.”
 
   The tears continued.  He was so kind to me and although his words made sense, it didn’t change the fact that I wasn’t a virgin anymore.  Everything was stolen from me, even my first kiss happened without my permission or even my knowledge.
 
   “Please don’t cry.  You have nothing to be ashamed of.  You did nothing wrong.  HE DID!  Would you please tell me who it was?”  
 
   “I can’t.  I can’t even say his name.  Please understand.”
 
   Logan took a deep breath and picked up his fork.  “I guess we should eat.”
 
   “Okay,” I said while wiping my eyes with the napkin he handed me.
 
    
 
   Chapter Four: The History of Parker’s Island
 
    
 
   We ate in silence and then I helped him with the dishes.  I had to know more about his wife, so I took the direct approach, hoping I wouldn’t offend him.  “Logan, do you love her?” I sensed he didn’t, but needed to know the truth.
 
   He stopped rinsing the plate and looked at me, “No, I don’t love her.  I never have.”
 
   “Then why?”
 
   He thought about my question for a moment, and then said, “Did you know that this island was named after my great grandfather?”
 
   “No,” I said, listening intently.
 
   “Parker is my mother’s maiden name.  This was my great grandfather’s island, then it was handed down to my grandfather, then my mother and now me and I’ll give it to my children…someday.”
 
   “You own the island?” I was shocked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “What does any of this have to do with…”
 
   “It’s a long story.  Are you sure you want to hear it?” he asked, looking like he needed to talk about it.
 
   “Yes, I want hear it, please.”
 
   “My mother was very wealthy when she married my father.  She was madly in love with him.  She did little to protect herself or her company when it came to him.  She was foolish, but she was deeply in love.  Before my grandfather died, he used to tell me stories about her.  I wished I had known her.”  He looked very sad.
 
   “What was her name?” I asked.
 
   “Elizabeth.  Elizabeth Parker Barnett,” he said, and then continued.
 
   “She handed over the control of her company to my father when she found out she was pregnant with me.  My grandfather was not happy, but he had given up his say in the company when he gave it to her.  She wanted to be a mother, not an owner of a large corporation.  She readily signed over most everything to him, with the exception of this island and a trust that she and my grandfather put together for me before I was born.
 
   “My father has since run the company into the ground.  He borrowed from the wrong people, has terrible business sense and had all but lost everything when a man by the name of Arturo Bolivar offered him a merger with his own company in Venezuela.  The merger was set, all ready to go and then Señor Bolivar backed out, sensing it was a bad business decision on his part.
 
   “In order to save my mother’s company, my father and I flew to Venezuela to meet with him, to try to change his mind.  I put together another proposal; one where the benefits were more equally shared.
 
   “We sat down and met with Señor Bolivar and his daughter.  She has a very good business sense, but refused our offer, at first.  She asked us to stay a couple of days and said we could possibly work something out.
 
   “I desperately wanted to save my mother’s business.  I felt I owed her that.”
              “Why?  It wasn’t your fault that she died.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  I couldn’t let her company die, too.  Anyway, Señor Bolivar’s daughter came to our hotel and asked to speak to me alone.  I thought maybe she had some sort of counter-offer, so I agreed to meet with her.  Evidently, she was very used to getting everything she wanted and in order for her to agree to the merger, she wanted…”
 
   “You,” I said quietly, understanding that desire all too well.
 
   “Yes.  And, she wanted U.S. citizenship.”
 
   “So, she got what she wanted, as usual,” I said, catching on quickly.
 
   “My father thought it was a great idea and practically ordered me to do it.  They both assured me that it would only be for six months, then she would have her green card and we could divorce.  I was foolish enough to believe them.  She did get her green card six months after we were married, but in order to keep her citizenship she needs to remain married…for three years!
 
   “I was furious when I found out, but what could I do?  She and her father still had all the power.  They could pull the rug out from under our merger at any time.  I tried talking to her, reasoning with her, but she wouldn’t budge.  She was angry with me when I didn’t fall all over her and do just as she ordered.
 
   “I finally had enough and told her that I was through.  She could do whatever she wanted, but I wanted out.”
 
   “That’s great.  So, you’re free, then?” I asked, sensing I was wrong, yet hopeful, nonetheless.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Why?” I asked.
 
   “Delaney, she’s…pregnant.”
 
   I felt like the wind had been knocked out of me.  “Oh, I see.”
 
   “No, you don’t.  We never…” he sighed and continued, “I’ve never touched her, not once!  One mandatory kiss at the stupid ceremony.  That’s it!”
 
   “Well if the baby isn’t yours, then you have the perfect out.”
 
   “Señor Bolivar is very old fashioned and he idolizes his daughter.  She put together a party two weeks ago, and she told me I had to attend because it was for business, as per one of our stipulations to the contract.  When I walked in, I noticed that it was a party alright, and my home was full of all of our friends and family.  Her father had even flown in for it.  She announced to everyone, all of our friends and family that ‘we’ were having a baby.  My father even toasted us, even though I think he knew the truth.  
 
   “She knew I wouldn’t reveal to everyone that she had cheated on me.  She knew it!  I should have done it, but I just stood there listening to one congratulation after the next.  Everyone was patting me on the back, wishing us well.  She smiled at me from across the room, knowing she had won and that I was stuck.”
 
   “There must be something you can do.”
 
   “I don’t know what.  If I force her to have a paternity test and her father finds out, it will destroy not only him, but my mother’s company.  So, I’ve agreed to stay married, for now, as long as she doesn’t set one foot on my island.”
 
   “You’d think she’d want to be with the baby’s father.”
 
   “She wants to save face.”
 
   “Do you know who he is?” I asked.
 
   “I know a few of them, but I’m not exactly sure which one of them is the father.”
 
   “There’s more than one?”
 
   “Yes, but I don’t care.  She can do what she wants as long as she stays away from me.”
 
   “I don’t understand why she would cheat on you.  You kept your end of the bargain.  Why would she even want to stray?  You’re so…perfect,” I admitted, and then blushed.
 
   “I’m not perfect, Delaney, not by a long shot.  If I were, then I wouldn’t be in this mess.”
 
   “I still don’t understand why she would cheat on you?” I asked again.
 
   “Because I could never bring myself to…”
 
   “To what?” I asked naively.
 
   “To sleep with her.”
 
   “You don’t find her attractive?”
 
   “No, that’s not it.  She’s a beautiful woman.”
 
   “Then, why?”
 
   “Because…she’s not you.”
 
   I blushed again, stunned by his confession.
 
   “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to embarrass you.  You had to know how I feel about you.  I’ve never been able to keep my eyes off of you.”
 
   “I honestly didn’t know.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  I refuse to get you involved in my mess and it’s not fair to ask you to wait.”
 
   “I will, though.  I’ll wait for as long as it takes.”
 
   “No!  No, you won’t!  You’re going home today to start your life and if by some miracle at the end of the three years, if some man hasn’t won your heart, then I’ll do everything in my power to win it.”
 
   “You already have!  It’s yours.  It’s been yours.  Don’t you know that?” I asked, shocked that he hadn’t seen right through me.
 
   “Delaney, I’m a married man.  You can’t waste your life waiting for me.  Please, I couldn’t live with myself if I thought you were missing out on life because of me.”
 
   “I tried to go on without you last night.  That certainly didn’t go very well.”  Tears sprung to my eyes as the pain renewed itself.
 
   “I still wish you’d tell me who it was,” he said, touching my cheek, and sending that same electric shock through my entire body.
 
   “I just want to forget about it.”
 
   “I don’t think it’s going to be that easy,” he said, anticipating the pain I didn’t know was coming.  “Is there someone you can talk to about this, Molly, maybe?”
 
   “NO!  She can never know!  She will never leave me alone about it until she knows who…” chills ran down my spine as Chad’s image ran through my mind, and I shivered in response.
 
   “But you need to talk to someone about what happened, if you won’t tell me.”
 
   “Logan, please understand that I have to let this go.  I have to.”              
 
   “Okay,” he said, but his face betrayed what his emotions were telling him.
 
   “Logan, please don’t!  Whatever you’re planning, just don’t!”
 
   “I’m not planning anything.”
 
   “Now who’s lying?  I can see it.  Please, just drop it.  For me?” I asked, touching the side of his face.
 
   “I would do anything for you, but he has to pay.”
 
   “What good would it do?”
 
   “What if he tries it again?”
 
   “He won’t get that chance!” I said with absolute certainty.
 
   “What if he tries it with someone else?” he asked, almost apologetically, as if he didn’t want me to have to suffer that burden.
 
   “I hadn’t thought of that.”  A sudden chill ran down my spine again. 
 
   “Tell me who it was and I’ll take care of it!”
 
   “What does that mean?” I asked, fearful, not for Chad, but for Logan.
 
   “It means that I won’t let him hurt you, or anyone else again.”
 
   Neither of us spoke for a moment and then I said, “I think I need to call Molly now.  She’s probably beside herself with panic.”              
 
   “Fine,” he said, looking angry, but got the phone for me anyway.
 
    
 
   “Where the hell have you been?”  Molly yelled into the phone.  “Are you okay?” she asked, calmed a bit now that I had called and she knew I wasn’t dead.
 
   “I’m fine.  I’m still on the island.”
 
   “What happened?  Where did you go?”
 
   “I…got sick.”
 
   “We looked for you all night.  Brian is still there looking for you.  I came home just in case you were here.  I thought maybe you couldn’t handle the party and came home,” she said, obviously upset. 
 
   “I’m fine, really.  I’m taking the 12:00 ferry home.  Can you pick me up?”  I asked.  “You haven’t talked to my parents, have you?”
 
   “Are you crazy?  Why would I do that?”
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief.  “Thanks, Molly.”
 
   “Don’t ‘Thanks Molly me’.  You owe me big for putting me through that,” she threatened, sounding more like herself. 
 
   “Okay, just don’t tell anyone anything, and pick me up…please.”
 
   “How can I tell anyone anything when I don’t know anything?  You owe me and Brian an explanation!”  
 
   “Brian, right.”  I had blocked him out of my mind along with so many other things.  “Did you say he was still here, looking for me?”
 
   “Yeah!  He’s checking every ferry for you.  He searched the island all night.  We both did.  He’s worried sick.  We all were!”
 
   “I’m so sorry.  I’ll explain everything when I see you,” I said, not exactly sure what the explanation was going to be.
 
   “Where are you?” she asked.
 
   Not wanting to get into that, I said, “I’m at a house on the island.  Someone took me in and took care of me,” I said, looking at Logan with sincere gratitude.
 
   “Who?”
 
   “I can’t explain it right now.”
 
   “Well, Brian is due to call me to check in.  Can I give him this number?”
 
   “Um, I guess so.”
 
   “Fine, I’ll give it to him.  You be on that Ferry!” she ordered.
 
   “I promise, I will,” I said sadly, realizing my time with Logan was almost over.
 
   “I’ll see you soon.”
 
   “Okay.  Thanks Molly.”
 
   “Don’t thank me yet.  You still have a lot of explaining to do!”
 
   “I know, Bye.”
 
   
 
 
   “I’ll bet she was happy to hear from you,” Logan said, as I put the phone down.
 
   “I don’t think ‘happy’ is the right word.  She’s really angry with me.”
 
   “She was worried, and she has a right to know the truth.”
 
   “Please don’t start this again.  I have to leave soon, so can’t we just talk about something else?”
 
   “What would you like to talk about?”
 
   Just then the phone rang, and before I could tell Logan that it would probably be Brian, he answered it.
 
   “Hello.”
 
   “Hello, who is this?” Brian asked, expecting me to answer the phone.
 
   “I think it’s for me,” I whispered.
 
   “Who are you calling for?” Logan asked.
 
   “Delaney Miller,” Brian said.
 
   “She’s right here.”
 
   “Brian?”
 
   “Where are you?  Are you okay?” he asked, sounding frantic.
 
   “I’m fine.  I’m sorry I scared you.”
 
   “Where are you?  I’ll come get you,” he said.
 
   “Um, I’ll meet you at the Ferry at noon, okay?”
 
   “Not this time.  I want to know where you are!  I think you owe me that much!”
 
   “Brian, I’ll meet you at the ferry and I’ll explain everything.”
 
   Knowing I wasn’t going to tell him where I was, he said, “Fine,” and hung up the phone.
 
                 
 
   “I’m sorry I answered it.  It’s a habit,” Logan said.
 
   “It’s your phone.  I should have told you he was going to call.  I didn’t think it would be quite so soon.”
 
   “What are you going to tell him?” Logan asked, looking at me strangely.
 
   “I don’t know.  He’s such a nice guy.  I’ve put him through so much.”
 
   “It wasn’t your fault.  None of it!  He’s definitely going to know something happened, maybe you should tell him, then.”
 
   “We’ve been through this, I’m not telling anyone!”
 
   “Then what are you going to say, and how are you going to explain me?”
 
   “I don’t think he knew it was you,” I said.
 
   “And when I drop you off at the Ferry?”
 
   “I guess I’ll just have to say that you were the one that took care of me.  That part at least will be the truth.  He knew I was sick.  I think Ch…Brian was given something to make him sick, too,” I said, almost saying Chad’s name, and hoping I had covered my tracks well enough.”
 
   Logan looked at me funny.  I could see him thinking about it, so I added, “Brian knows how I feel about you.  He won’t be surprised.”
 
   “I guess we should get going,” he said, obviously still thinking about my slip of the tongue.
 
   “Is it that late?” I asked, suddenly upset that my time with him was almost over.
 
   “I think Brian has probably been through enough.”  
 
   I glanced at the clock above his head and said, “The ferry doesn’t leave for over an hour.  Don’t make me go yet, please.”
 
   “I don’t ever want you to go, but we both know you have to.”
 
   “Not yet.  I don’t know when I’ll see you again,” I said, hoping it wouldn’t be too long.
 
   “You won’t see me again, Delaney.  I told you, I don’t want you to wait for me.  I mean it.  Move on with your life!”  
 
   “I can’t.  Please don’t shut me out,” I said, as the tears started again.
 
   “You have to go…now.  I’m married, and even though I don’t love her, I’m bound by that contract.”              
 
   “So you have to follow the rules, but she doesn’t?” I said, angry now.
 
   “What she does is irrelevant.  The fact remains, I took an oath, and I won’t break it.”
 
   “I’m not asking you to break anything.  Just please don’t…”
 
   “Don’t what?  I don’t have the right to have any feelings for you, not while I’m with her.”
 
   “But you’re not with her.  You don’t love her.”
 
   “You have to go!”  He turned toward a door and held it open for me.  The look was one I recognized.  I wasn’t going to get anywhere with him now.  I sighed and headed out the door.
 
   We walked into the garage and parked next to the car that he always drove to school, was another car, a very expensive car...the car I’d seen around my house and in town.  The car I thought I saw as I walked on the beach with Brian.  I stopped and stared at it.  “It was you?”
 
   “Delaney, please just get in,” he said, looking embarrassed that his secret was out.
 
   “This is the same car I saw at home and at the beach last night.  Why were you following me?”
 
   He sighed and said, “I wanted to see you, to be close to you.  I knew I really hurt you that day that you asked me to the movie, and I wanted to apologize and explain, so I went to your house, but I couldn’t bring myself to knock on your door.  I didn’t want to tell you about Martina.  I wanted to say yes, to be able to say yes.  So, I found myself following you.  I’m sorry.”
              I sat in the passenger seat, staring out the window.  I was shocked by his confession, but very flattered.  I was trying to come up with some way, any way to stall him, to make our time together last a little longer.  Finally I said, “I will wait for you, whether you want me to or not.”  My tears were silent as they streamed down my cheeks.
 
   “Want isn’t the issue, Delaney.  I told you, what I want is irrelevant.”
 
   “Do you think your mother would want you to spend three years in misery with a woman you don’t love…a woman who’s carrying another man’s child?  She gave the company to your father because she loved you.  I can’t believe she would want you to do this.”  I had to pull out all the stops now that we were getting close to the dock.
 
   “My mother’s company is all that’s left of her.  I have to do whatever it takes to save it, and I won’t drag you into this.”  He reached into the back seat and grabbed Brian’s jacket and handed it to me.
 
   We pulled up to the dock then.  I could see Brian pacing back and forth in front of the ferry.  I turned to Logan and said, “I don’t care what you say, I won’t lose you again!”
 
   He leaned over me and opened my door, “You already have.”
 
   His words hit me like a ton of bricks.  I could feel the rejection wash over me.  My head was spinning and I was frozen in the seat.  I couldn’t move and then suddenly Brian grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the car.
 
   I heard Logan say, “Take good care of her.” 
 
   “I will,” Brian said, looking extremely confused.
 
   Brian closed the door and I watched as the love of my life drove away.  The pain I felt was worse than any pain Chad had inflicted on me.  I was too numb to cry.  I was too numb to do anything.  Brian led me to the ferry and I went with him because I didn’t know what else to do. 
 
   He sat down next to me and said nothing for a while.  The ferry left the dock 30 minutes later and still I hadn’t uttered a single word.  Once the ferry was out to sea, Brian turned to me and said, “Delaney, I can see that you’re very upset.  I won’t ask anything right now.  I’m just so relieved and happy that you’re safe.  But, I think I deserve some sort of explanation about where you were last night and how you ended up with…him.  But I’ll wait until you’re up to talking about it.”
 
   I looked up at him then, and finally the tears came and I couldn’t stop sobbing.  I knew I had let everyone down.  I had hurt everyone I cared about; Brian, my parents, Molly and Logan.  My grief was unbearable and although I knew I didn’t deserve comfort from anyone, Brian pulled me into his arms and held me while I cried the rest of the way home.
 
    
 
   Chapter Five: The Wrath of Molly
 
    
 
   Brian led me to Molly’s car, knowing I was too distraught to walk on my own.  I clung to him as he tried to put me in the passenger seat.  “Delaney, let go.  You’re fine, now.  You’re home,” he said, sounding angry.  Why shouldn’t he be angry?  He didn’t know what had happened, what I had been through.  He only knew I was gone all night while he searched the island for any sign of my whereabouts, only to find me with the one man he knew I couldn’t resist.  If I were him, I’d hate me, too.
 
   “Brian, I’m so sorry,” I finally said, holding onto his arm.
 
   “I told you I wouldn’t stand in your way, Delaney.  But you could have told me he was there.  Then at least I wouldn’t have worried all night.”
 
   “I didn’t know he was there,” I said.
 
   “But you spent the night with him, anyway.”
 
   “No, not like that, it wasn’t like that.  Please believe me.”
 
   “You need to go home.  When and if you want to see me, you know where to find me.”  
 
   “Here’s your jacket,” I said, handing it to him.
 
   “Keep it.”
 
   He closed the car door then and walked over to talk to Molly.  They spoke for only a moment, and then Molly got into the car.  I had never seen her so angry.  I had made her angry on many occasions, but at that moment, she was livid with rage.  I knew I had to tell her something, but I couldn’t tell her what really happened.  I couldn’t face re-living not only what Chad had done, but worse, Logan’s rejection.
 
   “I called your mom and told her you were staying another night at my house,” she said, keeping her eyes on the road, and away from me.
 
   “Did she ask where I was?”
 
   “I told her you were in the shower and it was my idea for you to stay.”
 
   “Thank you, Molly,” I said, and laid my head against the cold window.
 
   “This isn’t like you, Delaney.  How could you do that to Brian?  To me?”
 
   I didn’t have anything to say in my defense, so I sat there, and said nothing.
 
   “GREAT, more silence.  What the HELL is wrong with you?” she asked, not expecting an answer this time.
 
   There was no way I could use the ‘Best Buddy’ thing, and there was no amount of pleading that was going to get her to forgive me and let me off the hook this time.  
 
   We drove the rest of the way in silence.  She seemed to know not to push me just then.  I knew I was in for it later, but right now I needed a hot shower and time to think.
 
   When we got to her house, I asked her if I could take a shower.  “Fine!” she snapped.
 
   “Thanks,” I said, trying to break through the wall she’d put up.
 
   “Where did you get those clothes?  I’ve never seen you wear anything like that before.  Wow, those are Christian Dior!” she said, stunned by the name on the front pocket of the blouse.
 
   “They are?” I said, looking down at the label.
 
   “You didn’t know?”
 
   “I didn’t pay any attention.  He handed them to me and I put them on,” I said, not thinking.
 
   “Who handed them to you and what were you wearing in the mean time?” she asked, knowing she had me.
 
   “It doesn’t matter,” I said, looking down.
 
   “You can’t lie to your best friend, straight to her face and then expect her to believe you.  I’m not stupid, Delaney.  I’ve known you long enough to know you’re lying.  You have to tell me the truth!  I deserve to know the truth, and frankly, so does Brian.  You hurt us both and you scared the hell out of us.  What happened to you last night?” she demanded.
 
   “I’ll tell you, but please let me take a shower first?” I pleaded, still feeling like I hadn’t been able to completely rid my skin of Chad.
 
   “You have 20 minutes, that’s it!” she said, and stormed out of the room.
 
   True to her word, she was back in 20 minutes with two plates of food in her hand.
 
   “Okay, spill it!” she said, handing me a plate.
 
   I set the plate on her dresser and sat down next to her on the bed.  I didn’t know where to begin, so I started from the balcony when I started feeling really sick.
 
   I told a form of the truth, minus several details; important details.  When I got to the part about Logan though, I wasn’t sure if Brian had said anything to her or not, so I took a chance that he hadn’t and kept my ‘knight in shining armor’ anonymous.  I knew I was treading on thin ice by lying again.  And if she already knew or ever found that it was Logan, then I was risking our friendship.  Something told me that Brian didn’t say anything about Logan, and as I told her that I was sick and wondering the street and that a stranger picked me up, she didn’t flinch.  So I continued, hating to lie, but needing to for my own sanity.  
 
   “What made you so sick?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t know.  Food poisoning, I guess.  Brian said he was sick, too.”
 
   “Yeah, he was.  He had passed out on the balcony.  I went looking for you guys and found him out cold on the deck.  But, you were gone.  You must have gone through the other door.  You were very lucky that the man that picked you up wasn’t some rapist or murderer.”  
 
   I flinched at the word rape, but shook it off.   “No, he was wonderful,” I said, desperately missing Logan.
 
   “Why were you so upset when Brian walked you to my car?”
 
   “I don’t know.  I think I just felt horrible for what I put you all through.”  At least that wasn’t a complete lie.  I did feel terrible about what I had put them through.
 
   “Okay, you’re off the hook!  I’m really sorry for being so mean.  I don’t know what I thought you were doing, or where you went, but I should have known you wouldn’t just run off with some guy.”
 
   “Is that what you thought?” I asked, feeling hurt.
 
   “The way you were acting when I talked to you on the phone and then the way you were clinging to Brian, like you were begging for forgiveness, had me wondering.  I should have known that you would never do that,” she said, looking very contrite.  “Well, maybe if it was Logan,” she grinned and saw the look on my face.  She looked instantly remorseful.  “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to bring him up.  Of course you wouldn’t…”
 
   “Don’t be sorry!” I said a bit too harshly.  “I would have thought the same thing if I was you,” I said, trying to cover my tracks.
 
   It was only 5:30 in the afternoon when we were done talking, but grief and exhaustion had taken its toll.  I told Molly that I needed some sleep and that I still wasn’t feeling very well.  
 
   “How about we get into our pajamas, put on a movie and do nothing?” she said, relieved that I was safe and sound and that we had finally talked things through.
 
   “That sounds great.  You pick a movie.  I’ll go change,” I said, grateful to have a few minutes alone in the bathroom to catch my breath.  I had lied so much lately, I knew I couldn’t keep it all straight.  I had to come up with yet another lie for Brian.  I would also have to lie to my parents again when they asked me what I did over the weekend.  The guilt weighed heavy on my mind, but not as much as the grief.  In a short 24 hours, I had lost my innocence and the love of my life.  I wasn’t sure how I was going to bounce back this time.
 
   As I crawled into bed, Molly looked at me funny. “What are you wearing?” she asked, pointing at my pajama top.
 
   “Pajamas,” I said.
 
   “What are you wearing under your pajama’s?” she asked, grabbing the collar of the shirt I was wearing under my pajama top.
 
   “It’s just a shirt.  I was kind of cold,” I lied.
 
   “Okay, but I could turn up the heat if you’re cold,” she said.  “Isn’t that a guys’ shirt?” she asked, looking closer at the buttons.
 
   “No, and I’m warm enough now, thanks,” I lied, and rolled over, burying my face in Logan’s shirt.  I had kept it on under the blouse he gave me, tucking it into the skirt.  I breathed deeply, trying to keep him fresh in my memory and soon drifted off to sleep, praying that I could at least dream of him.
 
    
 
   I slept all night, waking up feeling no better than the day before.  I missed Logan terribly and I had hurt Brian deeply.  I sighed, sat up and ran my fingers through my hair.
 
   “Did you sleep well?” Molly asked.
 
   “I guess.  Molly, would you mind driving me over to Brian’s house?  I really need to talk to him.”
 
   “Yeah, okay.  Do you want to call him and tell him you’re coming?”
 
   “No, I just need to go.  I’m afraid he won’t want to see me if I give him the option.”
 
   I got dressed, pulled my hair back into a ponytail and grabbed my bag.  I knew that Brian wouldn’t be the only person I would have to lie to today.  I still had to go home.  “One thing at a time,” I told myself.
 
   “Delaney, is one of your earrings missing?”
 
   I reached up to touch my ear lobes, and sure enough, one of the earrings my parents’ had given me for graduation was gone.  “Oh no, what am I going to do?  Will this nightmare never end?” I said, realizing I had no idea where it was or what I would tell my parents. More lies!
 
   Molly pulled up in front of Brian’s house.  I told her thanks and that I would walk home from Brian’s house after I made my apologies.
 
   “You don’t have anything to apologize for.   It wasn’t your fault you got sick.”
 
   “He needs to hear what happened.  I was too upset to talk to him yesterday.”
 
   “Okay, go talk to him.  I’ll wait here until I know he’s home.”
 
   “You don’t have to wait.  I’m walking home, anyway.”
 
   “Okay.  Call if you change your mind.  Oh, look who I’m talking to…the only person I know without a cell phone,” she grinned.
 
   “Don’t forget about my parents.  That make three people you know without cell phones!” I half smiled.
 
   “Well, use Brian’s phone if you need me.  Good luck.”
 
    
 
   I watched her drive away, took a deep breath and headed to Brian’s front door. 
 
   “Hello.  May I help you?”  A woman I assumed was Brian’s mother answered the door.
 
   “Um, hi, I’m Delaney Miller.  I was wondering if…”
              “Delaney, I feel like I already know you!  Brian talks about you all the time.  I hope you two had fun at the party.  Brian didn’t say much about it, but he was sure excited that you two were going together.”  She hugged me and immediately invited me in.
 
   “Oh, okay.  Thank you.”  I followed her inside and noticed Brian standing at the foot of the stairs.  He didn’t say a word; he just looked at me with his arms folded across his chest.
 
   “Brian, don’t be rude.  Say hi,” his mother’s scolded.
 
   “Hi,” he said obediently.
 
   “Hi.  Um, can I talk to you for a few minutes?”
 
   “I’ll leave you two alone.  Would you like to stay for lunch, dear?”
 
   “Um no, but thank you, anyway.  My parents are expecting me home soon,” I smiled at her.  
 
   I looked up at Brian, waiting for him to answer me.  “Please, I need to talk to you,” I asked again.
 
   “Fine,” he said and headed up the stairs.
 
   “Um, where are we going?”
 
   “To my room.”
 
   “Won’t your parents mind?”
 
   “They trust me,” he said, looking back at me with obvious doubt as to whether he believed I was trustworthy.
 
   I took his double meaning in stride and followed him up the stairs.  His room was pretty much what I expected; sports equipment and posters of football players scattered throughout.  It was spotlessly clean though, no doubt due in part to his mother.
 
   “Your room’s great,” I said.
 
   “What do you want, Delaney?” he said, obviously in no mood for small talk.
 
   “I needed to apologize, for starters.”
 
   “For what?”  
 
   He was definitely not going to make this easy for me.  “For making you worry, for not apologizing yesterday and…”
 
   “And what?”
 
   “And I wanted to explain about how I ended up with…Logan.”  Even saying his name made me sound pathetic and I knew by the way Brian gritted his teeth that I was trying to win a losing battle.
 
   I wasn’t having the best luck apologizing, and then it suddenly struck me; I hadn’t done anything wrong.  I was a victim and I hadn’t had any idea that Logan would even be there.
 
   “Brian, I’m sorry that you were so worried and that you had to spend the entire night looking for me.  Trust me; the night didn’t end up as either of us had planned.  I was sick.  You know that, because you were too.”
 
   “I know,” he said, softening a bit.
 
   “And, as far as Logan is concerned, I swear to you I didn’t know he was there!  There was no plan for us to meet.  It just happened.  I didn’t even know he lived on the island!” I said, obviously angry now.
 
   “Okay,” he said, the truth starting to finally sink in.
 
   “Okay, that’s it?”  I was really angry now, but I was taking it out on the wrong guy.  It was Chad and Logan that I was angry with.  Chad for obvious reasons and Logan for making me think he cared about me and then pushing me away.
 
   “What do you want me to say, Delaney?”
 
   “I want you to tell me that you believe me!”
 
   “I do believe you,” he said, reaching out to take my hand.
 
   I pulled my hand away and said, “I didn’t sleep with him, I swear it!”  I said, my own words taking me by surprise.
 
   I was standing in the middle of his room with my hands balled into fists, shaking.  
 
   I was expecting more of a fight, expecting him to challenge my declaration, but instead, he walked over to me and hugged me.  “I’m sorry.  You were sick and as out of it as I was.  I was just so worried.  And when I saw who was driving that car, I got a little crazy.  I was jealous.”  
 
   I found myself hugging him back, needing comfort.  “Why couldn’t I love Brian? My life would be so much easier,” I thought to myself.
 
   “Excuse me...” Brian’s mom called from the doorway.
 
   I pulled back, feeling ashamed for being caught in a hug, as if I had done some unspeakable act.
 
   Brian laughed and put his arm around my waist.  “What’s up Mom?” he asked, pulling me closer.
 
   “I was just letting you know that lunch is ready.  Delaney, please join us.  There’s plenty.”
 
   “I really should go home.  My parents are expecting me.  Thank you for the invitation.  Next time though, if you’ll have me.”  
 
   “You’re welcome any time.  I was just outside and I didn’t see your car,” she said.
 
   “Oh, I don’t drive.  I don’t live too far from here.  I’m going to walk home.”
 
   “Don’t be silly.  Brian will give you a ride home.”
 
   “Yeah, I’ll give you a ride,” he said, grinning at my obvious discomfort of being caught in his room and in his mother’s presence.
 
   “I, I should walk.  I need the exercise.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll walk you home, then,” Brian said, always proving to be a gentleman.
 
   “Brian, grab a couple of sandwiches on your way out.  It was nice meeting you, Delaney.  I hope we see more of you around here.  You’re right Brian, she is drop-dead gorgeous, and so polite.”
 
   I was mortified by her comment, but Brian was completely unaffected.  “Yes, she is!” he agreed unashamedly.
 
   He took my hand and we headed downstairs.  He grabbed two sandwiches on the way out the door.
 
   “Oh, I’m really not hungry,” I said, seeing the second sandwich.
 
   “Yeah, I kind of figured that.  You don’t have much of an appetite do you?” he asked, already about done with the first sandwich.
 
   “I think you have a big enough appetite for the both of us,” I grinned.
 
   “I’m a growing boy.” 
 
   We both laughed at that.  “You need to eat more, Delaney.  You’re too thin.  Don’t get me wrong.  You’re beautiful, but thin.
 
   “Hmm, I thought I was drop-dead gorgeous?  I’ve just been demoted to beautiful?” I teased.
 
   “My mom likes to embellish things,” he grinned sheepishly.
 
   “Your mom’s great.  If my mom caught you in my room hugging me, she certainly wouldn’t have invited you to lunch!”
 
   “Hmmm, is that what you were doing?  Hugging me?  I’m just curious, because I just thought I was hugging you.”
 
   It was so easy being with Brian.  He was so nice and funny and sensitive to all my needs.  I needed some time though, “Brian, I…”
 
   “You don’t have to say anything, Delaney.  I’m sure you need some time,” he said, as if reading my mind.  “I’m not blind.  I know you don’t feel for me what you do for Logan.  I told you I’d wait, and I meant it.”
 
   “Thank you,” was all I could manage to say. 
 
   “Can I ask you something?” Brian said.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   “You may not want to hear it, and you don’t have to tell me,” he said.
 
   “Boy, an uncomfortable conversation.  There’s a switch,” I said jokingly, but worried about his question nonetheless.
 
   “It’s obvious that you like Logan and it sure seems that he likes you.  So why aren’t you two together?”
 
   “Because he doesn’t want me to wait,” I said quickly, re-living his rejection, yet again.
 
   “Wait for what?”
 
   I realized I had almost let something slip, so I quickly covered my tracks.  “He’s...going away to college and he doesn’t want me to wait for him.”
 
   “I don’t buy that.  I know he’s crazy about you.”
 
   “Obviously, you’re wrong.”
 
   “No, I’m not.”
 
   “How do you know that?”  I knew Logan had strong feelings for me, but he had also let me go without a second thought.  
 
   “I’ve seen how he looks at you, Delaney.  He’s in love with you.”
 
   I knew it hurt him to say that.  “You can’t know that just by the way he looks at me.”
 
   “Yes I can, because I look at you the same way,” Brian said without the slightest hesitation or embarrassment.  
 
   I stopped walking and turned to him.  “Brian, I’m very confused right now.  The last thing I want to do is hurt you…again.”
 
   “Delaney, I told you, I’m not blind.  I know you love him and he loves you.  So, before I make a huge ass out of myself, I need to know if he’s coming back for you.”  He stood there, an open target, waiting for me to give him an answer.  I didn’t have one.
 
   “I don’t know, I don’t think so.”
 
   “Fair enough.”
 
    
 
   We walked the rest of the way in silence.  When we got to my street, I told him that I should go the rest of the way by myself.  I didn’t want any more questions from my parents that I would have to lie about, and Brian would definitely entail a lot of questions.
 
   “You don’t want me to meet your parents?” he asked, sadly.
 
   “No, it’s not that.  I was supposed to be with Molly at her house, all weekend.  That’s why I didn’t want you to pick me up,” I said, hoping he’d understood my meaning.
 
   “They don’t know you went to the grad party?”
 
   “Not everyone has parents as understanding as yours.”
 
   “Oh.  Well then, may I see you again?”
 
   “I just need a little time, okay?”
 
   “Okay, but don’t keep me waiting too long.  My mother is going to drive me nuts until you come to dinner.”
 
   “I thought she invited me to lunch?” I grinned.
 
   “Trust me; she’s given you an open invitation.  That goes for me, too.”
 
   “Thank you, Brian.  You really are sweet.”
 
   “Call me soon, okay, even if it’s just to talk about…anything.”
 
   “Okay.  Oh, I also wanted to thank you for not telling Molly about…Logan.  I would never hear the end of it.”
 
   “Well, that was just my pride standing in the way.  It certainly wasn’t a noble act.”
 
   “That doesn’t matter.  You saved me from having to answer 200 more questions last night.”
 
   “Bye, Delaney,” he said, handing me my bag, sensing I should get inside.
 
   I reached into my bag and grabbed his jacket.  I handed it to him and said, “Thank you for the use of the jacket.  It really came in handy.”  Much more than he knew, I realized.  I touched the side of his cheek and then turned and headed home.
 
    
 
   The lies continued as soon as I walked in the door.  My mother quizzed me about what Molly and I did the entire time I was gone.  I tried to keep it generic in case I needed to reiterate the story later for my father, which, as it turned out, was exactly the case.  I was so thrilled when dinner and dishes were done so I could finally lock myself in my room.
 
   Once there, I realized the sanctity of my room didn’t hold the comfort it always had before.  Once again, I cried myself to sleep, finally allowing myself to mourn, while holding Logan’s shirt.
 
    
 
   Chapter Six: Brian
 
    
 
   The next couple of weeks passed in slow motion.  Brian was very patient and left me alone to deal with my emotions.  At the end of two weeks, he called.  I was surprised he waited that long.  I had heard nothing from Logan; that, I was not surprised about.  I had cried over what Chad had done to me and over losing Logan until I was numb and just couldn’t cry anymore.
 
   My mother answered the phone when Brian called, and stood there while I talked to him.  “Mom, do you mind?” I asked, irritated by the intrusion.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry.  Are we going to get to meet this young man?” she asked, waiting for an answer before she would leave.
 
   “Brian, would you hold on for a minute, please?” I asked.
 
   “Sure,” he said.
 
   “Mom, Brian is a nice guy, someone you and dad would definitely approve of.  Please let me find out what he wants before I ask him to meet my parents,” I said.
 
   “Alright, I’m sorry.  I’m just excited for you,” she said, finally walking downstairs.
 
   “Sorry about that.”
 
   “So then, am I?”
 
   “Are you what?” I asked, confused.
 
   “Going to meet your parents?” he asked, trying to embarrass me.
 
   “Maybe,” I said, suddenly finding the sound of his voice very comforting.  I couldn’t believe it, but I realized I had really missed him.
 
   “You mean it?” he asked, seriously now.
 
   I was resolved to not spend the rest of the summer locked up in my room.  I needed to have some fun.  Brian was a great guy, and if I couldn’t have Logan, then I had to move on.  
 
   “That all depends?”
 
   “On what?” he asked.
 
   “On whether or not you’re going to ask me out again; that is, if you still want…”
              “How about tonight?” he asked, taking the lead before I could finish my sentence.
 
   “Um, let me ask, okay?”
 
   I ran downstairs and asked my mom if we had any plans for that evening.  “No dear, why?” she asked, smiling like she already knew what I was going to say, and of course, she did.
 
   “Um, I guess I have a date,” I said, actually a little excited about seeing Brian again.
 
   “Are we going to meet this young man, first?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, Mom.  I’ll invite him in before we go out.  Okay?”
 
   “Okay,” she said, grinning uncontrollably.
 
   I told Brian that I would be ready when he picked me up that night.  
 
   “I’ll be there at 6:00 sharp,” he said, obviously excited.
 
   I hung up the phone and headed back to my room.  I sat down on my bed and slowly pulled Logan’s shirt out from under my pillow.  I closed my eyes and breathed deeply.  It no longer held his scent, and I realized I was holding on to something I couldn’t have.  I folded the shirt that I had worn to bed every night since I got back and I put it in the bottom drawer of my dresser.  “It’s time to move on, Delaney!” I told myself, opening my closet to figure out what I was going to wear that night…the first night of my new life.
 
    
 
   True to his word, Brian showed up at my door at exactly 6:00 pm.  And, just as I had imagined, he immediately won over both of my parents.  They loved him, even my dad.  I stood there, watching this perfect guy charm my entire family in a matter of minutes.  By the time we left, I think my parents would have given them my hand in marriage.
 
   “How did you do that?” I asked him once we were in his car.
 
   “Do what?”
 
   “Make my parents love you.  My parents don’t even like ME that much!”  I said, almost believing it.
 
   “Well, I like you enough for both of them.”
 
   “I’ve missed you,” I said, knowing it was true.
 
   “Good, because I was going crazy being away from you.”
 
   “Brian, I don’t know exactly how I feel about…anything, but I do know that I’ve missed you.  I’m not making any promises though, okay?”
 
   “I’ll take this as slowly as you want, Delaney.   I won’t rush you and I won’t ask you for anything that you’re not ready to give.”
              “Thank you,” I said.   We never talked about Logan, but I was sure Brian knew that he was in the back of my mind.
 
    
 
   We met Molly and Jason at a local hot spot.  “I thought it was going to be just you and me?” I asked, surprised that he would want to share our first date together with anyone else.
 
   “I thought you’d be more comfortable if you were with Molly.”
 
   “I’m comfortable with you.”
 
   “Do you want to leave?” he asked.
 
    “No.  I just don’t want you to think that you have to include Molly every time we go out.”
 
   “So, you’re saying we can go out again?”
 
   “That depends.”
 
   “On what?”
 
   “On what your mom’s serving for dinner?”
 
   “You tell me what you want, and she’ll make it,” he grinned.
 
   “Well, I did promise.”
 
   “Tomorrow too soon?” he asked.
 
   We had a nice evening, and Brian was right.  I did feel more comfortable sharing the evening with Molly and Jason.  I still didn’t completely trust Jason, but he did seem to be on his best behavior and we all spent the evening laughing and enjoying ourselves.
 
    
 
   Brian brought me home, walked me to the door and told me he had a great time.
 
   “I did too,” I smiled.
 
   I know he wanted to kiss me, but he took my keys from my hand, opened my door and waved me inside.  “Goodnight, Delaney.  Thank you for a wonderful evening.”
 
    
 
   I woke up the next morning to a knock on my bedroom door.  
 
   “Delaney, Brian is on the phone for you,” my mom called from the hallway.
 
   “What time is it?” I asked, knowing it had to be early.  I felt exhausted, like I hadn’t slept at all.
 
   “It’s 9:30,” she said.
 
   “Really?  Wow, it can’t be that late already.  I’ll be right there.”
 
    
 
   “Hi.”  I said groggily.
 
   “Hi.  Did I wake you?”
 
   “No. Well, actually I over-slept.  I never sleep this late.”
 
   “Really, it’s early for me.  I usually sleep later than this, but I missed you.”
 
   “Hmm,” I said, waiting for him to get to the point.
 
   “So, my mom wants to know what you want for dinner.  If you don’t have a favorite, she makes the best Chicken Cordon Bleu you’ve ever tasted.”  He wasn’t about to let me off the hook.
 
   The mention of food instantly made me ill.  I took a few deep breaths, trying to ease the nausea.  “Um, anything she makes will be fine.  I’m not really feeling very well right now, Brian.  Can I talk to you later?” I asked, trying to hold back the bile.
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   “Oh yeah, I’m fine,” I said, suddenly feeling perfectly well.  That was weird, I thought.  “What time should I be ready?  Or, should I just walk to your house?”
 
   “I’ll pick you up.”
 
   “You just want to charm my parents again.”
 
   “No, I want to charm you.”
 
   “You are charming.”
 
   “Good.  See you at 5:30.”
 
    
 
   Dinner with his family was a lot of fun.  He was an only child and his parents obviously adored him.  Their affection was very open.  I suddenly wished I had a better relationship with my parents.  I know they loved me and I was very lucky to have them, but Brian really talked to his parents, and they obviously listened.
 
   “So, are you planning on going to college, Delaney?” Brian’s mother asked me during dinner.
 
   “I’m not really sure.  I’ve been accepted to a few universities, but I’m not sure where I really want to go.”
 
   “Where have you been accepted?” Brian asked.
 
   I went through the list of the colleges I was considering and I watched Brian make mental notes.
 
   “Brian, don’t you have some scholarships at a few of those schools as well?” his mother asked, grinning.  
 
   I sat there very quietly, feeling as if I were being set up.
 
   Christine looked at me and said, “Delaney, we’re just teasing you,” she smiled.
 
   The rest of the evening was spent in good humor.  I really loved his parents. They were so easy-going and so easy to talk to.
 
   Brian and I offered to do the dishes for Christine, but she refused and sent us on our way to, “go have some fun.”
 
   “How about a walk?” Brian asked me.
 
   “I’m really kind of tired.  I don’t think I’m sleeping very well.  I even wake up tired lately.”
 
   “Okay, how about watching a movie then?”
 
   “Here?”
 
   “Yeah, unless you’d rather go out to one?”
 
   “No, here’s fine.”
 
   He led me upstairs to his room.  “Where are we going?” I asked, uncomfortable being alone in his room.
 
   “To my room to watch a movie.  I have a lot of movies.  You can choose whichever one you want.”
 
   “Your room?” I asked.
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Your parents…”
 
   “They won’t care,” he smiled.
 
   “I’m not really comfortable…”
 
   “Delaney, you can sit on my bed and I’ll sit on a chair next to the bed.  I won’t touch you, I promise.”
 
   “I trust you, Brian.  It’s not that.  It just doesn’t look good.”
 
   “We’ll leave the door open.”
 
   “Brian, my parents wouldn’t approve, even if yours would.”
 
   “Okay, I’m sorry.   We’ll watch it in the family room.”
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   We sat on the couch and laughed through a comedy.  I felt silly sitting at opposite ends of the couch, so after a trip to the bathroom I sat down next to him.  He looked over at me and smiled.  “May I?” he asked, putting his arm around my shoulders.
 
   “Yes.”  He was so good to me and I found myself snuggling up against him.  The next thing I knew, Brian was shaking me awake.  “I’m sorry.  I guess I’m not very good company tonight.”
 
   “You’re just tired.  I’ll take you home so you can get some sleep.  Can I see you tomorrow?”
 
   “Maybe,” I looked up at him and grinned.
 
   “Um, I think we better go, now,” he said.
 
   “Is it late?”
 
   “No, but I….I want to kiss you and I know you’re not ready for that, so let’s go,” he said, standing up and holding out his hand for me.
 
   “I’m sorry, I’m just…”
              “Don’t apologize, it’s okay.  I told you, I’ll wait.  I’ve just been watching you sleep for an hour now and I…um, I just think I should take you home.”
 
   “Oh, okay.  I’m still tired, anyway,” I said, feeling like I had done something to make him angry.  “Did I do something wrong?” I asked, not really quite sure what.
 
   “No, Delaney, of course not.  You’re just too beautiful for your own good…and you still think I’m a gentleman.  If you stay, I’m not so sure you will,” he said, candidly.
 
   “You are a gentleman, Brian.  I know that,” I said, reaching for his hand. 
 
   He closed his eyes and said, “We have to go.”
 
   He took me home then, walked me to the door and opened it for me.  “Goodnight Delaney.  I’ll see you tomorrow.”
 
   “Are you sure you’re not mad at me?” I asked, noticing his distance.
 
   “No, why would you think that?”
 
   “I don’t know.  You just seem like you can’t wait to get away from me.”
 
   “That couldn’t be further from the truth.  I want to get close to you, Delaney, and I know you’re not ready for that, so it’s just better that I bring you home.  I don’t want to put any pressure on you and I will wait, but you’re just way too tempting tonight…for your own good.  Goodnight,” he said and headed back to his car.
 
    
 
     I was still not sure what I had done to make him want to take me home, but the next morning when I saw him, he was fine.  On our next date, we met Molly and Jason for a movie.  Brian and I had been getting along very well.  We laughed and talked about everything with ease.  Molly followed me to the bathroom before we were leaving the restaurant to go to the movie. 
 
    “So, how’s it going?” she probed.
 
   “I like him, okay?”
 
   “But, not better than Logan?” she asked, sensing my hesitancy.
 
   “That’s not a fair comparison.  I really like Brian, but you know how I feel about Logan.”
 
   “How do you feel about Logan?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t want to talk about Logan right now.  I’m having a good time.  I’ve been out of my room, and dating, like you’ve pestered me about for ages.  Don’t push it!  Besides, it doesn’t matter how I feel about Logan.  He’s not mine.”
 
   “Is Brian yours?” she asked, misunderstanding my meaning.  But of course she didn’t know Logan was married, and I wasn’t going to tell her, or anyone else for that matter.  His personal life was his own business and frankly it was much too difficult for me to talk about.
 
   “No.  We’re taking it really slow.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because there’s no reason to rush things,” I snapped.
 
   “What about when he leaves for college in September?” she asked.
 
   “One step at a time, okay?  Just let me get used to dating.”
 
   “Okay.  So, has he kissed you yet?” she asked.
 
   “No.”
 
   “So, you won’t let him?” she asked.
 
   “We’ve only been out four times now,” I said.
 
   “Technically, this is your fifth date.”
 
   “Oh, yeah.”  I had tried to block out our first date.
 
   “Are you going to make him wait forever?”  
 
   “Molly, please just let me go at my own speed.  He’s okay with it, why aren’t you?”
 
   “Fine, I just hate to watch that obvious longing on his face.  You have no idea what you’re doing to him, do you?” she asked accusingly.
 
   “What?  What am I doing to him?” I asked, not understanding her meaning.
 
   “You’re kidding, right?  Good grief, Delaney.  He’s a man, you know?  You can’t figure out what he wants?”
 
   “He’s not getting…that!”
 
   “Well, I’m not telling you to jump into bed with him, but you could at least kiss him, show him some affection.”
 
   “I’m not sure I’m ready for that.”
 
   “Come on, Delaney.  You can’t stay a virgin forever!” she said.
 
   Molly misread my pain for embarrassment and said, “You don’t know what you’re missing, but do what you want.  He’s obviously a very patient man.  Don’t make him wait too long, though.  He looks like he’s in a lot of pain,” she grinned.
 
   “Pain?  He’s in pain?” I asked.  I knew I was naïve, but I honestly didn’t know what she meant.
 
   “Oh come on, let’s go to the movie.”
 
   “Do you mean actual pain?” I continued, thinking his actions the other night had something to do with what Molly was talking about.
 
   “Why don’t you ask him?” she said, enjoying the look of embarrassment that flashed across my face.
 
    
 
   While we were waiting for the movie to start, Molly said, “Oh, my gosh, I forgot to tell you guys.  Did you hear about what happened to Chad?”
 
   I immediately turned white.  I could feel the blood draining from my face at the mere mention of his name.
 
   Molly went on, “He lost his soccer scholarship!  Evidently his transcripts were phony, and the university found out.  So, he was banned from getting in to any university.  I guess being a huge soccer star doesn’t mean much if you get caught cheating.  And, if that wasn’t enough, they found steroids in his gym locker two days after the grad party.  He went to clean it out with all the guys, and his coach saw him pulling it out of his locker.  I guess he’s pretty much ruined!”
 
   “Wow!  I have to say I never really trusted him.  But I didn’t think he was that bad!” Brian said.
 
   “He’s a jerk.  Guess he’s not so high and mighty now,” Jason laughed.
 
    “It’s kind of strange though.  I mean, I know he was kind of rude and loud, but I didn’t think he’d stoop to steroids, or cheating on his transcripts for that matter.  He wasn’t stupid.  I know he had decent grades, so why would he lie?  I don’t get it,” Brian said, and then looked over at me.  “Delaney, are you okay?” he asked, noticing I was trembling.
 
   “What?  Oh yeah, I’m fine.”
 
   The movie started then, thankfully, and I forced myself to put Chad out of my mind.  I wanted to feel sorry for him, but I just couldn’t.  I was secretly happy that he was suffering, and then I was immediately remorseful for having ill feelings.  “Stop it, Delaney!  Jason’s right.  He’s a jerk!” I told myself.  I reached over and grabbed Brian’s arm, bringing it over my shoulder.  I was instantly feeling better.  I forced Chad from my thoughts and focused on the feel of Brian’s arm around me and the movie on the screen.  Between Brian and Jim Carrey, I should be able to forget all about Chad.
 
    
 
   “The movie was great.  Thank you,” I said, sitting in Brian’s car before going into the house.
 
   I thought a lot about what Molly said before the movie.  I wasn’t sure what to do, and I certainly couldn’t ask him if my being near him caused him actual pain, so I sat there, saying nothing for a few minutes.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked, sensing my dismay.
 
   “Oh yeah, I’m fine,” I mumbled.
 
   He started to open his car door so he could walk me to the door when I realized I actually wanted him to kiss me, but I didn’t know how to ask.   I grabbed his arm and said, “Wait, I um…it’s still early.  I don’t have to go inside for another 20 minutes.”
 
   “Well, I’m certainly not going to kick you out,” he said and pulled the door tightly shut.
 
   “The movie was great,” I said again.
 
   “Yeah, so you said.  Is there something you wanted to talk to me about?” he asked, looking a bit worried now.
 
   I knew he was always on edge, always worried that I would disappear again or that Logan would come and sweep me away.  I had long since realized that Logan wasn’t coming for me.  Brian was a wonderful guy.  I looked over at him, feeling nervous and not knowing how to go about letting him know that he could kiss me; that I actually wanted him to kiss me.
 
   “Delaney, what is it?”
 
   “I was just wondering, um, no, I mean…would you…?”
 
   “Would I what?” he asked.
 
   I was certain he thought I had lost my mind.  “Um, never mind.  I should go in, now.”
 
   “Oh no, I’m not letting you off the hook that easy.  You want me to what, Delaney?”
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  It was silly,” I said, and then reached for the door handle and opened the door.  He instantly grabbed my arm, reached over me and shut my door.  His face was inches from mine.  
 
   “Would I what, Delaney?” he asked.
 
   “Kiss me,” I whispered, refusing to look him in the eye.  I thought there would be no hesitation, that he would be thrilled.  I was ready.  But he sat upright in his seat and turned to look at me.  “Why?” he asked.
 
   “What do you mean, why?”
 
   “Why did you ask me to kiss you?”
 
   “I, because…you…I thought you wanted to…”
 
   “That’s what I thought,” he said, taking a deep breath.
 
   “I don’t understand.  I thought you wanted to kiss me.  Molly said that you wanted…”
 
   “Stop right there.  I like Molly, I think she’s great.  But I don’t care about what she says.  I won’t kiss you until I know it’s for the right reason.”
 
   “What’s the right reason?” I asked, even more confused than before.
 
   “You’ll have to figure that out,” he said.  “Come on, it’s about time for you to go inside.”
 
   He walked me to the door, opened it for me, and said goodnight.
 
   I stood in the entry hall, once again feeling very confused about our ‘end of the evening’ conversation.  It seemed no matter how much fun we had or how wonderful our dates were, our evenings ended on a sour note.  
 
   
              “Did you two have fun?” my mom asked on her way up to bed.
 
   “What?  Oh yeah.  It was fun.”
 
   “What movie did you see?”
 
   “Oh, we saw that new comedy with Jim Carrey.  It was really funny.”
 
   “That’s nice, honey.  Sleep well,” my mom said, and then headed upstairs to bed.
 
   “What’s the right reason to ask someone to kiss you?” I asked absentmindedly, before thinking about who I was talking to.
 
   “Why?  Is Brian pressuring…?”
 
   “No, of course not.  It was just something I saw in the movie.”  More lies, and I found much to my surprise that it kept getting easier to lie.  I knew someday my lies would catch up to me and I would have a lot of explaining to do.  But at that moment, I was happy living in my own little world of denial.
 
   “Delaney, Brian seems like a very nice young man.  Do not let him pressure you into anything,” she said.
 
   “Mom, I told you, Brian hasn’t pressured me at all.  I promise.”
 
   “Okay, goodnight.  Get some sleep.  You still look exhausted.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t see Brian for two days.  I finally called him, certain I had done something terrible in asking him to kiss me, although, for the life of me, I couldn’t figure out what.
 
   “Hi.  I was going to call you later today.”
 
   “You were?” I asked, sounding skeptical.
 
   “Yes.   You don’t believe me?”
 
   “I don’t know.  I thought maybe you were mad at me because of the other night,” I admitted, still uncertain as to what my actual offense was.
 
   “Why would I be mad at you?  I could never be mad at you.”
 
   “Then why didn’t you call me?”
 
   “I called yesterday, but your brother said you weren’t feeling well and that you had some stomach bug.”
 
   “Oh.  He didn’t tell me you called.  That little RAT!” I said, angry at my brother, but relieved that Brian had called.
 
   “Are you feeling better now?”
 
   “Oh yeah, I’m fine.”
 
   “Do you have the stomach flu?  You’ve been sick a lot lately.”
 
   “No, I’m not sick; I’ve just always had a sensitive stomach.  Remember, your mom cooks; my mom re-heats!”
 
   “Can I see you tonight?” he asked, laughing and agreeing about my mother’s lack of culinary skill.  
 
   “Yes!” I said emphatically.
 
   “I’ll pick you up at 6:00.”
 
   “I’ll be ready.”
 
    
 
   I had given a lot of thought about what the right reason was for Brian to kiss me.  I had asked him too.  I thought that was reason enough.  After dinner, we went to his house.  We played a few games of Chess, but I was definitely no competition for him, so we moved on to Wii Sports.  I had to laugh when I beat him at bowling, boxing and tennis.  
 
   “It’s a good thing they don’t have football on the disk, or you’d be in a world of hurt,” he said, taking it all in stride.
 
   “Maybe you would!  Seth can’t beat me either,” I laughed, knowing that the only sports I stood a chance of beating Brian at were on the Wii.  He was very big, but he was also very lean and muscular.  I found myself staring at him, wishing once again that he would kiss me.  It felt good to finally feel this way about Brian.  I had always been over-come with a yearning for Logan from the day we met.  With Logan, it was electric.  It was an immediate desire.  But this was different.  The feelings I had for Brian had grown slowly over time.  And as I looked up at him, I realized he no longer seemed like a buddy, or a brother, but a man that I desired.               
 
   He must have felt me staring, because he looked at me with what I was sure was a yearning as well.  He quickly recovered and asked what I wanted to do.  “You still have an hour before you have to be home.  Do you want to go get some ice cream?”  
 
   The mere mention of the words ice cream sent me reeling to the bathroom.  I stood over the sink, splashing cold water on my face, until the urge to vomit subsided.
 
   “Are you okay?” Brian asked from outside the door.
 
   “Yes, I’m fine.  I think dinner and all the jostling from the video games got to me.”
 
   I opened the door only to find Brian and his mother standing there, looking concerned.
 
   “Are you okay, Delaney?”  Mrs. Walters asked me, noting how pale I was.
 
   “I’m fine.  Those stupid video games make me dizzy and nauseous.  My brother always laughs at me because of it,” I said, embarrassed by my weakness.
 
   “Are you sure that’s all it is?” she asked, looking at me funny.
 
   “Yes.  I’m fine.”  
 
   “Okay,” she said and strolled off to finish watching a movie with Brian’s dad.
 
   “Do you want me to take you home?” Brian asked me, looking a bit concerned as well.
 
   “Do you want me to go?” I asked, looking up at him, the nausea gone, but the desire returning.
 
   “No.  I never want you to go.”
 
   “Let’s go to your room.  Your parents won’t care, right?”
 
   “No, they won’t care, but that may not be such a good idea.”  
 
   “Why?  Are you afraid of me?” I asked, playing with him now.
 
   “Very,” he said, only half joking.
 
   “Why?” I asked, seriously.
 
   “Because you have the power to crush me at any given moment,” he said, honestly.
 
   “I don’t want to hurt you, Brian.  Are you ever going to trust me again?” I asked.
 
   “I trust you.  It’s me I don’t trust.”
 
   “I trust you,” I said, touching his arm.
 
   “You’re under the impression that I have an endless amount of willpower, but its’ diminishing as we speak.”
 
   I figured it was now or never.  I took his hand and led him into his room.  I closed the door and turned to him.  I took a deep breath and asked, “Brian, why wouldn’t you kiss me the other night?”
 
   “I told you.  You didn’t have the right reason.”
 
   I walked over to him, put my hands on his chest and said, “So you still won’t kiss me?”
 
   “No.”  He backed up until he was against the far wall, standing rigid.
 
   I was openly throwing myself at him and he wouldn’t even look at me.  “I don’t understand.  I asked you to kiss me the other night and you refused.  I’m here, standing in your room, again asking you to kiss me and still you won’t.  Why?”
 
   “I told you why,” he said, breathing a bit faster, but refusing to budge.
 
   I was confused, “Brian, I don’t know what the right reason is…all I know is that I want you to kiss me,” I said, frustrated.
 
   “That’s the right reason,” he said breathlessly, closing the gap in an instant and pulling me to him.  He kissed me very softly at first, then deeper.  I kissed him back.  It was nice, I thought, not really certain of what I was expecting.
 
   He pulled away from me, his eyes still closed.  “Oh God, Delaney.  You don’t know what you do to me!”
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said, sensing that maybe this was the pain Molly mentioned.
 
   “Sorry for what?  You can’t help how I feel about you.”
 
   “I don’t want to cause you any more pain,” I said, looking down.
 
   “Um, I wouldn’t call that kiss painful, would you?” he asked, not understanding what I meant.
 
   “No, it was very nice…for me.”
 
   He thought about what I said for a minute, and then said, “You don’t think it was nice for me?  Well, actually nice doesn’t even begin to describe it.  But why would you think it would cause me pain?  You wanted me to kiss you, right?” he asked, looking confused.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I’m not following you, Delaney.  Why would kissing you cause me pain?”
 
   “I, I don’t know…Molly just said that you looked like you were in a lot of pain.”
 
   “Do I look like I’m in pain?” he asked, stroking my cheek.
 
   “No.  Not now.”
 
   
“I’m lost.  Exactly when was I supposed to be in pain?”
 
   “I don’t know.  She just said that you looked like you were in a lot of pain.  She said that you obviously wanted to kiss me, and that I shouldn’t make you wait too long,” I admitted, shyly.
 
     “Get your jacket.  I’m taking you home,” he said, and stormed out of his bedroom.
 
    
 
   He was silent all the way to my house.  He wouldn’t even answer direct questions.  He pulled up to my house, came around and opened my door, and walked me to the porch.  He waited for me to get my keys out and he opened my door.  But, instead of his polite goodnight, he headed back to his car without a word.
 
   “Brian!” I yelled after him.
 
   He didn’t stop, so I ran after him.
 
   “Go inside, Delaney!” he said, very angrily.  I had never seen him this angry before, not even when he found me with Logan.  
 
   “Brian, what did I do?”
 
   “It’s what you didn’t do!”
 
   “What didn’t I do?”
 
   “You didn’t really want me to kiss you.  You only told me you did because of what Molly said!  Because it was what you thought I wanted!” he was irate.
 
   “That’s not true.  I did want you to kiss me.  I did, I do!”
 
   “Stop lying to me!”
 
   “Brian, please believe me.  I’m not lying.  I did want you to kiss me.  I swear I did!”
 
   “I don’t believe you!” he said, once again heading toward his car.
 
   “BRIAN!” I yelled, but it was too late, he was already driving away.
 
   I enjoyed my dates with Brian, but it seemed each night our dates ended on a sour note, leaving me vastly confused.  I knew Brian’s anger was my fault, although I wasn’t sure exactly what I had done.  I needed to talk to him, clear the air but I had no idea what to say.  ‘How can I convince him that I wanted the kiss?’ I thought to myself on the way upstairs to my bedroom.
 
    
 
   The next morning I woke up early for church, once again feeling sick to my stomach.  This time I knew why I was feeling sick.  I had hurt Brian and I desperately needed to talk to him.  I called his cell phone but he didn’t answer, so I called his house.  “Hi Mrs. Walters.  It’s Delaney.  May I speak to Brian, please?”
 
   “I’m sorry, dear.  He went out early this morning.  He said he needed some fresh air.  Did you try his cell phone?”
 
   “Yes, but he didn’t answer.”
 
   “Is everything okay with you two?” she asked, sensing my urgency as well as being very intuitive where her son was concerned.
 
   “I just need to talk to him,” I said, too embarrassed to explain anything.
 
   “Well, we’re going to church in a little while.  I’ll tell him you called.  I’m sure he’ll call you when we get home.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   While Brian was at church with his family, I was sitting next to my mother and brother tying to concentrate on my father’s sermon.  
 
   “Why wouldn’t he answer his cell phone?  What did I do?” I berated myself throughout the entire sermon and couldn’t wait for church to end.  
 
   “Mom, would you mind if I skipped brunch this morning?” I asked, needing to talk to Brian.
 
   “Delaney, we always have brunch together as a family after church,” she said, telling me in her own way that I was expected to attend our traditional Sunday meal.
 
   “Please mom?  I really need to talk to Brian,” I said, with desperation in my voice.
 
   “Delaney, I think you may be getting too serious about Brian, and he obviously is very serious about you.   You’re very young, and you have your whole life ahead of you.”
 
   “I thought you liked Brian?”
 
   “We do.  He’s a wonderful young man.  I just want you to take it slow.  Be careful, and don’t do anything you may regret.”
 
   “Mom, we haven’t done anything,” I said, embarrassed.
 
   “Okay.  I guess you could miss brunch this once.  But, please eat something.  You are way too thin.”
 
   “Okay, thanks,” I said and headed off.
 
   “Don’t you want a ride?” she called after me.
 
   I knew my father would be talking to his congregation forever, and I needed to talk to Brian right then.  “No, I’ll walk.  It’s beautiful out today,” I said without looking back.
 
   “Be home for dinner!” she called after me.
 
    
 
   I half walked, half ran to Brian’s house, hoping he would be back from church by the time I got there.  I had to make him understand that I really did want to kiss him, and that it had meant something to me.
 
   By the time I made it to his house, I was determined to make him listen to me.  I knocked on the door, still out of breath from my brisk walk.  
 
   Brian opened the door. 
 
   “I need to talk to you!” I said.
 
   “Delaney, now’s not a good…”
 
   I didn’t take no for an answer.  I pushed past him, turning to face him.  I reached behind him and pushed the door shut.  He was going to listen to me, right then, whether he wanted to or not.
 
   “Please let me explain.”
 
   “Let’s go outsi…”
              “NO, just listen.”
 
   “Delaney…”
 
   I put my hands on his chest and pushed him back against the door and said, “I know you think that I’m going to disappear again, or that Logan is going to come and sweep me away.”
 
   “Delaney, we really should go…”
 
   “Shut up, Brian!  Please, let me finish.”  I was determined to tell him how I felt.  He had to listen to me.  “I’m NOT going to disappear!  And as far as Logan is concerned, that’s over!  It was over before it actually started!  Please believe that!”
 
   “Okay,” he said, “Can we take this outside now?” he urged again, but I refused to listen.
 
   “NO!  I’m not finished.  You need to know that when I asked you to kiss me it was because I wanted you to.  I didn’t do it for you or because of what Molly said.  I was confused about what she said, yes, but that had nothing to do with it.  It was my decision.”
 
   He stood there, not sure what to say or do, so this time I took the lead.  I pulled him down to me and I started to kiss him.  He was hesitant at first, and I assumed he still didn’t completely believe me, so I kissed him hard and longingly, wanting him to know I wanted his kiss.
 
   He let me kiss him for a moment, unable to resist kissing me back, but finally he gently pushed me away.  “Delaney, um” he said, out of breath.
 
   “So, do you believe me now?” I asked.
 
   “Yes,” he said, looking very shocked.
 
   “Good!  Try to remember that the next time you storm off thinking I did something against my will.”
 
   “Um, even if it was possible for me to forget this moment, which it’s not, I don’t think all of the witnesses would let me.  In fact, I’m sure that I’ll be constantly reminded of this moment for many years to come,” he said, with a very strange look on his face.
 
   “What?  You lost me.  What witnesses?”
 
   “Delaney, turn around.”
 
   I did as he said and almost passed out when I noticed, not six feet away, a room full of people.  They were all stunned silent and staring right at me.  I was frozen in place.  I couldn’t move or make a sound.  I was absolutely mortified.
 
   Brian put his arm around me then and whispered, “I tried to tell you.”  
 
   Brian’s mom appeared then.  “Delaney, we’re just having a little gathering after church.  Don’t worry.  We’re all friends and family here.  Let me introduce you…” She saw the terror in my eyes and immediately changed her tactic, “On second thought, why don’t you and Brian go to the store for me?  We’re…out of 7-up,” she said, looking over my head at Brian with a nod.
 
   Just then one of their guests, I’m assuming a relative, walked over to me, grinned and then patted Brian on the back.  “She’s a wild one Bri.  You better watch her every minute!” he chuckled and then strode off into the kitchen.
 
   I was still frozen in the same spot.  The comment from his relative only added to my humiliation, but I could not have possibly blushed any deeper as every ounce of blood from my body already filled my face.  Brian turned me back around and said, “It’s okay.  Let’s go.”  
 
   He led me outside.  I stopped at the edge of the porch steps, feeling completely humiliated.
 
   Brian walked down two steps and then turned to face me.  Standing two steps below me put us almost at eye level.  I could tell he knew I was humiliated.  He didn’t say anything at first, he just touched my cheek.  “What did I just do?” I asked, finally able to speak.
 
   “You just made me the happiest guy alive!”  
 
   “Oh, my God!  Your parents, your friends and family.  They all watched…” I was shaking.
 
   “Delaney, it’s okay!  You didn’t do anything wrong.”
 
   “I kissed…”
 
   “Yes, you did.  That was my favorite part, by the way,” he grinned.
 
   “How can you be so calm?  I just made a huge fool of myself.  Oh, Dear Lord, why didn’t you stop me?”
 
   “Delaney, its fine.  There’s nothing wrong with showing a little affection.  Trust me, I appreciated it!” he grinned.
 
   “You have no shame!” I said, thawing.
 
   “Why would I be ashamed of having the most beautiful young woman kiss me in front of a few friends?”
 
   “I did more than that!” I said, reminding him of all I had said.
 
   “So, I guess you kind of like me, huh?” he asked, grinning.
 
   “No,” I said, realizing ‘like’ wasn’t a strong enough word for the way I felt about him.  “I kind of love you,” I admitted, knowing it was true.  I really did love him.  It was a comfortable, safe love, and I felt very lucky to have him in my life.
 
   I could see the absolute adoration in his eyes.  My words were exactly what he was waiting for.  He picked me up and kissed me with such desire that I was almost frightened by the intensity.
 
    “Um, I’m sorry to interrupt…” his mom said, standing behind us on the porch.
 
   “Not as sorry as me,” Brian said, teasing his mother.
 
   “Well, I really did hate to interrupt, but did you two realize that you’re standing in front of the window?” she asked quietly, trying not to embarrass me anymore than I already was.
 
   “Oh no!” I said.
 
   “Are you okay, Delaney?  It’s really no big deal.  We really didn’t hear what you said…all that well,” she lied, trying to spare my feelings.
              I started to laugh then, thrilled to be back in Brian’s good graces, and relieved to realize that I actually did love him.  My life was finally beginning to make sense.  I knew I still loved Logan.  I knew I always would.  But I also knew Brian was a good, caring person and that I loved him too, in my own way, and he loved me unconditionally.
 
   “We’ll go get your 7-Up now, Mrs. Walters,” I said, grabbing Brian’s hand.
 
   “Delaney, I don’t really need any 7-Up,” she smiled and gave me a wink.
 
   “Oh.  Thank you!” I said, knowing she had simply offered me an escape from my humiliation.
 
   “Honey, I think if you’re in love with my son, then it’s okay for you to call me Christine.”
 
   “Thank you, Christine,” I said, blushing yet again.
 
   She hugged me and whispered in my ear, “Thank you for making Brian so happy.  He loves you so much.  You are a very welcome addition to our family.”
 
   “What are you two whispering about?” Brian asked, curious.
 
   We both ignored him, and then I said, “Thank you.  That means a lot to me.”  
 
                 
 
   We spent the rest of the afternoon together.  He finally walked me home just before dinner, as my mother had ordered.  We were both just happy to be together.  He didn’t say much and seemed deep in thought when we were standing on my porch.
 
   “What are you thinking about?” I asked.
 
   “That I couldn’t possibly love you more, and that I want you to kiss me again, like you did earlier,” he said, reminding me of my earlier humiliation.
 
   I blushed again, and said, “The next time I’m about to make a huge fool of myself, please promise to stop me!” I said.
 
   “I tried to stop you.  You were just very determined to make your point.”
 
   “You could have dragged me outside; you are a bit stronger than me, you know,” I said, grinning.
 
   “I’m weak when I’m with you,” he said, looking deep into my eyes.
 
   I smiled up at him and he leaned down to kiss me, but stopped half way, looking hesitant.  “What’s wrong?” I asked.
 
   “Did you really say that you loved me?  Or was I just imagining it...again?”
 
   “I love you,” I said, and closed the gap between our lips.  As we kissed, I realized I did enjoy the taste of his lips and his warm breath.  I sighed, which made him pull me closer to him and I could feel his desire and knew we had to stop.  But as I was about to pull away, my mother opened the door and said, “Come inside, Delaney!”
 
   Brian pulled away from me then, embarrassed at being caught in such a moment by my mother.  “Um, I’ll see you tomorrow.  Goodnight,” he said, still out of breath.
 
   “I’ll be right in, Mom,” I said, wanting to at least say goodbye in private.
 
   “NOW, Delaney!” she said, leaving no doubt as to her meaning.
 
   “I’ll see you tomorrow,” I smiled, apologetically.
 
    
 
   Of course the lecture began the second I stepped into the house.  “I told you this morning that you two were getting way too serious.  You two shouldn’t be doing…that and especially not in front of the neighbors!” she said.
 
   “So you’re saying I shouldn’t kiss my boyfriend?”
 
   “Not like that!  I think you two should take a break from each other before things get too serious!”
 
   “We only kissed, Mom!”
 
   “Yes, I saw what you were doing.  So did the neighbors.  It’s not proper and you weren’t raised that way!”
 
   “We kissed.  We didn’t have sex in the front yard!” I said, raising my voice.
 
   She stopped and looked at me for a moment.  “Are you two having sex?”
 
   “NO!  Not that it’s really any of your business.”
 
   “Okay,” she said, but I wasn’t certain I had convinced her.  “You are a beautiful young lady and I can see how Brian looks at you.  He’s a nice young man, I know that, but he is a young man and young men have…desires.”
 
   “I have desires too, Mom, but I know where to draw the line.  He respects me and hasn’t asked me for anything.  So please stop worrying!”
 
   “Dinner will be ready in a half an hour.  Maybe you should…wash up,” she said, as if I should go shower now because I had kissed my boyfriend and I needed to wash away my sins.
 
    
 
   I ran upstairs to my room and closed my door.  I headed to my window to open it and get some fresh air.  I stuck my head out the window to breathe in the cool air, and that’s when I saw the car, Logan’s car.
 
   It was parked across the street.  My heart started pounding, my breathing coming faster and faster.  He was here for me, I knew it!  He had changed his mind.  I was just about to run downstairs and into his arms when I noticed Valerie from across the street heading toward the car.  She stood on the far side of the car, leaning into the window, and then finally she headed back into the house as the car drove off.  
 
   My heart fell.  I was so sure that it was Logan.  I closed my eyes, holding back the pain when my mom yelled that it was time for dinner.  “I’m coming,” I called back.  I looked out the window again, and there was no sign of the car.  “You just wanted it to be Logan!  He’s not coming back for you!  Stop it!” I told myself.  I knew I had to go on with my life and I knew that I was happy with Brian.  I glanced out the window once more, sighed and then headed downstairs to dinner.
 
    
 
   Over the next couple of weeks Brian made it a point to kiss me any time we were alone.  “I’m making up for lost time,” he said, kissing me again.  
 
   “Brian, I need to breathe,” I laughed, pulling away from him.  “So, what do you want to do tonight?” I asked, knowing it wasn’t wise to stay at his house with his parents out of town.
 
   “I’m doing it,” he said, kissing me again.
 
   “Brian, I think we should…” His lips were on mine again.  I wasn’t ready for this.  I needed him to stop, so I reminded him of his promise, “Brian, you said you would wait for me to be ready,” I said breathlessly.
 
   He pulled back, “You’re right.  I’m sorry.  You really just don’t make this very easy,” he said, standing up and heading toward the kitchen.
 
   “Where are you going?” I asked.
 
   “I need a cold drink.  Do you want one?”
 
   “I’m sorry.  I promise I won’t make you wait...”
              “I said I wanted a cold drink, not a cold shower.  You don’t need to be sorry.  I will wait Delaney, as long as you need.  Forever, if I have to,” he said.
 
   “Forever?” I asked, grinning.
 
   “If I have to,” he said completely serious, then added, “oh, please don’t make we wait forever,” looking like he really was in pain this time.
 
   I stood up and walked over to him.  “I just need a little more time, okay?  You’ve been very patient with me, I know that.  I also know this is very hard for you.”
 
   “In more ways than one,” he said, and then apologized.  “I’m sorry; it’s just that you really have no idea what you do to me.”
 
   “I think I do.  I want you, too,” I said.
 
   “Then why are we waiting?” he asked with a sigh and lightly stroked my cheek.
 
   “I don’t know.  It just has to feel right and be the right time.”
 
   “Okay.  You tell me when and I’ll be ready; day or night, anytime!”  
 
   I laughed and kissed him this time, exploring his mouth with my tongue.  I was breathing hard then, and he pulled away from me.  “This is not helping!  I think you’re right.  I think we need to go somewhere else…less private,” he said, closing his eyes, trying to regain some composure.
 
   “Um, yeah, I agree.  Let’s go to my house.  My parents will definitely keep us from doing…anything,” I said, rolling my eyes.
 
   “Well, that’s true.  Come on, let’s go before I go back on my word.”
 
   When we got to my house, I found a note on the fridge.
 
    
 
   Delaney,
 
   Dad and I are going to the Larkin’s house for dinner.  Seth is spending the night at Jeff’s house. We’ll be home around midnight.  Have fun with Brian, but be safe!
 
   Love, Mom
 
    
 
   “It looks like there are no suitable Chaperones available tonight,” I said.
 
   “No, I guess not,” he said, giving me a look that said we needed to go somewhere else, right then.
 
   “You want to go to a movie?” I asked.
 
   “Um, okay,” he said, obviously not interested in a movie.  But he also knew that it would be too tempting for us to be alone.  I knew he would wait as long as I needed him to, but I also knew that it was becoming increasingly more difficult for him whenever we were alone together.
 
   “Okay, I better go get a sweater.  The theatre is always so cold.”  I headed upstairs and much to my surprise, Brian followed me.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked.
 
   “I want to see your room.  I’ve never been upstairs.”
 
   “That’s not true.”
 
   “Yes it is.”
 
   “No, you’ve been to the upstairs bathroom, once,” I smiled, laughing at the ridiculous rules my parents had imposed on us.
 
   “That’s only because the downstairs toilet was broken, and the ‘house rules’ were lifted for a moment.”
 
   “They certainly wouldn’t want you to pee outside!  What would the neighbors think?” I said, laughing.  “Their rules drive me crazy.”
 
   “They just want to protect your virtue,” he grinned.
 
   “Then they shouldn’t have left us alone tonight.”
 
   We walked into my room and he said, “Wow, this is just what I expected.”
 
   I laughed.  “That’s exactly what I said when I walked into your room for the first time,” I said, and grabbed a sweater out of my closet.
 
   He was standing right behind me, very close.  I knew he had been exhaustingly patient with me.  And I really wanted just one kiss before we headed out again, but I wasn’t sure that was such a good idea.   
 
   “What are you thinking?” he asked, his breath warm on my neck.
 
   “I’m thinking that we better go now.”
 
   He closed his eyes and stepped back.  “Lead the way,” he said, doing his best to keep his promise.
 
   I smiled at his obvious discomfort and said, “Brian, will I make you crazy if I ask for one more kiss before we go?”
 
   “Delaney, you always make me crazy.  Maybe we should just go.”
 
   “Okay,” I said and started to walk past him.
 
   He pulled me into his arms and kissed me hard, ignoring the obvious warnings. 
 
   I kissed him back, but knew that this kiss was too deep, too passionate and as I was just about to pull away, I heard my name.
 
   “Delaney Marie Miller!  What do you think you two are doing?” my mom called from the doorway.
 
   My mother’s voice immediately brought us both back to reality.  “Sorry Mom, I thought you were at the Larkin’s.”
 
   “I’m sure you did!  Delaney, do I need to remind you of the rules in this house?”
 
   “Mom, come on, we were only kissing.”
 
   “And what would I have found if we came home in another 30 minutes?” she accused.
 
   “You would have found the house empty, because we’re just on our way to a movie,” I said.
 
   “Well forgive me if I don’t believe you!” she said.  “Brian, you know that we like you and that you are welcome in our home, but you are not welcome in this room or even upstairs.  You know the rules, and we expect you to obey them,” she spat.
 
   “Mom, this is my room!  I’m 18 years old and I should be able to have my boyfriend in my room if I want.  We weren’t doing anything wrong, not that you could stop us anyway!” I said, angry for the way she spoke to Brian.
 
   “Delaney, it’s okay.  I shouldn’t have come up here.  I did know the rules Mrs. Miller and I am very sorry.  It won’t happen again.”
 
   “That’s good to hear, Brian.  I think you should go home, now.”
 
   “MOM!”
 
   “I’ll see you tomorrow, Delaney,” Brian said, obeying my mother without question.
 
   “STOP right where you are!” I told Brian.  “Mom, I know you love me, and I know you think you’re trying to protect me, but I am not a baby anymore.  Brian’s parents trust us, why can’t you?”
 
   “I don’t think they would have been very happy to know that he was in your room tonight, young lady!”
 
   “Why?  I’m in his room all the time!”
 
   “You’re what?”
 
   “I told you, if we wanted to have sex, you couldn’t stop us.  But, we’re not doing anything improper!  Brian has been a perfect gentleman, and in fact, I asked him to kiss me!”
 
   “I don’t like your tone, and I’m not thrilled with this conversation.  Brian, please leave.  I need to talk to my daughter…alone.”
 
   He looked at me as if to say, “What should I do?”
 
   “Don’t worry Mom, he’s leaving, and I’m going with him!” I said, furious now.
 
   “Just where do you think you’re going?” she asked.
 
   “To a movie, just like we had planned!”
 
   “Delaney, this isn’t like you!” my mother screeched.
 
   “How would you know?  You don’t know me at all.  You know, Brian’s parents are out of town all weekend and if we were planning on sleeping together, we wouldn’t have needed to come here!  Now, we’re going to a movie,” I said, grabbing Brian’s hand, and then added “An R-rated one!”              
 
   I slammed Brian’s car door shut, seething at being convicted without cause.  “Why can’t my parent’s be more like yours?” I whined.
 
   “Delaney, I think you were a little hard on her,” Brian said, and then changed tactics when he saw the look on my face.  “Okay, maybe she is a bit over-bearing, but she does love you and she just wants to protect you.”
 
   “I know.  I know that, I do!  She just jumps to conclusions and for no good reason,” I said, angrier more at myself then than her.
 
   “Delaney, why are you so angry?”
 
   “I don’t know.  I guess I know she thinks that we’ve…you know, and we haven’t.”
 
   “So what if she does?  You and I know the truth.”
 
   “I’m a good girl.  I am!  I haven’t broken the rules!” I said, crying now.  Furious at Chad for taking my virginity, stealing something I should be saving for the man I love. 
 
   “I know that!  Of course you are!  Please don’t cry.  You haven’t broken any rules.  I know that,” he said, putting his arm around me and pulling me to him.
 
   “She doesn’t!  She thought I was pregnant last year just because I was upset and crying in my room about…” I stopped, not wanting to hurt Brian by mentioning Logan.
 
   “About what?”
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  The fact is, she doesn’t believe me and she obviously doesn’t trust me.”
 
   “She just worries about you.  You are a good girl Delaney, and the only one you need to convince is you.  I know it, my parents know it and honestly, so do yours.”
 
   “Thank you.  You always know exactly the right thing to say.”
 
   Changing the subject, he asked, “So, what movie would you like to see?”
 
   “I don’t want to see a movie.”
 
   “But, you told your…”
 
   “I know.  I lied.  Well, I didn’t lie, exactly.  I’ve just changed my mind.”
 
   “Okay.  So, then what do you want to do?”
 
   “Go to your house.”
 
   Brian took a deep breath and said, “Delaney, I don’t think that would be wise.”
 
   “It will be fine Brian.  Just drive,” I ordered.
 
   “Okay,” he said, obviously worried that he wasn’t going to be able to resist temptation.
 
                 
 
   “Okay, we’re here.  Now what?” he asked, nervously fidgeting with his keys.
 
   I didn’t say anything.  I just took his hand and led him upstairs toward his room.
 
   “Delaney, what are you doing?”
 
   “Breaking the rules.”  I kissed him at the top of the stairs with obvious intention.  
 
   “No, Delaney!  This isn’t happening!”
 
   “Yes, it is,” I said, pulling him along into his room.
 
   “NO!”
 
   I put my arms around him and kissed his neck.  He smelled very good and I said so.
 
   “Delaney, stop this.”
 
   “Why?” I said, unbuttoning his shirt.
 
   He was breathing hard as I pulled his shirt down over his shoulders and dropped it to the ground.  “Delaney, we really…”
 
   I kissed him again, and unbuttoned my own shirt.  His eyes were closed.  He was trying to keep himself in control, but he wasn’t having much luck.  I dropped my shirt next to his on the floor.  He opened his eyes and looked down at my state of undress.  He took a deep breath and closed his eyes again.  I grabbed his hand and kissed his palm and then ran his hand down my shoulder and down to the side of my breast.  He opened his eyes and pulled his hand away like it was on fire.
 
   “Get dressed!” he ordered, stepping back, refusing to look at me.
 
   “Brian, we’ve waited long enough.  You told me to let you know when I was ready, and I’m letting you know.”
 
   “Are you just trying to get even with your mother?” he asked.
 
   “No, I want to.”
 
   “Why now?”
 
   “Oh no, don’t tell me I need to give you ‘the right reason’ for this too?” I asked, grinning up at him.
 
   “Yes!  More so than ever!” he said, still refusing to look at me.
 
   “Well, I’m prepared tonight.  I have the best reason,” I said, reaching around to unhook my bra.
 
   “And what’s that?” he asked, standing rigid in the center of his room, his arms crossed over his bare chest.
 
   “I love you!”
 
   He looked at me then, “And you said I always know the right thing to say.”
 
   We kissed for a few minutes before he asked, “Are you sure you’re ready for this?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, sitting down on his bed, reaching for his hand.
 
   He took a deep breath and sat down next to me.              “I love you Delaney and I want this to be perfect for you,” he said, looking in my eyes.
 
   “It is perfect, I’m with you,” I said.
 
   “I…I haven’t ever…um,” he started to say, suddenly worrying about his lack of experience and pleasing me.
 
   “Brian, we love each other.  The rest will fall into place.  There is one thing though…um…I don’t have…I mean, I’m not on the pill or anything.”  Why was this so hard to talk about, I thought.
 
   “Oh, just a minute,” he said, pulling a huge box of unopened condoms out of his dresser.
 
   “Planning on a big night?” I actually grinned.
 
   “I just thought…hoped…you know, someday…”
              “Brian, hush,” I said and kissed him, pulling him toward me.
 
   I was leaning over him, kissing his lips and moving to his neck.  He sighed and then gently pushed me back on his bed.  He stared down at me.  I watched him swallow hard and take a deep breath as he lightly touched my nipple with his thumb.  I looked up at him and knew how much I loved him, but as he leaned over to kiss me, the image of Chad briefly flashed through my mind and I started to panic.  I found myself transported back to that room at the Inn.  I pushed Brian away, screaming at him to stop.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay, now?”  Brian asked after I had calmed down enough to talk.
 
   “I’m so sorry, Brian.  I don’t know what happened,” I said, feeling horrible.
 
   “If you didn’t want to make love, then why did you…”
 
   “I did want to.  At least I thought I did.  I guess I’m just not ready after all,” I said, sniffling.
 
   “Was it because of your mom?”
 
   “NO.  My mother has nothing to do with this!” I wasn’t really sure if that was true or not.  She had made me pretty angry.              
 
   “Then, what is it?” he asked, obviously confused.
 
   “I don’t know,” I said again.  There was no way that I could explain how I felt, why I panicked.  “You must think I’m crazy.”              
 
   “No, I don’t think you’re crazy.  I just don’t think you’re ready.  It’s okay, Delaney.”
 
   “But, I was ready, I was!  I wanted to…I wanted you!  But when you leaned over me and kissed me…” I couldn’t go on.  I was terrified that he would guess my secret.
 
   “What happened when I kissed you, Delaney?”
 
   “I saw…I saw…” I wanted to tell him, I needed him to understand why I turned him away.  I was shaking and I couldn’t bring myself to tell him about Chad, couldn’t bring myself to even say his name.
 
   “What?  What did you see?”
 
   I just looked at him, and I still couldn’t get the words out.  
 
   “Logan?” he asked, realizing it would upset me even more, but needing to know.
 
   I was instantly angry, but I couldn’t blame him for thinking it, so I kept my anger to myself.
 
   “No, Brian.  It wasn’t Logan.  I swear it,” I said, looking him straight in the eye so that he knew I meant it.
 
   “I’m sorry.  I had to ask.”
 
   “I swear he had nothing to do with it.”
 
   “I think I know what it is,” Brian said.
 
   I looked down, suddenly worried that he had guessed my secret.
 
   “You think we should be married first.”
 
   “What?” I asked, stunned.
 
   “That’s how you were raised.  Why shouldn’t you feel that way?”
 
   “Brian, I don’t think that’s…”
 
   “We’ll wait, Delaney.  It’s okay.”
 
   “Brian, I’m not asking you to marr…”
 
   “I know, but I will ask you.  When the time is right, I’m going to ask you to marry me.  I love you.”
 
   “Brian, I don’t know what to say,” I said, unprepared for any of this.
 
   “You don’t have to say anything.  Let’s go get some ice cream and then I’ll take you home.  I think you and your mom need to talk.”
 
    
 
   Brian was the most understanding man in the world.  I knew that if I could bring myself to tell him about what Chad had done, he would be very understanding and I would probably feel so much better.  But, I also knew he would go after Chad and I couldn’t live with that.  Brian was so wonderful, and I knew that even though I did love him, I didn’t deserve him.   I didn’t deserve him, because even now, when Brian said Logan’s name, I was instantly transported back to that moment when just his touch sent electricity coursing through me.   I knew that no matter how much I loved Brian, if Logan walked through the door, I would leave with him without hesitation.  Brian didn’t deserve that.  He deserved much better than I could give him.  But I knew he wanted me, and I also knew that Logan wasn’t going to walk through the door.  I needed to continue on with my life; my life with Brian.  
 
   I stood up and took his hand.  I kissed him lightly on the cheek and said, “I love you.  I’m sorry.”
 
   “Delaney, your love is all I need for now.  The rest will come with time.”
 
    
 
   The summer had started out on a very sour note, but as the end was approaching, I felt certain that my life was headed in the right direction.  Brian and I had both been accepted to the University of New Haven and we were planning on leaving for college together in just a little over two weeks.  Brian was offered a full football scholarship, and I had been offered an academic scholarship, so it seemed like the perfect solution to our not wanting to be apart.
 
    
 
   “So, have you started packing yet?” I asked Brian.
 
   “No.  Have you?” he asked, looking like the thought hadn’t even occurred to him.
 
   “I’ve been ready for weeks.”  I laughed at the look on his face.
 
   “What’s to get ready?  Throw some clothes in a bag and go!”
 
   “Men!” I said, and giggled at his obvious lack of concern regarding our up and coming journey.
 
   “The only thing I can’t live without is you!” he said.
 
   “That’s nice, thank you,” I said, and kissed him softly.
 
   “No, that’s nice!” he said, pulling me closer for another kiss.
 
   “Um, I think we should go do some shopping,” I said, trying to cool him down a bit.
 
   “Shopping?  Women!” he scoffed, mocking me.
 
   We ran down the stairs and were just heading out the door when Brian’s mom asked to speak with us.
 
   “What’s up, Mom?” 
 
   “Would you two sit down for a minute, please?  I think we need to talk.”
 
   Brian and I sat down at the dining room table across from her.
 
   “Is everything okay?”  Brian asked, not used to having his mother look so serious.
 
   “You tell me?”
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   “I know…” she said, looking at Brian, and then me.”
 
   “You know what?” Brian asked.
 
   “Come on you two, I’m not blind.  When did you plan on telling us about this?” she asked.
 
   “Tell you what?” Brian asked, looking completely confused.
 
   “Tell us that Delaney’s…” she stopped, in mid-sentence, staring at her son.
 
   “Delaney’s what?” he asked; looking worried now.
 
   “You don’t know?  Delaney, honey, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to spoil anything.  I just assumed you had told him,” she said, looking at me.
 
   “Told him what?” I asked, just as baffled as Brian.
 
   She stared at me, looking very bewildered.  “I was certain that you both were just waiting for the right time to tell us, but since you’re both leaving for college soon, I thought we needed to do some planning.”  She stared at me for a few minutes, saying nothing and then asked, “You really don’t know what I’m talking about, do you?” 
 
   “I’m sorry, Christine, but I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I said, honestly baffled.
 
   “Honey, I don’t know how to tell you this, I was sure you’d figured it out.  I mean, how could you not know?” she asked, shaking her head.
 
   “Mom, what are you talking about?” Brian asked, concern showing in his face now.
 
   She ignored her son and focused on me.  “Delaney, honey, when was your last period?”
 
   I was shocked by her question and I blushed.
 
   “Mom, don’t you think that’s a bit personal?” Brian asked.
 
   “I need to know,” she said softly, and reached out to touch my hand.
 
   “Um, I don’t know.  I don’t usually keep track.  I guess it’s been a while.  Why?”  I asked, never having been one to pay attention to my periods. 
 
   “Honey, surely you can see all the signs?”
 
   “What signs?” I asked, still baffled.
 
   “Well, you’ve been nauseous and vomiting for months now, with no actual ailment to speak of.  You’re exhausted all the time, your period is late, and well, I know that you were blessed with ample…cleavage, but you are a bit more ample now,” she said, looking at my tightly fitted T-shirt.
 
   “Mom, what the hell are talking about?” Brian asked, still confused.
 
   “Delaney, honey, I know I’m not a doctor, but I’m pretty sure that you’re…pregnant.  Aren’t you?”
 
   “What?” I asked, shaking my head to clear my thoughts.
 
   “How could you not know?” she asked.
 
   “Mom, she’s not pregnant,” Brian said, grinning, and obviously relieved.
 
   “Delaney?” Christine said, staring directly at me and ignoring Brian.
 
   My head was spinning.  I stared off in the distance trying to absorb what she was telling me.  All of the signs and symptoms were there, but I had blocked them out.  I had completely ignored what I should have known all along.  I knew then that Christine was right.  I started shaking, not sure what to say or do.  I stared down at my trembling hands, refusing to look at either Christine or Brian.
 
   “Mom, she’s not pregnant!” Brian said.  “Tell her, Delaney.  Tell her you can’t be pregnant!  Mom, honestly, she’s not pregnant.  We haven’t even…”
 
   But Christine was watching me, and when our eyes finally met, she knew that I was hiding a secret.  She knew that it was true, and that her only son was about to have his heart broken into pieces.
 
   “Dammit, Delaney, tell her that you’re not pregnant!” Brian ordered.
 
   Christine stood up, “I’m going to give you two some time to talk.  Brian, honey, I’ll be in my room when you need me,” she said, with a sheer look of utter pain on her face for what she knew her son was about to learn.
 
   “Delaney…tell her!  Tell her you’re not…Tell ME you’re not pregnant!” he demanded, begging me to tell him it wasn’t true.
 
   But I couldn’t tell him what he wanted to hear, because I knew without a doubt that it was true.  Our lives were not going to turn out like we’d planned.  Chad had managed to take that from me too, from both of us.  And as I sat there shaking, I knew what I had to do.  I had to go away, leave Brian before I hurt him again.
              “Delaney…” Brian whispered, realizing his mother had been right all along.
 
   I slowly turned to face him as tears filled my eyes.  There was nothing I could say to ease his pain, nothing!  “I’m so sorry,” I said, and I slowly got up to leave.
 
   “Delaney…”
 
   I was standing at the doorway, facing away from Brain as the tears started down my cheeks.
 
   “Whose is it?” he finally whispered.
 
   “I um, I have to go,” I said, and headed to the front door.
 
   “You swore to me that you didn’t sleep with him,” he said, his eyes closed, refusing to look at me.
 
   “Brian…I can’t…I don’t…I have to go.”
 
   “Are you coming back?” he asked, already knowing the answer.
 
   “I know you don’t believe me now, but I swear I love you.  I don’t deserve you.  And I can’t keep hurting you.  Please just let me go.”  I wiped my eyes and walked out the front door.
 
   I headed toward the street, but needed to see him one last time.  As I looked in the window, I saw that he was still sitting there in the same spot and he was crying.  I had destroyed the one man that I could always count on, the one man who loved me unconditionally and who would do absolutely anything for me.  I didn’t deserve him.  I had lied to him from the beginning.  Now it was too late to go back and fix the mess I had made.  
 
   I started running then.  I ran until I couldn’t breathe anymore and collapsed under a tree.  As long as I lived, I would never be able to forget the pain I saw when I looked in that window.  I had truly destroyed an amazing man, and that thought would haunt me forever.
 
   I slowly made my way home with absolutely no idea of what I was going to do.  I thought about going to the store and buying a pregnancy test, but knew it was pointless.  I knew without a doubt that Christine was right.  I had ignored all of the signs, but I couldn’t ignore them any longer.  
 
   I knew that I had to leave, go somewhere and hide.  I couldn’t risk anyone thinking that Brian had gotten me into trouble and then didn’t stand by me.  I knew that’s what everyone would think and I couldn’t bear for anyone to think he had been anything but wonderful and perfect, which of course, he was.
 
   When I got home, I realized the house was empty and I was alone.  I breathed a sigh of relief and headed up to my room.  I sat down on the edge of my bed, terrified.  I felt completely alone and had no idea what I was going to do or where I was going to go.  Suddenly, as if I needed a reminder of my current condition, I was running to the bathroom as another wave of nausea had me bent over the toilet, retching.  
 
   I finished vomiting and stood up to rinse out my mouth.  As I looked in the mirror, I found myself looking down at my still flat stomach.  I put my hands on it, expecting to find a rounding softness, but I had been sick for a while and I realized I was very thin.  Everyone had been telling me that lately.  Even Molly told me I needed to eat.  I felt a small hard knot low in my belly, and knew that I wouldn’t be able to hide it for long.
 
   I headed back to my room and knew I had to leave.  I couldn’t risk the thought of Brian trying to break my resolve.  I knew he would eventually come for me, telling me he would stand by me, even though it wasn’t his problem…or his baby.  I couldn’t hurt him again.  I HAD to leave! I knew I had to leave, right then!  
 
   I grabbed my suitcase out of my closet and started filling it with this and that, not really paying any attention.  I heard my parents’ walking in the door then, and realized I needed to tell them something.  I couldn’t just leave.  They’d never let me go and they’d look for me.  I had to convince them that I needed to go.  I had to tell them that I broke it off with Brian and I had to leave, and I had to do it fast.  I knew Brian wasn’t going to give up on me, even though he believed I had been unfaithful.
 
    
 
   I sat down to dinner that night, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop the tears.
 
   “Honey, what’s wrong?” my mother asked.
 
   “I…I…broke up with Brian,” I said, sobbing now for all I had lost.
 
   “What happened?  You two seemed so happy,” she said, coming around the table to sit next to me.
 
   “I thought I was, but Brian wanted to marry me and I’m not ready for that,” I said.  
 
   “Did he ask you because you two have to get married?” my father asked, accusingly.
 
   “No,” I said, too upset to be angry.
 
   “I don’t understand, Delaney.  You told me you loved him, so why don’t you want to marry him?” my mom asked.
 
   “I’m not ready for that.  I’m leaving…” I said, unable to finish my sentence.
 
   “What do you mean you’re leaving?  Where are you going?” my mom asked.
 
   “I’m going on a Mission.  I can’t stay here.  He’ll never let me go.”  
 
   “A mission?  But honey, you’ve never even mentioned wanting to go on a mission.  We’ve talked about it before, but you said you didn’t want…”
 
   “I know what I said.  I’ve changed my mind.  I need to go.  It’s all set.  I’m going on a six month Christian mission to Belize.  I’m leaving tomorrow,” I said, sounding very determined.
 
   “Well, we’ve always thought that a mission would be good for you, but how can you be leaving tomorrow?  There are things that have to be done.  You need a passport and a medical exam.  And, what about college?  You were all set to go?”
 
   “They take care of all of that for me.  I just have to show up tomorrow morning.  It’s all set.  I have to leave tomorrow or I’ll miss it.  College can wait!”
 
   “Delaney, don’t you think we should talk about this?” my mother said.
 
   “Yes, I think we should have some say in what you’re…” my father started.
 
   “Why?  I’m an adult now.  You can’t stop me and I can’t stay.”  I stared at my parents with such conviction that they didn’t know what to say.
 
   “Hey, can I have your room?” Seth asked.
 
                 
 
   We argued late into the night, but I finally won.  I was leaving in the morning and there was nothing they could do about it.  I finally made it back up to my room to finish packing.  My head was spinning, and I had absolutely no idea where I was going, but I knew I had to leave, so I kept packing.              
 
   I opened the bottom drawer of my dresser to pack a few more things and then stopped.  At the bottom of the drawer I found Logan’s shirt.  I knew then what I had to do, the only thing I could do.  
 
    
 
   Early the next morning I called Molly and told her I needed her to come get me.  
 
   “What are you talking about?  Do you know what time it is?”
 
   “Yes.  I’m leaving today and I need a ride to the airport.”
 
   “Where are you going?” she asked while yawning.
 
   “Please, if you want to see me before I leave, come get me now.”
 
   “When are you coming back?” she asked, concern evident in her voice.
 
   “Molly, please just come get me.  I have to see you before I go.  You’re my best friend,” I said, the tears starting again.
 
   “Okay, give me 15 minutes to get dressed and drive over.”
 
   I left my parents a goodbye note.  I knew they would be angry and hurt that I left without actually saying goodbye, but it had to be this way.  I left my brother a note as well, saying that I would miss him, and that I loved him and that yes, he could have my room.
 
   Molly was true to her word.  She pulled into my driveway exactly 15 minutes later.  I threw my bags in the back seat and got in the car.
 
   “Delaney, what is going on?”
 
   “I’m leaving.”
 
   “You said that!  Where are you going?”
 
   “On a mission,” I said, knowing that Molly would never believe it.
 
   “What the hell are you talking about?”
 
   “I broke it off with Brian.  I have to leave.”
 
   “What happened?”
 
   “He’s too serious.  I’m not ready for that.”
 
   “Was he trying to force you too…?”
 
   “No, of course not.  He’s in love with me though, and he’s way too serious.  I have to go.”
 
   “Where are you going and when are you coming back?”
 
   “I told you.  I’m going on a mission.  I’ll be back in six months.”
 
   “A mission?  Forgive me if I don’t believe you, but I know you’re lying.”
 
   “Molly, please just take me to the airport.  I HAVE TO GO!”
 
   She pulled out of my driveway then and headed to the airport.  “Does Brian know you’re leaving?”
 
   “He doesn’t know where I’m going, but he knows it’s over.”
 
   “Don’t take this wrong, okay, but does this have something to do with Logan?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “I’m sorry.  I should have known that you wouldn’t break up with Brian just because Logan came back.”
 
   “Yes, I would have.  But, he didn’t come back for me,” I said, honestly.
 
   “Where are you going, then?  And don’t give me that crap about a mission.  I don’t buy it!”
 
   “Molly, I just have to go.  I can’t tell you any more than that, because I don’t really know exactly what I’m doing yet.  But, I will call you.”
 
   We drove in silence the rest of the way to the airport.  I had no intention of getting on a plane, but I couldn’t risk Molly telling anyone, especially Brian that she took me to the ferry.  She dropped me off at the front of the airport.  She got out and helped me with my bags.
 
   “I love you, Molly.  You are my Best Buddy Forever and you always will be,” I cried, hugging her to me.
 
   “Can’t you stay?  Why do you have to leave?” she asked, hugging me back.
 
   “I can’t stay.  I have to go.  Please understand.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll walk you to your gate.”
              “No.  Thank you for the ride, but you have to leave me now.  I can’t handle anymore goodbyes.”  I pulled away, grabbed my bags and walked through the airport doors.  I turned and waved.  She was staring at me like she knew she had lost her best friend, and I thought I saw a tear in her eye.  It reminded me of the last time I saw Brian.  He was crying, too.  I knew my mom would cry when she found the note.  I had let everyone down.  
 
   I walked to the other end of the airport and asked one of the airline employees if there were any shuttles to the island ferries.  He directed me toward the shuttles and before long I was on my way.  I stared out the window at nothing and prayed that Brian was okay.  I couldn’t get him out of my mind.  The misery and pain I’d caused him cut through me like a knife.
 
   Before I realized it, I was at the dock and the driver had to yell at me to snap out of it.  “Young lady, this is your stop!”
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry.  Thank you,” I said, quickly grabbing my stuff and heading out the door.
 
   I walked up to the ticket booth to buy a ticket for the ferry, and was surprised to learn that no ferries were running at that time due to a storm.  “Do you think they’ll be running soon?” I asked, unsure of what to do.
 
   “I don’t know.  The water is pretty choppy right now.  If it settles down, we’ll start running again.  I’m sorry,” he said.
 
   “Um, it’s not your fault.  Can I wait inside?” I asked.
 
   “Sure!” he said, looking me up and down.
 
   “Um, maybe I’ll just wait over there,” I said, pointing at the park benches, not wanting to be too near him and his leering eyes.
 
   “Suit yourself,” he shrugged. 
 
    
 
   I sat outside in the wind for hours.  I had nowhere to go or any way to get there if I had.  By 3:00 I realized I hadn’t eaten anything and thought I should try to get something down.  I asked the guy at the counter if there was any news yet about the ferries.  He told me the weather report was looking better and he’d let me know as soon as he heard when the ferries would start running again.
 
   “Is there someplace around here that I can get a sandwich or something?” I asked.
 
   “Not within walking distance.  I have a half a sandwich left if you want it.”
 
   “Thank you, anyway,” I said.  Maybe he was a nice guy, but I wasn’t accepting anything from someone I didn’t know.  The image of Chad handing me our drinks at the grad party would be a constant reminder to not accept anything from someone I didn’t know and trust.  
 
   The last ferry of the evening was 10:00 pm, and it was nearing 8:30 pm now.  I was beginning to lose hope.  I had no idea where I would go if the ferries didn’t start running soon.  
 
   At 9:40 a few people that lived on the island showed up at the dock.  I knew that they would probably all be very disappointed, but I was thrilled when they all started filing on.  “Oh, thank heavens,” I thought and headed to the ferry.
 
   Just as I was about to board, the night attendant ran out to tell me that this would be my only shot for a while.  The skies were clear, but another storm was coming in. 
 
   “Thank you,” I said, running ahead.
 
   The skies may have been clear, but the water was still very choppy.  I found myself heaving over the side of the deck.
 
   “Sea sickness?” one of the other passengers asked.
 
   “Um, yes,” I said, knowing it was more likely morning sickness.  I wondered about that, why did they call it that?  I was sick all the time, not just in the morning.  No wonder Christine figured it out.  I’m surprised that my mom didn’t, or maybe she just refused to see it, like I had.
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven: Logan
 
    
 
   I finally made it to the island.  I saw Parker’s Inn and I trembled as I remembered the last time I was there.  I shook it off as I still had a long walk to Logan’s house.  I prayed that he would let me stay until I had another plan.  I knew I was taking a huge chance, but I also knew that he wouldn’t turn me away if I had nowhere else to go.
 
   I lugged my bags up the hill and suddenly remembered I wasn’t exactly sure where he lived.  It was dark now and I realized I wasn’t sure if I could find it in the daylight, far less in the dark.  I wasn’t in a very good frame of mind when Logan drove me to the docks and my current frame of mind was no better.  I had had nothing to eat in over 24 hours and I hadn’t slept in two days.  I decided before I traipsed off searching for Logan’s house in vain, I would stop at the Inn and ask for directions.  Surely someone would know where the Barnett home was.
 
   I walked back down the hill, still lugging my bags and made my way to the Inn, only to find it closed down for the season.  It was almost midnight, and I was cold, hungry and exhausted.  I headed back up the hill, desperately trying to remember which direction to go.  I had been walking for over an hour and getting nowhere fast, when I saw a road that looked familiar.  I headed toward it and saw that the street sign said Parker Road.  “Oh, thank goodness,” I said out loud.  I started up the road, happy to finally be going in the right direction, but becoming more increasingly nervous with every step.  The earlier promise of a storm was coming in now, and in full force.  The winds picked up in an instant, the rain started and the cold air had me shivering.  
 
   It took me another 20 minutes to make it to the top of his road.  I couldn’t ever remember being so cold.  I was frozen solid.  My face and hands burned in the relentless wind.  Finally I was standing in front of his house.  I noticed that there was a light on inside and I made my way to the door.  I was under the cover of the front porch, grateful for the break in the wind and rain.  I was shivering uncontrollably and yet it took me a moment to find the courage to knock.  I knew it was now or never, so I reached out and lightly tapped on the door.
 
   I heard a dog bark from inside and for an instant I thought I must have had the wrong house.  Logan didn’t have a dog, not that I remembered anyway.  But, I was certain it was the right house.  I backed up to look around to the side of the house at the garage.  “Yeah, this is it,” I told myself.
 
   I was about to knock again when the door opened, and there he stood, the man I wanted more than anything in the world.  The man I had always loved.  
 
   “Delaney?  What are you…?” he started to ask and then realized I was dripping wet and freezing cold.  He pulled me into the house, walked me over to the couch and wrapped a blanket around me.  “Are you okay?” he asked, worried.
 
   “I’m f-f-ine, just really c-c-cold.”  
 
   “Come with me,” he said, leading me upstairs, through a bedroom and into a bathroom.  “Get your wet clothes off and get into the shower.  I’ll go grab your bags,” he said.
 
   I was way too frozen and tired to argue with him.  I did as he said.  I let warm water run over me until I was finally starting to thaw and then I turned the faucet to hot.  It felt so wonderful.  When all the hot water was gone, I stepped out of the shower and wrapped myself in a towel.  I headed back into the bedroom and saw Logan trying to dry my soaking wet luggage.
 
   He looked up at me then and took a deep breath.  He turned away from me and said, “I don’t think any of your clothes are wet.  I’ll wait for you downstairs.”
 
   I rummaged through my bags, not even sure what I had brought.  I found a pair of sweat pants and a long sleeve shirt.  I threw them on and realized it was time to face the music.
 
   I walked downstairs and was instantly greeted by a huge dog.  He wagged at me happily.  I thought he was the biggest dog I’d ever seen.  He looked like that cartoon dog Marmaduke, so I assumed he was a Great Dane.  I patted him on the head, realizing this huge dog didn’t scare me at all.  “What’s your name boy?” I asked aloud.
 
   “Her name is Duchess,” Logan said from the doorway.  He was standing there watching me with two cups in his hand. 
 
   “Hi, Duchess.  You’re a very pretty dog.”
 
   “Shh…she doesn’t know she’s a dog,” he grinned.
 
   He walked over to me and handed me a cup of hot chocolate.  I realized I was suddenly famished.  “Thank you,” I said, and drank it down quickly.  
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked, handing me his hot chocolate as well, noticing I had already drained my cup.
 
   “I’m okay.  I’m really sorry to barge in on you like this.”
 
   “You look exhausted.  When was the last time you ate or slept?”
 
   “I don’t know; yesterday, or the day before.  I’m not sure.”
 
   “I’ll be right back.”
 
   Duchess trotted over to me then and put her head in my lap.  I reached out to pet her.  She wagged at me happily.
 
   “She likes you.  She’s never quite taken to anyone like this before,” he said, and handed me a plate with a sandwich and some fruit.
 
   “Thank you,” I said, grateful for the sandwich.  “I always wanted a dog.  My parents would never let us have one.  ‘Too messy’ they said.  She wasn’t here last time…”
 
   “No.  She just showed up one day.  I tried to find her owners.  I called the animal shelters and put up posters.  No one ever claimed her.  I figured they must not want her, so I guess she’s mine now.  She’s good company.”
 
   I had finished the sandwich and fruit and was working on my third hot chocolate when Logan said, “I don’t know why you’re here, but I’m really glad that you are.”
 
   “I know that I have a lot to explain…”
 
   “You need to sleep, you look exhausted,” he said, reaching out to touch my cheek, but then changed his mind.
 
   “Don’t you want to know?”
 
   “Not tonight.  I’m just happy you’re here.  We’ll deal with whatever it is tomorrow, after you’ve slept and eaten again.  You’re so thin.”  This time he did touch my cheek, with the back of his hand.  He noticed me tremble.  “Are you still cold?”  
 
   “No,” I said, embarrassed by the reaction he was so easily able to provoke in me with one simple touch.  I started feeling sick again, so I quietly excused myself, walked into the furthest bathroom from the living room so he wouldn’t be able to hear me vomit.  I closed the door and stood over the toilet waiting for the inevitable.  I didn’t have to wait long.  At least I had something in my stomach to throw up that time.
 
   I headed back to the living room, pale and clammy and sat down next to Logan.
 
   “You should go to bed now.  You look like you’re not feeling well. Whatever it is can wait until the morning.               Is there…anyone you need to call?”
 
   “No,” I said, closing my eyes, seeing Brian sitting at that table, the way I left him, heartbroken and crying.
 
   “It’s getting pretty late.  I think you should have everything you need.  There are towels and wash…” but it was too late, he looked over at me and I was already asleep.
 
   I woke up hours later as the sun streamed through the window.  “Good morning,” Logan said.
 
   I looked around and realized my head was on his lap and he had draped a blanket over me.  I sat up, embarrassed, “I’m sorry.  I guess I fell asleep.”
 
   “You needed to sleep.”
 
   “Um, what time is it?”
 
   “10:30.”
 
   “Oh no.  Have I kept you from…?”
 
   “From what?  I had nothing better to do last night than to watch you sleep.  Why don’t you get cleaned up and I’ll fix you some breakfast?” he smiled that gorgeous smile.
 
   “No, let me cook for you this time.  I don’t want to be a bother.”
 
   “Delaney, go get cleaned up.  I’ll cook breakfast.  You can take care of dinner,” he smiled, as if to say he knew I planned on staying for a while.  
 
   I noticed that he didn’t seem upset about my being there, but I also knew that my being there could cause him trouble, and I didn’t want that.
 
   I showered and dressed in jeans and a t-shirt.  When my hair was mostly dry and somewhat presentable, I made my way to the kitchen.  
 
   I caught my breath at the sight of him again; so perfect, that blonde hair, those piercing blue eyes, that incredible smile.  He only had to stand there and my heart pounded in my chest.
 
   “I guess you want to know why I’m here?” I said, still not exactly sure what I was going to tell him.
 
   “After you eat,” he said, setting a plate down on the table in front of me.
 
   The smell of the eggs instantly turned my stomach and I could barely force a single bite down.
 
   “Aren’t you hungry?” Logan asked.
 
   “Not really.  I think I’m still full from last nights’ dinner.  Thank you for that, by the way.”  Hopefully he didn’t hear last night’s dinner come back up.
 
   “Would you like to take a walk with me?” he asked, sensing our conversation would be easier for me if I wasn’t staring right into his eyes; those hypnotic eyes.  He was right.
 
   “Yes.  Let me do the dishes first,” I said.  I stood up and was instantly dizzy.
 
   “They can wait.  Let’s go…” but I was struck by another wave of nausea and I ran to the bathroom.
 
   When I returned a few minutes later, looking even paler, he asked, “Are you okay?  You look like you feel terrible.”
 
   “I’m fine, thanks.”
 
   We headed to the beach and walked along the shore.  I was reminded once again of Brian.  The last time I walked on this shore I had been with him.  I couldn’t stop seeing the pain in his eyes.  My thoughts were interrupted by Logan.
 
   “What are you running from, Delaney?” he asked.
 
   “Things at home suddenly got very…complicated.  I had to leave.  I promise I won’t stay any longer than I have to.  I don’t want to cause you any trouble.  I just didn’t know where else to go.”
 
   
“Are you going to tell me what got so complicated?” he asked, somehow sensing that I wasn’t.
 
   “Everything.”
 
   He stopped then and turned to me.  “Delaney, whatever it is, you can’t run from it forever.  You can stay as long as you want, but eventually you’re going to have to face…whatever it is.”
 
   “I know, and thank you,” I said sadly, looking out at the ocean.
 
   We just walked then, in silence.  
 
    
 
   True to my word, I cooked dinner for the both of us.  “Where did you learn to cook like that?” Logan asked after dinner.
 
   I had learned how to cook a few things from Brian’s mom.  My mom was awful in the kitchen, but Christine was a wonderful cook.  
 
   I was determined not to lie to Logan.  I knew I couldn’t tell him everything, but I refused to lie to his face.  I was done lying.
 
   “Brian’s mom.”
 
   “She must be some cook,” he said, not asking for any other explanation.
 
   “Yes, she is.”
 
    
 
   “So, what would you like to do tonight?” he asked.
 
   “You don’t have to entertain me, Logan.  I know I’m not an invited guest.  I really appreciate you letting me stay until...”
 
   “Until?”
 
   “Until I figure out what to do.”
 
   “Is this about Brian?” he asked, looking me in the eye.
 
   “Yes…and no.”
 
   “I know I don’t have any right to ask, but I need to know.  Do you love him?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “Then why are you here?”
 
   “Because I don’t want to hurt him anymore,” I said as a single tear slid down my cheek.
 
    
 
   He must have thought I had enough for one day, so he asked if I wanted to watch a movie.  “I thought you weren’t much into movies?” I said, grinning.
 
   “You don’t know how much I wanted to say yes to you that day.”
 
   “Me too, and a movie sounds nice.  Thank you,” I said, knowing he was being very patient with me.
 
   “What would you like to watch?” he asked. 
 
   “Anything is fine,” I said, knowing that I probably wouldn’t be able to pay attention to anything but Logan anyway.
 
   “Why don’t you pick one out; as long as it’s PG.  I wouldn’t want your parents to think I’m corrupting you,” he grinned.
 
   “What, you don’t have any Disney films?” I asked, smiling back.
 
   “I’ll be right back.”
 
   I put a movie on and then turned around, not sure where to sit.  The couch looked very inviting, but I didn’t want to make Logan uncomfortable.  I finally decided on a recliner next to the couch.  I found the right remote, and pushed pause until Logan came into the room.  
 
   I could smell the popcorn long before I heard it popping.  It sent me immediately running to the bathroom.  I was praying that if I couldn’t keep my dinner down, that I could at least vomit quietly.
 
   Unfortunately, my dinner did come back up and I doubt I was very quiet.  I finished throwing up and then brushed my teeth, praying that Logan hadn’t heard me.
 
   I made my way back to the living room just as the phone rang.  
 
   “Hello,” Logan said.
 
   He looked over at me for a minute, and then finally said, “Yes.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what the call was about, but I knew it wasn’t any of my business, so I sat down on the couch.
 
   “Where’s the popcorn?” I asked, praying that I could actually stomach it.
 
   “I burned it.  I do it every time I make it.  Sorry.  Would you like me to try again?”
 
   “No, I’m still full from dinner.  But thanks anyway.  Are you ready for the movie?  I thought we could watch…”
 
   “Delaney, that was Brian on the phone.”
 
   “Oh,” I was frozen.
 
   “He knew you were here.  I didn’t tell him.”
 
   “What did he say?” I asked, not really wanting to know.
 
   “He asked me if you were safe.”
 
   “That’s all?” I asked, starting to shake.
 
   “Yes, and then he hung up.  I just thought you should know.”
 
   “Thank you.”  
 
   I was still shaking by the time the movie started and Logan pulled a blanket down over my shoulders.  We didn’t talk during the movie and after a short time, I said I was really tired and needed to go to bed.  I was afraid I was going to break down again and I didn’t want to do it in front of Logan.
 
   “Goodnight, Delaney.  I’m here if you need me.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   I turned and headed into the bedroom with Duchess at my heels.  I barely closed the door before the tears started.  How could I think Brian wouldn’t figure it out?  How could I be so stupid?  Of course he knew I would come here.  He thinks Logan is the baby’s father.  
 
   I put on my nightgown and crawled into bed.  Duchess stood next to the bed, obviously waiting for an invitation.  “Come on girl, come lay with me,” I said, patting the bed.  She didn’t wait long, she jumped up on the bed and quickly laid down next to me and put her head on my chest.  
 
   I don’t know if it was the jostling of the bed from Duchess, or the faint smell of popcorn still in the air, but suddenly I was once again running to the bathroom.  I was tired and weak and all of the vomiting was taking every ounce of my strength.  I had nothing left in my stomach, yet the heaving continued.  I was exhausted and unable to move.  I finally just gave in, closed my eyes and curled up on the bathroom floor.
 
   I was so sick and had been for months that it was finally taking its toll on me.  I knew that all of the stress from my recent events didn’t help either.  I just stayed there, giving up, when I felt a cool cloth being placed on my forehead and strong arms lifting me and carrying me back to bed.  I knew I shouldn’t, but I clung to him and when he set me down I wouldn’t let him go.  I needed comfort and even though I knew he wasn’t mine, I begged him to stay with me.  “Please don’t leave me.”
 
   “What about Brian?  Do you want me to call him for you?”
 
   “No.  Please don’t make me talk about him.  I don’t want to face it, yet.”
 
   “Does he know?” he asked.
 
   “Does he know what?” I asked, still dizzy.
 
   “Does he know…about the baby?” he asked again softly, looking down at my stomach.
 
   I instinctively covered my belly with my hands and whispered, “Yes.”
 
   “I’m confused, Delaney.  I saw you two together on your porch.  I saw the way he looked at you.  I know he loves you.  I heard it in his voice tonight on the phone.  Why wouldn’t he stand by you, now?”
 
   I turned away, unable to answer him.
 
   “Delaney?” he said, turning my head back to look at him.  He must have read the look of pure agony on my face, because he took a deep breath and said, “Oh, No!”
 
   I was tired of lying and I desperately needed to talk.  “It happened that night…at the grad party.”
 
   “Chad!” he said angrily, through a clenched jaw.
 
   I was stunned, “How did you…?  Oh God.  I can’t do this, I can’t do this alone,” I was crying hysterically now. 
 
   “You’re not alone.  I’m here,” he said, and pulled me close.  “Shh, it’s okay, I’m here.  You’re not alone.”  Logan calmly rocked me slowly in his arms, offering me much needed comfort.
 
    
 
   He let me cry for a while until I was calm enough to talk.
 
   “I don’t understand why Brian would let you go.  He’s been dealing with this for months now.  What changed?”
 
   “He didn’t know, not until two days ago.”
 
   “Delaney, you’ve only been here a day and a half and you’ve thrown up at least three times that I know of.  You’re exhausted and I thought I had really put you over the edge with the popcorn.  I’m sorry about that, by the way.  But I’m assuming that all of this didn’t just start yesterday.”
 
   “No, I’ve managed to hide it well, even from myself.  I really didn’t know that I was...pregnant, but Christine did.  She knew weeks ago.”
 
   “Who’s Christine?”
 
   “Brian’s mom.  She confronted us both, wanting to know why we hadn’t told them.  I was stunned.  I didn’t even know what she was talking about at first.  I didn’t realize until she actually said the word.  Then it hit me.  It all made sense…I was sick all the time, I was so tired, my peri…I was….late and my, my…shirts and bras were really tight,” I said, and then blushed.
 
   “What did Brian say?”
 
   “He begged me to tell him it wasn’t true; that I wasn’t pregnant, that I couldn’t be pregnant.  He kept telling his mom that it wasn’t true, that it was impossible because we hadn’t…”
 
   “Did you tell him what happened?”
 
   “No.  I told him I was sorry and I left.  I left him sitting there all alone…crying,” I said, the tears welling up again.
 
   “I’m sorry you had to go through all of that.  You should tell him the truth.  He’ll understand.  He loves you.”
              “There’s more,” I whispered.
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “He asked me…um….whose it was, and I couldn’t say anything, I just stood there, frozen, so he assumed it was…”
 
   “Mine,” he said quietly.
 
   “I couldn’t tell him the truth, I tried, but the words wouldn’t come out,” I said, crying again.
 
   “Shh, it’s okay, it’s okay,” he said, and held me until I was calm enough to continue talking.
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t you tell someone what happened that night?  I can understand why you couldn’t tell me, or Brian, but why not Molly or your mom?”
 
   “I couldn’t even say his name.  I just wanted to forget it.  When I got home, I had myself fooled into believing that everything was okay and that a life with Brian would fix everything.  When I finally realized I was pregnant, I knew that it wasn’t fair to Brian.  I had lied to him for so long; lied to myself.  I couldn’t just suddenly tell him I was drugged and raped months ago and expect him to stand by me, even though I knew that he would have.  And I knew then that I’d been lying to myself about more than just the pregnancy and I couldn’t stay anyway, because even though I do love him, I love…”
 
   “You love?”
 
   “I love…you more,” I said, and closed my eyes.
 
   “Delaney, I....”
 
   “You don’t have to say anything.  I know that it’s wrong for me to be here.  I’ve made a mess of everything.  I’ll leave as soon as I can.”
 
   He touched my cheek and said, “I was going to say that I love you, too.  I want you to stay.  I never wanted you to leave in the first place.”
 
   “But you said…”
              “I said I was married and I had no right to ask you to wait for me.”
 
   “But I told you I would.”
 
   “I know.  But it wasn’t fair to ask you to do that.  You deserve a life with someone who’s free to give you everything.  I wasn’t free to do that.  I didn’t think it was fair to expect you to put your life on hold…for me.  No matter how much I wanted you.”
 
   “Are you still married?” I asked, praying he’d say no.
 
   “Yes,” he said sadly.
 
   “I shouldn’t be here.”
 
   “I want you to stay.  Please stay.  I know I shouldn’t ask now either, but I just can’t bear the thought of you walking out that door again.”
 
   “I don’t know what to do.  I’m so scared,” I said, crying again.
 
   “It’s going to be okay.  I promise.  I love you, we’ll work it out together.”
 
   There was nothing left to say right then, and I was so tired and weak that I finally fell asleep.   Logan stayed with me, just like he had that fateful night.   I woke up to find him staring at me.  “What time is it?”  I asked.
 
   “Why, is there somewhere you need to be?” he grinned.
 
   “Am I keeping you from work or something?  You don’t have to babysit me all day.”
 
   “I don’t have to work, Delaney.  I used to spend a lot of time working at my mother’s company, but now I rarely even go in.”
 
   “Did you work during the summers?”
 
   “Up until last year, I was there all the time.  I used to love it, but not anymore.”
 
   “How did you work so much and go to school?”
 
   “Last year was the first year I actually went to school.  I always had tutors before that.  I was never a kid, Delaney.  I had never spent any time with kids my own age.  I decided that I wanted to experience something normal in my life, for once.  I finished high school three years ago.  I realized I was missing out on something, but I didn’t know what.  So, I asked my long time tutor and friend Avery to enroll me in high school, even though I already had a business degree.  My father thought I was crazy, but I insisted.”
 
   “So you already had your diploma and a college degree and yet you chose to go to high school, anyway?”
 
   “Yes.  Avery got me in with some fake transcripts.  He thought it would be good for me, too.  But, when I got there that first morning I realized I didn’t fit in.  I asked to use the phone in the office so that I could call Avery back and have him get me out of it.  Everyone seemed so immature, and although I was only 19, I felt years older than everyone there.  But then something happened.”
 
   “What?” I asked, sitting up in bed.
 
   “I saw this young girl, a freshman, I’m assuming.  She was terrified to be starting high school.  She was crying and talking to someone I couldn’t see.  Then I heard the girl she was talking to tell her that everything would be fine and that she’d walk her to her classes for a while until she was used to the new school.”
 
   I looked at him, waiting for him to continue.
 
   “I watched you put your arm around her and walk her out the door.”
 
   “She was just new and scared,” I said, remembering the terrified young freshman.
 
   “I hung up the phone and knew it didn’t matter if I fit in.  I had to be near you.”
 
   “Why didn’t you ever say anything to me?  Why didn’t you ask me out?  I would have said yes.”
 
   “I didn’t know how.  I told you, I had no experience with anyone close to my own age.”
 
   “Does that mean that you have experience with older women?” I asked, and then blushed.
 
   He grinned, “No.  There were a few older women who offered…but I didn’t want any of them.  The only one I want is you.  But, by the time I had worked up enough nerve to ask you out, the whole thing with Martina started.”
 
   “Well, our timing is great, isn’t it?  You’re married and I’m…pregnant.”  I still shivered at the word.
 
   “No one ever said it would be easy,” he laughed.
 
   “Can I ask you something else?”  
 
   “Anything.”
 
   “How was it that we ended up in so many of the same classes?”
 
   “I asked the secretary who you were, and when she told me your name, I called Avery and had him “fix it” so I was in most of your classes.”
 
   “If he could get you into most of my classes, why didn’t he get you into all of them?”
 
   “I thought that might tip you off.  I’m sorry.”
 
   “I am too,” I said.
 
   “You are?” he asked, looking hurt. 
 
   “Yeah, I missed you so much in those other classes.”  I reached up to touch his face, but thought better of it.
 
   He smiled and looked relieved, “Are you up for some breakfast?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t know.  Nothing seems to stay down lately.”
 
   “You have to eat,” he said, standing up and offering me his hand.
 
   I stood up and was instantly dizzy.  Logan pulled me to him to keep me from falling.  Our lips were inches apart, his breath warm on my face.  I was breathing faster and I wanted him to kiss me so badly, but I knew it would be wrong.  “I’m okay now,” I said, needing some space before I crossed the line and kissed him.
 
   He let me go, but stood by my side until he was sure I was able to stand on my own.  “I’ll go fix breakfast.  What would you like?”
 
   “I thought we agreed I would cook from now on.”
 
   “I’ll cook breakfast and maybe if you’re up to it, we can go out to dinner.”
 
   “You’re too good to me.”
 
   “Go get cleaned up and meet me in the kitchen.”
 
   I headed into the bathroom to shower and dress.  I was actually feeling better by the time I was cleaned up and heading into the kitchen.  Duchess came trotting after me.  I walked into the kitchen and was once again taken back by how magnificent Logan was.  He heard me enter the room, or he heard Duchess; but for whatever reason, he turned around and gave me that smile. 
 
   “I think she’s your dog now,” he said, laughing at my new constant companion.
 
   “She’s such a sweet girl,” I said, reaching down to pet her.  I was dizzy again as I stood up straight.  Logan was immediately at my side, helping me into a chair.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   He set a plate down in front of us both and then pulled his chair over next to me, “Just in case you decide to start to pass out again.”
 
   “I’m fine.”
 
   “You don’t look fine.  You look like you’re about to drop and you have to be starving to death.”
 
   “I’m fine,” I said again.  “Let’s eat.”  But as soon as I lifted the fork, I was running back to the bathroom.
 
   Logan followed me, held my hair back and wiped my forehead with a cold washcloth.  “Delaney, you need a doctor.”
 
   “It’s just morning sickness.  I’ll be fine.”
              “You’re not fine.  You haven’t kept anything down since you’ve been here, and I don’t how long before that.  You need a doctor,” he said, ushering me back to the bed.
 
   “I just need some sleep,” I said, not wanting to go to a doctor.
 
   “You rest.  I’ll be right back,” he said, and headed out of the bedroom before I could protest.
 
   He was back in a few minutes.  “Come on, let’s go,” he said, offering me his hand.
 
   “Where are we going?”
 
   “You’re going to see a doctor.”
 
   “No.  I don’t need a doctor.”
 
   “Delaney, I’m assuming that since you didn’t even realize you were pregnant until a few days ago, that you haven’t been to a doctor.  Don’t you think you should see an obstetrician?”
 
   “No,” I said, pulling the blankets up over my head.
 
   “Not going to the doctor won’t change the fact that you’re pregnant.  You’re going to have face up to it eventually,” he said, trying to pull the blankets back.
 
   “Not today.”
 
   “You do realize that you’re acting like a child?”
 
   “I don’t care.  I’m fine.”
              “If you don’t come with me willingly, I’m going to carry you to the car.”
 
   “Logan, please, I’m fine.  If it’s no better in a few days, then I’ll go.”
 
   He sat down on the edge of the bed and said, “Delaney, I know that we haven’t really talked about what you want to do about the baby.”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said, feeling stupid for hiding under the blankets, but still determined not to go.
 
   “No matter what you decide, you must want to make sure that the baby is okay.  All this vomiting can’t be good…for either of you.  Please come with me.”
 
   I sat up then, knowing he was right.  I needed to protect the baby.  It wasn’t his or her fault that I didn’t want to be in this situation.  “You’re right. Okay.”
 
    
 
   He walked me into the most beautiful doctor’s office I had ever seen.  “Wow, this is nothing like my doctor’s office,” I said.
 
   “When was the last time you saw a doctor?”
 
   “I don’t know, but I remember that I got a balloon and stickers on my way out,” I grinned.
 
   “Right this way,” a nurse said, leading us into an exam room.  “Okay, I’ll need a urine sample from you and then you can put this gown on.”
 
   “I’m just nauseous.  I don’t need to put on a gown.”
 
   “You need to put on the gown,” she said, leaving me no room to argue.
 
   “Okay,” I agreed, looking down.
 
   “Dr. Branson will be right in to examine you.”
 
   I was starting to panic and Logan knew it.  “It’s okay Delaney; he’s not going to hurt you.  He’s supposed to be a very good doctor, the best on the island.”
 
   I nodded at him and then grabbed the urine cup I was supposed to fill and headed into the bathroom.  I hadn’t been able to keep anything down in ages and I just couldn’t pee.  I tried turning the water on, but that didn’t help.  I finally headed back into the exam room with an empty cup.
 
   “Couldn’t go?  You haven’t been able to eat or drink anything, so I’m not surprised.”
 
   I picked up the gown and headed back into the bathroom to change.  I came back holding my clothes, looking around nervously, not sure where to put them.
 
   “Here, I’ll take them,” Logan said, reaching his arms out to me.
 
   “I don’t want to be here,” I said, suddenly very frightened.
 
   He was instantly at my side, “It’s okay.  I promise it’s going to be fine.”
 
   I sat down in the chair next to Logan, refusing to climb up onto the exam table.  Logan reached out and took my hand, “Don’t worry.”
 
   Dr. Branson walked in then, holding a chart and a book.  “Hi there, I’m Dr. James Branson, and you’re Delaney and Logan, right?” he asked.
 
   “Yes,” Logan said.  I could only nod.
 
   “So this is your first prenatal visit?” he asked, sitting down on the stool and rolling over to me.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “When was the first day of your last period?” he asked, right off the bat.
 
   I was mortified to have to answer that question in front of Logan, but I knew I had to.  “I um, I don’t really remember.  It’s been a while.  I’ve never kept track very well.  I never needed to,” I blushed.
 
   “Okay.  Well, we can do an ultrasound to narrow down the date of conception.”
 
   “Oh, I know the date…of conception,” I said, and Logan squeezed my hand.
 
   “Oh, well that makes things easier.”
 
   I told him the date of the grad party and then I answered a bunch more embarrassing questions and when I finally thought it was all over, he asked me to get up onto the table.  I froze.
 
   “Dr. Branson, this is Delaney’s first actual doctor visit since she was a child,” Logan said, giving the doctor a head’s up that I had never had a gynecological exam before.
 
   “I see.  It’s okay, Delaney.  I’ll tell you everything I’m going to do before I do it.  My nurse will come in and assist me.  Logan, you can stand right up there and hold her hand.”
 
   “Um, maybe I should wait outside for this part,” Logan said.
 
   “No.  Don’t go,” I said, terrified to be alone with the doctor.  He came over and held my hand again, instantly calming me.
 
   “It’s important for Dad’s to be involved, too,” Dr. Branson told Logan.
 
   “Um, he’s not…” I started, not wanting Logan to have to take the blame for something he had nothing to do with.
 
   “I’m not used to being called ‘Dad’ yet,” Logan interrupted, and winked at me, giving me a little smile.  I didn’t argue.  I just sat there stunned, grateful that I didn’t have to explain who or where the baby’s father was.
 
   “Delaney, you’ll be fine.  It’s only going to be mildly uncomfortable.  As soon as the exam is over, I’m going to have my nurse start an IV and get some fluids into you.”
              “How long do I have to stay?” I asked, wanting to bolt through the door right then.
 
   “As long as it takes to get some clear urine from you, so it may be a couple of hours.  Please lie back on the table, and put your feet right here in the stirrups.”
 
   I did what Dr. Branson asked.  I wasn’t sure who was more uncomfortable, me or Logan.  I think it was a tie.  As soon as Dr. Branson’s nurse came into the room, I started to panic again.  Logan stood at the head of the exam table, holding my hand and telling me it was okay.  His eyes never left mine during the entire exam.  I wasn’t sure if it was because he knew I was panicking, or if he was afraid to let his eyes wander below the stirrups and see something he didn’t want to.  He brushed my hair back with his hand and kept telling me, “It’s almost over.”
 
   “Okay, that part’s done.  We’ll have your pap smear results in a few weeks and everything else looks normal.”
 
   He told me to put my legs down on the table and he covered me with a drape, exposing only my lower abdomen.  “Let’s take a listen, shall we?” he said and put a bunch of gel on my stomach and then he turned on a little handheld device and rubbed it in the gel on my stomach.  I looked up at Logan and he looked as confused as I was.  Then we heard a definitive beating through all the crackles.
 
   “There we are.  Good, strong heartbeat in the 160’s, perfect.”
 
   “That was the baby?” I asked.
 
   “Yep.  He or she sounds perfect.  We’ll do an ultrasound next time and you can see the baby.”
 
   He took out a tape measure and measured my belly and then said, “Well, everything looks good.  Now I’ll do a quick breast exam and we’ll be all through.”
 
   “Um, I don’t think you need…”
 
   “Delaney, it’s all a part of being a mom.  You need to take care of yourself, and routine screenings are important.  Logan can hold your hand; it’ll only take a minute.”
 
   “Oh, um, I really think I should step out…” Logan said, standing up straight now.  He tried to pull his hand away but I wouldn’t let it go.
 
   “No, stay,” I said, more afraid of the exam than having Logan seeing me partially undressed.
 
   “Delaney…I really don’t think I should…” he was breathing a bit faster now, and I knew he was embarrassed, but I couldn’t let go of his hand.
 
   “It’s only going to take a minute,” Dr. Branson said again.  He untied my gown, letting it drop to my waist, “Oh, you’ll have to remove your bra, please,” he said, and then his pager went off.  “Go ahead and remove your bra and I’ll be back in a minute.  Sorry for the interruption.”
 
   Logan had managed to completely avert his eyes up to that point.  “Delaney, I really think I should wait outside.”
 
   “If you want to leave, I understand,” I said, looking down.
 
   “I’ll stay if you want, I just don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”
 
   “It’s too late for that, but it would be worse without you.  Please stay,” I said, still holding his hand with an iron grip.
 
   He looked at me then and took a deep breath, “This would be a lot easier if you weren’t so beautiful.”
 
   “You’ve already seen…everything anyway.”
 
   “No, I never looked below the…”
 
   “I don’t mean today, I mean…that night.  You carried me out of the shower, so…”
 
   “Delaney, I covered you with a towel, I didn’t stop to look or think about you like…I was just so worried about you.”
 
   “It’s okay, Logan.  I don’t care.  You were there for me then and you’re here now.”
 
   “Sorry about that,” Dr. Branson said, stepping back into the room.  He washed his hands in the sink and said, “You still need to remove your bra.”
 
   “Oh, yeah,” I said, unsnapping the back of it and pulling it down over my shoulders.  I handed my bra to Logan and whispered, “It’s okay.”
 
   “Lay back for me, please.  Do you perform monthly breast exams?” he asked me while grabbing one of my arms and placing it gently over my head.
 
   “Um, no.”
 
   “You need to make it a habit.  I tell most women to examine themselves monthly right after their period, but since you said you don’t have regular periods you should just pick the same day each month.  A good day would be the day of the month your birthday falls on.”
 
   “Okay,” I said, too nervous to really listen to what he was saying.
 
   “You need to watch for lumps and any changes or dimpling, or discharge from your nipples, other than the breast milk, of course,” he said, while lifting my other arm above my head.
 
   Logan had managed to avert his eyes completely until the doctor addressed him personally.
 
   “Logan, you should know how to do this, too.  I’ve found that husbands and boyfriends find problems that a woman may never notice.  Okay, sit up for me now, please, Delaney.”
 
   He continued talking to Logan, “This is the most common problem area,” he said, touching the upper area of both of my breasts, near my armpits.
 
   Logan was still looking at my face, not sure what to do.
 
   “This is nothing you haven’t seen before,” Dr. Branson said.
 
   “Yeah, but it’s just kind of, um…clinical,” Logan stammered.
 
   “Yes, but it’s important.  Knowing how to do this and what to look for may save her life.  This feels like normal healthy breast tissue.  Feel it here and then you can look for any changes later, when it’s not so…clinical,” Dr. Branson said, looking a bit irritated.
 
   Logan looked at me, “What do you want me to do?”
 
   “I, um…”  
 
   “I know this is uncomfortable for you both, but it’s especially important since there’s a history of breast cancer in your family, Delaney.”
 
   I sat there afraid to move.  I didn’t know what to say or do.  Poor Logan looked absolutely petrified.  Finally I said, “We can do this at home.”
 
   “Logan, you are the father of this baby, right?” Dr. Branson asked, looking at us both strangely.
 
   “Yes!” Logan said, all too quickly.  
 
   “I think he’s just nervous.  You’re kind of putting him on the spot,” I stammered.
 
   “Okay.  You two can work this out on your own.  But you need to do the exams, like I said.”
 
   “I…we will,” I said.
 
    “Well, that’s it for now.   My nurse will be back in to draw some blood and start your IV and in a few hours you’ll be feeling much better,” he said, eyeing us both warily.
 
   When it was over and the doctor left, I sat up and hugged Logan.  “Thank you for not leaving me.”
 
   “I think I need a minute,” he said, sitting down in the chair.  He was still holding my bra and looking a little pale.
 
   “Thank you, again,” I said again, covering up with the gown.
 
   He grinned at me and said, “You know, I had the perfect opportunity to touch…you…and I just realized I blew it.”
 
   “Yeah,” I said, and then added, “but it was so clinical anyway…” I was barely able to stop grinning at him.
 
   “Funny!  You’re a riot,” he said, while absentmindedly rubbing my bra between his thumb and forefinger.
 
   “Um…are you finished with that, yet?” I asked, pointing at my bra and grinning.
 
   “What?  Oh yeah, sorry,” he said with obvious embarrassment.
 
   He handed me my bra and I decided to go to the bathroom to get dressed.  I jumped off the table a little too quickly, forgetting that I hadn’t kept anything down in days and I immediately started to sway.  Logan was instantly at my side and caught me before I fell.  As I grabbed onto him, my gown fell and his hand grazed the side of my breast.  I looked up at him and said, “I think I’m okay now.  Thank you.”
 
   He stared down at me and said, “Well, I guess I have another opportunity now, don’t I?” 
 
   “Yes, but something tells me…you won’t take it.”
 
   “It doesn’t seem quite so clinical now,” he said, letting me go and quickly backing away.
 
   I headed into the bathroom and got re-dressed.  I came back into the room and noticed Logan sitting in the far chair with his head against the wall and his eyes closed.  “Are you okay?” I asked.
 
   “I’m fine.  Just keeping the memory alive,” he smiled.
 
    “Why did you tell him that you were the father?” I asked, ignoring his comment.
 
   “I don’t know.  I guess I figured it would be easier for you that way,” he said sadly.
 
   “What?” I asked, knowing there was something on his mind.
 
   “I wish I were,” he said.
 
   “So do I,” I whispered.
 
   The nurse came back in then and soon I was being filled with warm fluid and some medication to stop the nausea and vomiting.  After about two full hours of being hooked up to the IV, I finally had to go to the bathroom.  I gave the nurse a sample and she came back and said, “You’re still pretty dehydrated.  We need to keep giving you fluids until your urine is clear.”
 
   Finally, another hour passed and my urine was evidently clear enough for me to be able to leave.  I had to admit, I felt better than I had in weeks.  Dr. Branson told me my due date was March 20th, and gave me a book on things to expect during my pregnancy.  I was to come back in a week for an ultrasound or immediately if I was feeling ill again.
 
   I thanked him and said I would do what he said.  Logan shook his hand, grateful that I was feeling better.  I breathed a huge sigh of relief when I finally got back into the car.
 
   “Was it really that bad?” Logan asked, responding to my sigh.
 
   “No, but only because you were there.  Thank you.  I’m such a baby.  You were right.  I didn’t want to face it.”
 
   “I know, and I don’t blame you.  You handled it all very well.  I don’t think I would have been that brave,” he said.
 
   “Brave?  I’m a coward.  I would have run screaming if it wasn’t for you.”
 
   “That’s not true.  You’ve been through a lot, and you’re much stronger than you think.”
 
   “I’m sorry about…you know the whole exam thing.”
 
   “I just didn’t know what you wanted me to do.  I didn’t want to embarrass you.”
 
   “I wasn’t embarrassed in front of you, even if you were.”
 
   “I was just…uncomfortable.”
 
   “I noticed.  I’ve never understood a man’s fascination with breasts.”
 
   “Hmm, maybe it’s because we don’t have them,” he grinned.
 
   I rolled my eyes at him, “Actually, they’re just kind of annoying.  You’re not missing anything.”
 
   “I saw exactly what I was missing…they’re beautiful, you’re beautiful.  I’m regretting my decision to keep my hands to myself more and more, so let’s just drop it.”
 
   “I told you it was okay.”
 
   “No. It wasn’t,” he said, and then started the car.
 
    
 
   He took me out to dinner and I actually felt like eating.  I was hungry and it felt great.  I ate until I was stuffed full, then I ordered a piece of pie for dessert.  When I was finally satiated, we headed back to the house.  “Would you like some ice cream or something before we head home?  Although I don’t know where you’d put it,” he asked, happy to see that I was feeling better.
 
   I was having such a nice time with him during dinner.  My problems had just seemed to vanish until I heard him say the word ‘home’.  I wasn’t home, I knew that.  But it felt so good and so easy to pretend that this was our life and that I was carrying his baby that the word ‘home’ hit me hard.
 
   “This isn’t my home Logan, I know that.  Someday I have to go back and face the consequences.”
 
   “Yes, you will have to go back and make peace with…everyone.  But, this is your home for as long as you want it.”  He stopped at a light, turned to me and said, “I want you to stay.  I’ll never ask you to leave again.”
 
   I smiled at him and then looked out the window, lost in my own thoughts.  If only things were that simple.  But we both knew they weren’t.  
 
    
 
   That night, I lied in bed, waiting for the nausea to send me running back to the bathroom, but it never came.  I closed my eyes and thought of Logan in the room down the hall.  His face was the last face I saw before I drifted off to sleep.  But his face wasn’t what I saw when I sat up in bed screaming a few hours later.  I was breathing hard and shaking.  I wasn’t sure it was a nightmare at first.  I looked around, trying to focus on where I was, when Logan ran into the room, “Delaney?  Are you okay?  Are you hurt, or the baby?”  
 
   “No.  I’m fine.  It was just a bad dream.  I’m sorry I woke you,” I said, not really remembering much of the dream, but shaken nonetheless.
 
   “You scared me half to death.  Oh, well, I guess if you’re sure you’re okay, I’ll let you go back to sleep.”
 
   “No.  I don’t want to sleep now,” I said, still frightened by the image from my dream.
 
   “It’s 4:00 am.  What do you want to do?”
 
   I knew exactly what I wanted to do, but since that wasn’t an option, I asked him if he wanted a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.
 
   “It’s 4:00 am,” he repeated.
 
   “Anytime is the right time for a PB &J!”
 
   “Don’t take this wrong, but I can’t believe you could even be hungry after what you ate for dinner.”
 
   “That was hours ago.  Dr. Branson told me I’d feel better.  He was right.”
 
   “Okay, come on.  You’re not going to add pickles to it, are you?  I’m not sure I could watch you eat that.”
 
   “Pickles!  Yuck!  I was thinking more on the lines of bacon!”  I grinned at him, having already left the nightmare behind.
 
   “Oh, that’s much better,” he said and rolled his eyes.
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight: Room to Grow
 
    
 
   As the weeks passed, Logan and I fell into a wonderful routine.  If it weren’t for the circumstances, my life would be perfect.  But, there were circumstances, and my circumstance was becoming increasingly difficult to hide.
 
   I stood in front of the mirror, turning this way and that and noted how I seemed to have blossomed overnight.  I was so sick during the first three and a half months of my pregnancy that I hadn’t gained an ounce of weight.  In fact, I had lost about 15 pounds.  Now, I was making up for lost time and Logan was feeding me far too well.  I had gained seven pounds when I weighed in at my next appointment at Dr. Branson’s office.  
 
   “Seven pounds in a little over a week?  That’s terrible,” I said, staring unbelievingly at the scale.
 
   “Delaney, you were very dehydrated when you first came here.  A lot of it is fluid.  You have to remember that you need to gain weight to have a healthy baby.  I assure you, you haven’t gained too much.  Actually you are still under-weight,” Dr. Branson said at my next prenatal appointment.
 
   “If you say so,” I said, suddenly feeling very uncomfortable in my jeans.”
 
   “Today, we’re going to do an ultrasound.  If we can tell, would you like to know the sex of the baby?”
 
   I looked over at Logan and he raised his eyebrows as if to say it was up to me.  “No.  I don’t think so,” I said, not wanting to give anymore validity to the fact that I was actually carrying a human life than I had to.
 
   I climbed up onto the table and Dr. Branson exposed my belly, which was no longer flat at 20 weeks.  “You’re half way there now.  Are you getting excited?” he asked, while readying the machine.
 
   “Um, yes,” I lied.
 
   “Do you have names picked out yet?” he asked, and I turned to Logan.
 
   “No.  Not yet.  We’re still deciding,” Logan said, and then took my hand.
 
   Dr. Branson squeezed a big glob of warm goo on my belly and then he was pointing at the screen, “There’s your baby’s heartbeat.  Can you see it?  It looks perfect; good and strong.”  
 
   Logan and I were mesmerized by the screen.  There, right in front of us was a tiny little beating heart and it was growing inside of me.  He held my hand and we watched the heart beat together.  Dr. Branson pointed out the baby’s head, arms, and legs.  I was shocked at how I was feeling, and I noticed Logan couldn’t look away from the monitor.  “Are you sure you don’t want to know the sex of the baby?” Dr. Branson asked, obviously having discovered the answer.
 
   “Yes, I want to know!” I said, suddenly needing to know if this was a boy or a girl.
 
   “Logan, do you want to know?” he asked, not wanting to give anything away prematurely.
 
   “Yes,” he whispered, still mesmerized by the tiny beating heart.
 
   “Well, I think you two had better paint the baby’s room pink.”
 
   “A girl?” Logan asked.
 
   “Yes, she’s definitely a girl.” he grinned and turned off the machine.  We were both speechless for a few minutes.  “Okay, you seem to be doing much better now, so I don’t need to see you for a month this time; unless you have any concerns, then you should come in sooner.”  He handed us a picture of the baby and left the room.
 
   I sat up and stared at the picture.  If it wasn’t real before, it was now.  “She’s beautiful, just like her mother,” Logan said, looking at the picture with me.
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  I wanted to be excited.  I wanted to be happy.  I wanted the baby to be Logan’s.  “Thank you,” I said, and hopped off the table and tried to button the top of my jeans.
 
   “Maybe we should buy you some new clothes today,” he said, seeing my difficulty.
 
   “No, it’s fine.”
 
   “Delaney, you need to be able to breathe.”
 
   “I can breathe just fine!” I said, irritated that I couldn’t button my jeans.  Finally I just pulled my shirt down over my belly and said, “Let’s go!”  I wasn’t sure, but I thought I saw Logan laughing at me out of the corner of my eye.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t mean to laugh at you,” Logan said, as we were taking our daily walk along the beach.  “You’re not fat, Delaney; it’s all baby.  You do realize you’re going to get bigger though, right?  You’re only half way there.  You still have 20 weeks to go.”
 
   “Yes, but I don’t have to like it,” I said, irritated at the weight gain and the fact that Logan had laughed at me, even though I knew I was being ridiculous.  Of course I had to gain more weight, but I refused to gain more than I absolutely had to.
 
   He smiled and put his arm around my shoulder.  “You’re beautiful,” he said, trying to get back into my good graces.
 
   “I don’t feel beautiful.”
 
   “Trust me, you are!”
 
   “Why are you so good to me?”
 
   “Because I love you,” he said, and then added, “Delaney, I think we need to talk about what you want to do about the baby.”
 
   “I don’t know.  I think maybe I should give it...her, up for adoption.  I don’t think I could handle looking at her, knowing…”
 
   “Are you sure you want to do that?”
 
   “Yes.  She’ll be better off.  There are hundreds of couples that can give her a wonderful home,” I said, and then changed the subject.  “What would you like for dinner tonight?” I asked, suddenly realizing I was hungry…again.
 
   “Anything is fine.  We can go out, if you want.”
 
   “No, I like cooking for you.  It makes me feel useful.”
 
   “You are useful.  But, you only have one job, and that’s to rest and take care of yourself.”
 
   “I am rested.  I feel so much better.”
 
   “You do look…radiant,” he said, stopping in front of me.
 
   “How do you do that?” I asked.
 
   “Do what?”
 
   “Make my heart race like that.”
 
   “I thought it was just mine,” he said, looking at me like he wanted to kiss me.  I wanted him to, desperately.  I knew it was wrong, so I started walking again.
 
   “Delaney, you’ve been here a while now.  Don’t you think you should call your parents and Molly and tell them you’re okay?  I’m sure they’re all very worried…and what about Brian?”
 
   “I don’t know what I would say.  I’m supposed to be in Belize on a Mission.  How would I explain the island phone number?”
 
   “You can use a cell phone, a disposable one, and then they won’t know.”
 
   “I’ll think about it.”
 
   “Okay, but I think you should.  I know you’ll feel better if you do.”
 
   “Can I ask you something?” I said.
 
   “Anything.”
 
   “Something you said a few weeks ago keeps running through my mind.  You told me that you saw me and Brian on my porch.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “When?”
 
   “A few weeks before you showed up here.”
 
   It was him.  I should have run after him, I thought to myself.  “What were you doing there?”
 
   “I wanted to see you.  I was coming to tell you that I was a fool for sending you away and to beg you to wait for me.”
 
   “I saw you from my bedroom window, but you were talking to my neighbor and then you just drove off,” I said, remembering how excited I was to see his car.
 
   “Your neighbor just asked about my car.  I didn’t know her.  I saw you and Brian together.  You looked happy.  I didn’t want to ruin that for you.  I couldn’t ask you to give that happiness up just so you could wait around for me.”  
 
   “You didn’t think I would?  I would have.  I would have waited forever.  I will wait forever.  My heart dropped when you drove away.  I loved you.  Didn’t you know that?”
 
   “Yes.  That’s why I came back for you.  But it was still wrong to ask you to wait.”
 
   “You saw through me, too.  I thought I was hiding it so well.”
 
   “Hiding what?”
 
   “How I felt about you.  I’m not surprised you could read my face so easily.  Obviously everyone else could,” I said, remembering what Brian had told me.
 
   He smiled.
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “It wasn’t just your face that I read,” he said, and pulled his wallet out of his back pocket.
 
   “What do you mean?”  
 
   He handed me a piece of paper that had obviously been folded and re-folded many times.  I unfolded the white notebook paper and took a deep breath.  I remembered it well:
 
    
 
   Logan always turns his homework in on time.
 
   Logan is the smartest guy I know.
 
   Logan has a beautiful smile.
 
   Logan has the most beautiful eyes and lips.
 
   Logan is perfect.
 
   Logan, I love you.
 
    
 
   “I wondered where that went.  I told you I had a lot of nice things to say about you,” I said, blushing.
 
   “Don’t be embarrassed.  This piece of paper has gotten me through a lot.  I read it all the time.  That’s one of the reasons I went back to get you.  That wasn’t the first time I went back for you, but you were always with Brian.  I figured you’d moved on.  I almost begged you to come with me that last time. But, when I saw you two…kissing, I knew I couldn’t stand in your way.  You looked so happy.”
 
   “I was happy; as happy as I could be…without you.”
 
    
 
   That night I made another one of Christine’s recipes.  It was Chicken Cordon Bleu.  It reminded me of my first dinner at Brian’s house.
 
   “Dinner is wonderful.  What are you thinking about?” Logan asked, looking at me curiously.
 
   “When I showed up at your doorstep, I told myself that no matter what you asked me, I would answer you truthfully.  I was so tired of lying to everyone.”
              “Thank you…” he said, knowing this must be heading somewhere.
 
   “I was thinking about Brian.  His mother served this the first night I had dinner with his family.”
 
   “You miss him?”
 
   “Yes, sometimes.  But it’s not just him.  I miss Christine, too.  She was so good to me.  I crushed Brian that day and I know that she’ll never forgive me for hurting her son.”
              “She would if she knew the truth.  Delaney, this is not your fault!  Chad’s the Bastard that…”
              “I know.  I don’t want to talk about that now…or ever.  I told you that I wouldn’t lie to you.  So will you tell me the truth about something?”
 
   “I haven’t ever lied to you, Delaney.”
 
   “I know that.  I didn’t mean to imply that you did.  But you may not want to answer this, and I need to know.”
 
   “I promise.”
 
   “Did you…fix Ch…his transcripts and have the steroids planted in his locker?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Thank you for being honest.”
 
   “I have something for you,” he said, and left the room for a moment.  When he returned a moment later, he said, “I wasn’t sure how to give this to you without you finding out that I knew, so I just held on to it.”
 
   He handed me a box, and when I opened it, I was thrilled.  “Oh, thank you,” I said, the tears starting again.  He handed me the missing diamond earring that my parents had given me for graduation.
 
   “How did you…?”
              “It doesn’t matter.  But let’s just say that Chad won’t be keeping mementos or bothering anyone, ever again.”
 
   “You confronted him?” I asked, mortified.
 
   “Do you really want to know?” he asked, with a look that said he was sure that I didn’t.
 
   “No,” I suddenly felt a chill run down my back and I knew then that I didn’t want to be on the bad side of Logan Barnett.
 
   “Good.  Then how about I clean up the kitchen and you go call your parents?” he said, and then handed me a disposable cell phone.
 
   “You can be very persuasive.  Do you know that?” I asked, grinning up at him.
 
   “Good, then promise me that you’ll never leave.  I don’t think I could take it!”
 
   “I can’t make that promise.  It’s not fair to you.”
 
   “It will all work out, Delaney.  I promise you!  Now, go call your parents.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and dialed Molly’s number.  I figured I would start with her first, working up the courage to talk to my parents.
 
   “Delaney?  Are you okay?  Where are you?” she asked.
 
   “I’m fine.  How are you?”
              “I’m fine.  Where are you, and when are you coming home?”
              “I’m not coming home, not yet anyway and I can’t tell you where I am.”
 
   “Why not?” she asked.  
 
   “Because, I don’t want to have to lie anymore, and I don’t want anyone to come after me.  I’m staying here for a while longer.”
 
   “Your parents have about driven me crazy!  They think that I know where you are.  I keep telling them that I don’t, but they don’t believe me.”
 
   We talked for a while, both missing the other’s familiar banter.  I finally got the nerve to ask, “How is he?”
 
   “He’s…okay,” she said, sounding funny.
 
   “What does that mean?”
              “What do you think it means?  He’s heartbroken and he’s devastated.  Is that what you wanted to hear?” she asked, angrily.
 
   “No, but I guess it’s what I expected.” I was stung by her harshness.
 
   “I’m sorry, Delaney, but you just left him.  He loves you so much.  How could you do that to him?”
 
   “Molly, I can’t tell you everything right now, but you have to believe me when I say that it’s better for Brian this way.  I hurt him, a lot!  I couldn’t keep hurting him and I couldn’t go on pretending that everything was okay.”
 
   “I thought you loved him?  You told me you did.”
              “I did, I do…but not enough.  It’s not fair to him.”                                                                                                                                                                     
 
   We talked for a few more minutes and I knew that it was time to face the music and call my parents.  I said my goodbyes to Molly, promising her that I would explain what I could when I came home.
 
   
              “Mom?”  I said when she answered the phone.
 
   “Delaney?  Is that you?  Oh, thank Heavens,” I heard her yell for my dad to pick up the extension.
 
   “Delaney, where are you?” my dad asked.
 
   “I’m safe.  I’m sorry that I haven’t called sooner.  I miss you all.”
 
   “Come home!” my mother pleaded, crying.
 
   “I can’t come home yet.  I will, but not yet.”
 
   “Why?” my mom sniffled.
 
   “You listen to me young lady…” my dad started in.
              “Dad, I’m an adult now, whether you choose to believe it or not.  I didn’t mean to hurt anyone, but I had to leave.   I needed to do some thinking and do a little more growing up on my own.  I’m fine though.  I’m safe, healthy and very happy,” I said, looking up at Logan as he walked into the room with two cups of hot chocolate.
 
   “Please come home,” my mother pleaded, again.
 
   “Mom, I will come home, but not yet.  I still have some growing to do!”
 
   Logan smiled and rubbed my stomach.  I had to laugh as it was out of character for him.
 
   “I don’t think this is one bit funny, young lady.”
              “I wasn’t laughing about that.  It was…my roommate,” I said, praying they didn’t ask me about him.
 
   “You have a roommate?”
 
   “Yes.  I promise you both, I’m fine.  It has to be this way for now.  I need this, please understand.  I’m not trying to stay away from you.  I just needed some space.”
 
   “From Brian?”
 
   “From Brian, yes…but it’s not just him.  Everything was getting so complicated.  I needed to get away…I just did.”
 
   “Please come home.  You don’t have to see Brian.  We’ll tell him to stop coming over.”
 
   “Does he visit you?”
 
   “Yes.  He comes over at least once a week, asking if we’ve heard from you.  He loves you.”
 
   “I know.  I have to go now.  I love you both.  Tell Seth I miss the little brat.  Oh, and stop quizzing Molly.  She doesn’t know where I am.  I miss you.”  I hung up the phone happy that I had called, but still feeling bad for Brian.  I knew it was for the best.  He deserved more from a woman than I could give him.
 
    
 
   “Feel better?”
 
   “Yes.  Thank you.  You always seem to know what I need.”
 
   “I think there’s one more call you should make,” he said, picking up the phone again.
 
   “I can’t tell Brian the truth, not yet, and I won’t lie to him again.  He knows where I am, he knows I’m safe.  I don’t want to hurt him anymore.”
 
   “He knows you’re with me, and I’m sure that’s killing him.”
 
   “I know…I just…”
 
   “I didn’t say that to make you feel bad.  I just know how I felt when I saw you with him.  If you don’t plan on going back to him, then you should tell him…let him go.”
 
   “I told him when I left.”
 
   “You told him you were leaving, but did you tell him it was over between you two?”
 
   “I don’t think so.  I don’t remember what I said, I was so upset.”
 
   “You’re not going back to him, are you?  I’m sorry.  I don’t have any right to ask you that.”
 
   “You have every right.  I could never go back to Brian now.  My heart is here, with you.”
 
   “This will work out…I promise.  You should call him.  He needs to know how you feel so he can move on with his life.  I’m going to take a walk.”
 
   Logan grabbed his jacket and called Duchess to take a walk with him while I sat there staring at the phone.  I wasn’t sure I could pick it up.  I knew that Logan was right and that we both needed some closure, so with shaky hands, I reached for the phone.
 
   I dialed Brian’s cell phone number, all the while wondering what I could possibly say to him without hurting him more.
 
   “Hello.”  
 
   “Brian?” 
 
   He was silent for a minute and then quietly said, “Yeah.”
 
   “How are you?” what a stupid question, I told myself.
 
   “What do you want, Delaney?”
 
   “I don’t know.  I just…wanted to make sure you were okay.”
 
   “I’m fine.”
              “How’s your mom?”
 
   “Fine.  Is there something else?  I don’t want to keep you from…anything,” he said, sarcastically.
 
   “My mom said that you stop by the house every week.  I just wanted to let you know that I’m okay.  I’m so sorry.  This is definitely not what I had planned.”
 
   “You got what you wanted.”
 
   “No Brian, this isn’t what I wanted.”
 
   “You’re still with him?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Then you got what you wanted.  I have to go.”
 
   “Brian, I wish…”
 
   “What?” he snapped.
 
   “I know I owe you an explanation, and you deserve the truth.  I can’t tell you everything right now.  I really just needed to know that you were okay and that you’ve moved on.  I will always love you.  I know you don’t believe that, but it is true.”
 
   “I have to go.”
 
   “Brian, please don’t hate me,” I begged.
 
   “I don’t hate you, Delaney.  I love you.”
 
   “I know, but you hate me, too.  I can’t tell you how sorry I am for hurting you.”
 
   “I knew you loved him…and I guess I knew you’d end up with him one day.  He better treat you right.  If not, he’ll be sorry.”
 
   “I wish I could explain everything…it’s really not what you think.”
 
   “I have to go.  Take care of yourself.”
 
   “You too.  Goodnight.”
 
   “Goodbye, Delaney.”
 
    
 
   I sat there for a few minutes trying to figure out exactly how I felt.  I knew that Brian needed to hear that it was over between us and as upset as I knew he was about it, I did feel like he had some closure and he was no longer waiting for me.  I finally got up and walked outside to find Logan.  I was barefoot and I wasn’t wearing a jacket.  I realized that I had locked the door behind me.  I called for Logan when I realized I’d locked myself out of the house.  I was freezing and I had no idea where he was.  I strolled down the path to the beach and saw him sitting on the sand looking out at the ocean.
 
   “Hi,” I said, and sat down next to him.
 
   “What are you doing?  You must be freezing,” he said while removing his jacket and wrapping it around me.
 
   “I kind of locked the door behind me, so I couldn’t get back in.  I hope you have your keys.”
 
   “I have them.  I’ll have a key made for you tomorrow.  I didn’t think about it.”
 
   “It’s your house.  I don’t need a key.”
 
   “Does that mean you’re leaving?” he asked, looking worried.
 
   “Why would you even think that?  There’s no place I’d rather be!” I said, and hugged him.
 
   “I thought…maybe since you talked to Brian…”
 
   “I love you…I have feelings for him, yes, but it’s always been you.  I told him goodbye and he wished us well.”
 
   “Really?” he asked, skeptically.
 
   “Well, he wished me well…and he threatened you.”
 
   
“That sounds more like it.”
 
   “Can we go in now?  I’m freezing.”
 
    
 
     We got back into the house and sat on the couch together.  He wrapped a blanket around my shoulders.  Duchess found her way up on to the couch as well, and soon I found myself out of room and very close to Logan.  
 
   “You’ve spoiled her,” he said, grinning.
 
   “She’s a good girl.”  Just then Duchess rolled onto her back, and pushed me with her back legs, throwing me full force into Logan.
 
   I was knocked over, thrown back onto his lap.  He caught me and had his arms around me.  I looked up into his eyes and knew I should get up, but I couldn’t.  He looked down at me, and touched my cheek with the back of his hand.  Just like before, it sent electricity coursing through my veins.  I trembled and my breathing quickened.  “Are you still cold?” he asked, breathing a bit faster himself.
 
   “No, actually I’m really quite warm.”
 
   “I can’t tell you how badly I want to kiss you right now,” he said, even more out of breath.
 
   “I, I better say goodnight,” I said, and he helped me sit up.
 
   “Goodnight,” he said, as I headed upstairs.
 
    
 
   I crawled into my lonely bed, closed my eyes and immediately thought of Logan.  I liked picturing Logan.  It helped me stay awake.  I was afraid to sleep for fear of once again having my recurring nightmare.  Every night I would wake up in a panic as Chad’s face leered at me from above.  The dreams were becoming more and more frequent as my pregnancy progressed, and I knew that I needed to start thinking about what to do with the baby; Chad’s baby. 
 
   Logan and I had managed up to that point, to keep our relationship strictly platonic.  But, as the next few weeks wore on, it became increasingly difficult to over-look the growing desire between us.  We were sharing a home, meals, taking daily walks on the beach, spending our evenings watching movies and playing card games, and Logan hadn’t missed one of my doctor’s appointments.  It seemed only natural to want to take that next step.  There were only two problems:  He was married, but not to me; and I was pregnant, but not by him.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know why you won’t let me get you some new clothes.  You can’t keep wearing the same two pairs of sweat pants throughout the rest of your pregnancy.  You still have three months to go.”
 
   “You’ve done enough for me.  I don’t want you to buy me anything.”
 
   “Delaney, I have more than enough money.  I’d buy you the world, but right now, I’d settle on just getting you some clothes.”
 
   “I’ll buy a few things, if it will make you happy.”
 
   “Come on, then.  Let’s go shopping.”
 
    
 
   I was able to buy a few pairs of maternity pants, some underwear, a few tops and a much needed support bra.  I had a little bit of money left, but was unable to buy anything else.  Logan came up behind me then and handed the sales girl cash.
 
   “I told you I was buying this,” I said, irritated at him.
 
   “I know, but please just let me take care of it.”
 
   “Logan, I don’t want your money!  You already pay for everything.  You pay all of my medical bills, you buy all the food.  You take care of everything!  I can’t keep living off of you like this,” I said, hating to be so dependent on someone I cared so much about.  I felt like I was taking advantage of him.
 
   “Delaney, I told you, I’d buy you anything.  And it’s because you don’t want anything from me that makes me want to do it all the more.  It’s also because I love you.  Can’t I just do it because I love you?”
 
   “I love you too, and that’s why you can’t do this.  I will pay you back for everything eventually, but please let me buy my own clothing.   You don’t need to buy my bras!” I said, rather harshly.  We both started to laugh.
 
   “Alright, you win.  Let it not be said that I pissed off a pregnant woman by buying her a bra!”
 
   I had the sales girl give Logan his money back as a symbolic gesture, and then paid her from my own stash.   We headed out of the store laughing and then stopped dead in our tracks when we ran right into Hailey Williams.
 
    I froze, but Logan didn’t miss a beat.  “Hi Hailey, how are you?” he asked, offering her his most dazzling smile.
 
   “Um, I’m okay, thanks.  Delaney, you’re pregnant?” she asked, looking down at my over-grown belly.
 
   “Hi Hailey,” I was able to get that much out.
 
   “Wow, I guess it figures.  You guys were always staring at each other!” she said with a grin, but not one bit of sarcasm.
 
   Something was different about her, but I didn’t know what.  At first I was terrified that she would run home and tell everyone that I was pregnant, but then I realized that she was also in a maternity store, and she had come all the way to Parker’s Island to shop.   I looked down and noticed the faintest bulge from under her shirt.
 
   “You caught us,” Logan said, grinning again.
 
   “What are you doing…here?” I asked.
 
   “The same thing you are, but unlike Logan, Chad refused to come with me,” she said sadly.
 
   Logan put his arm around me then, for support.  “Chad?” I asked, trembling at the mention of my attacker’s name.
 
   “Yeah.  I guess we both got our dream guys, huh?” she said, and then added, “I’m glad that it at least worked out for you.  Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me.”  Then she rubbed her belly and said, “I certainly have no room to talk,” she said and then headed into the store.
 
   “Oh God, I wonder if he…?”
              “They were dating, Delaney.  I don’t think he had to drug her to get what he wanted from her.  I feel bad for her, but she pretty much made her own bed…so to speak.  You can’t worry about it.”
 
   “What if she says something to anyone at home?”
 
   “I don’t think she will.  There’s nothing you can do about it anyway.  Let’s go have some dinner.”
 
    
 
   That night we had Chinese take-out and watched an old Chevy Chase comedy.  We were laughing at the stars’ antics when I felt the baby kick me, hard.  Instinctively, I reached out and grabbed Logan’s hand and put it on my stomach so he could feel it.  I had felt a lot of movement, but this was the first actual kick that I could feel from the outside of my belly.  “That’s amazing,” he said, closing his eyes and waiting for another kick.
 
   After a minute, he laid his cheek against my belly and waited for more movement.
 
   I reached down and ran my fingers through his hair.  How could he be so wonderful?  The baby must have felt or sensed him because she kicked me hard and his head popped up.  “Does that hurt?” he asked, looking amazed.
 
   “No,” I said, staring at him in awe.
 
   “What?” he asked me.
 
   “Why are you doing this?”
 
   “Doing what?”
 
   “This…all of this?  Why have you taken me in and taken such good care of me?  I don’t deserve you.”
 
   “Because I love you, even though I shouldn’t, even though I technically belong to another…I love you, with all my heart.  And Delaney, you do deserve it.  You deserve much more than I can give you right now.  But I swear it won’t be like this forever,” he leaned down toward my belly again and pulled up my shirt to bare my swollen stomach.  “Tell your mom that it’s going to be okay, that it will all work out and to stop worrying!”  
 
    
 
   The next day we went for our usual walk on the beach.  We brought Duchess, and she had a great time.  “She loves this.  If it wasn’t for the mess that giving her a bath entails, I’d bring her every day.  I end up wetter than she does,” I said, and yawned. 
 
   “You’re so tired lately.  Aren’t you sleeping at all?” Logan asked, looking worried.
 
   “I’m fine,” I said, but yawned again.  I hadn’t been sleeping.  My recurring nightmare either kept me from sleeping or woke me up in a state of panic, refusing to let me go back to sleep.  
 
   “Delaney, I have to go to the mainland tomorrow for a meeting.  Will you be okay here by yourself?” he asked.
 
   “Um, yeah, I’ll be fine.  Duchess and I can come back here and play some more,” I said, and threw another stick into the water for her to fetch.
 
   Just then an older couple stopped to ask directions to the nearest bookstore.  Logan gave them directions and then Duchess came running over at full force.  I was afraid she might knock one of them over, so I stood up and yelled, “No, Duchess!”  
 
   “Look Jim, they’re going to have a baby,” the older woman said, giving her husband a knowing smile.  “When are you due, dear?” she asked me, while reaching out to touch my stomach.
 
   “Um, in a few months,” I said.
 
   “Enjoy this time, honey.  It goes so fast.  We have four children, each one so special.”
 
   “Thank you,” I said, wanting to end the conversation.  Logan sensed my nervousness and reached out and squeezed my hand.
 
   “You two are a lovely couple.  Your baby will be beautiful,” she said and then they walked off, hand in hand, toward the bookstore.  As they headed up the street, I heard her tell her husband, “Yep, they’ll have a pretty baby.  Do you remember looking at me that way?” she asked her husband.
 
   “I still do, Dear, I still do,” he said as they strolled off together.
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong, Delaney?” Logan asked me after dinner.
 
   “Nothing.” 
 
   “I know something’s bothering you.  Why won’t you tell me what it is?”
 
   “I’m fine, just a little tired,” I said.
 
   “Delaney, you said you weren’t going to lie to me.  Now what is it?”
 
   “It’s just that couple on the beach.”
 
   “What about them?”
 
   “They assumed that this was our baby.”
 
   “So has everyone else we’ve run into.  Why is this particular couple bothering you?” he asked.
 
   “I’m really tired.  I don’t want to talk about this.  If you don’t mind, I’m going to go to bed.”
 
   “Delaney?”
 
   “Please, can we talk about this in the morning?”
 
   “I won’t be here in the morning.  Remember?”
 
   “Oh, yeah, then we can talk about it when you get back.”
 
   “I think we should talk now.  I don’t want to leave you when you’re obviously upset.”
 
   “I’m fine,” I said, and smiled at him.  “I think my hormones are just getting the better of me and making me crazy.”  I stood up and touched his cheek and said, “Thank you for caring.  But, really, I’m fine.”  I looked up at those piercing blue eyes and wanted him to kiss me so badly that I had to take a step back, excuse myself and almost run to my room.  
 
    
 
   I think he knew I needed some time to calm down because it was almost an hour before I heard a quiet tap on my door.
 
   “Yes?” I asked.
 
   “Delaney, may I come in?”
 
   I knew there was no use in saying no, so I invited him in.
 
   I was standing by the window trying to figure out how to explain to him what I was feeling, when he handed me a cup of hot chocolate.  “Thank you,” I said, and smiled at him.   I knew that he wanted answers as to why I was so upset and suddenly I had a knot in my stomach and set the cup down on the window sill. 
 
   “So, are you going to tell me what this is all about?” he asked, sitting on the edge of my bed.
 
   I stared out the window and said, “Do you know how many strangers come up to me and touch my belly?”
 
   “People like pregnant bellies.  They don’t mean to offend you,” he said.
 
   “I know.  I don’t usually mind.”
 
   “But you did today?”
 
   I felt the tears start and he was instantly by my side.  “What is it?” he asked, putting his arm around me.
 
   “She looked at me like you and I had shared this beautiful secret.  I’m having a baby and she assumed that we were in love and that we had shared this wonderful…moment together.  But the truth is, there was no wonderful moment.  There was only a horrible image of…his face, leering at me before I passed out again.  Every night I go to sleep and I see his face.  Every night I wake up terrified; every night!” I sobbed.
 
   “I’m so sorry,” he said, pulling me into his arms.
 
   He let me cry for a few minutes.  “It’s not just the nightmare, and the lady at the beach didn’t do anything wrong.  She was sweet.  Of course she would assume that the baby was yours.  Everyone does.  Even Hailey thought she was yours.  But that’s not fair to you, either.”
 
   “I told you a long time ago that I don’t care what anyone thinks, except you.  But there’s something else bothering you, isn’t there?” he asked.
 
   “Sometimes it’s just too easy to pretend that this really is our life.  I keep trying to ignore the obvious, to find some peace, but I know that in a few months I’m going to have to leave.  I don’t know if I can leave you.  Not again.”
 
   “You don’t have to leave.  I want you to stay, both of you.”
 
   “And what, play house?  This isn’t your problem,” I said, looking down at my growing belly.
 
   “Is that what you think we’re doing now?  Do you think I just want you to stay because I need a cook or a maid?” he asked, offended.
 
   “No, of course not, but it’s just been so easy to forget…”
 
   “Forget what?”
 
   “This,” I said, rubbing my stomach and thinking of Chad.
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “I told you; sometimes it’s just too easy to pretend that this life with you is real, and she’s…ours.”
 
   “It is real.”
 
   “No, it’s not.  We’re sharing a lie.”
 
   “Delaney, there are no lies between us.  We’re just…”
              “We’re just what, Logan…friends?”
 
   “You know how I feel about you.”
 
   “And you know how I feel about you.  We spend every day together, convincing everyone that we’re a happy young couple.  At night we share dinner and a movie, and then we each go to separate rooms.”
              “That has to be enough for now.  But it doesn’t mean that I don’t think about following after you every night.  I promise you it won’t be like this forever.”
 
   “I know I don’t have any right to ask, but I need…you.”
 
   “I’m right here,” he said, pulling me close.
 
   I looked into his eyes, “Please make me forget,” I begged.
 
   “Delaney, oh God, I can’t.  You don’t know how much I want you, but I can’t.  Not yet,” he said, finally understanding what I was asking of him.
 
   “Please?  Just one night?”
 
   “That won’t be enough…for either of us.  I’m not free to give you that moment.  Not yet.”
 
   I took a step back from him and said, “I had no right to ask you to break your vows.  It was wrong.” I was shaking, not sure what to do at that moment.
 
   “You think I won’t make love to you because of Martina?”
 
   “I know you don’t love her, but she is your…wife.”  
 
   “I don’t give a damn about Martina, or honoring that stupid vow.  I care about you and what you need.”
 
   “I told you what I…need.”
 
   “You need me to be free from all of this…this mess, first.  I can’t let you bear anymore guilt than you already needlessly place on yourself.  I could give in, and we’d share something wonderful tonight…but what happens in the morning?  You’d hate yourself, and I can’t let that happen.  I love you too much to sleep with you tonight, knowing that I have a wife.  I can’t make you the other woman, even though to me, you’re the only one.”
 
   I thought about what he said, and knew he was right.  “I know you’re right.  It’s just…so hard being so close to you and not being able to…”
 
   “Delaney, I love you more than anything, and believe me, if I was a free man tonight I wouldn’t have hesitated.  It’s killing me to have you here and not be able to touch you and hold you all night, every night.  But I swear to you, I will make this right.”
 
   He took my hand and led me to my bed.  “You need to sleep,” he said, and pulled back the blankets.
 
   “I can’t.  I can’t close my eyes.”
 
   “Slide in,” he said, taking his shoes off.
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked, praying he had changed his mind, not caring what the morning would bring.
 
   “Just scoot,” he said.
 
   I slid over to the middle of the bed and stared up at him with such longing.  I ached for him, all the time.  He slid in next to me and wrapped his arms around me.  “Can you close your eyes, now?”
 
   “Yes.  Now I can,” I said, snuggling into his warmth.
 
   “Try to sleep.  You’re exhausted.”
 
   I rolled to my side and laid my head on his chest.  I was so tired, and he was so comforting.  I finally drifted off to sleep.  I awoke a few hours later, screaming.  Logan was gone.  I looked around and realized it was still dark.  I knew he couldn’t have left yet; the ferries didn’t run that early.
 
   I ran downstairs needing to see him, but he wasn’t in the house.  “Logan?” I called, wondering where he had gone.
 
   I turned on the lights in the kitchen and decided I’d make some tea and wait for him.  He came in a few minutes later, dripping with sweat.  “Are you okay?  What happened?”
              “Nothing.  I was just jogging on the beach.  I do it all the time.”
 
   “I’ve never seen you go jogging,” I said, wondering when he found the time.
 
   “I um, I usually jog…late at night,” he said, looking a little nervous.
 
   “Why?”
 
   He walked over to me and put his hand on my cheek.  He sighed and said, “Every night, I watch you walk into that bedroom and you don’t know how much I want to follow you, but I can’t.  So I go jogging!”
 
   “Maybe I should take up jogging,” I smiled.
 
   “Probably not a good idea in your condition,” he grinned.
 
   “No, probably not,” I said, looking down at what once was a small waistline.  “Would you like some tea?”
 
   “No, thanks.  I have to get ready to go.  You should be asleep.  Did I wake you when I left?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Nightmare?”
 
   I nodded, knowing it would do no good to lie.
 
   “Delaney, do you trust me?”
 
   “What kind of question is that?”
              “Do you?” he pressed.
              “You know I do,” I said.
 
   “Then hang in there just a little longer.  I promise you that everything will work out.  Please believe me,” he said, and then ran upstairs to shower and change.
 
    
 
   I watched him drive away, and for the first time in months, I was alone.  “Well, I have you, don’t I, girl?” I said, reaching down to pet Duchess.
 
   I wandered through the house straightening this and cleaning that.  I decided to go to town and get a few things for dinner.  Logan said he’d be home by dinner time and we’d go out, but I wanted to stay in and just be with him.  
 
   The day dragged on forever, even the beach wasn’t much of a distraction until Duchess pulled me into the water, chasing after a seagull.  We were both soaking wet when we got back to the house and were met at the door by Logan.
 
   “You’re back!” I said, grinning.
 
   “Um, yeah,” he said, turning away from me.
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “You better go get cleaned up or I’m going to have to go jogging early tonight,” he said, a bit out of breath.
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “Delaney, trust me.”
 
   “I thought we had this discussion this morning.  I do trust you.”
              “If you don’t go change out of those wet clothes, you won’t be able to trust me,” he said, turning once again to look at me and then took a deep breath.
 
   I looked down and realized my wet clothes clung to me, leaving not much to the imagination.  I might as well have not been wearing a bra for all the good it did. “Oh, no, I walked back like this.  Everyone must have seen…” I realized, trying to remember how many people I passed on my short journey back to the house.
 
   “Delaney, so help me, if you don’t go change…”
 
   “What?  What are you going to do?” I asked, playing with him now.
 
   “Please,” he pleaded, with closed eyes.
 
   “Okay, I’m sorry.  I’ll grab a quick shower and then I’ll come down and cook dinner.”
 
   I came back downstairs a short time later and Logan was gone.  I thought maybe he did go jogging.  I was immediately remorseful.  I started cooking dinner, knowing I needed to apologize to him.  He came downstairs a few minutes later.  He had showered and changed into a pair of jeans and a t-shirt which did nothing to decrease my desire for him.
 
   “Oh, I thought maybe you did go jogging.”
 
   “Nope.  This time I went straight for a cold shower,” he grinned.
 
   “I didn’t mean to tease you,” I said.
 
   “It’s not your fault.  You can’t help the effect you have on me.”
 
   “You must be pretty desperate to want a pregnant woman,” I said, looking down at my swollen belly, realizing my stomach had once again grown over-night.
 
   “There’s nothing I want more,” he said, longingly.
 
   I looked at him and knew he meant it.  “If you don’t stop looking at me like that, then I’m going to need a cold shower.”
 
   “Sorry,” he said, shaking his head to clear his thoughts.  “I thought we were going out?” he asked.
 
   “I didn’t want to share you tonight.  I promise to be good, though.”  I said, handing him a salad.  “How was your meeting?” I asked.
 
   “I’ll tell you all about it, after dinner,” he smiled.
 
   “What made you go in?  You said you hate it there now, because…she’s there.”
 
   “I didn’t have to see her.  The meeting was somewhere else.”
 
   “Oh?” I asked, even more curious now.
 
   “Let’s eat.  I promise to tell you all about it later.”
 
    
 
   After dinner we washed the dishes together and then headed into the living room.  “Would you like to watch a movie?” I asked, curious about his days’ events, but not wanting to pry.
 
   “Not tonight.  Come sit with me.  We need to talk,” he said and patted the seat next to him on the couch.
 
   I assumed that what he wanted to talk about had something to do with my actions from the previous night.  I sighed and sat down next to him.
 
   “Delaney, I…”
 
   “I’m sorry, Logan,” I said, interrupting him.
 
   “For what?”
 
   “For what I put you through last night and for teasing you today.  I had no right to ask you for…anything.  You were right.  I know that.”
 
   “You don’t have to apologize.  You were honest.  I can’t blame you for that.”
 
   “Logan, please don’t think that I just wanted you to get rid of the image of…him.  I want you.  I always have.  I want you every time I see you,” I blushed, “But I’ll wait.  I promise I won’t throw myself at you, again.” I meant every word.  I just hoped that I could keep my promise.
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that,” he said.
 
   “What?” I asked, confused.
 
   “Delaney, I don’t want to go jogging tonight,” he smiled at me, and touched my cheek.
 
   “I don’t understand,” I said, completely lost now.
 
   “I filed for divorce today.  Martina will have the documents tomorrow.”
 
   “What?  But, you’ll lose everything!” I said, standing up, and then pacing the room.
 
   “The only thing I can’t lose is you.”
 
   “Please don’t do this!  You can’t put this on me!  I can’t take it!  I never should have come here.  Your mother…”
 
   “STOP!  Right now!” he said, grabbing my arms.  “I don’t care about the stupid company, anymore.  This was MY decision, MINE!  I love you and I can’t be without you ever again.  I would have seen my attorney months ago to draw up the papers, but he’s been out of the country.  I made my decision long ago, Delaney.  I was going to do it when I came back to get you and found you with Brian.  You were absolutely right when you told me that my mother wouldn’t want me to hold onto her company and let the love of my life slip away.”
              I was crying then, huge tears of joy.  “Are you sure you’re willing to give up everything…for me?” I asked.
 
   “What am I giving up?  I have you, I don’t need anything else.  She can take my company, but she can’t touch this island or my trust fund.  We’re set for life, Delaney.  You won’t ever want for anything, and our child will never want for anything.”
 
   “Our child?”
 
   “She might as well be.  I’m already her father, Delaney.  I love her.  She’s a part of you.  You can’t look me in the eye and tell me you’re going to give her up.  I know you better than that.  You love her, too.”
 
   “But she’s not really yours,” I sniffled.
 
   “She will be after tonight!” he said breathlessly and pulled me into his arms.  I had never imagined a kiss being more wanted, more needed or more perfect.  I fell against him, finally able to taste those exquisite lips.  Somehow we made it to his bed and after hours of making love, I finally fell into a deep, peaceful sleep wrapped in Logan’s arms.  And the only dream I had, made me smile when I awoke.
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine: Martina
 
    
 
   “Good morning,” Logan said when I opened my eyes.
 
   “Yes it is!” I smiled.
 
   “You look rested, finally.”
 
   “I’m very well rested, thank you.  In fact, I think I could use a little more exercise now.”  I reached up and kissed him.
 
   “You want to go jogging with me?” he grinned and then kissed me again.
 
   “I’m pretty sure that you’re going to be way too tired to go jogging, ever again.”  I pulled him back down to me.
 
   Kissing Logan was better than I had ever imagined.  I was completely lost in those lips when I heard a woman’s voice:
 
    
 
   “DIVORCE!  Are you sure she’s worth it?” Martina snarled from the bedroom doorway.
 
   Logan saw the look of terror in my eyes.  He leaned over me and said, “She can’t hurt me, Delaney.  Please don’t worry.  I knew she’d get the papers today, but I never thought she’d actually come here.  It’s okay,” he said, looking directly into my eyes and gently brushing my hair off of my face.
 
   “Logan!?” the woman snapped when he didn’t immediately acknowledge her.
 
   He still didn’t move.  He didn’t take his eyes off me.  “What do you want, Martina?”  I was shaking and he was stroking my arm.
 
   “I just wanted to introduce myself to ‘the other woman’!”
 
   He sat up then and said, “She’s the only woman, Martina.  I don’t love you.  You know that.”
 
   “Well, since you’re being so rude, I’ll introduce myself.  Hello, I’m Martina BARNETT, Logan’s wife; and you are?” she said with a slight Spanish accent.
 
   “Martina, I’ll meet you downstairs in a minute,” he growled at her.
 
   “Oh, I think she should hear this, Darling.”
 
   “DOWNSTAIRS!” he shouted.  I had never heard him raise his voice.  I jumped. 
 
   She walked over to the bed then and I looked up at the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.  She had perfect features with high cheekbones and the longest, thickest black hair imaginable.  She was rubbing her “pregnant belly” as if she was trying to convince me that she was carrying Logan’s baby.  She had to be quite a bit older than Logan; 25 or so, I thought.  
 
   I had the sheet pulled up high around me and was leaning into Logan.
 
   “I’m sorry; I didn’t get your name?” she sneered.
 
   “I’m, um, I’m Delaney Miller,” I stammered, finally finding my voice.
 
   “Delaney, you do know that you’re sleeping with my husband, don’t you?”
 
   “Martina, what do you want?” Logan asked.
 
   “I want you, Dear.  What else?”
 
   “Martina, please let me get dressed and I’ll meet you downstairs.”
 
   “I’m going to take you to the cleaners.  You know that, right?” she told him, with a very ominous smile.
 
   “Take the company, I don’t care!  You can have it, all of it!”
 
   “Oh, I’m going to take more than that.  You cheated on your very pregnant wife, with this…this young girl.  What will everyone think?” she asked, shaking her head gently and waving a finger in the air.
 
   “What are they going to think when I ask for a paternity test?”
              “Go ahead!  In fact, I dare you!”
 
   “Martina, please just go.  Our lawyers will take care of this.  I’m not fighting you for anything.”
 
   “I don’t want your company!  You know what I want!”
 
   “Yes, I do.  But I can’t stay married to you for another two years.  I’m sorry.  You’re going to have to find someone else to provide you with citizenship.”
 
   “You really think this is still about citizenship?” she asked, a bit softer now.
 
   “What else, then?  What do you want?” he asked, rubbing his temples. 
 
   She closed her eyes and sighed, “I want what she has.”
 
   I took a deep breath, knowing then that she never really cared about keeping her green card.  She only wanted him.
 
   “Martina, you knew this was a business proposition, nothing more.  I’m sorry if I’ve hurt you in any way.  But I don’t love you.  I have been completely faithful to the vow we took until yesterday, when I filed for divorce.  I’m sorry if you thought that holding me to our agreement would someday change my mind and we’d become a happy couple.  I love Delaney, please understand that.  You are a smart, beautiful woman.  You can have any man you want.”
 
   “Evidently not,” she said quietly.
 
   “Do you really want a man who doesn’t love you?  You deserve better than that.  We both do.”
 
   She thought about what he said for a few minutes.  “I guess I just couldn’t accept the fact that you didn’t want me.  No man has ever refused…fine, the merger stands.  I’ll give you what you want.  I’ll sign the papers.”
 
   She started to walk away, and Logan reached down and grabbed his pants, pulling them on under the sheet.  He stood up and said, “Martina, thank you.  I’m really sorry this didn’t work out like you wanted.”
 
   She turned and said, “Don’t worry, I’ll survive.  You’re not the only man…”  Suddenly, she turned pale.  Logan followed her eyes, they were on me.  Martina was focused on my very pregnant shape, no longer concealed by Logan and now very evident under the form-fitting sheet.
 
   Her beautiful face turned from pale to bright red in a matter of seconds.  I found myself pulling the blankets up to protect my unborn child from the mere look of her anger.  I had never seen such hatred in someone’s eyes.
 
   “I’m such a fool!  You almost made me believe you!  You’re going to pay dearly for this!” she roared with such anger, that I was actually frightened for him.
 
   “Martina…it’s not his baby!” I yelled.  But it was too late, she was already gone.
 
   Logan ran after her, but he came back a few minutes later and said, “She won’t listen to reason.”
 
   “I’m so sorry,” I cried, running into his arms.
 
   “For what?  I told you, she can’t hurt me.  Delaney, stop worrying.  I swear to you it’s alright.  She’s not going to be able to do anything.  All she can do is take the company, and I don’t care about it anymore.  It’s not the same company since the merger.  It’s not what my grandfather and mother built.  They killed that long ago.  I have everything I want.  Please believe me, you are the only thing I care about.” 
 
   “She was just…so hurt,” I said sadly.
 
   “I know.  I had hoped it would end on a more positive note, but honestly, I know Martina and I knew that was very unlikely.  Delaney, she will get over this.  Don’t you think that if she truly loved me she would have honored our marriage vow, or at least made an attempt?  Delaney, she doesn’t really love me.  She doesn’t know how.  She’s just angry that I didn’t fall all over her like every other man she’s ever wanted.”
 
   What he said made perfect sense and once again I was starting to feel better about things.  I took a deep breath.  “I’m sorry, but she can’t have you anyway!  You’re mine now and I think we should get back to...jogging,” I said, needing to feel the comfort of his arms around me.  We fell back into bed and picked up where we left off before Martina walked into the room.  
 
   A while later, Logan quietly asked, “So, did I make you forget?”
 
   “Hmmm?” I asked, blissfully content.
 
   “Did I make you forget about…Chad?” he asked, softly.
 
   “Who?” I asked, pulling him back down to me for another wonderful kiss.
 
   And although I was blissfully happy in Logan’s arms and in his bed, I couldn’t escape the nagging feeling that Martina had meant what she said. 
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten: Making Plans
 
    
 
   We spent the rest of the morning in bed, until Logan said, “I think I need IV fluids now.”
 
   I laughed and said, “Well, if you weren’t so perfect, I would have gotten up hours ago.”
              “Perfect, huh?” he grinned.  “Far from it, but I am thirsty, and I’ll bet you two are hungry as well,” he said, patting my over-grown belly.
 
   “I have what I’m hungry for,” I said, and pulled him back down to me.
 
   “You’re going to kill me.  You know that, don’t you?” he said jokingly.
 
   A while later I begrudgingly allowed him to lead me to the kitchen for some much needed food and drink.
 
   “You should be starving,” he said, after chugging down orange juice from the carton.
 
   “My mother would have a fit if she saw you doing that,” I laughed while envisioning the rage on her face.
 
   “Well, if you hadn’t drained me of all my fluids, I would have been able to wait until I filled a glass.”
 
   I was standing there looking at him longingly, wanting him yet again and said, “I think you better drink a few more cartons.”  He grinned and finished the carton off.
 
   We sat down for a quick breakfast of eggs and toast and I looked up and saw him watching me.  “What are thinking about?” I asked.
 
   “You, the baby, everything; how blissfully happy I am,” he said, smiling at me and reaching out to take my hand.
 
   “Me too.  I guess we still have some things to work out.  But for the first time, I’m not afraid to face it.  In fact, I’m looking forward to…everything.”
 
   “Do you want to live here, or would you rather buy a house closer to your parents?” he asked, out of the blue.
 
   “What?  Why would I ever want to leave this beautiful island and what would make you think I would want to live by my parents?” I was stunned.
 
   “They are your parents.  I know things are strained between you right now, but they love you.  Please don’t take that for granted,” he said; then added, “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to lecture you.”
 
   “I forget sometimes that you don’t have a relationship with your father.  I do love my parents, but we’re not that far away from them.  When things are…settled, we can visit them and they can come here.  I love it here, and I wouldn’t dream of asking you to move.”
 
   “I would, though, without hesitation.  My home is with you and the baby and it doesn’t matter to me where we live.”
 
   “Good, then we’ll live here,” I said, touching his perfect face.
 
   “You said that your mother would throw a fit if she saw me drinking from a carton?” he asked, looking pensive.
 
   “Oh, definitely.  She would give you a look of extreme disapproval, making you instantly remorseful and apologetic, whether you were actually sorry or not.”
 
   “I’ll bet they loved Brian,” he said, looking a bit distant.
 
   “Yeah, they did.  Why the sudden interest in my parents?”
 
   “No reason.  Well, what would you like to do…?”
              “Oh no.  I’m not letting you off the hook that easy.  Why the sudden interest in my parents?” I asked again.
 
   “I guess I’m just not so sure that they’ll think I’m the best choice for you.”
 
   “They’ll love you.  They’ll see how wonderful you are and how happy you make me.  They’ll love you, I know it.”  I had never realized how much Logan longed to be a part of a family.  I had always had a family, and although they may have tried my patience, they were there for me and they loved me.
 
   “I’m not so sure.  They may hate me for…” he stopped and looked at my belly.
 
   “But you didn’t...”
 
   “I’m the baby’s father, Delaney, and that’s what we’re going to tell everyone.  No one ever has to know about Chad.  I can promise you that he won’t ever say anything to you or anyone else about it.  But we still have to tell your parents that you’re pregnant, and unfortunately, I can’t marry you until Martina signs the damned papers, and I know she’s going to drag it out as long as she can.”
 
   “You…you want to marry me?”  I asked, stunned.
 
   “What kind of question is that?  Of course I want to marry you.  I’d marry you today, if I could.”
 
   The tears started then and he was on his knees at my side.  “You don’t have to marry me…it was just a thought.  You don’t have to do anything you don’t…” he said, misunderstanding my tears.  I kissed him hard, leaving no doubt as to my answer.  
 
   “Maybe I should ask you to marry me more often,” he said, and carried me back to bed.
 
   We spent the rest of the day in bed, making love and making plans.  Logan ordered a pizza so that we didn’t even have to leave the sanctity of his room for dinner.  It was a perfect day.  We had everything planned, right down to what we would tell everyone and we were even prepared for the anger and accusatory looks.  But we didn’t care.  We were madly in love and no one was going to stand in the way of our newfound happiness…or so we thought.
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven: Wesley Barnett
 
    
 
   The next morning we were awakened by the telephone.  Logan reached over me and grabbed the phone.
 
   “Can’t you handle it without me?” he asked groggily.
 
   I watched him for a few minutes, wondering what the problem was and hoping that whatever it was wouldn’t take him away from me.
 
   “She wants what?” he asked, sounding shocked.
 
   He hung up the phone a few minutes later and said, “I’m sorry, Delaney, I have to go.”  He kissed me and then headed into the shower.
 
   I didn’t want him to leave, but it was obviously important.  I followed him into the bathroom.  “What’s wrong?”
 
   “That was my attorney.  Martina is refusing to sign the papers.”
 
   “But you knew she was going to do that.”
 
   “Yes, but I certainly didn’t expect her current request.”
 
   “What did she request?” I asked, instantly jealous that she was requesting anything at all from him.
 
   He turned the water off, grabbed his towel and stepped out of the shower.  “She demanded a paternity test.”
 
   “Why would she do that?” I asked, as shocked as he was.
 
   “I don’t know, but my attorney said I had to comply.  So I have to go in this morning for the test and then I have to meet with him.  I don’t think I’ll be back until late this afternoon.  He said Martina’s going to be very difficult, as if I didn’t already know that.  I’m sorry I have to leave you again,” he said, touching my cheek.
 
   “But doesn’t the baby have to be born first?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, but my attorney thinks I should do my part now and not hesitate.  I agree.  I just want it over.”
 
   I had a bad feeling about him leaving.  I knew he had to, but for some reason I didn’t want him to walk out the door.  “Can you take the next ferry?” I asked, wanting to keep him as long as possible.
 
   “I want to get this over with, so I can come home to you, one step closer to a free man,” he said, and kissed me softly.
 
   I refused to let him go and our soft kiss led us back to the bedroom.  I kept him until he finally had to run to make the next ferry.  I hugged him and said, “I don’t want you to go.”  
 
   “I don’t want to go either, but I have to.  Why don’t you go shopping today?  We have nothing ready for the baby.  Go have fun, I’ll be home tonight.  Tomorrow we can work on turning one of the rooms into a nursery.  I love you,” he said, but this time he kissed me on the top of my head for fear I’d make him miss another ferry.
 
   I still had a gnawing feeling as he drove away.  The words Martina threatened, “You’re going to pay dearly for this!” echoed through my head.  
 
    
 
   I shook off the feeling of doom and decided Logan was right.  We needed to start getting some things ready for the baby.  I picked up the house, made the bed and headed into the shower, before I was to head into town.
 
   Standing in the bathroom, wrapped in a towel I heard a man’s voice.  The voice sounded like Logan’s, but I knew it wasn’t.  It was deeper and harsh.
 
   “Hello?  Logan?  Where are you?” the man called.  Duchess was growling.  “Shut up, dog!  Logan, where the hell are you?”
 
   I threw off the towel and grabbed Logan’s robe off the hook in the bathroom.  My hair hung down my back dripping wet, and I didn’t have time to put anything on my feet before I heard the man heading upstairs.
 
   “LOGAN MICHAEL, where are you?”
 
   I stepped out of the bedroom and headed toward the stairs to tell whoever it was that Logan wasn’t home.  As I reached the top of the stairs I took a deep breath.  I found myself staring at an older version of Logan.  There was no doubt in my mind as to who this man was.  He had to be Logan’s father.  He was a very attractive man and I saw a glimpse of how Logan would look in the future. 
 
   “Who are you?” he asked.
 
   “Um, I’m Delaney Miller.  I’m a friend of Logan’s.”  I was very nervous and I was certain that he could sense that.  This was not how I wanted to meet Logan’s father for the first time, standing in the hallway, wearing his son’s robe with my hair dripping wet; not to mention barefoot and pregnant.
 
   “Friend, huh?  I’ll bet.  I’m his father, Wesley Barnett.  Where is he?”
 
   “He had to go to a meeting on the mainland.  He won’t be back until later tonight,” I said, looking down at my bare feet.
 
   “That’s just great!  Why don’t you go get dressed, meet me downstairs and then maybe you can explain what it is my son thinks he’s doing,” he ordered, and then ran back downstairs.
 
   I did as he said, not wanting to upset the elder Barnett.  I brushed and towel dried my hair, dressed and slowly made my way downstairs.  I had no idea of what to say to him.  I decided that I would stick with what Logan and I had discussed, even if some of it was a lie.
 
   He was standing in the living room, looking out of the window.  “May I offer you something to drink?” I asked.
 
   He turned to face me and I realized he had already helped himself to a glass of orange juice from the fridge.  “Oh.”
 
   He must not have noticed my pregnant shape when I was wrapped in Logan’s robe, because suddenly he was staring at my pregnant belly, looking disgusted.
 
   “Friends?” he said, openly staring at my belly.  “Now it’s starting to make sense.  He’s willing to give it all up for…you?” he scoffed.
 
   I suddenly found it very difficult to believe that this man could even be remotely related to Logan.  He may have looked like him and their voices may have been alike, but that’s where the similarity ended.  This man was cold, his eyes hard.  I was afraid of him.  I stood there, feeling like a lost child and I couldn’t say anything.  I suddenly understood Logan’s need to make a good impression on my family, as he’d never had one.
 
   “Delaney, is it?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “Exactly what kind of hold do you have on my son?”
 
   “Excuse me?” I didn’t know what he wanted me to say.
 
   “Is it money you want?”
 
   “I don’t understand…”
 
   “It’s a good thing you’re pretty, because evidently, you’re not too bright. He’s going to lose it all, you know?  She’ll take everything.”
 
   I was shaking again, and I couldn’t say anything.  I just stood there staring at the floor.
 
   “Evidently you don’t care what my son is giving up for you.  I sure as hell hope you’re worth it!”  
 
   “He said he doesn’t care about the company, anymore,” I finally managed to say.
 
   “The company?  No, he probably won’t mind losing that.  But he will mind losing all of this,” he said, waving his hand around the room.
 
   “But the house and the island are his.  She can’t touch them,” I said, my voice trembling.
 
   “So, you really can talk.  Good.  Then tell me something.  Whose baby is that?” he asked, looking at my stomach.
 
   “I…” I couldn’t answer him.  I couldn’t tell him the story we had come up with.  Instead, I stood there, too terrified to say anything. 
              “So, he’s willing to lose everything and the kid’s not even his.  Well isn’t that just like him?  Always the white knight.”  He was pacing now, swirling the juice in his glass.  “I don’t suppose he has any vodka I can add to this?”
 
   “I don’t think so.  I’ve never seen any alcohol in the house.”
 
   “Figures.  So, what are we going to do about this little problem?”
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “Surely you’re smart enough to figure out that his wife is going to take everything from him in the divorce.  And, since he’s now an adulterer, she gets it all; the company, the island and his trust fund.”
 
   “She can’t take the island or touch his trust fund,” I said nervously.
 
   “My son is a very smart young man, but he’s also too trusting for his own good.  He really should have read the fine print.”
 
   “What fine print?”
 
   “The one that states that if he gets caught cheating, then she gets it all!”
 
   “But he didn’t…do anything until he had already filed for divorce,” I blushed.
 
   “And you think that matters?  They are still legally married.  I’m assuming she knows you’re staying here?” he asked.
 
   The memory of Martina’s visit was still fresh in my mind, so I blushed, remembering she had walked in on us in bed.
 
   “Caught you in bed, did she?” he grinned, guessing the truth from my blushing cheeks.
 
   I needed him to leave.  My head was spinning.  I needed Logan by my side, but he wasn’t there and I realized I had to deal with this on my own.  “I love him,” I whispered.
 
   “Then leave him!  Do what’s best for him,” he said.
 
   “He loves me, too.”
 
   “Maybe he does, maybe he doesn’t.  That’s irrelevant.”  He stepped forward and towered over me.  “Martina Bolivar will destroy him, I promise you that!” he said, staring me down with hard eyes.
 
   “Logan’s not afraid of her.  He’s in town now straightening things out.  He’s taking a paternity test.”
 
   “What will that prove?” he grinned and leaned back against the bar.
 
   “That she cheated on him…first, that the baby isn’t his.”
 
   “Well that makes two baby’s that aren’t his, now doesn’t it?”
 
   “He loves me and the baby,” I said, touching my stomach.
 
   “It’s your baby though, not his!  I’m going to explain something to you about paternity testing.  It’s not an exact science.  It can prove without a doubt that a man is NOT the father of a baby, like in your case.  But it can leave a lot of doubt if by some chance the DNA is found to be…similar.” 
 
   “But he’s not the father of Martina’s baby…either.  I don’t understand what you’re saying…”  I was staring at him completely confused, when it hit me.  Martina was carrying his baby. “Oh, I see,” I said, feeling sick to my stomach.
 
   “Now you understand why he’s going to lose it all, and why she requested the test?”
 
   “But you can take a test and prove that you’re the…father, not Logan.”
 
   “Why would I do that?” he scoffed, grinning at me.
 
   “Because, he’s your son,” I said, shocked.
 
   “Yeah, but I’m not willing to let him throw everything away.  He needs to stay married right now.  He can divorce her later, when he’s not thinking with his…heart,” he said, leering at me.
 
    “How can you do this to Logan?  All he’s ever wanted from you was love.  How can you be so horrible?” I asked, irate now.
 
   “I’m protecting my son!  You’re the one that’s going to cost him everything.  She’ll sell the island, condemn it or burn it before she’ll ever let him set foot back here.  He’ll have no money, no island and no recourse.  So, how can you do this to Logan?  You said you loved him.  Prove it!  Leave him, and don’t come back.”
 
   “I can’t,” I whispered, the tears starting now.
 
   “Then I guess you don’t really love him after all, do you?”  Wesley Barnett set his glass down on the counter and walked out.
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to do.  I was standing in the middle of the living room, feeling as alone and lost as I had the night I woke up naked in that room.  I walked out on the deck with Duchess and sat down on one of the deck chairs.  Duchess sat down next to me and put her head on my lap.  “What do I do now, girl?” I asked, while petting the dog I had come to love.  I looked around at the house and the island that I had also grown to love and realized that I couldn’t let Logan lose everything because of me and a baby that wasn’t even his.  I knew what I had to do.  I had to leave.  I knew he would follow me, so I had to find some way to convince him that I didn’t love him.  As I stood up, my heart ached so badly that I had to hold onto the railing to steady myself.
 
   I made my way through the house and quickly packed my things.  I had enough money left to take a ferry and make it to the mainland, but that was it.  I didn’t have anywhere else to go, and I knew it was finally time for me to stop lying to myself and to everyone else.  I had to go home.  
 
    
 
   Dear Logan,
 
   I know you probably won’t believe this, but I have to go home.  It’s wrong for me to be here.  I love you, but I love Brian, too.  I have to tell him the truth.  I owe him that much.  You were right.  I have to face up to my fears.  This is not your problem, and I can’t keep pretending it is.  You have your own problems to deal with right now.  I will miss you terribly, but I’m asking you not to follow me.  I won’t come back with you and I can’t marry you.  Please, if you love me at all, then let me go.
 
   Delaney              
 
    
 
   I could barely write through all the tears, but I knew it was the right thing to do.  I couldn’t let him give up everything; lose his island and his trust fund because of me.  I left the letter on the counter, then took one last look at the home I had grown to love and the memories it held, before I patted Duchess one last time and walked out the door.
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve: Chad
 
    
 
   The ferry ride gave me time to think about what I was going to tell everyone.  I knew Logan would come for me, but I also knew he would give me some space for a few days.  I had to go home and tell everyone the truth.  The letter to Logan was going to be the last lie I told.  I was through lying to everyone, including myself.  I knew what I had to do, and I knew it was the right thing.  I couldn’t let Logan take the blame for something he didn’t do.  I hoped someday that we could be together, but I knew our lives couldn’t start out as a lie, either.  This was for the best.  I would go home for a few days, make amends, and then I’d go spend the rest of my pregnancy with my Aunt Vickie.
 
    
 
   I took a taxi from the dock, hoping someone would be home at my house to pay for the ride.  I had used the last of my stash on the ferry and I refused to take any of Logan’s money for a cab ride.  The driver pulled up to the house and I asked him to wait while I ran in to grab some money.  I knocked on the door, terrified to see who would answer it.  Finally Seth opened the door, “Delaney?” he said, “Whoa are you in trouble!” he said, looking at my over-grown belly.
 
   “Hi Seth.  I need to pay the taxi.  Do you have any money I can borrow?”  I asked.
 
   “Yeah, right!”
              “Please, Seth,” I begged.
 
   “Oh, fine.”  He ran upstairs and came right back down.  
 
   I paid the driver and headed into the house.
 
   “Um, Delaney, are you okay?” Seth asked.
 
   “No, not really.  But I will be.  Where are Mom and Dad?”
 
   “They’re working.”
 
   “Mom’s working?”
 
   “Yeah, she’s been going crazy worrying about you, so she decided she had to go get a job to occupy her time.  She started working at Dad’s office.”
 
   “I guess I caused a lot of trouble, didn’t I?  I can’t believe she’s working.”
 
   “I’m glad she’s working.  Now she’s not bugging me 24/7.  So, um, who…?” he was looking at my belly, afraid to ask the question.
 
   This was not a conversation I wanted to share with my younger brother, and although I wasn’t going to lie, I wasn’t about to tell him that I had been raped.
 
   “You don’t know him.  Seth, you’re my brother and I love you.  Can I just have a hug?” I asked, needing some comfort.
 
   He hugged me for a split second, trying very hard not to touch my belly.  “Are you hungry?” he asked, his way of saying that he loved me too and that he missed me.
 
   “No.  I’m fine.  So, did you really move into my room?”
 
   “I was going to, but…”
 
   “You hoped I’d come back?” I said.  It was wishful thinking on my part.
 
   “No, Mom wouldn’t let me.”
 
   “Oh,” I grinned at him.
 
    
 
   I walked upstairs to my room and looked around.  It was exactly how I left it.  Right down to Logan’s shirt sitting on the dresser.  I walked over to it, picked it up and cried.  Yesterday everything seemed so perfect, I was so happy, and now my life was a mess.  I cried for over an hour and then I got up, cleaned up and headed downstairs to wait for the confrontation that was about to begin.
 
   “What time do Mom and Dad usually get home?” I asked Seth.
 
   I was standing in the living room with my back to the door.  I heard my parents come in and I froze.
 
   “Delaney?  Honey, is that you?” my mother cried.
 
   I closed my eyes and slowly turned to face my parents.  I heard my mother gasp, but it was only a moment before she was hugging me and crying.  “Oh thank heavens you’re home.  Are you okay?” she asked, looking me over and turning me around to inspect every inch.
 
   “I’m okay,” I said.
 
   “I’ve been worried sick about you.  How could you just leave like that?  Did you think we wouldn’t understand?  Brian loves you.  Why would you leave him?  He would have stood by you, married you.  You said he wanted to marry you.”
 
   “Mom, we need to talk,” I said, and then looked over at my father who had yet to say anything or even make a move toward me.  “Hi Dad.”  
 
   “So let’s talk!” he ordered while heading toward the dining room table.
 
   I sat down with my parents.  Seth pulled up a chair next to me.  “Seth, please give us a few minutes,” my mother said.
 
   “Why don’t I get to hear who knocked her up…it was Brian, right?” my brother said.
 
   “SETH, Go To Your Room, NOW!” my father yelled.
 
   “Fine!” he said and slowly made his way up the stairs, mumbling something unintelligible along the way.
 
   “Okay, let’s hear it,” my father ordered.
 
   My mother was still sobbing, holding on to my hand like I was going to vanish again.
 
   I started from the beginning, the night I had lied to them and went to the grad party.  I told them the truth, trying to only leave out the details that would not only embarrass me, but my father as well. 
 
    
 
   “Why didn’t I see it?  I’m your mother.  I should have known something was wrong,” my mom said, hugging me to her.
 
   “Because Mom, like me, you didn’t want to see it.”
 
   “Did Brian know?” she asked.
 
   “Christine figured it out.  She confronted us, asking why we hadn’t told anyone that we were having a baby.”
 
   “Did she know it wasn’t Brian’s?” she asked.
 
   “No, not at first.”
 
   “I know this would have been wrong, but why didn’t you just say it was Brian’s.  He loved you, honey.  He wouldn’t have figured it out.  Your secret would have been safe.”
 
   “Mom, Brian and I…we never…”  I looked at my Dad and I couldn’t go on.
 
   “I was so sure…I guess I have a lot to apologize for, Delaney.  I’m so sorry.”
 
   “It’s not your fault.  I shouldn’t have gone to the stupid party.  I knew it was wrong.  I never should have lied to you or Brian.  I hurt him and I can’t forgive myself for it.”
 
   “Brian knew…what happened…and he didn’t tell us?” my mom asked, angrily.
 
   “He didn’t know I was…raped.  He assumed I had been with…another man.”
 
   “Why would he think that?” my mom asked.
 
   “Because he knew I was in love with someone else.”  I had managed to keep my tears at bay until I mentioned Logan.  That was the one pain I couldn’t control.
 
   “Delaney, I don’t understand any of this.  Was the other man the one that…?”
 
   “NO!  He would never hurt me,” I said.
 
   “Who did?” my father asked, finally coming out of his stupor.
 
   “It doesn’t matter.”
 
   “The hell it doesn’t!” my father roared.  I had never heard my father utter a curse word in my life.
 
   “Dad, please.  I don’t want to think about him.  I don’t want to talk about him and I definitely don’t want you to go after him.”
 
   “Delaney, he needs to pay for what he did!” he said, echoing Logan’s words from that night.
 
   “Thank you Dad, but someone else got to him first,” I said, wondering just what else Logan had done to Chad.  “He’s been punished.”
 
   “It’s not enough!” he said, and then walked out of the room with his hands balled into fists.
 
   My mom hugged me to her again.  “What are you going to do, honey?”
 
   “I’m going to keep her,” I said, rubbing my stomach.
 
   “Her?”
 
   “Yes, it’s a girl,” I said, tearing up while remembering the ultrasound that Logan and I had watched together in amazement. 
 
   “Can I ask you something else?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Were you staying with the young man that you’re so obviously in love with?  Was he the ‘roommate’ that you mentioned when you called?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, the tears silently streaming down my face.
 
   “What happened with him?” she asked.
 
   “He took me in and took care of me.  Just like that night…the night it happened.”
              “He’s the same man that took care of you that night?”
 
   “Yes.  He lives on the island.  But, I knew him from school.”
 
   “You were with him, all this time?”
 
   “Yes.  I love him.”
 
   “Were you…never mind, I don’t care, I’m just so glad you’re home.”
 
    
 
   We talked a while longer, clearing the air.  Finally I started up the stairs to go to bed when my dad came up and hugged me.  “I’m so sorry, honey.”  He pulled back and as he started to walk away, I swore I saw a tear rolling down his face.
 
   “Dad, I’m fine, really,” I called after him.
 
   He nodded his head but kept walking.
 
   I crawled into bed, holding tight to Logan’s shirt.
 
   My mom came upstairs to tuck me in, which I thought was a very sweet gesture.  She sat down next to me and asked if she could touch my belly.
 
   “Sure.”  Everyone else had.
 
   She smiled at me when she felt the baby move.  “Have you been taking good care of yourself?”
 
   “He took very good care of me, Mom,” I said sadly.
 
   “You’ve obviously been to a doctor?”
 
   “Yes, he took me…each time.”
 
   “I’m kind of curious about the shirt, Delaney?”
 
   “It’s his.”
 
   “What happened, honey?  Don’t take this wrong.  I’m thrilled you’re home, but why aren’t you still with him?”
 
   “Because he isn’t mine,” I said, and then sobbed into the pillow, hugging the only piece of Logan that I had left…his shirt.
 
    
 
   I cried for hours, unable to stop thinking of Logan.  I finally cried myself to sleep.  When I woke up the next morning, I knew that it was time to go talk to Brian and Molly.   
 
   I walked downstairs and heard my mother on the phone.
 
   “Yes.  She’s here.  She’s fine.  Are you…?  Yes, I’ll tell her.”
 
   My mom turned and saw me in the doorway.  I knew who was on the phone, but I refused to talk to him.  I shook my head no when she started to hand the phone to me.  I couldn’t let him weaken my resolve.  
 
   She hung up the phone and said, “He was making sure you were home safe.”
 
   “I know.”  I was reminded of Brian doing the same thing a few months earlier.
 
   “Maybe you should call him.  He said to tell you that he loves you and nothing else matters.”
 
   “Mom, I need to go see Brian and Molly.  Then I need to go spend some time with Aunt Vickie.  When he comes here, please don’t tell him where I am,” I said, fighting back the tears.
 
   “You’re leaving?” she asked, obviously upset.
 
   “Only for a while.  He’s going to come for me and I can’t be here when he does.”
 
   “Delaney, you can’t run forever.”
 
   “Mom, I have to do this.  Please understand that I love him and if he comes here I’ll give in and I can’t.  I can’t let him give up everything for me and a baby that’s not his.  I’m doing this for him.”
 
   “If you love him and he’s coming for you, then he must love you, too.  Certainly you can work it out.”
 
   “MOM, he’s married!” I said, knowing that would finally put an end to our conversation.
 
   “He’s married?  How old is this man?”
 
   “It doesn’t matter, but he is married,” I whispered.
 
   
“You were living with a married man?” she asked, shocked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I don’t understand.  Where was his wife?”
 
   “They don’t live together.  Mom, please just trust me and don’t tell him where I went.  Okay?  When I’m sure he’s given up, I’ll come home.”
 
   “I don’t like this, Delaney.  I don’t like any of it.  I want you to stay home.”
 
   “I’ll be back, I promise.”
 
   “Before the baby comes?  We have so much to do to get ready for my granddaughter.”  
 
   “Thank you, Mom.  Thank you for understanding and for accepting this baby,” I said.
 
   “She’s a part of you.  How can she not be wonderful?”  Once again Logan’s words echoed through the room.
 
   “I love you, Mom.  Thank you.  I need to go see Molly and Brian now.”
 
   “Will you be okay?”
 
   “I’m not sure, but I have to go.”
 
    
 
   I called my aunt Vickie to ask her if it would be okay if I came to stay with her for a while.  She was thrilled and said my room would be ready the second I got there.  Everything was starting to fall into place.   “Then why do you feel so horrible?” I asked myself as I was heading out the door on my way to Brian’s house.
 
    
 
   I walked slowly to Brian’s house, remembering the last time I saw him, and how badly I had hurt him.  As I headed down his street, his front window came into view and the pain I had felt that day returned and hit me full force.  I was resolved not to cry, to get through this without tears, so I kept walking.  
 
   I walked up the steps of his porch, took a deep breath and knocked on the door.  Christine opened the door and she took a deep breath, obviously not happy to see me.  “Delaney?” she almost whispered.
 
   “Hi Christine, I was hoping to talk to you…and Brian for a few minutes.”
 
   “Delaney, honey, I don’t think that’s such a good idea.  I feel for you, I do, but he’s been hurt enough.”
 
   “I know.  I don’t want to hurt him again, but he needs to know the truth.  I need to tell you both the truth.  Please.”
 
   “Let her in,” Brian said, standing at the bottom of the stairs.
 
   Christine stepped aside, allowing me inside.
 
   Brian stared at my belly, looking so hurt.
 
   “I’ll leave you two to talk,” Christine said, looking fearful for her son.
 
   “Christine, please.  I need to tell you both the truth.”
 
   Just then Molly came bounding down the stairs.  She stopped dead in her tracks when she saw me.  “Delaney?  You’re…pregnant?” she asked, stunned.
 
   “I was going to come and see you today too, Molly.  How are you?”  I asked, not sure what else to say, just then.  I was very surprised to see her coming down from Brian’s room.  Not unhappy, not jealous, just surprised.  I finally understood why she took it so personally that I had hurt Brian.  She loved him.  I could see it in her eyes.  She stared at me, then at Brian, unsure of what to say or do.
 
   “Let’s all go sit down,” Christine said. “Can I get you something to drink?” she asked, always the perfect hostess.
 
   “No, I’m fine, thank you.”
 
   We all walked into the dining room, and flashbacks from the last time I was there returned full force.  I started to stumble, and Brian caught me before I fell.  “I’m sorry,” I said, standing upright and stepping away from him.
 
   We sat down at the table.  Molly wrapped her arms around Brian’s arm as if to show me that he was no longer available to me.  “So, let’s hear it,” Brian said.
 
   “I’ve um, I’ve practiced this a hundred times, but my prepared speech has escaped me at the moment,” I said, swallowing hard.
 
   “Why don’t you just try the truth, for a change?” Molly spat, angrily.
 
   “Yeah, okay.  So, here goes.  The night of the grad party, we both got sick. You remember that part, right Brian?” I was stalling.
 
   “Yeah,” he said sharply.
 
   “Um, well I remember starting to pass out and you reaching out to catch me.”  I was shaking.
 
   “I was there, Delaney.  I remember.  What happened after that?  You weren’t there when Molly shook me awake.  Where did you go?  And how did you end up…with him?”
 
   “I…I didn’t go anywhere.  I was taken.”
 
   “You were taken?” he asked, sounding skeptical.
 
   “Yes.  I’m assuming I was taken.  I was out cold…for most of it, anyway,” I said, looking down and shaking my head as Chad’s image flashed through my mind.
 
   “Who took you?”
 
   “I can’t tell you that.”
 
   “I thought you were here to tell the truth,” Brian said.
 
   “I am.  I just can’t tell you who…”
 
   “Who what?” he asked, irritated now.
 
   My voice was quivering and my throat was very dry, but I continued, knowing he deserved the truth.  “I um, I woke up alone…in a room at the Inn…on a bed.”  The tears were silently running down my cheeks now.
 
   “You don’t have to go on, honey,” Christine said, figuring it out.
 
   “Yes, I do.  He needs to know,” I took a deep breath, wiped my eyes with the back of my hand.  “I really only have one other memory of that night.  Someone was standing over me, and he um…he…”  I couldn’t stop the tears, no matter how hard I tried.
 
   “Oh God, Delaney, I’m so sorry.  I didn’t know.  I swear I didn’t know,” Brian said, wanting to comfort me, but torn with Molly sitting at his side.
 
   “I know.  It’s not your fault.  And I finally know now that it wasn’t my fault, either.”  
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me?” Molly asked, obviously feeling hurt and betrayed.
 
   “I couldn’t.  I just wanted to forget.  Logan begged me to tell him who it was and to go to the police, but I refused.  I just couldn’t face it.”
 
   “What does Logan have to do with any of this?” Molly asked.  
 
   “He was the one who found me running up the road.  He lives on the island, Molly.  He took care of me that night and…and I’ve been staying with him since that day you took me to the airport,” I said, feeling terrible for bringing it up in front of Brian.
 
   “He just happened to find you?” Molly asked, sounding skeptical.
 
   “He saw us get off the boat.  He followed us along the beach during our walk, Brian.  He said he parked at the hotel so that he could see me again.  Then later, he saw me running down the road wearing your jacket.  My dress was in pieces….you don’t know how grateful I was to have your jacket,” I rambled.
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me?” Brian whispered.
 
   “I couldn’t face it.  I thought I could just forget.  For months I pretended nothing had happened.  Once we were together for a while, I realized that I loved you and I thought that was all I needed; that the two of us could have the fairy tale ending.  I really didn’t know I was pregnant.  I hid it from everyone, including myself.”
 
    “I wondered how you couldn’t know.  It makes sense now.  I’m so sorry, honey!  I wish you’d said something,” Christine said, wrapping her arm around my shoulder.
              “I couldn’t.  I just kept pretending it didn’t happen, but the day that you confronted us, I knew you were right.  It all made sense.  I’d been lying to everyone for so long.  I didn’t know how to tell you the truth then, not without it all sounding like another lie.”
 
   “I would have believed you, Delaney.  I loved you.” I saw Molly cringe at Brian’s words, but I knew we both needed to set some things straight.
 
   “Brian, what I told you was true.  I didn’t sleep with Logan that night, I swear it.  This isn’t his baby.  I need you to believe that.  I need you to believe that I loved you, that I still love you.”
 
   “Delaney, I…”
 
   “I know.  It’s okay.  I’m so happy for you two.  It could never be the same between us now, anyway.  I just needed you to know.  I was never unfaithful to you, I swear it.”  I thought about what I said for a minute and then added, “I know you always thought that Logan was in the back of my mind, and maybe he was.  But what you and I had was real.  Please believe that.”
 
   I turned to Christine, “I’m so sorry I lied to you and that I hurt Brian.  I never wanted to hurt anyone.”
 
   “You didn’t do anything wrong, honey.” she said, tears streaming down her face as well.
 
   I turned to my best friend and said, “Molly, do you hate me?” I needed her to forgive me.
 
   “No.  I just wish you had told me,” she said, looking hurt and angry.
 
   “Who…was it?” Brian asked.
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  It’s over.”
 
   “I need to know.  Please Delaney, I need to know.”
 
   “Why?  Are you going to go and beat him up?” I asked, grinning at him.
 
   “Tell me who it was,” he said, with a rage in his eyes that I’d never seen before.
 
   “He’s already been punished.”
              “Not by me!”
 
   “I just want to forget…him, please.”
 
   We all sat there quietly for a few minutes, everyone lost in their own thoughts.  “Well, I guess I should go home now.”  I stood up, and said, “Thank you for listening to me.  I’m very sorry that I lied to you all.  Please believe that I never meant to hurt anyone.”
 
   “Delaney, what are you going to do?” Brian asked.
 
   “I’m going to have a baby.  That’s all I can focus on right now.”
 
   “And Logan, how does he fit in?” Brian asked.
 
   “He took me in and took care of me.  He’s a wonderful man, just like you,” I smiled at him.
              “Why aren’t you with him?” Molly asked.
 
   “He’s not mine.”  
 
   “You said that before, I don’t understand…” Molly said.
 
   I took a deep breath and said, “He’s married.”
 
   “What do you mean, he’s married?  How can he be married?” Molly asked.
 
   “It’s a long story, but I assure you, it’s true.” I turned to leave.
 
   I heard Molly whisper something to Brian, and he said, “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes,” she said.
 
   Brian walked me to the door and said, “I’ll give you a ride home.”
 
   “No, it’s okay.  I need the exercise,” I said, patting my swollen belly.
 
   I turned back and smiled at Christine, thanking her with my eyes.  I saw Molly and I knew I had lost her.  I turned back around and just as I was about to walk out the door, I heard her say, “Still Best Buddies Forever?”  She was openly crying now, something I hadn’t seen her do since she was five years old.
 
   I ran to her and hugged her hard. “I thought you hated me!  Please understand why I couldn’t tell you.”
 
   “It’s okay.  I should have known something was terribly wrong,” she said, hugging me back.
 
   “Are you happy?” I asked her.
 
   “Yes.  I love Brian.  That’s okay, isn’t it?  We didn’t plan this….we only started talking because of you.”
 
   “It’s great, Molly!  I couldn’t be happier for the two of you.  I never really liked Jason,” I smiled.
 
   “You were right about him.”
 
   “Maybe, but you have a wonderful man now.”
 
   “You’re staying now, right?” she asked.
 
   “I’m going to stay with my Aunt Vickie for a while.  Logan’s going to come and try to talk me into going back with him, and I can’t be here, or I’ll cave.”
 
   “I don’t understand.  How could he be married, and why is he coming after you if he doesn’t love you?”
 
   “He does love me, but it doesn’t change the facts.”
 
   “I’m trying to understand, but you’ve lost me.”
 
   “We both have a few issues to work out.  Maybe in time we’ll be able to be together.  But right now, we have to work things out on our own.”
 
   “Will I see you soon?”
              “You can call me anytime.  But, I’m asking you to promise me that you won’t tell him where I am.  Swear it!”
 
   “Okay, okay.”
 
   “Thank you.  I have to go.  I’m getting on a bus in a few hours.  I love you, Molly.”
 
   We hugged once more and I walked out the door with Brian following close behind.
 
   “I’m fine to walk, Brian.  Go back to Molly,” I said.
 
   “Not a chance,” he said, opening his passenger car door for me.
 
    “Always the gentleman,” I said, and stepped into the car.
 
   We drove in silence for a while, and then finally he pulled over a block from my house.
 
   “What are you doing, Brian?” I asked.
 
   “I need to know who it was, Delaney.  Please tell me who it was.”
 
   “Brian, I can’t tell you.”
 
   “Dammit Delaney, stop being so brave, and tell me who hurt you!”
 
   I stared straight ahead, unable to say his name, “Brian, I can’t say it…please don’t make me.”
 
   “I need to know.”
 
   “Why?  What are you going to do?  And will that make everything alright?”
 
   “Was he what you saw the night that we were…together?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “I need to know who it was, Delaney.  I don’t think I can live with all this anger.”
 
   “You have to let it go.  He can’t hurt me anymore.”  I turned to him and saw the pain in his eyes, pain that I was once again responsible for.  “It doesn’t matter.”
 
   “It does to me.”
 
   “What are you going to do if I tell you?”
 
   “I’m going to beat the hell out of him!”
              “Well, that was an honest answer.  But I won’t let you do that.  I can’t let you do that.”
 
   “Why are you protecting him?”
 
   “That’s what Logan said.  But I wouldn’t tell him and I’m not going to tell you.”
 
   “Logan doesn’t know?”
              “Yes, he does know.  But I didn’t actually tell him.  It kind of slipped out in a moment of panic and he guessed.  He took care of it, Brian!  He punished him, somehow.  I know some of what he did, but I know there was more and I didn’t want to think of him that way, so I asked him not to tell me.  And I don’t want to think of you that way, either.  Just go home and be happy with Molly.  You deserve it!  You do love her, right?”
 
   “I love her.  But I won’t lie, she’s not you.  I finally understand exactly how you felt about me and Logan.  Whatever happened between you two, you need to fix it.  Don’t let him go.”
 
   “It’s complicated.”
 
   “You said that before, yet you went to him when you needed someone the most and I wasn’t there for you.  He took you in, then.  I’m certain you can work it out, now.”
 
   “You were always there for me, Brian.  Molly is so lucky to have you!” I said, kissing his cheek.
 
   “Are you going to be okay?”
 
   “Yes…eventually.”
 
   He started driving again and soon we were in front of my house.  “Thank you for the ride,” I said, and started to get out.
 
   He reached over me and closed the door.  “Delaney, I’m sorry.”
 
   “For what?”
 
   “For not protecting you that night.”
 
   “You were drugged, Brian.  We both were.  It wasn’t your fault.  Please don’t blame yourself.”
              “I have to know,” he said again, clenching the steering wheel until his knuckles were white and bloodless.
 
   “Please, just forget it.”
 
   “Do you still see him, like that night?”
 
   “I used to, but not anymore.”
              “So that makes it alright, then?  You don’t have flashbacks of him anymore, so suddenly what he did is okay?”
 
   “NO!  It’s not okay.  I hate him!  I saw him every night in my sleep…and I woke up screaming every night until…”  I said, knowing that was the first time I had actually said anything bad about my attacker.
 
   “Until what?”
 
   “It doesn’t matter.  It’s over.”
 
   “Then tell me who it was!”
 
   “NO!” I yelled.
 
   “Tell me, Delaney.  I have to know.”
              He wasn’t going to stop until I told him, I knew that, but the name just wouldn’t come out of my mouth.  I had held in the anger for so long, that even then, when I was finally furious, I couldn’t say it out loud.
 
   “You can’t even say it, can you?  You can’t even say his name.  How is it ever going to be over until you can tell someone who it was?”
 
   “It is over,” I said, crying, and started to step out of the car.
 
   He stopped me from getting out of the car again.  Then he pulled me to him and held me.  I was sobbing, and he cradled me against his chest.
 
   “I’m sorry, Delaney.  But don’t you see; if you don’t tell someone, then he wins.”
 
   “I…can’t.  I told Logan.”
 
   “No you didn’t, you said he guessed.  You have to tell someone.  You have to face it before you can put it behind you.  You have to say his name.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Who was it?”
 
   “I won’t tell you.”
 
   “Who was it?  Whose face did you see the night we started to make love?”
 
   I was tired of fighting and I was tired of trying to forget.
 
   “Who was it?” he asked me again, softly, pulling my face up to look him in the eye.
 
   “Chad,” I whispered.
 
   He didn’t say anything, he just held me while I cried.   After a while he asked me if I was okay.
 
   “I think so.”
 
   “I know that was hard, but you needed to say it.  You know that, right?”
 
   “Yes.  But just because I told you who it was doesn’t mean I want you to do anything about it.  Please don’t.  Promise me.  If you do, and something happens to you, then I couldn’t live with it.”
 
   “I knew who it was, Delaney.  I knew the second you told me you were…raped,” he said, his anger even more apparent now.
 
   “You knew?  Then why would you make me…?”
 
   “I told you why.  You needed to say it.  And, I needed to be sure.”
 
   I knew he was right.  He was always right.  “What do you mean you needed to be sure?”
 
   He ignored my question.  “I know that things are different between us now, but I do still love you, Delaney.  If you ever need anything, I’m here for you.”
 
   “Thank you.” I sat up, dried my eyes and stepped out of his car.  True to his gentlemanly nature, he walked me to the door, one last time.
              “Take care of yourself,” he said, and started to head to his car.
 
   “Brian, wait.  How did you know who it was?” I asked, needing to know.
 
   “I remember the night Molly told us about what happened to Chad.  I remember your face went pale white and you were shaking.  I always knew he had a thing for you.  I had heard about some conquest he had bragged about that night, but I never thought he meant you.  I should have guessed then, but I didn’t see it.  I’m sorry.”
 
   “Please stop apologizing!  Don’t you see; you were there for me when I needed you?  You loved me, and that’s what I needed more than anything.”
 
   “It doesn’t change the fact that I didn’t protect you that night,” he said, and then added, “Were the transcript and steroids Logan’s handiwork?” he asked, guessing right again.
 
   “Yes.  There was more, but I didn’t want to know, so I wouldn’t let him tell me.”
 
   “That’s pretty good.  Logan’s a smart guy.  Hit him where it hurts.  I would have just beat the hell out of him.”
 
   “Brian, PLEASE don’t go after…Chad.  Please.  Promise me!  I couldn’t bear to see you get hurt.”
 
   “I won’t!” he said, and then headed back to his car without another word.
 
   I walked in the house, thinking about his answer, and realized what Brian said could have been taken two entirely different ways.  I felt a chill run down my back as I thought of him going after my attacker.  “Certainly he meant that he wouldn’t go after Chad, not that he wouldn’t get hurt?” I asked myself.
 
   Suddenly I knew the answer to my own question.  He was going to go after him, and I knew I had to stop him.  No one was home at my house.  I didn’t drive and I certainly couldn’t call Molly this time.  I ran into the kitchen and grabbed the spare set of keys to my Mom’s car off the hook and ran outside.  I got in the car and started it.  “So far so good,” I thought and then put it in to reverse.  The car shook and jerked as I tried to back it out of the driveway, but I was finally able to do it.  I was able to get it into drive and go forward and then it hit me…I had no idea where Chad lived.  I did know where Hailey lived though, and it was very close, so I headed to her house.
 
    
 
   I pulled up to Hailey’s house, barely missing their mailbox.  I left the car running and ran to the door.
 
   Hailey answered the door and I quickly asked her where Chad lived.
 
   “Why do you want to know?” Hailey asked, looking at me funny.
 
   “Because Brian Walters is on the way to his house to beat him up and I need to stop him.”
 
   “Why would Brian want to beat him up?”
 
   “Please Hailey, I don’t have time to explain.  Just tell me where he lives.”
 
   “I’ll take you there.”
 
   “No.  Just tell me,” I pleaded, not wanting to get her involved in my mess.
 
   “If you want to know, then take me with you.  I wouldn’t mind seeing that son of a bitch get beat up!”
 
   “Fine,” I said, knowing it was the only way I would be able to stop Brian.
 
   “Have you ever driven before?” she asked, holding on for dear life.
 
   “No,” I said, trying to concentrate on the road.
 
   “Pull over then and let me drive.  You’re scaring the hell out of me.  I certainly don’t want to die and miss the fun.”
 
   “Wow, he must have really hurt you, too!” I said, feeling sorry for Hailey.
 
   “Hurt me, too?” she asked, looking at me strangely.
 
   “You can drive,” I said and stopped almost at the side of the road.
 
   We traded places and then she asked, “What do you mean, ‘hurt me too’?”
 
   “Nothing, it doesn’t matter.”
 
   She looked over at me, then scanned her eyes down my body and rested them on my belly.  She took a deep breath and I realized she knew.  “You’re the one…the one at the Grad party.  I didn’t want to believe it.  I tried to ignore his friends.  I didn’t want to believe that Chad would…”
 
   “I’m sorry, Hailey.”
 
   “Why?  It wasn’t your fault.”
 
   “I’m still sorry.  You don’t deserve this.  Neither of us do.”
 
   “Well, let’s go stop Brian before he kills Chad…but not too soon,” she said, with obvious anger.
 
    
 
   She pulled up to Chad’s house and we both got out of the car.  We headed to the door and then I heard a loud crash coming from the back of the house.   “Sounds like Brian’s here, alright,” Hailey said.
 
   “He’s here.  His car’s over there.  Come on, let’s go,” I said in a panic.
 
   I followed the sounds out behind the house and I saw Brian standing over Chad with a look I had never seen.  He was going to kill him.  I could see it in his face.  He was determined to beat the life out of him and I was terrified that I wouldn’t be able to stop him.
 
   Chad was leaning up against an outbuilding.  He was bleeding from his mouth or nose, or both.  I couldn’t tell, as it all had blended together.  Brian was standing over him, his hands clenched into white fists.  Chad looked over at me then, and stared at my belly.  “Hey, Delaney.  It’s been a long time.  What six or seven months now, right?” he leered at me.  I realized he must have had a death wish to say that to me in front of the man who was completely out of his mind with rage.
 
   Brian was on him then.  I grabbed his arm, but he shook it off.  “BRIAN please don’t!  PLEASE!” I yelled.
 
   “Go home, Delaney!” he yelled, never taking his eyes off of his prey.
 
   “Please, Brian.  You’re better than this.  You’re not him!” I was crying now, convinced that the man I still cared for so deeply was going to kill my attacker before my very eyes.  “I can’t watch you do this!  I can’t!” I yelled, crying now.
 
   “Then you’d better leave!” he roared, and reached down to pick Chad up so he could beat him down again.
 
   “Brian, this isn’t you!  You’re not like him.  Please!” I begged, sobbing.
 
    “You need to go home, Delaney.”
 
   “Stop it, right now!  You did it, okay?  You beat the hell out of him.  Do you really feel any better, now?”
 
   “I’m getting there!” he said, breathing hard, and started to get that look in his eyes again.
 
   “Brian, please don’t do this.  Please, for me?  Please,” I pleaded.
 
   “You better listen to your girlfriend.  Oh yeah, she left you for Logan.  You got any other boyfriends I need to watch out for, or is two your limit?” Chad spat at me.
 
   “Are you really that stupid or do you just have a death wish?” I asked Chad.
 
   “I liked you better when you couldn’t talk,” he grinned, a bloody smile.
 
   That was it.  That was all it took.  Brian reached out and slammed his head into the pavement.  I wasn’t sure Chad was even breathing, but he was stronger than I thought and I heard him moan and roll over.  
 
   “Brian please, I love you, don’t do this,” I begged.
 
   “He’s going to pay.”
 
   “He has.  He’s trying to push your buttons.  He wants you to do this for some reason, don’t you see it?”
 
   “I don’t care!”
 
   “Yes, you do.  You care about me and you care about Molly.  If you do this, then you’re no better than him.  Please, for me and Molly?  For your parents, for all of us?”
 
   “Brian, you’ll end up in jail.  How will you protect Delaney if you’re in jail?” Hailey asked, obviously having seen enough damage done to the young man she used to care so much about, who was also the father of the baby she was carrying.
 
   “You two need to leave.” 
 
   He didn’t stop, he didn’t see me.  In fact, he looked straight through me.  I didn’t know what to do.  He was pulling Chad up by his arm and Chad was obviously unable to fight back any longer, as he could barely stand from the beating he had already taken.  Brian pulled his arm back to hit him again, and I did the only thing I could think of to stop him; I stepped in front of him, pushed Chad back and I kissed Brian.  I could feel the anger in him, but I could sense the confusion from my kiss.  He was breathing hard and fast, partly from anger and partly from the exertion of the fight.  He pulled back and looked at me, “Delaney?” he said and pulled me back to him and kissed me hard.  I let him kiss me until the anger was gone, and then finally, I felt the Brian I knew come back to the surface.  
 
   He pulled back finally and asked me, “Why did you do that?”
 
   “You wouldn’t listen to me.  I didn’t know any other way to stop you,” I said, my mouth still numb from his rough kiss.
 
    “I didn’t protect you,” he said with such agony in his eyes.
 
   “You didn’t know.  No one knew.  You were there for me Brian, later, when I needed you.  Don’t you know that I would have just given up if it hadn’t been for you?  You saved me, you did.  Now please, just take me home,” I begged, crying, afraid he’d go after Chad again.
 
   He looked over at the lifeless lump on the ground and then over at Hailey.  “I’m sorry, Hailey.”
 
   “I’m not.  He deserved it.  He hurt us both.  Delaney, I don’t think you should drive.  Actually, I don’t think you can drive.  Do you want me to take your mom’s car home for you and you can go with Brian?”
 
   “Yes, thank you.  I’ll meet you both out front in a few minutes, okay?”
 
   “Why in a few minutes?” Brian asked.
 
   “I have a few things I need to say to…him.”  Brian shook his head no.  “I don’t think he’s in any condition to hurt me.  Please Brian, I’ll be right there.  You’re the one that told me I had to face this before I could begin to heal.  I need to do this.”
 
   “I don’t want to leave you with him,” Brian said.
 
   “What can he do, Brian?  He can barely lift his head.”
 
   He looked down at Chad and realized I was right.  “Call me if you need me.  I won’t be far.”
 
   “I know,” I said.
 
    
 
   I turned back to Chad and said, “Why?”
 
   “What do you mean, why?  Why what?” he asked while spitting out blood.
 
   “Why did you do that to me?”
 
   “You were the hottest girl in school.  You should have gone to the party with me!”
 
   “You raped me because I wouldn’t go out with you?”
 
   “I didn’t rape you.  Trust me, you may not remember it, but you enjoyed it,” he grinned that awful bloody smile.
 
   I wanted to slap him, strangle him, do something, but the vision of Brian hitting him reminded me that it wouldn’t change anything.  “I never gave myself to you.  You took what you wanted.  If that makes you feel like a man, then I’m sorry for you,” I said and turned to walk away.
 
   “That’s my baby, isn’t it?” he asked smugly.
 
   I stopped, turned to him and said, “No.  She’s mine; mine and Logan’s.”
 
   I didn’t know why I said it, but I needed to hurt him and I guess I wanted it to be true.
 
   “Logan Barnett ruined my life!  Do you know that?” he spat.
 
   “No Chad, you did,” I said, and headed back to the car.
 
    
 
   Brian opened the passenger door for me and I stepped in.  “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   “I will be…I hope.”
 
   We didn’t say anything on the way to my house.  Hailey followed in my mom’s car and she parked it in the driveway for me.
 
   “Thank you, Hailey,” I said as she handed me back the keys.
 
   “Hailey, I’m sorry about…everything,” Brian said.
 
   “Don’t be.  It’s not your fault.  He deserved it.  I just wish I had two great guys to protect my virtue.  You’re one lucky girl, Delaney.”
 
   I looked up at Brian and said, “I know.  Don’t give up, Hailey.  He’s out there for you somewhere.”  
 
   She smiled and started to walk away.
 
   “Wait, I’ll give you a ride,” Brian said. “I’ll be right back, Delaney.”
 
   “No, it’s only a few blocks.  I want to walk,” she smiled and headed down the street.
 
    
 
   I turned to Brian and noticed that he had blood on his shirt and hands.  “Come inside with me for a few minutes.  You need to clean up before your mom and Molly see you.”
 
   “I should just go.”
 
   “Brian, please,” I said, reaching out to take his hand.
 
   “I’m sorry.”
              “Would you stop, please?  None of this was your fault.”
 
   “I wish I’d known.  I wish it didn’t happen.”
 
   “I know.  Me too, but it did.  It’s time to move forward now, for both of us.”
 
   I cleaned up the cuts on his hands and tried to wash the blood from his shirt, but it wasn’t coming off.  “I guess you’ll have to change when you get home.  I’m sure your mom and Molly are worried about you.”
 
   “I’m not too sure I’m ready to see Molly right now,” he said, looking very guilty.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I’m going to have to tell her that I kissed you.”
 
   “But I kissed you.  You don’t have to tell her anything.”
 
   “Yes I do.  And I did kiss you.  I knew what I was doing.  I wanted to kiss you.  I want to kiss you right now.”
 
   “Brian, don’t do this.  You’ve tortured yourself enough.  Just let it go,” I said, knowing full well he would tell her.
 
   “Delaney, I’ve missed you so much.” 
 
   “Me too, and I’m sorry about how I left things and that you had to live with thinking that Logan was the father.  I didn’t know what to do, but I hated myself for hurting you.”
 
   “Can I ask you something…something that’s really none of my business?”
 
   “Yes, I’m through lying.  You can ask me anything.”
 
   “Earlier today you told me that you hadn’t slept with Logan.”
 
   “It’s true.  Please believe that.”
 
   “I believe you, but you’ve been living with him…all this time, so…?”
 
   “Do you really want to know the answer to that question?” I asked, reaching up to touch his cheek.
 
   “Yes.  I need to know.”
 
   “Brian, I don’t want to hurt you.  I swear that I was completely faithful to you while we were together.”
 
   “I guess I have my answer.”
 
   “I love him, Brian, but I swear I loved you, too.  I still do.  The night that we were alone at your house…it was you that I was with, not Logan.  I was so happy; until I saw….Chad’s face…it just terrified me.”
 
   “So…you don’t see his face anymore?”
 
   “No, not for a while now.”
 
   “I’m glad that Logan made you happy, and I’m glad he could erase the image.”
 
   “You made me happy, too.  Please believe that.  I couldn’t have made it through that nightmare without you.”
 
   “But I couldn’t erase Chad’s image from your mind.”
 
   “I wasn’t ready.”
 
   “I wasn’t Logan.”
 
   “Brian, what you and I had was real.  I swear it.” 
 
   “I know you loved me, but I always knew you’d end up with Logan.  I knew it.  It wasn’t really a surprise.”
 
   “But I didn’t end up with him,” I said, sadly.
 
   “You will.  He’ll come for you and you’ll go with him.  That’s how it’s meant to be.”
 
   “I hope you’re right.”
 
   “Can I ask you for one thing?”
 
   “Anything,” I said, never dreaming of what his request would be.
 
   “Since I already have to tell Molly that I kissed you, may I have one more?  I know it’s wrong, but we never really did get to say goodbye.”
 
   “Brian, I....yes, I think we both deserve that.”  He kissed me then, tenderly, like our first kiss.  It was bittersweet and we both had tears in our eyes when we pulled away.  “I love you, Delaney.  I always will.  I have to go.  I have to beg Molly for forgiveness now.”
 
   “I’m sorry.”
 
   “I’m not,” he said and headed to the door.  He opened the door and added, “Don’t let him go, Delaney.  Trust me, it hurts.  It hurts more than you can imagine.”
 
   “I know,” I whispered, and he was gone.
 
    
 
   Molly came by the house later and offered to give me a ride to the bus station.  My mom wasn’t happy, but she agreed to let Molly take me anyway.                “Delaney, honey, please take care of yourself.  And call me, every day,” my mom said.  
 
   “I will.  I love you, Mom.  I’ll be back.  Remember; please don’t tell Logan where I am.”
 
   “Logan, that’s his name?  I should have known,” she said, slowly shaking her head.
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
   “You used to call for him in your sleep.  Even after you were serious with Brian, you’d call for Logan.”
 
   “I love him.  I’ve always loved him.”
 
   “Is this the same young man that had you faking migraines?”
 
   I almost laughed at how transparent I was.  “You saw right through me, too.  Yes, he’s always been the one.  I did love Brian, Mom.  I still love him, but Logan…” I sighed
 
   “Logan…?”
 
   “Logan has my heart.  He is completely irresistible to me.  One look into those eyes, one touch of his hand and I’m gone.  That’s why I have to leave.  I can’t resist him.  I will follow him, I know it.  And I love him enough to know that I can’t be responsible for him losing everything.  It will tear us apart anyway, and I couldn’t bear to have him hate me for it.  Please don’t tell him where I am.  I’m begging you.”
 
   “There’s obviously more to the story, Delaney.  I know you said he’s married, but something’s not right.  What will he lose, other than a wife he obviously doesn’t love, if you stay together?”
 
   “His home, his island, his trust fund – everything his mother ever left him.”
 
   “He has an island?” she asked, looking shocked.
 
   “Yes.  He owns Parker’s Island.”
 
   “Wow, he must be very wealthy.”
 
   “Yes.  And I won’t let him lose it all for me.”
 
   “What about his wife?”
 
   “I don’t want to talk about this anymore.  Just believe me when I tell you that she will destroy him if I’m in the picture.  Now, I have to go.  I’ll call you.  I promise.”
 
   She hugged me and as I headed to Molly’s car, my mother said, “You know, honey, there’s a lot more to life than money and the things it can buy.”
 
   “Don’t tell him…” I said, knowing where my mom was heading.  I had made up my mind and I was determined to stick to the plan.
 
    
 
   I got into Molly’s car, and wondered if she was going to confront me about the kisses that Brian and I had shared.  Never one for beating around the bush, she didn’t disappoint me.  She jumped right in, head first.
 
   “Delaney, you’re my best friend, you always have been.  I love you, but if you ever kiss Brian again, we’re through.”
 
   “Fair enough, I just didn’t know how…”
              “I know.  He told me.”
 
   “Of course he did.”
 
   “He doesn’t feel the need to lie to me,” she said, still sounding angry at me.
 
    “I couldn’t face it, Molly.  I thought if I pretended it didn’t happen then I could forget.  Be honest with me now, would you have let it go, if you knew?”
 
   “Hell no!  I would have killed the son of a bitch!”
 
   “My point, exactly!”
 
   “Okay.  I get it.  Will you tell me now?”
 
   “Brian didn’t tell you who…”
 
   “No, he told me to ask you.”
 
   “Of course.  He seems to think the more I talk about it, the sooner I can put it behind me.  He’s forgetting about my constant reminder, however…” I said, rubbing my belly.
 
   “You’re avoiding my question.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “Delaney…”
 
   “Chad!  It was Chad, okay.  Are you happy now?” I said, tired of fighting.
 
   “Why would I be happy that Chad raped you?”  
 
   “I didn’t mean it that way.”
 
   “I hope Brian beat the hell out of him!”
 
   “He did, trust me!”
 
   “I’m happy that his life was screwed up, then.  Serves him right!”
 
   “I really am lucky to have two such wonderful men looking out for me.”  
 
   “Logan did that?” she turned to me and grinned.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I always did like him!” she said, and we both laughed.
 
   “Molly, promise me you’ll let this go, now.  Chad has been punished.  Please leave it alone.”
              “Yeah, right!”
 
   “MOLLY!” I snapped.
 
   “Okay, okay.  I’ll let it go,” she said, but I didn’t believe a word of it.
 
   “I really screwed everything up, didn’t I?”
 
   “No.  None of this was your fault.”
 
   “I really hurt Brian.  That’s the worst part.  I even managed to screw up his scholarship.  Why didn’t he go?”
 
   “He said it wouldn’t be the same without you,” she said sadly.
 
   “I’m so glad you were there for him.”
 
   We drove for a few more minutes and then she finally asked me about Logan.  “So, you were really living with Logan all this time, just the two of you?”
 
   “Yes,” I said wearily, afraid of what was next.
 
   “So?”
 
   “So, what?”  
 
   “Did you ever get dessert?” she asked, grinning.
 
   “Let’s just say we did a lot of…jogging,” I said, remembering how blissful it was being wrapped in those arms.
 
   “Jogging?  I really don’t get you at all.  How could you jog with that belly?”
 
   “It was kind of a joke between us,” I said, getting flushed just thinking about it.
 
   “How long before you go back to him?” she asked.
 
   “I’m not going back,” I said with much more conviction than I felt.
 
   “Yes you will.  Something tells me you’re not ready to give up…jogging with Logan,” she said, seeing right through me.
 
   “I have to.”
 
   “Um, just so I’m clear on this; jogging is a metaphor for sex, right?”
 
   “Yes, Molly.  Logan and I were…together,” I said.
 
   “So, was he everything you thought he would be?”
 
   “No.  He was so much more,” I said, the tears starting once again.
 
   “I didn’t mean to upset you.  I just really don’t understand why you left him.  If you both love…”
 
   “Molly, I don’t want to talk about this anymore!” I said, leaving no doubt that I was at my wits end.
 
   “Okay, I’m dropping it.”
 
   “Thank you.  So, I’m really happy for you and Brian.”
 
   “Thanks.  I really do love him.”
 
   “I know.  I can see it in your eyes.  This really isn’t like you.  So, is he everything you thought he’d be?” I asked, somewhat embarrassed, but curious, nonetheless.  
 
   “I don’t know.  We haven’t been together, yet,” she said.
 
   “Why?” I asked, shocked.
 
   “I need to be sure.”
 
   “But you said you loved him.”
 
   “I do.”
 
   “Then I don’t understand.”
              “I guess I just need to know that it’s me he’s with…and not…”
              “Me,” I said quietly, feeling terrible.
 
   “Yeah, I’m sorry, but I know he still loves you.”
 
   “Molly, I love Logan with all my heart, but I swear to you, as much as I loved Logan, I loved Brian, too.  It was real!  A part of me will always love Brian.”
 
   “That’s really not helping,” she said.
 
   “You’re missing my point.  I know Brian loves me, but I also know he loves you.  Give him a chance to prove it.  I’m sure he won’t let you down.  Besides, a really smart girl asked me once, “What are you waiting for?”  We both laughed then.
 
   “Oh, and just for the record, Brian and I never…”              
 
   “Really?”
 
   “I figured he wouldn’t tell you anything about our personal relationship.  He’s too much of a gentleman.”
 
   “He really never said much of anything about your relationship at all.”
 
   “I figured that.”
 
   “So, you two really never…after all the time you spent together?”
              “No.  So, he can’t compare us, okay?”
 
   “I thought for sure you had.”
 
   “We tried, once.”
 
   “What do you mean, you tried?”
 
   “His parents were out of town one weekend and I thought I was ready, so I threw myself at him.”
 
   “I’m not sure I want to hear this.”
 
   “Don’t worry.  It was over before it started.  The image of Chad popped into my head and I screamed at Brian to stop.  Poor guy, I almost gave him a heart attack.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Delaney.”
 
   “Don’t be.  Just love him, okay?  Give him the chance to love you.”
 
   “Well, his parents are gone a lot,” she grinned.
 
   We made it to the station and she hugged me before I boarded the bus and headed off into the unknown.  I waved at her, hoping that she and Brian would be blissfully happy together.  They both deserved it.  I thought they were perfect for each other, and I knew they had a great future ahead of them.  I just wondered what my future held…and how any future I had could be worthwhile without Logan.
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen: Aunt Vickie and Harley
 
    
 
   The two hour bus ride did little to keep me occupied.  Logan was always in the forefront of my mind, but I knew I had to focus on the baby now and what she needed.  I needed a job, but who was going to hire a pregnant woman, with no experience, and who was only planning on being in town for a short time?
 
   My aunt met me at the bus station.  She squealed when I stepped off the bus and hugged me tight.  “Wow, it looks like we have lots to talk about.  Come on, let’s get you settled.”  She was surprised to see my over-grown belly, but there wasn’t an ounce of judgment in her voice.
 
   “So, who’s the young man, and when do I get to meet him?” She looked at me and saw the look on my face.  “It’s okay honey, you don’t have to say a word.  I’m thrilled to have you here.  You can stay as long as you want with no strings attached and no questions asked.”
 
   Aunt Vickie was my mother’s younger sister.  They were nothing alike.  My aunt was a free spirit, living her dream of being an artist.  She made sculptures and sold them to large companies.  From the look of her home, she was doing quite well.
 
   “Wow, you’ve really changed things around here.” 
 
   “Yes, I’ve made some adjustments.  I added a few rooms, too.  I have you set up in the room down the hall from mine, upstairs.  It has its own private bathroom and a beautiful balcony.”
 
   “Thank you for having me and for not asking me a bunch of questions.”
 
   “I figure you’ll get around to it eventually, and if not, that’s okay, too.  I’m just glad you’re here.”
 
   It was getting late and it had been a very long day.  I ate a few bites of the tofu burger my aunt made and then started up to bed.  
 
   “I didn’t have time to go to the store today, but I’ll make sure to pick up some meat tomorrow.  I’m not sure a vegetarian diet is right for someone in your condition.”
 
   “I’m not picky.  But, yeah I guess she does need protein.”
 
   “She?”
 
   “Yes, it’s a girl,” I said, stroking my belly.
 
   She saw the look of pain in my eyes and she had to ask, “Where’s the baby’s father, honey?”
 
   “Can we talk about this later?”  
 
   “Okay,” she said, wrapping both arms around me and pulling me close, “I’m just glad you’re here,” she said, sensing my anguish.
 
   I was so tired of crying.  It seemed like it was all I had done.  There was nothing left.  I let her hug me, then she led me upstairs and I thanked her and told her goodnight. 
 
    “I’m downstairs if you need anything, or if you just need to talk,” she said, letting me know she wouldn’t judge me, no matter what.
 
   “Okay, goodnight.”
 
   I sat down on the bed, opened one of my bags and pulled out Logan’s shirt.  I put it on, even though I was no longer able to button it over my belly.   I knew it was silly and it no longer smelled of him but I was so lonely I had to do something, anything, to make it through the night.
 
   I woke up to the smell of hot chocolate and smiled, realizing it must have been a dream.  I was back in Logan’s room and he was bringing me hot chocolate.  “Good morning,” I said with a smile, which immediately faded once I opened my eyes and realized it wasn’t a dream, and it was my Aunt Vickie and not Logan standing over me with hot chocolate.
 
   “Good morning, sleepyhead,” my aunt said, holding a cup out to me.
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “It’s 11:00 am.  I thought you might be hungry by now.”
 
   “No, not really,” I said, sitting up in bed.  “I’m sorry I slept so late.  I’m just tired, I guess.”
 
   “That’s interesting sleep wear,” she said, looking at Logan’s shirt.
 
   I pulled it tight around my chest and said, “It’s comfortable,” leaving little doubt that I wasn’t going to discuss Logan’s shirt or anything else concerning my current predicament. 
 
   “Okay.  Well, I made breakfast a few hours ago, but now I’m thinking lunch is more in order.  You two need to eat.”
 
   I showered and dressed and met her downstairs a little while later.
 
   “So, I told you I wasn’t going to push you, but curiosity has really gotten the best of me.  I gotta know…something.”
 
   “I guess that’s only fair, since you’re letting me stay with you.”
 
   “I don’t expect you to tell me anything, Delaney.  I just think you may need to talk and I’m here.  But I am curious about the baby’s father, and why you’re not with him.”
 
   “I was raped,” I said abruptly, like ripping off a band aid quickly.  I realized it was a bit easier to say now, and I knew Brian was right…again.
 
   “Oh my God, I didn’t know.  I’m so sorry!” she said, starting to get up to comfort me.
 
   “Please, don’t hug me, don’t cry, and don’t feel sorry for me.  I’m fine.”               
 
   She sat back down and said, “Are you?”
 
   “I will be,” I said, tears starting to form.
 
   “There’s something else, isn’t there?”
 
   “Can we talk about this later, please?  I need to start looking for a job.  I have a lot of things I need to buy for the baby.”
 
   “You found one.  I need an assistant.  It’s getting crazy around here and I need someone to answer the phones, make appointments and help me set up some shows.  Are you interested?”
 
   “You don’t have to do this.”
 
   “My business is here.  You’re here.  It works.”
 
   “Really?  Oh, thank you.  I’ll work really hard.”
 
   “I’m sure you’re going to be great and you’ll definitely be a huge help.  But, I don’t want you getting over-tired, so when you’re done, you’re done.  Deal?”
 
   “Deal,” I said, smiling.
 
   “That’s more like the Delaney I know.  Okay, now can I ask just one more question, and then I’ll drop it?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, nervously waiting.
 
   “What’s up with the shirt?”
 
   “It belongs to…someone.”
 
   “I figured that one out myself.  Do you mind telling me who?”
 
   “It’s…Logan’s.”
 
   “Oh, that explains it.  Who is Logan and why are you sleeping in his shirt?”
 
   “He’s…um, he’s…”  I couldn’t bring myself to talk about him, so I couldn’t answer her.  I was tired of crying and I knew that talking about Logan would instantly bring me to tears.
 
   “Why aren’t you with him?” she asked.
 
   “Aunt Vickie, can we please not talk about this?”
 
   “Okay.  Let’s eat and then get to work,” she said, realizing I was at my breaking point.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   I spent the rest of the day learning all there was to know about my aunts’ business.  I was happy to be working.  It kept my mind off of Logan.  
 
   “Wow, you catch on fast.  I should have hired you ages ago.”
 
   “Thanks, and thank you for the job.  I really appreciate it.”
 
   “Well, you’ve done a great job today.  How about we go out to dinner tonight?”
 
   “Yeah, okay.  That sounds nice.”
 
   We went to a Chinese restaurant and shared a nice meal.  I know she wanted to ask me about Logan, but she kept her questions to herself.  After dinner, we headed home.  I was tired from a long day and excused myself to go to bed very early.
 
   As I headed up the stairs I heard the phone ring.  “Delaney, it’s for you.  It’s your mom.”
 
   “Hi Mom, how are you?” I said.
 
   “I’m fine honey, how are you?”
 
   “I’m okay.  Aunt Vickie gave me a job, so I’m keeping busy.”
 
   “Good, but don’t over-do it.  You have to remember your condition.”
 
   I looked down at my belly, “Trust me Mom, I remember.”
 
   “Well, I called to see how you were, but also to tell you something else.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Your young man came to the house today.”
 
   When I didn’t say anything, she said, “He’s certainly a striking young man.”
 
   “Yes.”  I was shaking.
 
   “He seems very determined to find you.”
 
   “You didn’t tell him where I am, did you?”
 
   “No honey, I didn’t.”
 
   “Thank you.  What did he say?”
 
   “He said to tell you that he loves you.”
 
   “Anything else?” I said as the tears started down my cheek.
 
   “Yes.  He said something about not believing one word of a letter you wrote.”
 
   “Is that all?”
 
   “No.  He asked about the baby, and if you’ve been to a new doctor yet.  He said to remind you that you’re due for your next appointment.”
 
   “I know.  I have to find a new doctor here.”
 
   “Why don’t you just come home?”
 
   “Because he’ll be back.”
 
   “He told me that he was married and the story behind it.  He also said he’s getting divorced.  He seems like a very wonderful young man.  He obviously loves you very much.”
 
   “He is wonderful and I know he loves me,” I said, openly crying now.
 
   “Then why?  You obviously love him, and it’s evident that he’s madly in love with you.  Why don’t you give him another chance?”
 
   “Mom, I told you, it’s because I love him that I left.”
 
   “This makes no sense, Delaney.  If he’s getting divorced, then what’s the problem?”
 
   “She’s not going to let him go that easy.  She’s going to take everything from him if I go back to him.”
 
   
“He doesn’t seem concerned about any of that.  In fact, the only thing he is worried about; is you.”
 
   “I can’t let him lose everything.  It’s all he has left of her.”
 
   “I don’t think you’re giving him enough credit.  He seems to really have his mind set…”
              “MOM, I don’t want to talk about this anymore.  Please, I have to move on.  I have a baby to think about.  I wish it was his baby, and I’m sure you don’t want to hear that, but it’s true.  But, since it’s not, I have to take care of her on my own.  He’s not responsible, and it’s not fair to him.  So drop it, please!”
 
   “Why don’t you come home?  You don’t need to work.  I’ll take care of you,” she pleaded.
 
   “Mom, I love you.  But, please understand that I have to do this on my own.  I need to work to stay busy.  I can’t just sit around and let you take care of me and my problems.  I have to take care of my baby…myself.”
 
   “Okay, I’m not going to argue with you anymore.  You do need to make that appointment though.  Don’t forget.  Please call me once in a while, honey.  I miss you.”
 
   I knew I was hurting her, but I had to do this for myself.  I needed to stand up and be responsible for my own life and that of my child’s.  
 
    
 
   I hung up the phone and asked my aunt Vickie the name of her doctor.
 
   “I go to Dr. Ambrose, but he’s a general doctor.  I don’t think he handles pregnancies.”
 
   “Oh, well I guess I’ll have to look in the phone book.”
 
   “We’ll make an appointment, first thing in the morning.”
 
   “Thank you.  I’ll see you in the morning.  Goodnight.”
 
   “Delaney, why don’t you call him?”
 
   “Not you, too,” I said, tired of fighting.
 
   “It’s obvious that you love each other.  Sorry, but I was listening.”
 
   “I’m going to bed now.”
              “Goodnight, honey.  I’m sure his shirt is almost as good as the real thing.”
 
   I stopped and looked at her, “It’s all I have.  Goodnight.”
 
   I made it upstairs and put on my nightgown.  This time I just hugged the shirt to me until I fell asleep.  My nightmare came back that night in full force.  I woke up a few hours later soaking wet and shaking.  I looked around to get my bearings and then heard some strange sounds in the house.  I walked down the hall to investigate and walked right in to my Aunt’s room.  I stopped dead in my tracks when I realized she was in bed, and she had company.  
 
   “Oh, no, I’m so sorry,” I said, covering my eyes and backing out of her room.
 
   “It’s okay.  Tabby must have opened the bedroom door, that stupid cat,” she said, throwing a blanket over herself and her lover.  “I guess this is probably not a great time for introductions.  I’ll see you in the morning, honey.  Did you need something?”
 
   “Um, no, sorry.  I just heard…goodnight.”
 
   The next morning I headed downstairs determined to be on time for work and ran right into my Aunt’s lover.
 
   “Good morning,” he said.
 
   “Hi,” I said, unable to look him in the eye.
 
   “I’m really sorry about last night.  I hope we didn’t wake you, or keep you up.”
              “No.”
 
   “I’m Harley.  You’re Delaney?”
 
   “Um, yes,” I said, trying very hard to stop picturing him without his clothes and in bed with my aunt.
 
   “Good morning, Delaney,” my aunt said, stretching her arms above her head and smiling.
 
   “Hi, Aunt Vickie.”
 
   “So, have you two met?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   We sat down to the best breakfast I had ever had.  Harley was a master in the kitchen.  I ate until I was stuffed full.
 
   “Wow, that was wonderful!  You can sure cook!” I said.
 
   “And not just in the kitchen,” my aunt said, making me blush.
 
   “I’m going out to the shop and get to work,” I said, suddenly feeling very much a third wheel.
 
   “I’ll be out…later,” she grinned.
 
   I walked outside and started toward the shop when I felt a cold, wet nose on my hand.  I assumed it was my aunt’s German Sheppard, Harry, but as I turned to pet him, I saw Duchess.  I froze where I stood and slowly scanned the yard.  He was standing a few feet in front of me, leaning against a tree with his arms crossed over his chest.  The sight of him still took my breath away.
 
   “Did you really think I wouldn’t find you?” he asked, looking both angry and relieved.
 
   “Not this soon,” I said, trembling.
 
   “Why did you leave?  And I want the truth,” he demanded, taking a step toward me.
 
   “I told you why.”
 
   “You’re lying.  You told me you’d never lie to me, Delaney.”
 
   “I’m not lying.  Go home, Logan.  Go home to your wife.”
              “Delaney, I don’t know what this is all about, but whatever it is, we can work it out.”
 
   “No, we can’t.  How did you find me?”
 
   “I have my ways,” he grinned, leaning back against the tree and crossing one leg in front of the other.
 
   “Who told you where I was?”  Knowing someone caved, and I wanted to know who I needed to yell at.
 
   “Everyone.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I asked your mom, but she tried to keep her promise to you and wouldn’t tell me…at first.  Then I decided to go to Molly, but her mother said she was at Brian’s house.  So, I went there and they both told me where you were.  Then on the drive over, your Mom called and told me where you were.  A while later I got a call from your Dad.”
 
   “My Dad?” I asked, shocked.  “I told them all not to…”
 
   “He gave me directions.”
 
   “Wow!  My dad, really?” I said, completely surprised that my father would tell Logan where I was, far less give him directions.
              “Why is it that everyone knows we belong together, except you?”
 
   My aunt and Harley walked out of the house then, “Delaney, who’s your friend?” my aunt asked.
 
   “Hello, I’m Logan Barnett,” he said, reaching out his hand.
 
   “Logan.  Hmm, I should’ve recognized the shirt,” my aunt grinned.
 
   “Excuse me?” he asked, confused.
 
   “How could you possibly leave…him?  Wow!” she whispered in my ear.
 
   “Logan was just leaving,” I said.
 
   “Not without you.”
 
   “That’s not an option.  I told you, go home to your wife.”
 
   “Wife?” my aunt asked, shocked.
 
   “Delaney, what happened?  Please tell me why you’re doing this.” he asked, taking a step toward me.
 
   I stepped back and said, “Go home!  Please!” I put up my hands as if to hold him back and willed myself not to cry.
 
   Harley took my plea as a sign that I was afraid of Logan and he stepped in front of me.  “I think the lady asked you to leave.”
 
   “He’s not going to hurt her, Harley.  He loves her,” my aunt said, pulling Harley back by his arm.
 
   “Delaney, please don’t do this.  Please come home.”
 
   “I am home.  Just go!”
 
   “I told you, I’m not leaving without you.  You love me, I know you do.”
 
   I took a deep breath and spat, “You really think you’re that charming and irresistible?  I don’t want to hurt you Logan, but I’m not in love with you…not anymore,” I lied, cringing inside as I forced each word from my lips.
 
   He stood there watching me, waiting for me to falter or show some sign, any sign that I didn’t mean what I said.  I stared him down, willing him to believe it.
 
   I knew what I was doing to him.  He’d had years of rejection from his father, he lost his mother and now I was killing him.  But I knew I had to do it.  I knew we could never be happy together if he lost the only links he had to his mother.  It would eventually drive us apart, anyway.
 
   He walked to his car, took one more look at me and opened his door.                “Duchess, go home,” I ordered, reminding him that he had to take her with him.
 
   “She’s yours.  She’s not the same without you.  She doesn’t want me anymore, either,” he got into his car and drove off then, out of my life.  The pain I saw in his eyes put me over the edge and I passed out.  I woke up sometime later in the hospital, crying for Logan. 
 
   “Honey, I don’t understand.  Why would you send him away when you so desperately love him?”  
 
   I told my aunt everything, right down to that horrible visit with Logan’s dad.  I made her swear that she would never say anything to anyone.  
 
   “I think you’re underestimating him.  I don’t think he cares about anything but you.”
 
   “I know.  He’d give it all up; lose everything for me and then what?  How could I live with that?  It would end up killing us anyway.  Maybe in two years when he’s free, he might forgive me.”
 
   “You are one stubborn child!” my aunt said, obviously irritated with me.
 
   “I’m not a child.”
 
   “You’re acting like one.  Do you have any idea how many people search their whole lives looking for that special person?  And you’re throwing it away.”
 
   “I have to let him go.  This isn’t fair to him.  He’ll lose everything, and for what?  For me and a baby that’s not his?”
 
   Thankfully, Dr. Grey came in to the room then and saved me from further arguments with my aunt.  She said I was fine to go home.  I made an appointment to see her at her office the next day for a prenatal visit.
 
   “Can we just go home now?” I asked.
 
   “Fine.”  
 
   Harley pulled the car around and helped me in.  He was eyeing me warily, as if I was going to pass out again at any moment.  “I’m fine.  I’m sorry I scared you both.”
 
   The next few weeks passed by very slowly.  I did what I was supposed to, ate when I was supposed to, and went to the doctor when I was supposed to, but I was just going through the motions.  I worked, ate and occasionally slept, nothing more.  My nightmare had returned in full force.  It was relentless and I didn’t have Logan to make it go away.  I was exhausted, but I couldn’t stop.
 
    My mother called on a daily basis, begging me to come home.  
 
   “I can’t, Mom.  I have responsibilities here.  I’m working.  I need the money, and Aunt Vickie needs the help.  Aunt Vickie said I can stay, even after the baby.  I’m sorry to hurt you, but I have to have this clean start.”
 
   “Can I come when you have the baby?” she asked, sounding hurt.  I seemed to always hurt the ones I loved.
 
   “You better.  Your granddaughter and I need you.”
 
   “I love you, honey.  Have you heard from…him?” she asked, warily, knowing I was still angry at everyone for telling him where I was.
 
   “No.  I have to go now, Mom.”
 
    
 
   I was sitting in my doctors’ office for my prenatal appointment.  Up to that moment, the reality that I was fast approaching delivery hadn’t hit home. I obviously knew I was pregnant and that I had to prepare for the baby, but it wasn’t until my doctor informed me that I would be seeing her weekly from then on, did the realization hit me.  I was having a baby, and as wonderful and caring as my aunt and mother both were, I felt completely alone.  I wanted the one man I couldn’t have and that thought was torturing me…every second.
 
   Dr. Grey asked me to lie back and put my feet into the stirrups and I started to panic.  “No.  I don’t want to.  I don’t want to do this.”
 
   “It’s only going to take a minute, Delaney.  I promise I’ll be gentle.”
 
   “No, I mean I don’t want to have a baby.  Not alone.”
 
   “I’ll be there, I promise,” she said, misunderstanding my sudden fear.
 
   “But he won’t!  I need him.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   “Logan, I need him.  I can’t do this alone,” I cried for the first time since he drove away.  I hadn’t let myself cry for fear that I would give in.  I was sobbing uncontrollably now, which concerned my doctor to the point of calling my aunt into the room.  
 
   “I don’t know, she just keeps crying and calling for a Logan,” my doctor said, sounding concerned.
 
   “She’s a stubborn girl.  Thank you, I’ll take it from here.  When do you want to see her again?”
 
   “Well, I didn’t get to examine her, so give it a few days and then have her come see me.  Please call me if this continues or she needs anything.  There’s obviously something wrong, but I’m certain it’s not physical.”
 
   “She’s heartbroken.”
 
   “I don’t have a prescription for that,” my doctor said sadly, glancing at me with a worried look.
 
    
 
   “This is ridiculous, Delaney.  Let me call him, please?” my aunt pleaded once we got home.
 
   “NO!  I’m sorry.  I just panicked.  I can do this on my own.”
 
   “You’re not on your own, honey.  Your mom will be here and so will I.”
 
   “I know, thank you.”
 
   “Delaney, why are you torturing yourself?”
 
   “I’m not,” I said, defensively.
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Can we just get back to work?” I said, needing to keep my mind busy.
 
   “Okay.  Are we ready for the Madison Show?” she asked, giving up.
 
   “Yeah, I shipped everything last week.  All you have to do is show up,” I said.
 
   “Great!  You are wonderful.  So wonderful in fact, that I want you to go with me.”
 
   “I don’t think so.”
 
   “Why not?  You could use a break.  It’ll be fun.  We’ll do the show, hobnob with the elite, and then have a few expensive dinners on the Galleries’ dime.  Come with me, please.”
              “Thanks, but I have a lot to do here.  Keeping you on track is a full time job.”
 
   “Am I really that difficult?” she asked.
 
   “I didn’t mean that…”
              “I’m teasing you, honey.  But, I am your boss and as your boss I am ordering you to go.”
 
   “That’s not fair.”
 
   “Life isn’t always fair, Delaney.  Get packed.”
 
   As if I didn’t know that life wasn’t always fair; she was preaching to the choir.  “I don’t have anything to wear.”
 
   “I already thought of that.  There are a few new things hanging in your closet.  Consider it a bonus,” she smiled.
 
   “You didn’t need to buy me anything,” I said, remembering arguing with Logan over the very same thing a few months earlier at the maternity shop.  I knew I wasn’t going to win, so I said, “I guess I better book another flight.”
 
   “I already did,” she grinned, and handed me a ticket.
 
    
 
   Our flight left two days later.  My aunt was trying very hard to show me a good time, so I decided to make an attempt to at least look like I was having fun.
 
   We toured the city’s attractions which left me exhausted by day’s end.  I was so tired that by the time I was dressed and ready for the art exhibit, I asked if I could bow out and stay in our room.
 
   “Don’t you want to see all your hard work pay off?”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   “Come on, honey.  I promise you don’t have to do anything.  You can sit and watch from the sidelines.  But I really would like you to see just how much all your work matters.  I think you’ll enjoy it.  Please come.”
 
   “Okay.  I would like to see all of your work displayed.”  I said, yawning and stretching my back.
 
    
 
   The gallery was lovely and my aunt’s artwork looked magnificent against the dark backdrops and perfect lighting.  Each piece was displayed beautifully.  I made my way slowly through the halls, enjoying all of the exhibits, when I turned a corner and ran straight into Wesley Barnett.  I mean that in the literal sense.  I actually ran into him.  I looked up at the handsome older version of Logan and took a deep breath.  Panic started to creep in and I wanted to run and hide, but it was too late.  I knew he recognized me, so I uttered a quiet, “Hello.”
 
   “Delaney, right?” he said.
 
   “Um, yes,” I said, swallowing hard.
 
   “Aren’t you going to introduce me, Wesley?” a tall blonde woman asked.  She was standing at his side with her arms wrapped snuggly through his.
 
   “She used to be a friend of my son’s,” he told her.  He then turned to me and said, “Glad to see you came to your senses.”  
 
   “So, is that your son’s kid?”  The blonde asked, pointing at my large belly.
 
   “No.  Logan’s married to someone else, and he’s going to stay that way.  They’re expecting a little bundle of joy all their own any day now,” he said, with obvious venom.  “Good to see you, Delaney,” he said, looking happy that I was obviously so distressed. 
 
   I nodded my head and then slowly backed away.  Unfortunately, I didn’t look where I was walking and I ended up knocking one of my aunts’ art pieces over.  The crash was deafening, and everyone stopped and stared.  I didn’t know what to do.  I was starting to panic and suddenly my aunt was by my side.
 
   “Delaney, are you alright?” she asked, studying me carefully for the slightest injury.
 
   I was staring at him, terrified.  
 
   “Delaney?” she asked again.  “DELANEY!” she said, obviously worried about my state of mind at that moment.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said, and ran off, looking for the nearest place to hide.
 
    
 
   My aunt found me 30 minutes later hiding in the ladies room.  “Honey, I don’t care about the piece.  I can make another one.”
              “That’s not it.  I am sorry I broke such a beautiful sculpture, but that’s not why I ran off.  Is he gone?” I asked, still visibly shaking.
 
   “Is who gone?”  
 
   “Wesley Barnett.”
 
   “Was that the man you were talking to before you ran off?” she asked.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I don’t know where he is.  I’ve been searching for you.”
 
   “May I please go back to the hotel now?” I asked, desperate to leave.
 
   “Who’s Wesley Barnett, oh wait, Logan Barnett…was that Logan’s father?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I wished I’d known that’s who he was.  I have a few things I would have loved to say to him.”
 
   “Please, just make sure he’s gone so I can leave.”
 
   “Why are you hiding?  You’ve done nothing wrong!  I hope he is still out there so I can give him a piece of my...”
              “Please don’t, please.  For me?”
 
   “Okay honey, let’s go,” she said, putting her arm around me, obviously worried about my current state of mind.
 
   “You don’t have to go.  Just see if he’s gone and I’ll take a cab back to the room.”
 
   “Don’t be ridiculous.  I’m not leaving you like this.  Why are you so frightened of him?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I answered honestly.  The man terrified me and I felt terrible that Logan had to be raised by such a dreadful man.
 
   She put her arm around me and walked me outside.  We took a cab back to the hotel and then I convinced her to head back to finish up her show.  I paced the room, unsure of what to do with myself.  I really wanted to talk to someone, so I decided to give Molly a call.
 
   “Hi, Delaney.  She’s not home right now.  She’s out with Brian again.  We sure miss seeing you around here.  Can I give her a message for you?”
 
   “No, no message.  Thanks.”
 
   It was silly, but I almost found myself calling Brian’s house.  “You cannot talk to Brian about this!”  I scolded myself just as the phone rang.
 
   “Delaney?”
 
   “Brian?” I asked, so happy to hear his voice.
 
   “Yeah, Molly’s mom just called and said you sounded upset.  Molly just left.  She should be home by now, or very soon.  What’s wrong?”
 
   “I just needed a friendly voice.  I’m okay.”
 
   “What happened?”  
 
   “I shouldn’t bother you with this.  It’s not fair.”
 
   “Delaney, I told you to call if you needed to talk.  I care about you.  Tell me what’s wrong.”
              “Are you sure?”
 
   “Delaney, please.”
 
   “I ran into…wait, before I tell you this, you have to promise that you won’t beat him up!” I said, and grinned, feeling better just hearing Brian’s voice.
 
   “That all depends on who he is and what he did?” he said, honestly.
 
   “You’re impossible!  I miss you,” I almost laughed.
 
   “I miss you, too.  Now, who am I not supposed to beat up?”
 
   “It doesn’t even matter anymore.  You’ve already made me feel better.  Thank you.”
 
   “Oh come on, I was looking forward to kicking someone’s butt!”
 
   I laughed then, and it felt good.  “How are you?”
 
   “I’m okay.  And you?”
 
   “I’m better now that I’m talking to you!  How are things with Molly?”
 
   “Um, they’re fine,” he said sheepishly.
 
   “Just fine?  That’s all?” I asked, probing for more.
 
   “They’re great, actually,” he said, sounding almost embarrassed.
 
   “I’m so happy for you.  You deserve it, and so does Molly.  Thank you for calling…I feel so much better now.”
 
   “Anytime.  Are you feeling okay?  You must be getting close to having the baby?”
 
   “A few more weeks,” I said, absentmindedly rubbing my belly.
 
   “Delaney, do you want me to come down there…you know, when it’s time?  You can scream and shout at me, break my hand or something.”
 
   “Thank you, but I’m not sure Molly would appreciate that.  Besides, my mom and aunt will be there,” I said, once again reminded of what a wonderful man Brian is.”
 
   “I will...if you want me.”
 
   “I’ll be fine.  Goodnight, and thanks again.”
 
   “Goodnight, Delaney.  Take care of yourself, and the offer still stands,” he said and hung up the phone.
 
   I felt much better after talking to Brian. I got ready for bed and once again, I laid there, thinking of the two wonderful men in my life.  And then my thoughts once again, turned to Logan...
 
    
 
   Over the course of the next two weeks, I threw myself into my work.  I didn’t stop except to eat or sleep.  My aunt was getting extremely worried and said so on a daily basis.
 
   “Delaney, you need to slow down.  This is not good for you or the baby.  What good are you going to be to me if you pass out from exhaustion?”
 
   “I’m fine.  I need to stay busy.”  Although, that particular night I was feeling the strain of my busy schedule and opted to skip dinner and go straight to bed.  “Come on Duchess, let’s turn in early tonight.”
 
   My faithful companion hadn’t left my side once since Logan left her with me.  Although I loved her, I almost resented her presence as she was a constant reminder of what I had lost.
 
   I lied in bed petting Duchess when a strange pain hit me hard in stomach.  I rolled over in bed, thinking that a position change might fix the problem, but it only made it worse.  I assumed I was in labor, but the pain was nothing like what my doctor had described, so I laid there a while longer waiting for them to get stronger and closer together.  When I noticed that it was a constant pain and then I felt a wet sensation between my legs, I got up to investigate, certain my water had broken.  As I headed into the bathroom, I realized it wasn’t my water at all.  I was bleeding.  I screamed for my aunt who was instantly at my side.
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “I’m bleeding,” I said, terrified.
 
   “Oh my God, I’ll call an ambulance,” she said, when she noticed the pool of blood I was standing in.
 
   She was back in a moment with the phone in her hand dialing 911, “Sit down, honey.  It’s going to be okay.”
 
   I was getting light-headed and the room was starting to spin.  I was scared and I remember screaming for Logan as the lights finally dimmed and I passed out.
 
    
 
   Chapter Fourteen: The Shirt
 
    
 
   I woke up a few hours later in the hospital.  I remembered what happened, and all of the blood.  I instinctively reached down and touched my belly, praying I hadn’t lost the baby.
 
   “You gave us quite a scare, young lady,” my doctor said, standing next to me with a chart in her hand.
 
   “Is the baby okay?”
 
   “Yes.  You’re both fine.  This time!” she said, with an obvious warning.
 
   “Can I go home?”
 
   “No.  You’re staying right here for a while, where I can keep an eye on you…both.  I’ll be back to check on you later.  You stay in bed and keep those monitors on.”
 
   “Thank you,” I said, as she walked out of the room, leaving me alone.
 
   I looked down and realized I was in a hospital gown.  I had no idea where Logan’s shirt was, but I knew I wanted it.  I needed the comfort it provided me, but I didn’t see it.  I started to get up to look for it.  I knew I had been wearing it, and I was suddenly terrified that someone had thrown it away.  “Oh, no, where is it?” I asked, scanning the room.                                                                                                                                                                                                                 “Oh, no you don’t, you get back into that bed!” my aunt scolded from the doorway.
 
   “Where is it?  Where’s his…shirt?” I asked, openly crying now.
 
   “It’s okay, Delaney.  It’s in the drawer next to you,” she said.
 
   “Oh, thank you,” I said, sighing with relief as I pulled it out of the drawer.  “I know it’s stupid, and it’s just a shirt…but it’s his and I…”  I was hugging it to me for dear life.
 
   “You what?”
 
   “I need it.”
 
   “Why?” she asked.
 
   “It’s all I have.”
 
   “Let me call him for you, honey, please?”
 
   “No,” I said, determined not to give in, even though it was killing me.  The tears were running silently down my cheeks, betraying me once again.
 
   “Delaney, you are insufferable.  Tell me why you won’t let me call him?”
 
   “You know why.”
 
   “Explain it, again,” my aunt ordered.
 
   “I just want to sleep,” I said, and turned away from her, hugging his shirt to me.
 
   “You can’t hide forever.  Delaney, he deserves to know the truth.”
 
   “I just want to sleep now, okay?” I pleaded, hugging his shirt tighter.
 
   “NO DAMMIT, it’s not okay!  I want the truth.  Tell me the truth.  Why is that stupid shirt so important to you?”
 
   I sat up in bed then and yelled, “Because I love him and it’s all I have left!  Are you happy now?  Is that what you wanted to hear?” I yelled with tears pouring down my face.
 
   She smiled softly at me and then moved away from the door.
 
   “That’s what I wanted to hear,” Logan said from the doorway.
 
   I closed my eyes and prayed this wasn’t a dream.  “I can’t do this…”
 
   “Please, Delaney, don’t shut me out again,” Logan said, moving toward me.
 
   I looked up at him, standing next to the bed and said, “I can’t do this…without you.”
 
   “You don’t have to,” he was holding me then and all the pain and fear was instantly gone.  I fell against him and knew I was home the second I was safely wrapped in his arms.
 
   I clung to him, neither of us saying anything.  I refused to let him go for even a second, for fear that I would once again wake up alone.  My nurse came in and handed me a sleeping pill per my doctor’s orders, but I refused to take it.  I refused to miss one precious moment of my time with Logan. 
 
   “Delaney, you need to take the pill.  You’re exhausted.  Please take it, for me?”
              “I don’t want to sleep.  I’m happy.  For the first time in months, I’m happy.  I need to see you.  Please don’t make me close my eyes.”
 
   “I’m not going anywhere.  I promise.  I’ll hold you while you sleep.  In fact, I’m never letting you go, ever again.  Please take the pill.  You need a clear head tomorrow.  We have a lot to talk about.”
 
   I took the pill because Logan asked me too.  It didn’t take long for it to take effect.  I was looking into his beautiful eyes and I heard him say, “I love you,” as I drifted off to sleep.  
 
    
 
   I stirred to the sound of an IV pump dinging.  I opened my eyes and he was there.  “You stayed,” I smiled and snuggled into him, feeling whole for the first time in months.
 
   “Of course I did.  Where else would I go?”
 
   As happy as I was that Logan was holding me, the nagging fears that had been haunting me for months started to slowly creep back in.  I sat up and said, “I need to get up.  I have to go to the bathroom.”
 
   “Delaney, whatever you’re thinking, STOP!” he said, sensing my tension.
 
   My nurse walked in just then with a new bag of fluid.  “Hi there, I’m Jessica.  I’ll be your nurse today.  How are you feeling?” she asked, while hanging the new IV bag.
 
   “I’m okay.  When can I go home?”
 
   “I’m pretty sure that Dr. Grey isn’t going to let you leave too soon.  You lost a lot of blood.”
 
   “I feel fine, now.”
 
   “That’s because we’ve been pumping fluid into you all night.  You need to rest and regain some strength.  You can order whatever you would like to eat.”
 
   “Can I get up?  I have to clean up, brush my teeth…and stuff.”
 
   “Yes, you can get up to clean up, but that’s it.  Then it’s back to bed.  I’ll help you,” she said, reaching to unplug the monitors.
 
   “I’ll help her, if that’s okay?” Logan said.
 
   “Sure.  Just make sure you hold on to her.  I don’t want her to pass out again.”
 
   “Can you take me?” I asked the nurse, not wanting to lean on Logan.  I needed some time to think and his presence made it too hard to think clearly.  
 
   “Sure,” she said, taking my arm and shrugging her shoulders at Logan.
 
   “I’ll be right here, Delaney.  You can’t run from me this time,” Logan said, leaving no doubt as to the fact that I wouldn’t be able to fool him again, not that I had fooled him in the first place.
 
   The nurse helped me get cleaned up.  I brushed my teeth and hair and put on a clean gown.  I was still holding the shirt and refused to put it down.  She didn’t say anything about it.  She helped me untangle all the wires and got me settled back into bed.  She hooked the baby back up to the monitor for me and tucked me back into bed. “Thank you,” I said.  
 
   “You’re welcome.  Is there anything you need?” she asked.
 
   “No.  I’m fine, thanks.”
 
   She left then and I finally had to face Logan.  I was still holding his shirt.  He walked over to me and sat down on the side of the bed.  “I wondered where that shirt went.”  
 
   “I’m sorry.  It’s just…I needed…”
 
   “It’s okay.  I still keep the note you wrote in class.  I’ve read it a thousand times since you left.”
 
   I nodded my head, but refused to look at him.  
 
   “You don’t need the shirt anymore, Delaney.  I’m here and no matter what you say, I’m not leaving.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  I sat there, staring at his shirt.  I was afraid that if I looked away, he’d be gone, but at the same time, knowing that would be best for him.
 
   “Why did you leave?” he asked, stroking my cheek.
 
   “I had to.”
 
   “Why?” he asked, not giving me an inch.
 
   “If I stayed, you would have lost everything.”
 
   “I did lose everything,” he said, and touched my cheek with his hand.
 
   “She took it all, anyway?” I asked, horrified.
 
   “Delaney, what are you talking about?  Martina? I told you, she can’t hurt me.  She can have it all, everything.  I don’t care.  All I want is you, and our baby!”
 
   “So, I left and she took it all from you, anyway?!  How could she do that?” I said, the tears starting.
 
   “Delaney, how many times do I have to tell you?  You’re the only thing that matters to me!  When you left, I lost the only thing I can’t live without,” he hugged me and then started to kiss me, but I pulled away, knowing if I let him kiss me, I would give in.
 
   “What is it?  I need to know what happened.  I told you to trust me; that I’d be back.  Did you really think I’d believe that stupid letter?”
 
   I refused to answer him.  His father’s image kept flashing through my mind, telling me that I was the one that was hurting Logan.
 
   “Delaney, talk to me, please!  What happened?” he begged me to tell him, but I refused.
 
   I closed my eyes and hugged his shirt to me.
 
   “Please tell me,” he said, and sighed.
 
   I stared at the wall, refusing to speak.
 
   “Delaney, tell him, or I will!” my aunt said from the doorway.
 
   I snapped my head toward the door and glared at my aunt.
 
   “I won’t watch you do this to yourself, or him, any longer.  You tell him what his father said to you, or so help me, Delaney Marie Miller, I will.”
 
   “My father?” he sighed and said, “Well that explains a lot.”  He stood up then and walked to the window.  “So he was the one that convinced you to leave.  I should have known when I saw the glass of juice on the counter.  You never leave anything…”  He didn’t say anything for a few minutes; he just stood there, staring out the window.  “Did he ask for vodka?” he finally asked, trying anything to get me to talk.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered.
 
   “What did he tell you, Delaney?”
 
   I knew I had to tell him or my aunt would make good on her promise.  “He said that if you were caught…cheating on Martina, then she could take everything from you.  You’d lose it all, the company, the island and your trust fund.  That she’d burn the island before she’d ever let you set foot on it again.”
 
   He turned to face me, “And you believed him?”
 
   “Why wouldn’t I?”
 
   “Because, he’d say anything to save his own skin.  He wants the company, Delaney.  He needs it.  I don’t!  He ruined that company.  He’s selfish and arrogant and I’m sorry he came anywhere near you.”
 
   “That wasn’t all he said,” I said, looking away.
 
   “What else?  What other lies did he tell you?”
 
   “He said that your paternity test would come back…positive.”
 
   “Delaney, you know I never touched Martina!  I swear it.”
              “I know,” I said, closing my eyes.
 
   “Then I’m confused.  How could it possibly come back positive?”
 
   “Because your DNA is very similar…to his.”
 
   He laughed then.  “Well, then I guess the jokes on him this time.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Delaney, she had the baby and the DNA couldn’t possibly match either of us.”
              “But he was so sure.  I believed him.”
              “He probably thought it was true.  He probably did sleep with her.”
 
   “But the baby’s not his?”
 
   “No, definitely not,” he grinned, again.
 
   “Why are you smiling?”  I asked, not finding any of it the least bit humorous. 
 
   “She was wrong on the dates, Delaney.  The baby is very obviously
 
   Hispanic and Asian.”
 
   “Asian?  But he was so sure of himself.  He made me doubt us…doubt you.  I’m so sorry.”
 
   “He won’t ever come between us again, I promise you that.”
              “But she still won.  She took it all from you and I can’t live with that.”
 
   “Delaney, she signed the papers.  She didn’t take anything.  I told you that I would take care of it.  I don’t give a damn about the money, the company or the island.  It wouldn’t have mattered.  I love you; you and the baby.  You’re all I need.  But she didn’t take anything…her father had some say in it when he found out that she had lied about the baby, but in the end, she just did what was right.  Delaney, I swear to you, it wouldn’t have mattered if she took everything, but she didn’t and now I can spend the rest of my life spoiling you both!”
 
   “But you said you lost everything?”
 
   “I did,” he said, while sitting down next to me, “I lost you,” he said, stroking my cheek with the back of his hand.
 
   I looked into his eyes and knew it was true.  He didn’t care about any of it.  He loved me unconditionally.  I called my aunt into the room, certain she was standing right outside the door, listening to every word.
 
   “Yes, honey?” she said, looking very sheepish and wondering if she was in huge trouble.
 
   “Aunt Vickie, would you take this, please?  I don’t need it anymore.”  I handed her the shirt that I’d held onto for months and I kissed him, elated to finally be home, in Logan’s arms.
 
    
 
   Later that day I thanked my aunt for calling Logan.
 
   “I can’t take the credit for calling him,” my aunt said, grinning.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Delaney, he never left.  He followed the ambulance here.  He’s been staying in town, keeping an eye on you.  He was staying two houses down from mine.”
 
   “You knew that and you didn’t tell me?”  I asked my aunt.
 
   “I didn’t know at first, but I ran into him…a few weeks back,” she grinned, knowing she was probably in trouble with me again.
 
   I turned to Logan, “You never left?  Even after all of the horrible things I said to you?” 
 
   “I can’t honestly say I wasn’t hurt by what you said, but I knew deep down it wasn’t true.  I knew eventually you’d come to your senses.  But it was killing me staying away from you.”
 
   “I thought I was doing the right thing.  I thought I was hurting you by staying.  Your father is very convincing.”
 
   “Yes, he can be very persuasive.  Delaney, I promise you that he will never come between us again.  Now, you need to promise me that you’ll talk to me before you listen to anything he says.”
              “I know better now…he can’t scare me off again.  I can’t possibly live without you…and I’m never going to leave you again.”
 
   “I’ll never let you go.”
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen: A New Life
 
    
 
   Dr. Grey released me from the hospital two days later with strict orders of bed rest.  I had just a little over three weeks before the baby was due and I wanted to go home…to the island.
 
   “Why don’t you both just stay with us until the baby comes?” my mom pleaded.
 
   “I love you Mom, I do, but I want to go home.  And my home is with Logan.”
 
   “But when am I going to see you again?” my mom asked.
 
   “You have an open invitation at our home, Sarah.  You’re welcome anytime!” Logan told my mom.
 
   “Thank you.  So I can come when you have the baby?”
 
   “You can come now if you’d like,” he said, sincerely.
 
   “I think you two need some time alone.  But I’d love to come and help with the baby.”
 
   “You’re being very understanding of everything, Mom.  Thank you,” I said, not sure what prompted this new and improved version of the mother I once had.
 
   “Why wouldn’t I be?  He makes you happy and he loves you,” she said, hugging Logan.  He smiled and I knew he was so happy to be accepted by my family.
 
   “But, you don’t mind that we’ll be…living together?”  Making certain she knew that we were sharing more than a platonic relationship.
 
   “Why should I?  You’re really in no condition for…anything, right now, anyway,” she blushed at her own statement.
 
   I leaned over and whispered in Logan’s ear, “Wanna bet?” he almost choked on his drink.
 
   “You are getting married soon, right?” she asked, raising her eyebrows with a knowing grin.  Now this was the mother I remembered.
 
   “If she’ll have me,” he said, and turned to me.
 
   “You know I will; the second your divorce is final.”  
 
   “The second it’s final?” he asked.
 
   “Yes!” I said, and kissed him.
 
   “Good, then how’s today?” he smiled.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I’m officially divorced as of today.”
 
   “You’re all mine, now?”
 
   “I’ve always been yours, but now we can make it official.”
 
   “As soon as we have the baby…”
“No.  I don’t want to wait.  I want it to be official before we have the 
 
   baby.  I want you both to have my name.  I love you.  Please marry me, today,” he asked, actually bending down on one knee.  I could hear my mother sniffling behind us.
 
   “I’d marry you this second, but we have to have blood tests, and a license.”
 
   “Done.”
 
   “I didn’t have a blood…”
 
   “Um, I thought since they were taking your blood, anyway,” he grinned.
 
   “You’re crazy.”  
 
   “For you.  Well, what do you say?”
 
   “I’m assuming that there’s a minister waiting for us, somewhere?”
 
   “Down the hall.”
 
   “I don’t have anything to…” I didn’t finish my sentence before my aunt walked in carrying a dress draped over her arm, “White?  Really?” I said, patting my over-grown belly.
 
   “Just go with it,” she smiled.
 
   “Delaney, I know this isn’t your dream wedding, but I just want to make it official, for now.  We can have a huge wedding with all the trimmings.  Anything you want…after we have the baby.  This means a lot to me.”
 
   “What are we waiting for?” I said excitedly, grabbing the dress from my aunt.
 
   He kissed me and said, “I’ll see you down the hall.”
 
   “I’ll be the one waddling down the aisle,” I grinned.
 
   I walked into the bathroom, slipped into the dress and stepped back into my room.
 
   “You look beautiful, honey,” my mother and aunt said in unison.
 
   “Aunt Vickie, would you be my maid of honor?”
 
   “Oh, thank you, I’m touched.  But, I think there’s someone else here that already holds that title.”
 
   Molly walked in then, hugged me and handed me a bouquet of roses.  “I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” she said when she saw that I was speechless.  
 
   “Thank you, Molly!  I can’t believe this is happening,” I said, praying it wasn’t all a dream.
 
   “Here honey, you can wear your diamond earrings.  They’ll be perfect with the dress.  They’re pretty new, so…now all you need is something old, something borrowed and something blue,” my aunt said.  “We really should have thought about this a little earlier, but Logan didn’t give us much notice,” my aunt said, grinning.
 
   “I have everything I need.  This is hardly a traditional wedding, anyway.”
 
   “But, it’s good luck.  It’s supposed to ensure a happy life together,” my mom said.
 
   “Logan is all I need to be happy,” realizing I wasn’t the least bit nervous about marrying him.
 
   “Well, your dream man is in the other room waiting for his bride.  What are you waiting for?” Molly asked, grinning.  “Follow my lead,” she said and headed down the hall.
 
   I walked out of the room and the nurses and doctors all applauded.  “You can walk down the aisle and say, I do, and then it’s off your feet,” Dr. Grey said, and then added, “I’m so happy for you.”
 
   My dad met me at the door of the chapel, wearing a tux.  “Thank you, Dad,” I said, hugging him.
 
   “You’re sure about this?” he asked, giving me a chance to back out.
 
   “I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life,” I said, smiling up at him. 
 
   “Okay, I believe they’re playing your song.”  
 
   I took his arm and he led me into the little chapel.  It was full of friends and family.  There were flowers everywhere, and as I looked up at the altar to find Logan, I saw his best man.  Brian was smiling at me, urging me on with his eyes.  I was crying by the time I made it to the front of the chapel.  Although it was also not a traditional act, I hugged the best man, “Thank you, Brian.  You don’t know how much this means to me.”
 
   “You deserve to be happy,” Brian said and gave my hand to Logan.  My dad kissed my cheek and I stood proudly by Logan’s side as the minister began to speak.  He was told to make it brief; doctors’ orders.  But as he got to the part about rings, I realized I didn’t have a ring for Logan.  He sensed my anxiety and whispered, “You can pick one out later and give it to me at our next wedding.”
 
   He had thought of everything and when he slipped my ring onto my finger, he said, “This was my mother’s.  I hope it’s okay?  We can get you something else later, if you want.”
 
    “It’s perfect.  I love it.  I’ll never take it off.”
 
   He smiled as we were pronounced Husband and Wife and I was finally kissing him.  The room broke into applause as the minister introduced us as Mr. and Mrs. Logan Barnett.
 
   Everyone was hugging me and passing me around.  Even my brother was happy for me.  I was still thanking everyone for coming when I turned and saw Christine.  I was so touched that she came.  I hugged her and before I knew it, I was pulled into a wheel chair.  “I can walk!” I said, fighting to stand up.
 
   “No way, you’ve been on your feet long enough.  Bed rest, Mrs. Barnett, remember?” Logan said. 
 
   “Bed rest, huh? Whatever you say, Mr. Barnett,” I said, grinning at him.
 
   I talked to Molly and Brian for a few minutes, and they looked very happy together.  Molly whispered in my ear, “I expect you to be my maid of honor next June, okay?” she grinned.
 
   “Really?  I would love that!  I’m so happy for you!”
 
   “And yeah, it’s better than I expected,” she actually blushed.  I hugged both of them, but didn’t kiss Brian, remembering Molly’s threat.  
 
   We said our goodbyes and before I knew it, we were on a helicopter flying home to the island.  
 
   “A helicopter…is this really necessary?” I asked.
 
   “You need to get home safely and I didn’t want you to taking a rough boat trip.  Just sit back and enjoy the view.  Look, there’s our island,” he said, pointing out the left side of the helicopter.
 
   “We’re home,” I smiled.
 
    
 
   The weeks passed with frequent visits from my mother and aunt.  Even my brother made a couple of appearances, thrilled to have a rich brother-in-law.  Logan had set up the most gorgeous nursery and he beamed when he showed it to me.  It was right next to our room and it was all done in pink.  “Pouty pink, rose pink, pale pink, shell pink,” he said, showing me around the room, naming things off, one by one by their color.   He was so sweet and I had to keep from laughing and hurting his feelings, so I listened intently while he showed off all of his hard work.  
 
   “Thank you.  She’s going to love it.  I love it!  I love you!” I said, and kissed him.
 
    
 
   I had made quite a bit of money while working for my aunt and I knew what I wanted to do with it.  I wanted to buy Logan a wedding ring.  My aunt provided the perfect escape one day for me and took me shopping.  It was wonderful being out of bed.  “You need to hurry and find a ring so you can get back to bed.  I don’t want to be responsible if Logan finds out you’re up,” my aunt said.
 
   “He’s out running errands.  I gave him tons of things to do.  He won’t be home for hours.  It’s now or never,” I told her.
 
   I found the perfect ring.  It actually came very close to matching mine.  I was ecstatic and couldn’t wait to get home to give it to him.  I paid for it and we left the shop, only to find Logan standing across the street, leaning up against his car.  He was instantly by my side.  “Hi, what are you doing here?”  I asked sheepishly, knowing I was in deep trouble.
 
   “I could ask you the same thing!” he said, looking a bit angry.
 
   “She made me do it!” my aunt said, telling on me, yet again.
 
   “I thought we were allies?” I said to my aunt.
 
   “We are, but I can’t lie to him,” she said, then whispered, “I mean look at him.  Who could lie to those eyes?”
 
   “Tell me about it,” I said, certain Logan and I were soon to have our first fight.  
 
   He picked me up then and carried me to the car.
 
   “Put me down.  You’re going to break your back,” I said, reminding him I was a bit over my usual 110 pounds.
 
   “We’ll talk at home,” he said through gritted teeth.
 
   He was friendly and polite to my aunt, but she sensed that we needed to talk privately, so she took an early ferry home, leaving me to deal with his wrath.
 
   “I don’t understand you, Delaney.  Do you want to end up back in the hospital?” he ranted, pacing the floor.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Then, what was so important that you had to go to town for today?” he asked, accusingly.
 
   “This,” I said, pulling the box out of my purse.
 
   “What is that?” he asked, still irritated.
 
   “Open it,” I said, handing it to him.
 
   He opened the box and I saw immediate remorse on his face.  “Delaney, it’s beautiful.  Thank you.  But you didn’t have to do this now.  We can’t have our wedding until later, anyway.”
 
   “I had my wedding.  It was everything I wanted, with one exception.”
 
   “What’s that?”
              “I didn’t have a ring for you.  Now it’s perfect,” I said, and put the ring on his finger and kissed him.
 
   His anger melted and all was forgiven.  Although he refused to leave my side for even a second from that moment on…not that I minded.
 
    
 
   I was blissfully happy being Mrs. Barnett and we spent our days talking, watching movies and sometimes he’d read to me.  Family and friends visited frequently.  It was a perfect life.  The only complaint I had was that although I was on bed rest, we weren’t allowed to make love.  Not that I didn’t try to persuade him.  
 
   “Delaney, we have the rest of our lives.  It’s only a while longer.  We can wait,” he said, during one of my many attempts to entice him.
 
   I was completely frustrated and wanted my husband, but he refused all of my advances.  “Logan, can we just ignore doctors’ orders for one night?  This, by all rights should be our honeymoon,” I said one night, weeks after we were married.
 
   “You know the answer to that question,” he said, and turned on the TV.
 
   I turned the television off and said, “Don’t you want me?  I know I’m not very attractive right now, but I really need you.”
 
   “You think I don’t want you?  Oh God, Delaney, you are beautiful and I always want you.  I’m only staying away because you’re much too tempting and I just don’t want to hurt you…or the baby.”
 
   “The baby is due now, Logan.  What’s the worst that could happen?” 
 
   “I don’t even want think about the worst that could happen.  We’re waiting!” he said emphatically.
 
   “I was only on bed rest to prevent early labor, but I’m due now.  There’s no more risk of early labor.  Please, for me?” I said, snuggling up to him in bed.
 
   “You’re making me crazy.  Dr. Branson said no, and we need to listen to him,” he said, but I could see his resolve diminishing, so I took advantage of the situation.
 
   I straddled him, which in my condition was no easy task.  “That was weeks ago.  We’ve been good.  Don’t you think we should be rewarded?  The baby is due in three days; and then it’s going to be weeks before we can be together.  It’s now or never.  I want my husband,” I said, pulling off my nightshirt.
 
   He was breathing hard, and I thought I had him, but he said, “NO!” and then he gently rolled me off of him and got out of bed.
 
   “Where are you going?” I asked, stung by his rejection.
 
   “I’m going to the couch…or jogging, I’m not sure yet,” he said angrily while grabbing a pillow.
 
   “Don’t leave, please.  I’m sorry,” I said, pulling back the blankets.
 
   “Delaney, I love you and I don’t want to hurt you.  If it’s going to be too difficult for us to share a bed, then I better go to the other room.  You decide,” he said, standing next to the bed, breathing hard.
 
   I looked up at him, knowing he only wanted what was best for me and the baby.  I gave in, “I’ll be good.  I promise.  Don’t leave, I need you.”
 
   “I’ll never leave you.  Do you honestly think this isn’t killing me, too?  It’s even worse than before, because now I know what I’m missing.  But I can’t risk hurting either of you.  We have the rest of our lives to be together.  Please understand.  We’re waiting!”
 
   “I don’t want to wait anymore.  We’ve been married for weeks now.  Please?” I asked, with one more attempt at persuading him, but knowing I was pushing him.
 
   He sat down next to me and said, “Delaney, I love you.  But, I can’t.  My mom died in childbirth, remember?  Please understand…I can’t risk hurting you.”
 
   “I do.  I understand.  I’m sorry,” I said and snuggled into his side.  I laid my head on his chest and breathed in his scent.  This did nothing to quell my desire.  I knew I wasn’t going to win, but I had such an over-whelming need for him.  I lay there, holding onto him and the tears streamed silently down my cheek.  I never made a sound, but whether he felt the tears on his chest or just sensed my need, he sighed and pulled my face up to his and kissed me.
 
   He pulled me into his arms then, against his better judgment, and although I was hugely pregnant at this point, we managed just fine.  He was so tender and gentle with me and we fell asleep in each other’s arms, finally content.  
 
   I woke up sometime later with the beginnings of what felt like menstrual cramps and a horrible backache.  I refused to wake Logan for fear he’d never touch me again, so I ignored it, waiting for the pain to go away.  I laid there, willing the pain away when I felt a sudden gush of fluid.  I panicked, thinking I was bleeding again.  I made it to the bathroom and realized there wasn’t any blood, but that my water had broken.  The next pain hit me hard and I cried out.  
 
   “Delaney, what is it?” Logan asked, instantly at my side.
 
   “Um, give me a minute,” I said, bent over, breathing through my contraction.  When it subsided I said, “My water broke.  I’m in labor.  I think we better go.”
 
   “I knew we shouldn’t have…”  
 
   He stopped when I looked up at him with eyes that said ‘this is really not the right time for a lecture.’
 
   “I think I better call your mom,” he said, as another pain hit me.
 
   “I don’t…think…we have time…”
 
    
 
   Logan drove me to the hospital in record time, while I focused on breathing through each contraction.  “You’re doing great, Delaney.  Just keep breathing,” he said, nervously.
 
   “I am…breathing!  I’m scared.  This really hurts.  Oh, no, not again…” I said as another pain hit me hard.
 
   Logan stopped the car at the entrance to the hospital, took my hand and said, “Delaney, you’re the strongest, bravest young woman I’ve ever met.  You can do this, I know you can.  I’ll be with you every second,” Logan said with such love and sincerity, I instantly started to relax.
 
   “Okay, okay…I’m ready,” I said, breathing through another contraction. 
 
    
 
   True to his word, Logan didn’t leave my side for a second.  He breathed through every contraction with me, rubbed my back, held my hand, wiped my brow and held my hair back while I vomited.
 
   “I really should call your mom,” Logan said, just as another contraction hit me.
 
   “Nooooo, don’t leave me,” I screamed, squeezing his hand with a vise-like grip.
 
   “I’m not going anywhere!” Logan said, kissing my tightly gripped hand.
 
   A few minutes later I was pushing and before I knew it, I was holding our daughter.
 
   “She’s as beautiful as her mother,” Logan said, touching her tiny cheek with his finger.
 
   “Thank you…for everything,” I said, reaching up to kiss him.
 
   “I guess we better think of a name for her,” he said.
 
   “She has one.  I already filled out the birth certificate.  I hope you don’t mind?” I said.
 
   “Oh?  No, it’s fine, I guess,” he said, looking more than a little hurt that he didn’t have any say in the choice of our daughter’s name.
 
   I started to hand her to him, and he looked a little nervous, so I said, “Elizabeth, tell your Daddy that he’s not going to break you.”
 
   “Elizabeth?” he asked, quietly.
 
   “Elizabeth Christine Barnett, if that’s okay with you?” I said, happy to be finally giving him a gift for a change.
 
   “I know my mother would love that, it’s perfect,” he said, taking his daughter from me.  He kissed the top of her head and said, “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   That was our last quiet moment together, as our friends and family descended to shower us with gifts and to fight over who was going to hold the baby next.  The party continued at our house and as happy as I was to have my family and friends share in our joy, I couldn’t wait for everyone to leave.  My mother took one look at her granddaughter and instantly forgave me for not being at the delivery, even though we told her time and time again that she would have never made it in time.  
 
   My mom stayed for a few weeks and I was grateful for the help, but as we finally said our last goodbye to my mother, I closed the door and leaned against it, breathing a sigh of relief.
 
   I nursed Elizabeth and then laid her down in her beautiful pink crib.  Duchess had now taken up residence at Elizabeth’s side, obviously smitten with the baby.  I turned to my husband, the man I had loved since the first day I saw him and said, “I always thought that going to the grad party was the biggest mistake of my life.  But right now, I realize it was the best thing that ever happened to me.”  I knew with absolute certainty that love at first sight was possible.  It had happened twice for me, once with Logan and again with our daughter.
 
   Logan kissed me, and as we stared down at our sleeping baby, he said, “You know, maybe Brian and I shouldn’t have been so hard on Chad, after all,” we laughed and then Logan chased me into our bedroom…
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
   The month’s passed with interminable bliss.  Logan asked me repeatedly where I wanted to go for a honeymoon.  My answer was always the same, “We’ve been on a honeymoon since we’ve been married.  I couldn’t be happier anywhere in the world.  Where else would I want to go?  This is where I want to be!” I smiled up at him as we walked along the beach.
 
   I was holding Duchess’ leash and Logan was carrying Elizabeth in his arms, as usual.  He had rarely put her down since she was born.  He was such a wonderful, doting dad; the absolute opposite of his own father.  I knew that it wasn’t because he felt he had to prove that he wasn’t like his father, but that he truly adored his daughter.
 
   We walked along, happy in our own thoughts.  Elizabeth was cooing happily in her dad’s arms.  We stopped to look at the water and I sighed once again at the realization that I couldn’t possibly be any happier.
 
   The elderly couple that we had met on the beach almost a year earlier appeared just then.  “Oh, you had the baby.  She’s just beautiful,” the woman said, grinning and taking Elizabeth’s hand.
 
   “Thank you,” I said, smiling.
 
   “What’s her name?” she asked.
 
   “Elizabeth,” Logan said proudly, thrilled that I had honored his mother’s name.
 
   She looked at Elizabeth and then up at Logan thoughtfully.  I started to tense, thinking she might guess that Logan wasn’t Elizabeth’s biological father, but she just smiled and said, “I knew you two would have beautiful children.”
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief.  
 
   “When’s the next one due, dear?” she asked me.  
 
   I smiled back at her with a knowing grin.  I looked up at Logan and said, “Oh, in about seven months.”
 
   He took a deep breath and said, “Really?”
 
   “I was going to tell you over dinner tonight…peanut butter, jelly and bacon sandwiches,” I smiled and he kissed me passionately, cradling Elizabeth gently between us.  
 
   The elderly couple giggled and I heard her say, “Jim, didn’t I tell you they’d have beautiful children?”
 
   “Yes you did, dear.  Yes you did,” he said as they wandered off, leaving us to our bliss.
 
    
 
   About the Author
 
    
 
   Kimberly Schwartzmiller is a wife, a mother of two, and a Registered Nurse in the obstetrics department.  She makes her home with her family and a plethora of pets in Northwest Montana.  An avid reader as well as a writer, she spends many late hours at the computer.
 
    
 
  cover.jpeg
PARKER’S






