"Holly, shut up….I can’t breathe!” I whispered to my best friend Holly, who had been telling me a hilarious story about her summer. I had been laughing so hard I hadn’t noticed he had walked in. 

Zac. The name itself was perfection. He strode in, gave me a tiny wave, and slid into the seat to my right. I was currently having a staring contest with my desk, hoping I would be able to stop blushing long enough to look up. No luck. I turned my head an inch and looked at him. His raven coloured hair - completely natural - gleamed as it caught the light.. Zac was still taller than me, with the biggest feet I’ve ever seen. He winked at me with his dark brown eyes, so lovable. 

In many ways Zac reminded me of my German Sheppard puppy *name?*. For one, he still hadn’t grown into his feet and was prone to step on me. He also loved to play football, basketball or just run around. 

Zac? Come over here and leave that weird Goth girl alone before she kills you,” Jenny, his girlfriend, called out to him, her shrill voice louder than a fire alarm. 

I looked down at myself, dyed hair and all. Black short sleeve hoodie with a skull, elbow-length fishnet gloves, black nails, dark-blue jeans, and Converse shoes. Yup, definitely a weird goth girl that would kill him. 

Didn’t that stupid blonde know that Zac was my best friend in grade school? Didn’t she know we had been Romeo and Juliet in a previous life? Jenny was so stupid with her blonde hair, blue eyes and over powering pink clothes. 

I clenched my hand into a fist. Normally, I would get up and punch her right across her stupid little face. But Zac was there, and he was glancing over at me in an apologetic manner. For her actions. Yeah, like he could control what annoying little twit did! She just made me frustrated just by being there, her tan arms curled around him...... 

At least it was the last class, on a Friday. Fridays were the days Zac would walk home with me, alpogize for Jenny`s snickers, pranks and overall Dictator ship of my life. I consented myself with that thought, which (trust me) was the only thing stopping me from walking over there and breaking her petite little nose. 

“Jane…you okay?” Holly asked. Her flaming orange hair and emerald eyes peered at me, waiting for an answer. 

“Holly…don’t worry about me. Worry about what’s going to happen to Jenny.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of. Why does Jenny have to steal him from you? I mean-you two are-” 

“Holly, she may be my twin but I cannot stand her!” 

“Someone needs anger management classes.” Holly said, her voice high-pitched in an imitation of Jenny’s. 

I rolled my eyes. 

"Shut up." 

