Two

I was sitting outside of the school, reading, when somebody sat down on the ground beside me. 

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi,” I responded. 

“Do I know you?” he said.

“No. I’m new here,” I responded staring into my book. 

“What cha reading?”

“Pride and Prejudice.” 

“Ah. Jane Austen fan, are we?”

“Yeah. You know about Jane Austen?” I said. A guy who knows about Jane Austen? I looked up. A very cute guy that knows about Jane Austen!

“Of course! Who doesn’t know about Jane Austen?”

“I don’t know. It just seems like most guys wouldn’t know this stuff.” He has gorgeous eyes. Hell, he’s gorgeous! 

“Hmm,” he said. “Well, I guess I’m just not like those other dudes.”

“I guess so.”

“I’ll see you around,” he said, rising from his seat.

“See you,” I responded.

The bell rang and so began my first day at MHS.

I didn’t have much trouble finding my classes throughout the day, but I couldn’t seem to find the Spanish room. I finally gave up and decided to ask somebody.

“Hey,” I said to a brunette haired girl that was wearing a blue and gold MHS Crew shirt.

“Hi,” she responded. “Do I know you?”

“Um, probably not. I’m new here. My name’s Ivy.”

“Well, welcome. I’m Jade.”

“I was just wondering if you could tell me where the Spanish two room is,” I said.

“Sure! I have that next, too! Let’s walk together,” she said.

“Cool.”

Finally, lunch time rolled around.  I sat next to Jade and looked around for the boy I’d met this morning. He was sitting two tables away. 

“Who’s that?” I asked Jade, nodding my head in his direction.

“Him? In the concert tee? That’s Isaac,” Jade replied, taking a huge gulp of her Yoo-Hoo. “He’s so totally hot, but don’t bother. He doesn’t date.” She took a bite of her cookie and said, “I don’t think he’s ever had a girlfriend. He always has offers, but turns them all down.”

“Really?” I said in disbelief. How is it possible for somebody so gorgeous to not have a girl?
“Hard to believe, I know. Maybe he’s gay.”

That last comment made milk come shooting out of my nose. Jade exploded with laughter as I desperately tried to mop up the chocolate milk that was all over the table.

Suddenly, his bronze eyes were on me. He smiled at me. I used my hair as a curtain so that Jade couldn’t see me blush. It didn’t work.

“What? Why are you blushing?” she said. She turned her head in the direction I was looking. “Oh!”

I gave a shy nod.

I couldn’t get Isaac out of my mind all day. What is it about him that is so… attractive? Compelling? Fascinating? I just can’t stop thinking about him! It’s insane. 
“Hey,” said a voice. I turned around. It was Isaac.

“Uh…” I couldn’t speak.

“We met earlier. I’m Isaac,” he said. His voice was velvety smooth and made me feel comfortable at once.

“I’m Ivy,” I managed, trying not to look at those perfect bronze eyes. Jeeze, Ivy! You’re not ten! You should know how to talk to a guy. The bell rang. Shit! I’m so going to be late for English! What great first impressions I give! 

“I’ve got English next, too,” he said suddenly.

I couldn’t stop myself; my eyes shot up and looked straight into his. Oh. My. God. What the hell is my problem?

“You were walking towards that class. I just assumed that’s where you were going,” he explained. The dim fluorescent bulbs etched shadows across his flawless features.

 “I was just wondering if you wanted to walk with me,” he said when I didn’t answer right away.

“Absolutely!”

“Cool.” He showed off that grin of his.

“So,” I said, “you like Jane Austen?”

“Yeah. I always have been a sucker for the classics.” 

“Me too.” He was looking at his feet. Or is he looking at mine? I snuck a peak at my toes to make sure there wasn’t something gross on them. 

“So…you’re new here.”

“Yup.” Could you sound any more immature? I mean he’s just a guy.

“Well, here we are,” he said, holding the door open for me.

“Wow.” Dude! I thought that only happened in books and stuff.

“What? What’d I do?” His beautiful smile slid right off his face.

“Nothing, I just…”

“Oh. The door,” he said. “I guess that is a bit out dated.” He was frowning and furrowing his brow.

“No! No! It’s okay. I just wasn’t expecting that. That’s all.”

We walked into the class room. The class had already started.

“Ah,” said a grey-haired, elf-like woman at the front of the room. She was wearing brown slacks and a flowery blouse. “How lovely of you to join us Isaac and… who are you?”

“Me?”

“Yes, you!”

“I’m Ivy .”

“Well, Miss Tier, I suggest you take a seat. And be sure you’re not late again.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I followed Isaac to two empty desks by the window. When the teacher turned around, I scribbled a note onto a piece of paper and tossed it to Isaac.

Who’s she?

He replied, in perfect cursive no less:

Mrs. Maybell. Don’t worry, she doesn’t bite… much

I scrawled back:

Much? What do you mean by ‘Much’?

Kidding! Just kidding. She’s really a great teacher.

I saw you at lunch.

Yeah. I saw you, too.

With milk coming out of my nose! How glamorous!

“What’s this?” said Mrs. Maybell. “Isaac, I would’ve thought you’d know better that to pass notes in my room.”

“Sorry, Mrs. Maybell.  I was just giving Ivy directions to her next class,” he replied.

I nodded.  Smooth.

“Well, next time, I suggest you wait until after class.”

“Yes ma’am.”

“And as for you Ms. Tier, we do not pass notes during instructional time. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”
“Good.”

The rest of my day went without incident. When I got home, Kari wasn’t there, so I decided to go to the grocery store to pick up some stuff for dinner. 

Food Lion was packed. Only in a small town would Food Lion be a hot commodity, I thought as I pulled into the parking lot.

I was on my way back when I saw him. Isaac was walking on the side of the road. He smiled when he saw my car.

“Can you give a guy a ride?” he said when I stopped.

“That depends,” I said. “Where are you going?”

“Just down to Bohannon.”

“Um…” I have no clue where that is!

“Don’t worry,” he said, getting in on the passenger’s side, “I give great directions.”

I bit my lip. My God he’s hot!

“It’s okay,” he said, “I don’t bite either.”

Aw, what the hell!

“What brings you to Mathews?” He asked.

“Um, my parents.” If I told him the whole truth, he’d think I was an escaped mental patient or something!

“Can I ask you another question? Please answer honestly. I won’t think you’re insane or anything.”

“Sure.”

He gently rubbed the scar on my neck. 

Oh no! Please don’t ask about that! I thought, my pulse quickening. Whether because I knew he was going to ask about it or because he was touching me so intimately, I am not sure. 

“Now, how did you get this?” he asked.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” I responded.

“Try me,” he said with a smile.

“Well,” I began, “it happened along time ago.”

He looked at me with pure interest and curiosity. “Go on.”

“I was about three.” I stopped. “I’m sorry, it’s just…” I could feel the tears swelling up in my eyes.

“They died, didn’t they?” he said, a solemn tone in his velvet voice.

“Y-y-yes.” The first tear fell. It was followed by another, and another, and another. Soon, I was crying my eyes out. I can’t believe I’m crying in front of him. I tried as hard as I could to stay on the road. This is so embarrassing.
Once I began to calm down, Isaac said, “If you don’t mind me asking, how did it happen? I don’t mean to make you cry again, I was just wondering.”

“I’ll tell you,” I said. I glanced at his face and quickly returned my eyes to the road. He looked at me with patience in his eyes. “T-t-they were killed by a vampire,” I said, praying not to cry again. I took a deep breath. “I got the scar when I was bitten.”

Isaac was silent.

“I was saved by a neighbor who knew some vampire hunters. They extracted the venom before it could spread. I know it’s crazy, but it’s the truth.”

“I believe you, Ivy,” he said, looking down at the black floor of the car.

“You do?” I said. He does?

“Yeah.”

“I’ve never told anybody, because I thought everybody would think I was a loon,” I admitted, wiping a few stray tears from my cheek and struggling still to stay on the road.

“You’re not a vampire, are you?” he asked. “I mean, you were bitten, wouldn’t that make you a vampire?”

“No, I’m not a vampire. Like I said, they extracted the venom.”

“Hmm... Take a right,” he said.

The rest of the ride was silent except for Isaac giving me directions every now and again.

