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Dillon is the hottest
craze at school - at least he feels like the hottest craze. Why?
Because he has been dating the most wonderful female in his world.
Her name is Abby. Dillon and she have been dating for a steady
three months. School used to be a ball and chain event for Dillon,
simply because it was simply paid-for mind labour. But Abby has a
way in making a smile work like a time machine. Classes come and go
quickly when her smile is absent - but when her smile is gleaming
inside of Dillon’s eyes, time freezes.

 


As Dillon walks into
school one day with the birds singing to the shining sun that is
spraying gold diamonds of light behind his back, he is greeted by
Abby who is dressed in the classic uniform - but looking a little
more sophisticated, a little different. Dillon briefly wonders what
it is that makes her look so ogle worthy, but then he shrugs the
thought off his mind. He doesn’t care about the mathematics he just
cares about being able to see her.

 


“Dillon!
Dillon!” Abby cries as she waves her arm about the top of her head
while she starts into a slow run.

 


Dillon stops
and patiently waits for Abby to complete her run as she darts
towards him like a lover whose stove is on hot flame.

 


“Hey, what’s so
important?” Dillon asks causally as he leans his side against a
brick wall.

 


“I came to talk
to you about something important. It’s about what you said at lunch
yesterday.” Abby begins as her smile gleams white before his
eyes.

 


“Oh?” Dillon
murmurs as his mind traces on the words of love he had copied from
a page of poetry that had been pasted on the Internet. True, they
weren’t his exactly - but the love was there inside of his
saccharine heart.

 


“Um…I don’t
know how to say this but…” Abby begins biting her lower lip as a
wave of bashfulness hits her.

 


Dillon almost
shudders with delight. He suddenly wants his very own teeth to be
holding her luscious lip inside of his own - so he clears his
throat and conjures up the right words in order to urge Abby to
hurry on so that they can stop the yakking as soon as humanely
possible, and move on to start a little light-hearted play.

 


“Look just say
what you have to - but first let me say something; I meant every
word, I do love you. Perhaps I should have said it sooner then you
would know that these past few months have been one of the greatest
times in my life so far. I truly do love the time I’ve spent
floating with you, you’ve given me wings. No other could have done
that Abby.” Dillon voices as he puts his desires aside for a second
while he still has enough brains to think about anything but hot,
ravenous, kissing.

 


“That’s great!”
Abby exclaims with a giggle on the side in order to break the
nervous tension that she feels.

 


“Hey Abby are
you still coming for dinner tonight?!” James shouts from behind
Abby as he waits for her with school bag in hand.

 


“Dinner?”
Dillon repeats flatly as he stares at Abby with a confused soul.
“You’re going over to that jerk James’s for dinner?”

 


“I was going to
tell you…” Abby begins as she starts to fidget with her delicate
hands that are tipped with a perfect French manicure.

 


“Tell me what?”
Dillon asks, keen to look at her classic lovers hands that are
softer then feathers - but too angry to bother.

 


“James as been
my lover for six months.” Abby voices in one huff of breath.

 


“What?!” Dillon
exclaims suddenly very alarmed.

 


“Don’t get
angry!” Abby scolds as she throws a stern frown Dillon’s way.

 


“But what about
us? Didn’t anything we did together mean anything to you?” Dillon
asks, too afraid to ask the question, ‘“Why didn’t you tell me you
were already dating someone else before I brought you a six
thousand dollar necklace in celebration of our love?!’”

 


“Yes, of course
it did - that’s why I’d love for us to stay friends.” Abby soothes
as she gently places a hand on Dillon’s hot-tempered shoulder.

 


“Friends?”
Dillon repeats suddenly disgusted that his love could be seen as
the type that can be downsized into the form of friendship.



 


“Yes.” Abby
murmurs as she gives his hot shoulder a brief rub. “I’m sorry about
this, I really am. I shouldn’t have led you on for so long, and I
really shouldn’t have slept with you… but that’s all in the past
now - nothing can change what he have done or take back what we
have shared. So all I can say now is how much I’d really love for
us to be friends from now on. What do you say huh?” She coos as she
batts butterfly lashes at him.

 


Dillon stands
still steaming under his senior jacket, wanting to say, ‘I never
want to see you again! Now get out of my sight before I do
something fiendishly unnatural!” But he knows that he will crack
inside if he never sees Abby again, and so he clamps his hot tongue
in-between his teeth. Like an angel she floated into his life, and
now that she was in it he could not bare let her go. Even if he
were just her friend - he’d rather be that then nothing at all.

 


“Ok.” Dillon
says in agreement his words coated in a tone so flat that he is
truly amazed when Abby next rebounds upon it with the vibrant
energy of someone who has just won lottery.

 


“Great! Listen,
why don’t you come over my place tomorrow? My little sister
Phillipa is having a birthday party. She really wants to meet you,
and who knows perhaps you two could get something going on.” Abby
murmurs with a deviously sweet smile.

 


“Abby I’m not
going to wait forever!” James shouts as he taps at his watch with a
pointed forefinger.

 


“Well I’m going
to go. See you at the party?” Abby asks as her feet back away from
Dillon one step at a time.

 


“Sure…what
time?” Dillon asks too low to think of any other response.

 


“Five o’clock.
See you there!!” Abby cries out with a wave before she turns and
darts towards James with the energy of a rabbit.

 


Dillon watches
Abby run towards her lover and scowls as she greets him with a
siren’s kiss. He sullenly watches as they then clasp hands and walk
away like a starry eyed couple on channel fours soap sitcom “Lovers
Lane”. Dillon almost hears his heart rip in two, and feels the
birds disappear around him as the sun slinks behind a group of
gathering clouds. In his mind he knows that Abby has just played
him for a fool, and he feels like he has been cut off the board of
“macho man”, and pasted onto the board of “serving sister”. Dillon
rolls his eyes and moves to the back oval where he can cloud gaze
the day away before school releases its call to beckon him to his
educational cell.
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“Hey Betty!”
Phillipa exclaims as she opens the balloon-lined door.

 


“Hi Phillipa!
Happy Birthday!” Betty cheers as she hands over a birthday present
wrapped in striped gift-wrap.

 


“Oh, thankyou!
Come in!” Phillipa cries as she takes Betty’s hand and pulls her
in. “Guess who came?” She immediately questions as she jumps up and
down from all of the excitement that is bubbling like shaken soda
inside of her belly.

 


“Uhmm…” Betty
murmurs unprepared for such a mind-puzzling question.

 


“Dillon!”
Phillipa bursts with exhilaration “We’ve been introduced, and he
has agreed to stay for the whole sleepover!” She spills as her lips
tremble with glee.

 


“Hang on – he’s
staying?” Betty questions with a frown as her insides cringe
on having an older guy lingering around, sourly clogging up the
bright festivities of an otherwise all-girl party.

 


“Yeah! And
hopefully by tomorrow we’ll be going out!” Phillipa exclaims so
animated from joy that she almost crushes Betty’s present within
her overexcited hands.

 


“You’re not
serious!” Betty voices whilst feeling a tinge of concern over
Phillipa’s serious derangement.

 


“I’m always
serious when it comes to Dillon.” Phillipa retorts as she casts a
serious frown Betty’s way in order to stamp down upon the silent
ideal that she is somehow deluded.

 


“Doesn’t he go
out with your sister though?” Betty inquires with an equally
serious frown.

 


“Not
anymore...” Phillipa sings with a blush as a smile stretches upon
her suddenly thoughtful face.

 


Phillipa opens
the door to her bedroom. Inside sits a Phillipa’s closest friends
Cara, Kay, Amber, and Sara as they huddle together sharing bowls of
snack food. Dillon is also there sitting a little off to the side
and eating a plate of cold wedges as he watches the girls play
truth or dare.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/7047
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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