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A SYNOPSIS...

Sarah has spent her whole life fighting against her father’s wishes. She doesn’t care about his old beliefs and traditions; she just wants to go to college. Sarah’s determined to do something with her life that doesn’t involve baking pies and being a good wife, and she’s convinced that with enough hard work, she’ll manage it all. That is, until she gets put on a class assignment with Robert Hasting who seems intent on causing trouble in her life in more ways than one. 

Robert is sick of his father telling him what to do and who to date. When he leaves for college, he promises himself that he’s finally going to have some fun. That is, until he meets Sarah. She’s everything that Robert has ever wanted, but can he make her notice him when all she seems to care about is coursework?

 

 




INSPIRING WORDS

“You know you're in love when you can't fall asleep because reality is finally better than your dreams.”

- Dr. Seuss

 

 




CHAPTER 1
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Sarah

They all think I’m an idiot. They all think I’m some fucking, blonde-haired dizzy bimbo who can’t tie her own shoelaces. I can hear it in their tone of voice when they talk to me. It’s like they deliberately speak slowly just so that I don’t miss anything. It’s infuriating. I’ve earned my place at this college like every other student, but that’s not how they treat me and I know it’s entirely my father’s fault. 

He didn’t want his little princess getting her head full of big ideas. He wanted me to marry as soon as I’d left high school, but that was his dream, not mine. He was still under some disillusion that women belonged at home with the cleaning supplies and the children. This wasn’t an ideal that I shared with him, and after many explosive arguments, I won. Or at least I thought I had. 

It became apparent on my first day that my father had done as much damage as he could. All my professors knew who I was and who my father was. They all treated me as though I’d taken a wrong turn to beauty camp and ended up in law school. They didn’t even care that I’m good at what I do. They didn’t care that I put my heart and soul into every journalism piece that I write. Well, they either didn’t care or they just hadn’t bothered to notice. 

I’m trying to make them see. I’m trying really hard because what else can I do? I mean I know it would have been easier to give up. I know it would have been easier to go back home, but when has the easiest way ever been the right way? 

It wasn’t until my sixth interview class that I met him. I don’t know where he’d been at the start of the year, but it was apparent that he’d found something much better to do with his time than attend class. 

I noticed him straight away. He had an air about him as he walked through the room and took the seat in front of mine. I could tell from his cheekbones that he was the result of many years of good breeding and arrogance. I knew from his honey-colored hair and slightly tanned skin that he was probably a Hasting boy. 

The Hasting family was one of the richest in America. I’d read somewhere that his father had more than five billion dollars. That’s a lot of money! I mean, I’m not poor. My father was an esteemed investment banker and he retired with millions, but compared to the Hastings, we might as well have been living in poverty. 

He didn’t look at me when he walked in. He didn’t look at anybody, although I’m sure he could sense that every eye in the room was on him. There was something about the way he moved that told me he liked the attention. It didn’t surprise me. I’d been around enough blue-blooded boys to know that they lived for the spotlight. 

He sat in front of me and slouched right down. He rested his head in his heads and I wondered whether he was planning on falling asleep at his desk. The professor cleared his throat and I quickly took my attention away from the sleepy Hasting and instead directed it to the man who had already told me I was going to fail his class. 

The professor seemed to go on forever and my attention quickly drifted back to the Hasting boy. I was sure at this point that he’d fallen asleep. Every so often I could hear a little snore come from him and I couldn’t help but smirk at his utter lack of respect for the educational facility he was in. 

The professor must have noticed, too, because when I looked up, he was glaring over my way. The class had all turned to see where his anger was directed and it was at that precise moment that the Hasting’s boy’s hand fell and his head went soaring toward the desk at a speed that should have knocked him out. 

“Hasting,” the professor said in a stern voice that carried through the room. 

“What?” the Hasting boy said, as he quickly looked up and tried to act as though he’d been listening. 

“I think you’ll find there are plenty of other places you could be taking a nap. My class, however, is not one of them.” The professor turned his attention back to the board behind him and then to the rest of the class. “Anyway, where was I?” he asked more to himself than to the group. 

I watched as the Hasting boy put his head back into his hands. I shook my head in disapproval as the quiet little snores returned. I couldn’t help but wonder what had made him so tired. My mind was full of countless possibilities, but the ones that seemed most likely were either he’d been at some raging party that had lasted through the night or he’d been with a girl, who had also lasted through the night. 

The professor brought my attention back to the class when I heard him dismiss everybody, and I stood up to pack up my notepad that I hadn’t written a single line on in that lesson. The Hasting boy was still asleep at his desk and I wondered whether to wake him. I pulled my bag up onto my shoulder and then stepped down to his desk and slowly put my hand on his shoulder. 

“Hey,” I whispered and I gave his shoulder a little shake. “Hey, I think it’s probably time to get up now,” I whispered, as I saw his eyes flutter open.

 

 




CHAPTER 2
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Robert

“I think it’s probably time to get up now,” a soft girl’s voice played through my dreams and pulled me back to reality. 

I opened my eyes slowly. My head ached in a way that it never had before. I’d drunk too much before, but this hangover was on a whole new level. The crisp florescent lighting in the room burned my eyes, but I could feel something shaking me by the shoulder and I knew I had to push away the dark, sleepiness that I was feeling so that I could wake up. 

My eyes finally opened enough to see what was going on. It was the girl that had been sitting behind me. A sheet of white-blonde hair covered her face, but I could still see the fantastic blue of her eyes, as though nothing in the world could hide them away. “What time is it?” I asked her, as though she was my personal alarm. 

“Well, the class is finished, so I’m guessing that it’s time to get out of here,” she said to me with what I’m sure was a trace of a smile on her lips. 

I wonder why she’s smiling. Is she smiling because she thinks that I’m cute? I kind of hope it’s that, but I’ve got a feeling that it’s more out of amusement. “Right,” I said, as I pushed myself up from the desk and quickly picked up my bag from where I’d roughly shoved it under my chair. 

I stood up too quickly. My head felt light and dizzy. I could see the world melting into a blur around me and I wondered whether I was going to pass out. The feeling fades. I realize that I must have just gotten a head rush. 

“You’re a Hasting right?” she asked me with big inquisitive eyes. 

I kind of get lost for a moment because I’ve got this really cute girl in front of me and she’s flashing me her big blues, as though she doesn’t realize that kind of power they have. “Yeah, I’m Robert, the oldest of them,” I tell her just so that she will turn off her hypnotic stare. 

She doesn’t say anything to me, but she does turn her stare away so that I can have a chance to lower my eyes and examine the rest of her body. She’s smoking. I mean I know that people don’t say that anymore, but it’s the only word that fits. She’s everything that you think of when you think about perfection. She’s got a small frame, but it’s so curvy that I just want to run my hands down her body. Her hair is long, so long that it stops just short of the perfect ass that her jeans hug tightly. Her breasts are perky, big and full of life as they moved with the gentle rhythm of her breathing. 

“Well, thanks for waking me up,” I said a little awkwardly when I’d finished examining her with my eyes. I wanted to say something else. I wanted to say something cool or clever, so that she would laugh and think that I was worth being around, but my mind refused to help me out on that endeavor. In fact, I’m pretty sure it decided in that moment that the best thing it could do was go into complete power shutdown. 

“Don’t worry about it,” she said with a shrug. “So, how come I haven’t seen you in class before? I mean, we’ve been here six weeks now?” 

My heart surged with excitement when I realized that she was continuing the conversation. This isn’t something that I would ever admit to, though. I mean, how desperate does that make me sound? “I’ve been kind of busy with parties and stuff,” I answered her honestly. 

She laughed, but it wasn’t the smile-filled laughter that I’d been hoping to hear. It was bitter, almost tinged with annoyance. “You know some of us have to work really hard for our grades,” she said, as she gave me a kind of disgusted look that made me wish the conversation had ended before I’d had a chance to mess it up. 

“I work hard,” I said a little defensively because of how quickly the conversation had turned. 

“Sure, that’s why you haven’t been to any classes in six weeks,” she said with a roll of her eyes. 

I looked at her for a minute with curiosity. I didn’t get what her problem was? I wasn’t causing her any great harm in missing classes. “Right, because you know all about me don’t you?” I snapped at her. I didn’t mean to snap, but I did. I realized quickly that I was talking to her in the same way that I spoke to my exes whenever they said something stupid, and she didn’t deserve that, but it was too late to rectify what I’d done. 

“I know that you came in here today and fell asleep. I also know that I’ve fought to go to college my entire life, so I guess I know the differences between you and me,” she said. Then she turned and quickly walked up the stairs and out of the classroom, leaving me in total shock about how quickly the conversation had turned sour. 

I followed her up the stairs, but I gave her enough time to get a head start before I did. I wanted to brush off our meeting. I wanted to push it to the back of my mind, but I couldn’t. She wasn’t like the other girls. She wasn’t like posh princesses that my father kept trying to set me up with. She was gorgeous. She could be a posh princess without half as much help as some of the girls I’d dated, but she was outspoken, she was loud, and she was exactly what I needed in a girl.
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Sarah

I walked into class and was surprised to find that Rob was already waiting for it to start. I walked over to my normal seat, which was just behind him, and sat down. I wondered for a moment whether he might turn around and talk to me, but he didn’t. I guess I’d been a little bit too harsh on him when we’d spoken in the last class. 

I couldn’t help it, though. He’d just annoyed me so much. I’d been fighting tooth and nail to get into college and be taken seriously, and he didn’t even care. He’d rather party all night and sleep through his classes. It probably didn’t even matter to him whether he graduated. He had enough money to fall back on. It wasn’t like he or his children would ever go hungry. 

The class started and I focused all my attention on the professor. Well, I tried to focus all of my attention on the professor. I kept finding my gaze sliding back over to Rob’s honey-colored hair, and if my eyes were directed to the front of the class, then my mind was thinking about the way his green eyes dropped a shade whenever he seemed to be in deep thought. 

“So I’m going to match you all up today for this assignment. You need to find someone to interview. I don’t want your run-of-the-mill interviews with college professors and your parents. I want something hard-hitting. I want something that I’ve never read before. I want something that I can pass you for.” The professor went on. “Right, I want you to turn around and work with the person behind you. You’ve got two weeks to get it finished.” 

I sank a little deeper into my seat when I realized that Rob was turning around to speak to me. “So, I guess we’re working together on this one?” he said, as he examined my face. 

I tried to keep it straight so that he wouldn’t see the utter panic I was feeling inside. I knew what Rob’s work ethics were like. I knew that this assignment would probably either make me or break me. I knew that I would need Rob to actually work with me on it, but I wasn’t sure how I was going to do that when he clearly preferred to spend his nights partying. 

“I guess so,” I said finally. 

“There’s no need to look so down about it,” he said with a look of hurt on his face. “I’m really not as bad as you think you know? Plus, I’m actually quite a good writer, so really you should be thanking your blessings that you’ve been teamed up with me,” he said as he flashed me a cocky smile. 

“Oh really?” I asked him with a flirty kind of smirk. Can you have a flirty smirk? Well, I did. 

“Oh really, really,” he said to me with a small nod. 

“Listen,” I said and I pulled off the smirk and threw away the flirtation, “this is actually really important to me. I don’t mean to sound harsh or whatever, but if we’re going to do this together, then you’re going to have to take it seriously.” 

He listened to me. He nodded. “I think you need to take a chill. Don’t worry, we’ve got this, and if I happen to get to show you a little bit of fun while we’re doing it, then what’s the harm?” 

“There will be no fun; we’re not friends, this is just work, okay?” I winced at how harsh I’d sounded. 

“Okay, boss,” Rob said with a grin, which told me that he hadn’t taken me seriously anyway. 

I sighed at his reaction and then looked back at my notebook. “So, unless you’ve got any better ideas I was thinking we could interview Jenson?” 

“Jenson? As in the Jenson?” Rob asked. 

“Sure, I mean I met him on tour a couple of years ago and we hit it off. I’ve got his number, so I’m sure he’d be willing to an interview with us,” I said casually. 

“As if you have Jenson’s number. Do you know how many girls would kill for that?” 

“It’s not a big deal really. I think you’ll find him to be a bit up his own ass if I’m honest,” I said. I scrolled through my phone and found his number somewhere close to the bottom of the list. I hit dial and lifted it up to my ear. He answered on the first ring. 

“Sarah, it’s been a long time since I’ve heard from you,” Jenson said, as soon as he’d answered the phone. 

“What can I say? I’m a busy girl.” 

“You’re a busy girl? I’m a rock star, baby. Surely if I can find time for you then you should be able to spare a little for me,” Jenson said in mock hurt tone. 

“Well, that’s why I’m calling. I thought if you were in town maybe we could hook up? I’ve got something I need to ask you, but I’d rather it was in person,” I said, as I smiled at him down the phone. I couldn’t help it. Jenson was always so full of life and he made me feel a little lighter whenever I talked to him. It was as though he had a magical ability to pull me out of my shell and once I was out of it, I was actually a pretty fun person to be around. 

“I’ll be in town in a couple of days actually, so that sounds like a plan,” he said, as loud music started to fill the background. “I think I’m going to have to go. My shows starting, but I’ll catch you later and arrange something tight okay?” 

“Sounds good to me,” I said and then I hung up and smiled at Rob. “I think we have Jenson.”
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Robert

I hadn’t seen Sarah since the last class we’d had together, but I was going to make sure that I saw her before she went to meet Jenson. I wasn’t sure whereabouts on campus I’d find her, but my friend James said that he’d seen her going into the library more times than he could count, so I thought that was as good a place as any to start. 

I’d never been into the library before. It smelt musty, but it wasn’t unpleasant. It kind of reminded me of what vanilla and freshly cut grass would smell like if it was left out in the sun. The library was big. Much bigger than I had expected. I found myself wandering down the tall aisles of books for over ten minutes before I found her nestled into a small seat that was sitting in the direct line of the sun. 

“Hey,” I said as I walked over, but she didn’t look up. I reached out and put my hand on her shoulder. Her entire body seemed to freeze in an instant and then jump, as though I’d just terrified her. She looked up at me with her big blue eyes and an easy smile tugged at my lips. “Hey,” I said again. 

“Oh, hey,” she said as she looked around me, as though she was expecting a group of us or something. “What are you doing in here?” she asked. 

“I came to learn,” I said with a serious face, which she instantly frowned at. 

“What are you really doing here?” she asked me suspiciously. 

“I’m hurt,” I said as I lifted my hand to cover my heart. “What makes you think that it would be out of the question for me to be here for the books? I mean, that’s why most people come to the library is it not?” 

“It is, but those people aren’t you. So what are you doing here?” she asked, as she placed her hand on the page she was on and then closed the book so that she could give me her full attention. 

“Well, actually I came to find you,” I admitted to her. 

“And now we get to the truth,” she said with a smirk. 

“I could have been here for the books,” I said quickly, before I continued to explain why I was there. “I thought I’d just come and make sure that you’re all right going to this meeting tonight? I mean, I’m quite happy to come with you if you want?” 

“You want to come with me to meet Jenson?” she asked me with a surprised look in her eyes. 

I shrugged. Meeting Jenson would be cool, I couldn’t deny that. I’d seen him play a few gigs back in my hometown, but I’d never got the chance to meet him in person. That wasn’t the reason that I wanted to go with her, though. The reason was far more complicated than that. In truth, I wasn’t even sure whether I fully understood why I wanted to go with her. I was pretty sure it was something to do with the fact that I couldn’t get her out of my mind. 

“Well, I’ve only arranged for it to be me and him tonight. I mean I haven’t seen him in ages and we’re asking him a big favor, so it’s probably best if I just go,” she said. “You’ll get to meet him at the interview, though,” she added with a smile, as though she’d just fixed the problem. 

“Are you sure?” I could hear the concern in my voice, which I’d desperately tried to hide. 

“Sure, I’m sure,” she said with a little nod and a look that questioned whether I wanted anything else. 

“Okay, well, I guess I’ll see you later.” I turned and walked back out of the library quickly. I didn’t want to make it obvious that I’d wanted to go to make sure that she was all right. I didn’t want to make it obvious that I knew what guys were like, especially guys like Jenson, who were used to being able to have any girl that they wanted. 

I walked the campus for a while with a tornado of thoughts whizzing around in my head before I realized that there was only one way that I could settle them. I knew where Sarah was meeting Jenson for dinner that night and although she didn’t want me to go with her, she couldn’t stop me from just dropping by to make sure that everything was going okay. 

I pulled up at the quiet little restaurant half an hour after their meeting had been due to start. I walked up to the window and peered in so that I could see with my own eyes that everything was going okay. I frowned. My stomach dropped. My heart started to rage in its beats. I could see them both sitting in a dark little corner. I could see her smiling at him. That wasn’t so bad, but then he reached over and put his hand on her leg and everything just fell apart. 

No wonder she didn’t want me to come to the meeting. She was into Jenson. How could I have been so stupid to think that she might have liked me? How could I have been so stupid to think that a rock star would do some shitty college interview without the promise of something in return? 

I wanted to walk in there and pull his hands off of her. I wanted to scream at him and tell him that she wasn’t his to touch, but I knew that I had no grounds to do that. She wasn’t mine, either. She could do what she wanted and it didn’t really make a difference how I felt. I sighed as I turned and walked away from the window before I could see anything else that might destroy me.
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