ybe things will actually go my way for once..

I felt my phone vibrate..my eyes darting to the
screen as | clicked on Penny's name and read the

message quickly.

‘Friend. she only sees me as a friend." | breathed
out and that's when relief flooded through me.

Thank God! For a moment there | thought she was
going to say yes..then there wasn't s**t | could do

to push this off any longer.

I quickly typed back that | understood and threw
my phone onto the couch beside me.

Now there is nothing Ronan can say..I'm still safe
- and | don't have to do s**t.

 knew Penny didn't like me..I've always |







her go..I know my place in this world.

"Boys! Dinners here!l" Mrs. McNeal called out,
making Ronan's face light up as he slapped my
back before nodding towards the door.

“Come on, let's go eat. Then maybe we can get my
dad to shoot some hoops with us later."

I nodded once before standing and following
Ronan out, my hands slipping into my pockets as |
noticed Dylan coming down from the other side of

the hallway towards us.

“"How was the party Dyl?" Ro asked, making Dylan
shrug, his eyes darting towards me before he

quickly slipped his own hands into his pockets as
well.
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_ o stifle a Iaugh as 6Ylaﬂ;g ave g ' I
a bored look.

“They had a freaking giraffe Ro..is that normal te 4
you?" Dylan muttered, making Ronan blink his eyesz_‘ ;j!
rapidly before glancing towards me as | just
shrugged.

‘Okay..that is a little much.." He admitted.

‘Thank you! See!" Dylan exclaimed as we walked
downstairs and headed for the dining room.

| felt my eyes wandering the house, looking for
any signs of her as that beautiful laughter
suddenly drifted towards me.

Then we turned the corner and | swear all three of
us came to an abrupt stop.

‘What the hell are you wearing Mil?!"

| Dylan' Language!" Mrs. McNe'




%practically glow.

**k me..

I tried so damn hard not to stare..but | couldn’t
look away..

The dress went to the spot just above her knees,
revealing the start of her thighs as | swallowed
hard in response.

| think she looks beautiful.” Mrs. McNeal stated
firmly, her eyes narrowing at Dylan as he just let
out a sigh and walked further into the kitchen.

“So..what's the occasion? You're not going on a
date..are you?' Ronan asked suspiciously and |
swear | almost started to choke.




handing one to me.

“He was talking to your Uncle Carson about that
camping trip in a few weeks." Mrs. McNeal
explained while taking out a couple of burgers
from the paper bags infront of her,

‘Oh sweet..Uncle Jack is bringing the jetski right
mom?" Dylan asked excitedly while | couldn't help

but peek up at Millie.

| watched as her hand slid across the counter
towards the burgers..the way her palms moved so
slowly made my lips part as | tried not to gawk at

her right now..

How the hell can she look even more beautiful
than this morning? | didn't think it was possible.

Dylan Ronan and their mom aII contmue




eyes glance down as the most adorable pout ﬁlle'
her lips..

Then | saw her peek up at me, clear
embarrassment filling her face as | tried not to
show the effect she had on me..| lowered my arm
beneath the counter, my hand balling into a tight
fist as | focused all of my energy on that...that
always worked, even when | was a kid.

L1 think | will change..| don't want to ruin my
dress." She rushed out to her mom and hopped
from the stool before running towards the stairs
and quickly disappeared.

‘Do you think she is talking to a boy or
something?" Ronan suddenly asked his mom,
making her shrug.

"Who's talking to a boy? Mlllle"l" Mr,




cer 'ainly cantalktoa boy" Mr. McNeaI added
a blg smirk, making Mrs. McNeal slap his chest
before shaking her head in disbelief.

| know Mr. McNeal is partly joking..but | also know
he isn't..and that's why | understand that nothing
would ever come of these stupid thoughts that
have consumed my mind for the past ten years..|
would never be good enough for Millie.

That's why | have to view her only like a
sister...then | won't do anything stupid..but why the
hell is that becoming harder and harder to do?

@ Megan Elisabeth

Poor poor Adrian..he will never look at a
cheeseburger the same again..




