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John B started relaying his plan.

"Oh, great. One of us is going to get killed."

"Trust me, dude."

I glared at John B.

A er a quick pit stop for a suit for JJ and a dress for me, we pulled the

HMS Pogue up on the sand.

"You ready?" JJ asked, and I nodded.

"Can you believe this Midsummer shit, man?" John B asked, and I

rolled my eyes.

"Of course I can. Happens every year. No matter how screwed up the

rest of us are."

"At least it's good for Pope's dad?" I tried to be optimistic, but the

guys just glared at me.

We started walking towards the beautifully lit up building.

"So, like, what's the plan, exactly?"

John B seemed to leave out a few key details.

"You two are going to go in there and give this to Sarah."

I watched as John B handed JJ a piece of paper.

"Ooh! Can I read it?"

"No, you can't read it."

I watched as JJ read it.

"Who's Vlad?"

"God, do you ever listen?"

My face broke out into an unbelieving smile as I walked in front and

turned to face my brother.

"Hang on. Are you macking Sarah Cameron?"

"Would you shut up?"

"Oh, my God. You're macking Sarah Cameron!"

"I'm doin' it for everybody, alright?"

I pursed my lips to keep a laugh from escaping and shared a look with

JJ.

"What?" John B asked, obviously defensive.

"Nothin'. Thanks for being a team player, bro."

I laughed before reaching into JJ's backpack for my dress.

I slipped it over my clothes before pulling down my shorts, letting the

dress cover me. My t-shirt was a bit harder, but I managed without

giving JJ, my brother, and any bystanders a peep show. 

The dress, purchased from a second hand thri  shop, was a navy

blue, maxi dress with a halter top that exposed my back, the straps of

my swimsuit showed, but I only had so much time to try on dresses

before John B said we had to go.

I pulled my hair down from the pony tail, tried to floof it and make it

look presentable, and walked up to the boys.

"Ready?"

JJ was stepping into his shoes. I could barely make out his suit in the

darkness on the beach, but he straightened up from tying his shoes

before looping my arm through his.

"Ready."

The two of us walked up to the country club, and I began stumbling

and giggling, beginning our plan of action.

JJ put on an annoyed look as we approached the security guard.

"I keep finding glasses and drunkies half way down the beach," he

said, glaring at the dude. "Do me a favor, try to keep 'em corralled,

will ya? I thought you were security."

We stepped up onto the porch with nothing but a confused look from

the guy, and once we rounded the corner, I straightened up.

"Okay, part one, infiltration, done," I said, smiling up at JJ.

Now that we were in the light, I could see how handsome he looked

in his little uniform.

"Part two, find Sara Cameron, is a go."

JJ and I began walking through the party, and I couldn't help but

admire the scene. There were fairy lights and flowers hanging from

the ceiling, and so  acoustic music was playing though the building. I

would've thought it romantic under di erent circumstances.

I slapped JJ on the chest and pulled myself out of his arm when I saw

a familiar face smiling and jumping on the dance floor.

"Sarah Cameron, located."

I turned to look for JJ, but he was gone from my side.

My eyes went wide, and I tried to stand on my tip-toes to find him, but

I found someone else instead.

Rafe Cameron.

He walked right up to me, a drink in his hand and a smirk on his face.

"What are you doing here, Pogue?"

I raised my chin as I looked him in the eye.

"I'm here with Kiara."

The lie slipped smoothly out of my mouth, and I knew I'd been

hanging out with JJ too much.

"Uh huh, and where is she?"

I sco ed.

"That's who I was looking for, dipshit."

He smiled and walked closer, making me take a few steps back.

"You better watch your mouth, Pogue. I could do all sorts of things to

you and get away with it."

My confidence drained, and my breathing picked up as he whispered

in my ear.

"Kiara's by the punch bowl."

He walked away, and I took a deep breath before turning back

towards the dance floor to find Sarah. I found Sarah dancing with her

sister, seeing JJ talking to an older guy. I nodded my head towards

the dancing girl, and he smiled, pulling John B's note from his

pocket.

I watched at he tapped her on the shoulder and began dancing

around her. He held out the note and handed it to her. He pointed at

her, told her to read it, and turned back towards me. He grabbed my

hand, and we began to leave, but Rafe and Kelce stopped us.

The Cameron grabbed JJ by the shoulders, and I sent Kelce a deadly

glare.

"I'm wonderin' if you could get me a mai tai, my friend."

"Yeah Pogue, how about you make that two?"

JJ squeezed my hand.

"Yeah well I'm on the clock right now. You guys look spi y, but you

know, uh, I got a couple of orders ahead of you, and I have to show

this beautiful lady to the restroom, so why don't you guys just go

ahead and wait by the bar?"

I squeezed JJ's hand.

"No, we're going to make sure you make our drinks right."

"Well, I have a few orders in front of you, so it might be a few minutes.

Until then, help yourselves to some hors d'oeuvres," JJ said,

motioning to a the table behind them.

When they turned, he started pulling me towards the doors leading

inside, but Rafe and Kelce followed a er us, and Rafe motioned for

more Kooks.

"Part three, escape, is a go," I whispered to JJ as three other guys

joined us.

"Well, here are the hors d'oeuvres, right here. I'll be right back, okay?"

JJ opened the door, and we started running as soon as we were

through, the five Kooks chasing a er us.

We dodged around a table, and I kicked a chair into their path,

making it harder for them to follow us.

We sprinted through the dining room and then through the sitting

room, almost running into a woman coming out of the bathroom.

JJ pulled me into the mens' locker room.

I screeched when I saw a guy standing at one of the urinals, and JJ

tried opening the stall doors.

"Hey, man. I'm taking a shit!"

"Sorry! Sorry! We just really gotta go."

He pulled us into the part with the actual lockers, but Rafe appeared

out of nowhere.

"Hey, man, what are you doin' in the locker room? Especially with

your lady friend?"

I pulled JJ back the way we came, only to run right into one of the

other Kooks.

The guy shoved JJ hard in the chest, causing him to bump back into

Rafe and let go of my hand.

"Hey, wow that's a cute outfit."

The guy who shoved JJ, grabbed my bicep.

"I know, right? It's like they coordinated or something," I added,

noticing all the pastel colored suits.

"Shut up!"

Rafe shoved JJ into Kelce who immediately put him into a head lock.

"Let him go!"

I tried to rush in, but Mr. Broad Shoulders squeezed down on my

bicep.

"Hold him still. What, what do you think? A four iron, right? Keep his

head still. I'm gonna line this up."

"Very Rafe of you. Five on two, you piece of shit!"

Rafe slowly turned toward me. He lumbered up to me, and I had to

tilt my head back to look him in the eye.

"Someone ought to teach you some manners."

I cried out as Rafe grabbed me from Shoulders and pushed me into

the lockers on the other side of the room.

"Hey!"

Rafe put a hand on my shoulder, pushing me into the lockers and

keeping me from moving. I could hear JJ struggling and looked over

to see his face was red.

Rafe roughly grabbed my chin, and made me look at him.

"Rule one, look at someone when they're talking to you."

I spat in his face.

He used his free hand to wipe o  his cheek.

"Don't you remember what happened last time you did that?" He

growled.

"Yeah, it went something like this."

I brought my knee up as hard and as fast as I could, hitting him where

the sun don't shine. He doubled over, and I brought my knee up

again, hitting him in the nose. I shoved him away from me, but before

I could run, Shoulders came up and wrapped me in a bear hug from

behind.

"I'm not much of a hugger, dude."

I struggled in his grip but froze when Rafe righted himself.

"I'm gonna take that out on your friend, here."

My eyes widened as he turned to JJ. He leaned towards him with his

hands on his thighs.

"Your face looks really bad. Starting to look like your dad a lot more."

JJ spat in his face, causing me to smirk.

Rafe laughed before pulling back his fist, getting ready to punch him,

but another voice and the flickering lights made him pause.

"Gentlemen! And lady."

Shoulders shoved me away from him, and Kelce did the same with JJ.

"Is there a problem?"

I stepped toward JJ, grabbing onto his arm.

"Pardon me, o icer. No, there's not an issue. I just..."

He paused, brushing his wild hair away from his face.

"Actually, yes. No, there is an issue. Uh, we got a criminal trespass in

progress here. Beep! Call it in, right? Blatant disrespect for private

property. The two of us are in violation of all kinds of shit, sir."

Okay, so we're going with that.

"But these young gentlemen," I add, straightening Kelce's bowtie,

and he slaps my hands away. "uh, caught us, sir, and they're about to

take us away, and that's exactly what you should do, escort us out of

here."

"You got us."

The security guy rolled his eyes and grabbed onto JJ and I by our

wrists. I pointed to Shoulders with my free hand.

"You should fix that tie, dude."

JJ pointed to Rafe.

"Wow, you're lookin' spi y, too. You PowerPu  Girls have fun."

I laughed as the guy pulled us towards the door.

"Hey, Josephine. You look pretty hot for a Pogue."

JJ pulled himself out of the security guard's grip, and I leaned down

to pull my flipflop o  my foot. The guard caught JJ, but he couldn't

get us both. a2

I chucked my shoe, hitting Rafe right in the forehead. a1

"Fuck you!"

The security guard pulled us both out of the locker room, his grip

tighter than it was before.

"Hey, safe travels back to the cut!"

"This ain't over!" JJ yelled back.

"Hey, it was really nice seein' you again, JJ!"

"Yeah, it was really nice kneeing you in the balls again, Rafe!" I yelled

just as the door shut and caught the attention of some of the nearby

party goers.

The security guard shoved JJ and I out the doors and onto the patio.

"Look, look, man, we can walk ourselves. We got legs. Can you see

that, brother?"

JJ tired to pull out of his grip, causing to the guard to have to drop my

wrist.

"I really appreciate what you did back there. Let me just walk out by

myself."

I stopped walking, JJ giving the guard enough trouble that they both

didn't notice me not walking next to them anymore.

"Jo?"

I turned at the familiar voice and smiled, seeing Kiara in a beautiful

purple dress and flowers in her hair.

"Sup?"

"What are you doing here? Was that JJ?"

I hesitated.

Kiara would not like that Sarah Cameron was involved in this.

"Uh, secret mission, and yes."

"Mr. Dunleavy, I see you got your drink. Good, that's really nice of you.

I actually gonna down that."

I laughed as JJ took the old man's glass and slung back the contents

of it, whooping once it was gone.

"It's okay, everybody! Do not panic."

I pursed my lips as everyone looked towards the blond.

"Leave it to the men and women in uniform. Let's hear it for them.

Rose! You look like Lady Liberty. It's good to see you again."

"What is he doing?"

I turned back to Kiara as we both watched JJ being dragged out

through the crowd.

"He's being JJ."

"Let go of him!"

My eyes widened as she shouted, her parents coming up and trying to

get her to be quiet.

"You can't boot him! I invited him here. I'm a member of this club."

I jumped as a hand landed on my shoulder.

"Decided to stay?"

I glared up at Rafe.

"Hey, mandatory power hour at Rixon's, Kie. Pope, you as well,

alright?"

"Get your hand o  of me."

He li ed it in surrender, a smirk on his face.

"Jo! Workers of the world unite. Throw o  your chains!"

I turned back to Rafe.

"One more thing, Rafe."

I threw a punch as hard as I could, hitting him right in the jaw.

"That's for last night, asshole!"

I ran through the crowd, people parting the way as the one-shoed,

punching Pogue got close.

JJ held out his arms a er turning away from saluting my brother, a

huge smile on his face. I couldn't help but return it as I crashed into

him, wrapping my arms around his neck. He laughed and spun us

around, calling out a 'later losers' over his shoulder before grabbing

my hand as we ran for the HMS Pogue.

Continue reading next part 
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