








The car came to a halt begide me
and he leaned over to roll down
the passenger window

a bit.




His eyes were huge
a< he suddenly recognized me
and I knew [ must have been quite a sight,

ag it wag perfectly obvious that
he wag stifling a huge grin.




I gave him a "it's
not very funny"
look, narrowing
my eyes and
putting my hands /

on my hipg, my
lipe twisted into i
a playful grimace.




He turned hi< head
for a moment to

unsuccessﬁﬂlg hide




"I wag just heading
up to your houge to
gee if Brad was home
yet. Want a ride,

Ms. Wige?" he asked,
grinning fully now.




I raised an eyebrow
at him. Out of all of
Brad's friendg, Cale

wag the one who

1 had spent the most
time at our houge.




We had long ago
settled into a lively
relationship based
on him trying to get

me alwaygs keeping
one step ahead of
him,




"Are you laughing
at my predicament,
young man?"




"Nooooooo, not at alll!"
He looked me over,
taking in the abgolutely
drenched fabric stuck
to my body.




He chuckled impishly.
"Althoooooooough, I'm
not gure [ want you in
my car when you're as
soaked as you are."




"Oh really?" I gaid in
mock indignation.
"Well, maybe I didn't
want a ride anyway."




I stuck out my tonque
and started walking
again. I could hear him
laugh and pull up
beside me once again.




"Oh, come on, get in.
I'm only teasing you."
If there wag one
character trait that
stood out about me,
it would be my

stubbornness.




I hated, hated, hated
to loge. I grinned back
and kept walking.




I could hear the engine

idling, and I smiled as @ (\J /)
I imagined that he was | &
frowning to himgelf, ?j 7
trying to decide exactly [

what to do.




I resisted every urge
to look behind me,
totally curious about

whether he'd drive

to the houge and wait, | /X

or pull up one more
time to ask me again.




I sure did enjoy the
way we matched
wits. Interacting with
Cale wag like a chess
game; you alwayg
had to think a few

steps ahead.




Brad always just
shook hig head at
ug and after a while
would bore of our
bantering and pull
hig¢ friend off to

play video games
or shoot some
hoops.




I heard the car pull
over and the engine
stop. A moment
later, I felt someone
grab my arm and
gpin me around.




I found mygself
looking up at 6'2"
of boyishness.
He took me by
my shoulders and
looked down at [

me sternly,
getting wetter by
the second.




I had always
thought he wag

a cute kid, but at
thig very moment,
with hig ¢trong
hands touching

my bare gkin, he
was downright




"You're crazy. You
DO know that,
right?"He gaid with
a shake of his head,
hig eyes gparkling.




I tilted my head a little
to the right and tried
to put on an innocent
look, and suspecting
that I had not
succeeded very well.




'Oh my god, am I
actually FLIRTING
with my son's
best friend?77"







