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BEGIN: THE BREAK-UP 

I swallow the burning lump in my throat and narrow my eyes to dam the tears, although a solitary 

rebellious drop races free. A jerky swipe of the back of my hand does away with it. 

“So, you’re leaving?” I cringe at the hollow sound of my voice. I want to slink away to lick my 

wounds but not before giving Chase the opportunity to take this dagger out of my back. A year 

strong is too much to casually let go. 

When he doesn’t immediately answer, I force my eyes to meet his and see he doesn’t share the 

same sentimental reluctance. He looks ready to go—one hand on the doorknob, shifting his weight 

from one leg to the other, a disgruntled smirk marring his handsome features. 

“Averi, you knew this was coming. We haven’t been happy together in months,” he sighs. 

“I was happy.” I blink in confusion. But I think of the past few months and realize that’s not exactly 

true. Any joy I’m hanging onto is retrospective. Back when we hooked up at a spring break party, an 

intense relationship flared, but Chase hasn’t put much effort into things since I transferred across 

state to his university. 

He's seeing someone else, I think. I tell myself that can't be right. There has to be a better reason for 

this. 

“This is just great,” I whisper, squeezing the bridge of my nose and walking away from him. So much 

wasted time. If he's been unhappy for a while, then he should've broken things off six months ago 

before I transferred. Now I'm miles away from my family and friends. Now he tells me we’re not 

working out. “Just great.” 

“Averi…” 

“Don’t!” I say shortly. His fingers loosen from the doorknob, and he moves to face me, but I avoid 

eye contact with the snake. 

“Be reasonable," he says. "Look, I never meant to hurt you. I’m sorry. I know this is difficult for you, 

but it's for the best for both of us. You're a junior. I'm a senior. We've gotta focus on our 

educations, babe. My classes are increasing in complexity, and I don't want to hold onto a failing 

relationship. That doesn’t make sense. You have to understand that.” 

“Oh, I understand perfectly, but what doesn’t make sense is stringing me along. You begged me to 

come here! Suddenly it's too hard to juggle our relationship and school? You know, I always pegged 

you for a perfectionist. Guess you decided I'm just not good enough for you, but it’s fine, Chase. I 

get it. You can go." 

"For what it's worth, you're a sweet girl, Averi. Not the girl for me, though..." 
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After a handful of minutes, I hear the door close behind me and heave a bitter sigh of relief that I’m 

finally alone. My roommate is at work, and I have some hours to myself to cry it out.  The worst part 

is, Valentine’s Day is a week away, and now I’ll be posting crummy “Down with Love” statuses on 

Facebook and boycotting all things romantic on my favorite holiday of the year. 

“Just great,” I repeat. 

*** 

The alarm on my phone goes off sometime around noon on Saturday, the day before Valentine’s 

Day, and my eyes snap open as I recall I set it for a lunch date with Chase that apparently isn’t 

meant to be. “And, here, I was hoping to sleep through my troubles,” I grumble. The past week has 

been a struggle, every other day spent crying, the only respite being rest. 

I swipe to shut off the alarm and groggily sit up with a look around my messier than usual room 

where it’s most evident that I haven’t been myself since the breakup. I haven't done laundry. My 

keepsake box is on the floor of the closet with photos, movie ticket stubs, event programs and 

other memorabilia spilling out, and a big picture of Chase is staked to the wall with a pocket knife 

stuck between the eyes. 

“Might as well get up and get some cleaning done.” Plus, I have a few projects due for various 

classes. I hadn’t planned to do housework and homework for the weekend, but maybe that’s what I 

need to keep my mind off my ex. Enough is enough. 

I throw my legs over the side of the bed to get up, and suddenly a note flutters to the floor. I pick it 

up with a curious quirk of a brow. It reads: I couldn’t help but notice how sad you’ve been all week 

since ditching that loser, but I have the perfect way to cheer you up. Meet me in the kitchen for 

breakfast. Signed, Cameron. 

“You’re finally awake!” My roommate taps on my partially open door and sticks her head in with a 

mischievous grin on her face. "I thought you were blowing me off until I heard snores coming out of 

here." 

“Yeah, I slept through breakfast. Had every intention of sleeping through lunch, too, but my alarm 

went off. What’s this about?” I ask, shaking the note at her. My roomie and I aren’t exactly friends. 

We rarely interact. However, this looks like the makings of a genuine touching gesture. I smile in 

surprise. 

Could a break-up lead to me finally making a friend in this town? I desperately need some gal pals in 

my life right now. 

Cameron shrugs. “I didn’t want to intrude in your personal life, but, girl, getting rid of your ex was 

totes past due. I can’t let you mope around for another day. Let’s find you someone with more 

substance. Like…” 
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“Like?” I grin, crossing my arms, as she comes over and plops down next to me on my bed. 

“Like one of my super sexy friends.” 

“Oh, no!” I protest. I wave my hands in dismay. “I know where this is going, and I appreciate it--I 

do!--but I'm not looking to begin dating again so soon. I'm kinda peeved with the whole dating 

thing." 

“Just hear me out. Everyone knows the best way to get over a douche bag like Chase is to wipe out 

his memory with a much better specimen of male. And, honey, I've got a lineup that'll give you 

instant amnesia once you see these guys. It’s time to check out someone new, Averi.” 

I throw up my hands in surrender. “Alright, Cameron. I’ll bite. Tell me how you manage to keep a 

stable of virile young studs." 

She bubbles with glee and confesses, "It's simple. A few years ago my girls and I were at the 

gym griping about how hard it is to find a decent guy who's not merely after an easy hook-up. 

Believe it or not, a group of guys were nearby talking about the same thing. I realized there was a 

demand, so I decided to supply a service. 

"People ask me to pair them up, and they pay me a nominal fee to keep an eye out for someone I 

think will match well. If I can't find them a potential partner within a certain time-frame, I give them 

a refund. In your case, this one's on the house, and I already have some matches in mind." 

"Wait a minute, wait a minute--you get paid to set people up on blind dates?" I ask incredulously. 

Her phone materializes from the pocket of her jeans. “Not exactly blind dates. You get to choose. 

Two of my buddies have asked me about you in particular, and both are looking for someone to 

treat like a princess for V-Day. Don't be mad at me, but I kinda told them about what you're going 

through. They’re totes on board to cheer you up. So, take your pick.” 

“Jeez, I don’t know about this, Cam. They must think I'm desperate.” 

“No. They think Chase is dumb for giving you up. Now, take a look at these pics and choose." 

This isn’t something I’d normally do, but I scroll through the images on her phone, and I have to 

admit I’m intrigued. I can spend my favorite holiday alone, binge watching shows on Netflix or I can 

go out and have a fun, casual date with a perfect stranger--and, these guys do look perfect. Which 

one should I choose? 

*** 

The hours rush by, and it’s time for the date. I’m a bundle of nerves as I check my reflection in the 

mirror for the ninth time and glance at my watch for what has to be the millionth time. I can’t say 

I’m looking forward to this. The safe little voice inside my head tells me this behavior is a break with 
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our normal. Yet, another voice tells me I owe it to Chase not to be over him in under a week, and 

it’s that voice that I want to hurl something at. 

Of course I should get over the guy who used me, lost interest in me and broke my heart. Pronto! 

Not that I expect my date to turn out to be Mr. Right. I just want a safe (as in, no surprises) hang out 

session where we two can shoot the shit and be cool. I hope the guy I picked can deliver that. 

I had ultimately decided to go out with: 

 

 

Click here to choose Frie 

 

Click here to choose Ban 
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Meet Frie 

When I hear the knock, I fly to the door, carried by the butterflies in my stomach.  

“Anxious much?” Cameron winks at me teasingly.  

I blush and blow a raspberry in her direction. “Oh, stop it! I just don’t want to keep him waiting,” I 

excuse myself for almost running over her.  

“Sure! Tell me anything,” she laughs. Cam waves me toward the door, and I shyly turn the knob and 

hear the click as it opens.  

As much as I want to remain poised and aloof, there’s something about first dates that awakens a child-

like hope in the possibility fairytales might be real. Something inside that quivers with hope. This one 

might be the One. I know it’s foolish, but I can’t help myself. I’m a romantic at heart, which will probably 

be to my detriment. I touch my hair and fuss with my dress yet again, and everything feels in place.  

Sighing, I ease the door open wider, seeing Frie in person for the first time. He stands with his hands in 

his pockets and something of an arrogant smile tickling his lips as he looks me up and down like he’s 

assessing a racehorse. I self-consciously tug on my skirt, and my welcome dies on my lips.  

“Well, at least you look as good in person as you did on your pictures,” he mutters. Whatever spark of 

magic I expected fizzles out. He takes his phone out and eyes the time. “And, you’re not making me wait 

another fifteen minutes while you preen in the bathroom for no reason. Another plus. Women who do 

that are so annoying.”  

“Excuse me?” I say in surprise.  
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My first impression is that he’s a smug misogynist. I shoot a look at Cameron, and she smiles 

encouragingly and steps forward. Frie breezes past me and enters our place without an invitation in. I 

try to ignore his rudeness, but this, so far, isn’t at all my ideal date.  

“Don’t be a dick, Frie. Don’t take him seriously, Averi. He’s an Aries. He can’t help but say whatever 

comes into his impulsive little head, and tact isn’t his strong suit.” Cameron laughs and swats his 

shoulder as Frie grins like I’m the only one who’s not in on the joke.  

“I don’t know if I should be flattered or turned off,” I reply just as bluntly. He laughs.  

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you. I’ve been on a few of these dates, and Cameron’s picks thus far 

have left something to be desired. But you? You look like you might be worthy of my V-Day.” 

I shoot Cameron another look. “Hmm…I was under the impression you were interested in meeting me in 

particular.”  

“Well, judging by the late notice, I imagine I’m not your first pick for a Valentine’s Day date, either. 

However, I don’t want to impose. How about I make it easy on you? I’ve got tickets to the county fair for 

us, but you can have your ticket and enjoy your night without me. The fairgrounds are big enough for us 

not to run into each other. What do you say?” 

I consider my options.  

 

Should I show him the door and go to the fair without him? 

 

Should I give him another chance and go to the fair with him? 

(Please make a selection before continuing) 
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Go to the Fair without Him 

I decide to take Frie up on his generous offer to go alone. As I hop into my car without him and key the 

address to the fairgrounds into the GPS, I get a text message and realize in shock that it’s from Chase: 

Miss you, babe. Happy Valentine’s Day. 

“Awww,” I whisper. Sighing, I pull on my seatbelt. The text is the first sign Chase might be having second 

thoughts. I wonder where he is and what he’s doing. Before I realize it, I’m heading to his place. “What 

am I doing? This is crazy.” I stare up at his window. It’s dark.  

I tell myself not to get out of the car and go out. It’ll hurt my feelings to find out I’m spending Valentine’s 

night alone, and he’s somewhere…with someone.  

I hear the click of the door handle and feel the cool breeze as it opens, and I step out into the night. 

Dashing across the street, I run up to buzz the door, but he doesn’t answer. So much for missing me. 

I dejectedly go back to my car and get to the fairgrounds, determined not to give Chase another 

millisecond of my time. But when I get in line to mill through the fairgrounds entrance, who should I see 

but Chase…with someone.  

“Chase?” I say in surprise. “You bastard! I thought you said you missed me!” 

Chase looks at me uncomfortably, then he smirks. “Not anymore.” He snaps his fingers at a stunning 

blond I hadn’t noticed until now. She turns and smiles.  

“Who is your friend, babe?”  

I scowl. “Sorry. I guess I mistook you for someone else.” I turn and march away, casting a last look over 

my shoulder at Chase’s triumphant scowl. My ex grabs his date and gives her a wet, sloppy kiss, one eye 

on me. Disgusted, I jog a little faster, and I snatch the ticket Frie bought for me out of my pocket and 

tear it into shreds. I never should’ve come out. Or, maybe I should have chosen to go out with Frie. 

Anything would’ve been better than this.   

Start Over with Frie 

Start Over with New Date 

The End 

We hope you enjoyed our Totally Free Click-Reads! To 

buy our books, click here! 
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Go to the Fair with Him 

“No, that wouldn’t be right. I’m sure we can suffer through each other’s company for just one night.” I 

cross my fingers, hoping for the best. After all, he’s attractive, he can string a sentence together, and he 

had the imagination to invite me to a fair. I love fairs.  

“Wonderful. Let the suffering begin, then.” Laughing, he offers his arm, and I hook mine in his, allowing 

him to lead me out of the door.  

“You guys have fun!” Cameron calls after us.  

I tamp down on my initial frustration and try to find something to like about him. When we step outside 

under the starry sky, the moonlight finds his eyes and makes them twinkle. Well, that’s something 

positive. I smile and look around for his car, but he takes off walking. I stare after him, confused. “Did 

you park around the corner?” 

“Hmm? Oh, no, I didn’t bring a car. I hope you don’t mind a short walk.”  

I glance down at my high heels and sigh as I take them off. Thankfully I keep a pair of flats in my purse, 

which I slip onto my feet and follow after him. “Of course I don’t mind,” I reply. “It’s a lovely night for 

walking.” 

“You’re incredibly agreeable. That must be hard for you,” he jokes. “I know you didn’t anticipate having 

to walk to your date.”  

“I don’t see the problem with being agreeable. There are enough disagreeable people in the world. 

Although I didn’t think I’d be walking anywhere tonight, I can appreciate a lovely walk on a lovely night. 

So there.” He pauses and stares at me, a bemused expression on his handsome face. He shakes his head 

slightly and looks as if he wants to say something but chooses not. I lift a brow. “I suggest we keep 

walking if we intend to reach our destination tonight.”  

“Smart thinking.” He clasps my hand and gently tugs. I feel the squeeze of his fingers around mine. It’s 

pleasant. We pass other pedestrians while vehicles whiz by on the road, and I spy couples galore out on 

this night for romance and magic. A wishful thought that any of them could’ve been me and Chase 

makes me sniff back the tears that threaten. I’ve done enough crying over him.  

Frie hears my sniffles and squeezes my hand again. “You okay?” he asks.  

I nod, smiling. “Yes, fine. I was just…thinking about someone who doesn’t deserve my thoughts.”  

“Ah, the infamous ex who broke your heart the week before Valentine’s Day. Tell me about him.”  

“I, uh…Well, I met him on Spring Break, and I thought we were really happy together. I moved here to be 

with him, but he lost interest. It’s a sad story that felt like it might last forever. Fortunately for me, 

forevers are shorter than we ever plan them to be.”  

“Sounds like you dodged a bullet. I don’t want you thinking about him tonight. Tonight isn’t about him.”  

“Oh, I know. It was seeing these couples out being all adorably romantic.”  
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“I could kiss you. Then, we’d be one of these couples out being all adorably romantic.” 

I giggle. “I hardly know you!”  

“It’s always better that way. No broken hearts afterwards.” He halts in the middle of the sidewalk, 

forcing me to face him. Another breathless laugh bubbles up. Frie boldly wraps his arms around me and 

drags me closer. It’s like something out of a book, only it’s real life, and people are staring. He doesn’t 

give me time to be self-conscious. He clasps my chin and asks permission with his eyes. I nod subtly. He 

kisses me.  

Deeply. Sensually. Slowly.  

We break apart, and I stare at his mouth in amazement. “That was unexpected.” I felt the spark. The 

spark that I thought wasn’t there when I first saw him. I look at him with new eyes. This man just kissed 

me for the sole purpose of making my Valentine’s night a smidge more romantic. I touch my lips and 

step back. 

“T-thank you,” I stammer.  

“Thank you? What a way to end a kiss!” He laughs. His laughter is loud and lovely and infectious. I find 

myself laughing along, and others who pass by us laugh a little as well. He takes my hand again and leads 

me onward. “Well, thank you. Thank you for allowing it and thank you for being good at it.”  

“I’m a good kisser?”  

“You’re quite more than I expected all around. And, here we are. We’ve reached our destination.”  

I gaze around at the park we’ve stopped before, but I don’t see a fair in sight. I do see, however, a small 

helicopter. “What’s this?” I stare in disbelief. 

“You see, we don’t have to drive to the fair because we’ll be flying. I’m a pilot. I hope you’re not afraid of 

heights.” He winks and beckons me to follow him to our ‘ride.’  

*** 

I am afraid of heights. But when we ascend into the wide expanse of stars and clouds, moonlight and 

wonder, it isn’t fear that overtakes me. It’s awe. I laugh gaily as we go higher and higher. My stomach 

flip-flops as if we’re on a rollercoaster. My heart thunders in my chest.  

The chopper is loud and drowns out any chance of speech, so we communicate with looks and smiles. 

He points ahead. I stare at the slice of shimmering silver moon swaddled in thin purple clouds. Then, my 

attention is snagged by the sapphire river cutting through the city below.  

“It’s beautiful,” I mouth soundlessly.  

“So are you,” he shouts back. He grabs my hand and takes the chopper whizzing through the sky in the 

direction of the dancing lights at the outskirts of town. I spy the carousel swooping almost as high as we 

are. We near the fair, and I see the people below who look impossibly small. I think about Chase and 

everything he promised, none of it coming true. He never took me this high because he never tried.  
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Yet, this man who I at first judged harshly flies me over the world for the simple sake of giving me an 

enchanting date. I don’t understand my luck, but I accept it. I embrace it. He takes the helicopter down 

in a field near the festival. When the blades stop beating the air above us and it’s safe to disembark, he 

helps me out.  

“Now, I’m afraid we’ll have to walk a little more. Are you okay with that?”  

I struggle to catch my breath. “I think, perhaps, I’d be willing to walk anywhere else you tell me to walk if 

there are more surprises like that one in store.” I hike a thumb back at the chopper. 

“I’m all out of grand gestures,” he says, chuckling. “But, there’s cotton candy at the end of this stroll.”  

“Good enough for me,” I laugh. “We have a cricket serenade. We have the stars above. We just had a 

helicopter ride. Seriously, I probably need to feel the ground beneath my feet.” 

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. We were off to a rocky start. Some people don’t know how to take 

me, but I’m working on my polite, friendly guy routine so I can stop scaring off the good girls. I usually 

end up with vapid socialites looking for a guy with a fat—”  

“Wallet?” I supply, smiling.  

“That, too.”  

“This is by far the most romantic date I’ve ever been on, and I’m sure you can have your pick of women, 

even if they are vapid socialites. So, what do you do? Do you pick an unlucky girl every year and take her 

on the adventure of a lifetime? What are you, some sort of love philanthropist?”  

He guffaws. “I’m a man who likes big, loud, obnoxious things like helicopters. Fortunately, I can afford to 

cater to my interests. It’s just a plus that most women get a kick out of helicopter rides.” That smug 

smile again. I nudge him with an elbow, although I laugh.  

“What do you do to afford such a lifestyle?”  

“I woke up like this.”  

“Funny.”  

“Alright, the truth? When I was fifteen years old, I designed a computer program that the government 

found very useful in keeping track of their allies and enemies, and it opened a lucrative job opportunity. 

I would tell you what I do for a living now, but I’d have to kill you.”  

I hold up my hands in surrender. “Don’t shoot.”  

The delectable scent of fried, sugary foods assails my senses, and the jaunty music and voices of 

thousands of happy fair-goers fills the night. I look up, and we’re near the entrance, filing in behind a 

bunch of other people, and who should I see walking a few yards ahead of us but my ex.  

“Seriously?” I mutter at the fates.  
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“What? What’s wrong?” Frie senses my sudden mood change. He follows the direction of my gaze. “Oh. 

Is that Mr. Ex? Fancy running into him here. I could take care of him for you.” He grins like it would be 

his pleasure. I giggle. 

“I dunno…” 

 

Should I let him challenge Chase to a fist fight? 

 

Should we just go into the fair and enjoy ourselves? 

(Please make a selection before continuing) 
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Fight 

The good girl side of me says Chase isn’t worth Frie getting his hands dirty, but my broken heart speaks 

up, instead. “Maybe he should be taught a lesson,” I hear myself saying.  

Frie cracks his knuckles. “I was hoping you’d say that.”  

He eases past the people in line ahead of us. Something about the determined look on his face keeps 

anyone from challenging him, and I skip along in his wake to keep up. I try to picture what he’ll do to my 

ex. Will he deck him in the face? Will he drop-kick him back to the last century? I cover a smile, thinking 

the possibilities are endless. When he gets to Chase, he taps him on the shoulder, and my ex turns 

around.  

“Yeah?” Chase greets Frie suspiciously, looking him up and down.  

Frie tugs me by the hand and tucks me under his arm possessively. I sort of shrink into him, actually. “Do 

you know this woman?” Frie challenges.  

Chase looks at me uncomfortably, then he smirks. “Not anymore.” He snaps his fingers at a stunning 

blond I hadn’t noticed until now. She turns and smiles.  

“Who are your friends, babe?”  

Frie smiles and shrugs. “Sorry. I guess I mistook you for someone else. Come on, Averi. Let’s go.”  

I shrink some more and lag behind him, casting a last look over my shoulder at Chase’s triumphant 

scowl. My ex grabs his date and gives her a wet, sloppy kiss, one eye on me. I turn away, disgusted.  

“What was that?” I ask Frie. “I thought you were going to teach him a lesson.”  

Frie chuckles and steals a kiss. “You look very sexy when you pout. Relax. He’ll never know what hit 

him.” He pulls a device out of his pocket and shakes it at me. I don’t recognize what it is, but it looks 

something like a phone. “I just gained access to everything in his phone. When I’m done with him, his 

friends and family will be asking about the random text messages advertising penile enhancement drugs 

he keeps sending them. His social media will be flooded with his most embarrassing pictures. And, his 

new fling will be sure he’s cheating on her.” 

My eyes widen in surprise. “You can do all that?”  

“Let’s just say working for the government has its perks.”  
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Go into the Fair 

We head into the fairgrounds and I make a beeline for the cotton candy machine where Frie generously 

buys two massive fluffy cones of the sweet pink stuff. As we stroll and chat, we stare at the rides, trying 

to determine which one to try first. The excitement of the fair is catching with all the bright colors and 

lights. It buoys my mood even higher.  

“What do you like to do for fun?” he asks, 

“Reading. I love, love, love to read. Like, I forget I have a television set. I rarely go out. I prefer to stay in 

and curl up with my e-reader.  Sometimes I feel like I’ve spent more time in fictional lands than in real 

life. What about you?” 

“I enjoy adventure. I like to travel. I get to do a lot of that in my line of work.” 

“It sounds fun, but it must be tough for you.  Is that why you have Cameron hook you up with dates so 

much?” 

He shrugs. “A part of me longs for companionship, but it takes a lot to keep my attention. I’ve met 

beautiful women, smart women, creative women…and eventually I lose interest.” 

“Thanks for the heads up,” I tease. “But, seriously, thank you for coming out with me tonight. I don’t 

expect to hold your attention forever. I’m just glad to have this one unique experience.”  

Suddenly a scream cuts through my pretty speech, and I look up in alarm and fear. It’s not the kind of 

playful scream one would expect at a fair. It’s one filled with terror. Frie looks up as well, and both of 

our faces blanche when we see the woman clinging to the Ferris Wheel above us.  

“Help me! Somebody, please!”  

“Oh, my god!”  

Other people draw nearer to see the commotion, but Frie pulls me out of the fray. “She might fall, and 

you could get hurt,” he says. “Stay here!” 

“Frie!”  

I yell after him as he sprints toward the fair ride. A man tries to stop him, but Frie shoves away from him 

without even slowing down. I have to jump to see over the crowd of people blocking my view, and my 

heart thunders in the grip of a slowly growing panic. I realize he intends to help her, but what if 

something happens to him in the process. 

“Oh, no,” I mumble. I look around and see other people snatching out their cellphones, but instead of 

anyone calling 911, they’re all trying to film the “show.” Grunting in disgust, I turn and race to higher 

ground so I can keep an eye on Frie. I dial for help while running, and when the 911 operator answers 

the phone I breathlessly tell her the dilemma.  

“I can’t watch,” I groan, covering my face. “My date. He’s climbing up the scaffolding that holds up the 

Ferris Wheel. He’s trying to reach her.”  
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“Lord have mercy,” is all she says. That doesn’t make me feel any better! Praying, I squint and force 

myself to keep my eyes on the distant small figure shimmying up the thin ladder that traverses the ride. 

The falling rider sways dangerously, and the audience below lets out a collective gasp.  

“Just send someone! Quickly!”  

I hang up the phone after she says the ambulance is on its way. I see a security guard clearing the 

ground beneath the Ferris Wheel. More than worrying for Frie’s safety, I worry that he won’t reach her 

in time. But his single-minded focus takes him closer and closer to the victim.  

I hold my breath as he monkeys his way to the dangling carriage that had somehow come loose on one 

side from which the woman was precariously clinging on for dear life. Then, I see that there is someone 

else in the carriage. Frie pauses to talk to the man. I can’t hear a word, but I assume he’s telling him he’ll 

have to climb down because the other passenger executes a hair-raising maneuver over Frie’s body and 

treks back the way Frie had just come.  

Hand over hand, the man slowly crawls his way to the ladder. Meanwhile, Frie leans over the carriage 

and reaches a long arm out to the woman. She looks scared out of her mind. I don’t know how he 

manages to coax her to give him her hand, but after a few long seconds, she does, and I see Frie’s 

powerful arms drag her up to safety.  

A thunderous cheer comes from the people watching. All I can do is suck in a breath and pray he can 

make it back to the ladder with the terrified woman clinging to him now. I have to get to him. I stumble 

down the hill and force my way through the crush of people down below. I skirt the guards who try to 

keep us back, and I breach their security parameter, racing all the way to the foot of the Ferris Wheel.  

I look up again and see Frie magically halfway down the ladder already, and the other victim is on the 

ground being tended to by the paramedics.  

“He’s going to make it,” I whisper in shock.  

I’m so riveted to Frie’s heroic act that I barely register the man being helped to the ambulance is Chase! 

It doesn’t occur to me until Frie is back on the ground and blond haired victim with him runs, crying to 

my ex-boyfriend. “Why didn’t you help me?!” she sobs.  

I pay them no more mind as I sprint into Frie’s arms. “I thought you were going to hurt yourself!”  

“Didn’t I tell you I’m something like invincible?”  

“No, you didn’t!” I scowl. “You could’ve been killed.”  

“Oh, well. I am something like invincible. Now you know.” He hugs me and kisses my cheek, and I forget 

about Chase and his new fling as I revel in the fact that my date is alive and well. And, a hero. The 

cameras flash, blinding us. Frie smirks then smiles. “What do you say we ditch this joint?”  

“It is a little crowded. You know, a nice quiet coffee shop would be a lovely alternative right about now.”  

“Consider it done. Just one problem”  
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“What’s that?” I ask.  

“Getting a helicopter down in town. However, my place has a helipad. We can either call a cab and go to 

your coffee shop or we can take a flight to my place. Which would you prefer?”  

 

Should I go to Frie’s place? 

 

Should we go to the coffee shop?  

(Please make a selection before continuing) 
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Coffee Shop 

“I think you’ve been in the air enough for one night. Let’s not tempt the fates,” I say. 

Frie shrugs sheepishly. “It’s what I do best. Tempt the fates and get away with it. I can’t help it. It’s in my 

Aries nature.”  

He pulls out his phone and calls a cab while we wait just outside the fairgrounds. A few of the people 

who pass us point and whisper about what happened minutes before and the role he played in helping 

the hapless victims. I hear the sirens. I see the flashing lights and realize if things had gone any 

differently, Frie would be the one being rushed to the hospital.  

“I’m glad you’re safe. I kind of like you.”  

“You thought you’d hate me.”  

“I’m wrong sometimes,” I say cheekily. “But only sometimes.”  

When we get to the coffee shop we order drinks and finish the evening getting to know each other, and 

I contemplate the tiny possibility of dating a blunt, brash, over-the-top, hero special agent. I guess you 

could say I’m something of a mind reader because a few minutes after the passing thought he asks me 

out for the following weekend. I don’t even have to consider my options. I know exactly what my answer 

is: YES! 

Start Over with Frie 

Start Over with New Date 

The End 
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Frie’s Place 

Tonight has been a walk on the wild side, and it seems only right we end it with another stroll across the 

trapeze. No more playing it safe.  

“Let’s go to your place,” I whisper. 

What happens next? Well, let’s just say I get fodder for my diary. I can’t trust the rest of the secrets of 

that night to anybody else.  

 

But I can’t wait for the next date… 

 

Start Over with Frie 

Start Over with New Date 

The End 

We hope you enjoyed our Totally Free Click-Reads! To 
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Meet Ban 

“Are you ready?” asks Cameron. I nod, swallowing bravely.  

“Yeah. You can open it. Let’s get this over with.”  

She unlocks the door, but before she can turn the knob, the person on the other side sweeps the door 

wide and breezes in. In his wake comes the scent of his cologne, which has a cool, clean glacial ice and 

pine nettles smell that makes me think of pristine valleys and cold, deep lakes. I squeeze my eyes shut 

and inhale. “Mm…” 

“Averi, right?”  

I open my eyes, and he has my hand in his. “Y-yes.” I find my voice. My smile comes unbidden, and my 

reflection in his sunglasses looks pleasantly bemused. The guy knows how to make an entrance. He 

passes me and pauses, his eyes traveling up and down my body, and I mentally applaud my decision to 

rock something sexy rather than the jeans and t-shirt I had considered. 

“I’m Ban. Pleasure to meet you.” He kisses my fingertips. “Hello.” 

“Well, I see I don’t need to make any introductions,” Cameron laughs. “I told you he’s a charmer. I’ll just 

leave you two to get to know each other. Have fun while you’re out.”  

“Mm-hm.” I wave her off without a backwards glance, unable to take my eyes off Ban. He’s so not my 

type, but there’s something about the brown leather jacket and perfectly coiffed hair that reminds me 

of movie stars or pop singers. I get the feeling this is going to be a date to remember.  
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Cool point number two: Ban drives a sleek red Camaro. My eyes widen at the sight of the badass car 

when we get outside, and I let out a hoot. “I’ve always wanted to drive one of these!” I can’t contain my 

excitement. One look at my glamorous date, and I see the invitation in his eyes. 

“By all means, let me make a dream or two come true tonight. Hop in the driver’s seat.” His ready smile 

sends shooting stars through me as he drops his keys into the palm of my hand.  

“Are you serious?” I squeal.  He nods and throws the driver door open. I ease into the leather bucket 

seat and savor the warm leather, the feel of the wheel in my hands. Ban squeezes my knee. “I’ll follow 

all the traffic laws,” I promise.  

He grins. “What’s wrong with breaking a few rules?”  

I think about Chase, who always played by the rules. His perfectionist little heart couldn’t stand leaving a 

t uncrossed or an i undotted. In fact, that was one reason I thought we matched, because I’m the same 

way.  

But with the engine purring under the hood and my foot on the gas pedal, I get a thrill I haven’t felt in a 

while. Staying in line seems like a boring way to live. Just for one night, I want to see what it’s like to be 

a rebel, and Ban is giving me the opportunity. My heart thunders as I gun it and peel away from the 

curbside, easing seamlessly into the busy traffic around campus.  

“I forgot to ask where we’re going,” I point out. I maintain the speed limit as I make my way further from 

the snarled lanes of traffic, looking for the interstate so I can really feel the rush. 

Ban powers down his window and lets the chill air blow through the car. “It doesn’t matter. We can go 

wherever you want to go.”  

I wrinkle my nose with a saucy half-smile and give him the side-eye. “Sounds like somebody doesn’t 

have a date planned.”  

“I never have a plan. What a waste of time—working out all the details, only for life to throw you a curve 

ball. You never know what will happen. Whatever happens, a plan can’t save you. You just have to wing 

it and find your way.”  

“Sage words,” I quip, grinning. “Or, just the justification of a man who has no clue where to take a girl 

like me.” Suddenly he leans close and grabs the steering wheel. I grip it tighter, surprised.  

“Oh, I think I have an idea of where to take a girl like you. A girl like you likes coffee shops…” 

“Hey! What are you doing?”  I nervously wrestle for control as I feel his warm breath feathering over my 

cheek and the side of my neck. His closeness is non-threatening, but he’s so strong, so intensely male. I 

swallow a wave of desire and try to figure out what point he’s trying to prove. This is a little dangerous. 

“Book stores…long walks in the park…letting other people take control.” He effortlessly guides the car 

onto the interstate, seemingly reading my mind. He manages to avoid colliding with any other vehicles, 

although I’m the only one with my eyes on the road. “You like letting me take control, don’t you?” he 

whispers. 
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I don’t answer. I shudder at the thick tension of chemistry. His nose grazes my skin before he pulls away 

and lets the steering wheel free. I suck in a breath and stare at the mostly empty highway ahead of me, 

waiting for my racing pulse to slow. What have I gotten myself into? A glance his way shows Ban 

lounging sexily in the passenger seat with his elbow on the window and his sunglasses catching the last 

light of the fiery setting sun. 

“That was bold.”    

“You like letting someone else tell you where you’re going and how to get there, but the truth, as I know 

it, is that life is best lived when you take the wheel in hand and follow the meandering roads to your 

own personal happy place. No one can tell you how to get there. No one else can take you.”  

 “What if I get lost?”  

“Getting lost is the only way to find yourself.”  

I wonder if this guy is a nutcase or really as “enlightened” as he appears, but I can’t help but smile at his 

responses. He smiles back, and the spiritualism chatter dies down when he pops on the stereo to let the 

radio play while I drive. I don’t know where I’m going, but I’m enjoying myself.  

With the wide open road ahead of me, I have another decision to make.  

Should I keep straight to another familiar city? 

 

Should I turn off the beaten path and get lost? 

(Please make a selection before continuing) 
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Lost 

I spy an exit up ahead that I’ve never taken before, and I decide to see where the road takes me. 

Knowing my GPS tracker is on and functioning and that I called my mom to let her know I’d be out 

tonight gives me a safety net in case anything goes wrong. I can’t fully turn off my need to plan ahead, 

despite Ban’s lofty talks about going with the flow.   

The dusty blacktop road I end up on shoots across a grassy terrain bracketed by horse pastures, and out 

here away from the city lights the stars burst with color. The moon is a smile hidden by clouds, 

occasionally exposed. This rural landscape seems a different world from the city miles back. It’s isolated 

and beautiful. I don’t see houses. I just see nature and more nature. It’s breathtaking.  

I daringly accelerate to feel the wind whipping through the car, bringing with it the smell of cold earth 

and ozone. A rainstorm might begin any minute, judging by the clouds. Excited laughter bubbles up. I let 

out a hoot, feeling free. The needle of the speedometer teeters closer to 90 MPH and I push it a hair 

faster, zipping down this seemingly endless road another mile before easing off the gas pedal.  

“Daredevil down,” I mutter to myself. I hit the cruise control so I can enjoy the scenic route. 

“You’re doing fine. I won’t let anything happen to you.” Ban grins.  

“I’ve never done anything like this.”   

Five or six songs play from Ban’s awesome Bose speakers as we drive in absolute silence. I can’t figure 

out if this is a good thing or a bad thing. It’s not that the silence is awkward. It feels…comfortable. But 

there’s no getting to know each other like on normal first dates. Nothing is familiar.  

“Can I ask you something?” I finally pipe up.  

Ban turns down the stereo and gives me his full attention. “Yes?”  

“Are you just out with me to do Cameron a favor? I really hate to think I’m a charity case, but I want to 

know the truth.”  

He sweeps a tendril of hair back from my face. “I saw you in the quad, reading a book. I saw you, and I 

thought to myself, ‘Now, there’s a woman who can appreciate a good plot twist.’ Readers always can.”  

“You’re speaking in riddles.” 

“Averi, I’m not like other guys.”  

“All guys say that,” I giggle.  

“No, but I’m really not like other guys.”  

“Alright. Then, what sets you apart?” 
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Ban’s Confession 

We’re out in the middle of nowhere now, and the car decelerates as I stare at him. It takes me a second 

to realize that I’m not the one making it slow down. It does it on its own. The radio snaps to silence. On 

its own. The doors unlock and open without either of us hitting the unlock button, and when the 

windows roll up too and the engine kills, I begin to get frightened.  

“What the hell…”  

“That’s what sets me apart,” Ban says quietly.  

I look from him to the dashboard. I hit the Start button, but the engine doesn’t turn over. I pump the gas 

pedal and brakes and nothing happens. We’re out in the middle of nowhere, and this strange shit isn’t 

exactly what I signed up for.  

“I think you better explain,” I say cautiously as I ease out of the car. In my head, I mark off my escape 

route, but I know it’ll take forever to run back to civilization. Ban seems to read my mind or sense my 

growing panic. He climbs out of the passenger seat and approaches me with his hands lifted.  

“You don’t have to be afraid. I won’t hurt you.”  

“Yeah, no, you’re still not explaining.” My eyes skitter left to right, seeing nothing but those fields and 

this empty road and no houses and the cloudy sky. The first raindrops break free and sprinkle over me, 

quickly becoming a gentle downpour. It’s chilly, but not unbearable, and there’s no way I’m getting back 

into that car until I know what’s going on. “How did you…what did you…” I clamp my lips shut with no 

idea of what to ask.  

Ban takes another step toward me. Somehow I hold my ground instead of backing away because the 

truth is, I really don’t sense any danger. He takes off his shades, and I stare into his murky brown eyes. 

When they suddenly start to glow a faint amber yellow, I gasp.  

“What are you?” I whisper. “And, what do you want with me?”  

“You’re probably not going to believe this, but…I’m a dragon. I have walked this earth for thousands of 

years, lonely and despondent at being one of the last of my kind. Though I can shapeshift and bend 

energy to my will, though I can control the weather and live a lifespan far beyond human capacity, this 

life felt accursed until the day I saw you. Because, Averi, you’re like me.” 

“No.” I hold up a finger at more mumbo jumbo for him. “Ban, you need to take me home. You sound like 

you really need help, and I don’t feel comfortable—”  

I lose my words when suddenly the raindrops falling around us begin to roll off an invisible dome that 

shields us from the damp chill and the air around Ban begins to shimmer like pavement on a hot day. I 

take a step back, through the shield. The rain falls upon me again. I step back into the sheltering circle, 

confused.  
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“Haven’t you ever wondered why it rains when you’re sad? Haven’t you felt a yearning to test the winds, 

to try your wings and break free of this human shape? You probably didn’t even know what you were 

feeling, but I do. And, you’re adopted, aren’t you?”  

I hug myself to still the tremors. “How do you know that? Did Cameron tell you? Is this some sick joke 

between you and her?”  

“It’s no joke. You’re a fledgling. You really are only twenty-something odd years, not just in appearance. 

I guessed it immediately, but I had to be sure. The only thing I conspired with Cameron to do was to get 

the opportunity to see you up close, and now I know. Averi, you’re young, but maybe now you’re old 

enough to try to shift. It only comes to us when we’ve matured past pubescence.” 

I stare at him through the shimmery haze. “You’re crazy.” I feel it. My skin itches terribly, like it does 

sometimes when I’m asleep and dreaming of flying. Does that mean what he’s saying might be…? No, I 

remind myself, everybody dreams of flying!  My heart speeds up and my breathing gets shallow. Nothing 

that he’s saying is real.  

“Yes. That would seem to be the case. None of this fits into the plans you’ve made for your life, I know. 

You want me to tell you it’s a joke so you can be directed back to playing by human rules, but that will 

never make you happy. No one can be happy being something they’re not.”  

“How can any of this be?” I squawk, genuinely perplexed. “This. Isn’t. Possible!” 

“If you don’t believe me, then I’ll have to show you,” he says.  

“Ban, don’t!” The shimmering gets more intense. I stumble back, scared to know the truth. As he raises 

his arms skyward, I can’t believe my eyes. What I see is a layering of shadows and light—impossible—

and in the midst of the dancing dichotomy is Ban, growing in size, morphing…changing. My fingers fly to 

my lips in shock.  

Time suspends.  

The rain halts. Not ‘stops.’ Halts. I see the world beyond the sheltering dome glitter with sparkling 

raindrops hanging in midair, raindrops paused mid-splash in the still blades of grass, trees stopped mid-

sway in the breeze that suddenly isn’t there. I see the clouds that had been rushing overhead hold their 

position, half-covering the moon. I take in all these things with wide eyes, but my attention is riveted 

back to the light show around Ban that continues unabated. 

When it ceases, there is a majestic dragon standing before me. Shiny green scales glint and yellow eyes 

glow, and when Ban shakes out his wings, the massive appendages block out the sky. I hear the thunder 

before I see the lightning. The suspended rain speeds its descent in one dousing deluge, as if to make up 

for lost time.  

“It’s real.”  
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The dragon tosses his beautiful head. I marvel at this sight, something meant for picture books. My fear 

transforms to amazement.  

“It’s real!!” I shout, laughing. 

Would you like to fly? I hear the words in my mind, which sends a prickle of goosebumps down my arms. 

Ban gracefully lowers his long neck. Muscles ripple like the river with each movement. Climb up, he 

commands. 

“Are you sure I won’t get hurt? You’re so…” 

He laughs. I hear it in my head. Big? Yeah, I get that a lot. Even when I’m not in dragon form. 

“Ha! Oh, really?” I blush at the double entendre and reach for a scale to climb up, noticing how the 

metallic ridges overlap each other but have tiny gaps, perfect for hand-holds. It takes a bit of 

maneuvering, and I still can’t believe it’s happening.  

I reach the crest of his serpentine spine where I latch onto his silky hair-like whiskers and tighten my 

thighs so I don’t fall off. “Never in a million years…” I trail off at the bunching of muscles as he tenses for 

lift off. His wide sweeping wings beat the air slowly but powerfully. “Whoa!” We ascend with a 

smoothness I wouldn’t have thought a creature of this size could manage.  

Then, I’m in the sky. I’m up there with the dewy clouds swirling around me. We break through them and 

fly above the storm, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever known. Higher and higher, almost to the moon. The 

air grows thin and cold, but the heat of the dragon between my thighs keeps me warm. I realize that Ban 

has brought me up here to show me the world from his perspective, not to hurt me.  

“Ban, tell me.  What makes me think I’m like you?” I shout. I have to shout. We zip through the air so 

quickly that the wind steals my voice.  
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You don’t have to say it aloud. Just think it, and I’ll hear you.  

Can you hear all my thoughts? I think. 

Let’s just say I know exactly what came into your head when I told you I get told I’m big even when I’m 

not in dragon form. His melodic laughter courses through me. I laugh out loud, tossing my hair back, 

giddy with exhilaration.   

I have a feeling I’m gonna enjoy getting to know you. Now, tell me about me. I need to understand. It’s 

true, I was adopted, but none of the rest of what you said makes much sense to me.  

For over a hundred years, there had been rumors in certain circles that the last queen was sickly and 

looking to mate to produce an heir to the dragon lineage. I heard she had succeeded. I heard an egg was 

conceived somewhere on this continent. I know it was you. 

I lift a brow in surprise. I thought you said you’re one of the last of your kind.  

Indeed, our numbers have dwindled to only a few dozens throughout the entire earth, mostly males. 

Every one that I have encountered before now had already partnered. Partnering helps us weather this 

long and lonely lifespan. So, you see, there is no room for a third wheel when two become one. As a 

result, I sought you because I imagined you might offer an end to my isolation. Dragons need 

companionship.  

What—like, an insta-girlfriend? Get out of here, I scoff. I like you, but I can’t say it’s a ‘Let’s be together 

forever kind of like.’ That’s expecting a bit much, isn’t it? 

He chuckles. Frankly, as I said before, I don’t make any plans, which means I come to you with no 

expectations. Even you’ll fall for me—I am a rather excellent specimen—or you won’t. But, just so we’re 

clear, partnering isn’t always romantic, insta-girlfriend. I said companionship, as in let’s be friends. 

I mull it over. I can’t buy into the idea that I’m a dragon. It’s too bizarre. But, what if? I can see myself 

being friends with Ban. Someone will have to teach me this dragon-ing stuff. I scrunch up my nose and 

sigh. The thing is, there’s no denying before the word dragon cropped up we had a lot of chemistry 

between us.  

I wonder what dragon sex might be like. I realize Ban can hear me thinking when a vivid picture takes 

shape in my mind, which makes me gasp at the feeling of being cocooned in a snug, comfortable blanket 

of heat while my body blazes with searing ecstasy. The sensation desists as rapidly as it manifested, but 

not before eliciting a sultry moan from me. I nudge Ban with my knees. Quit it, you. He laughs.  

What? You wondered! 

Are we destined to be together? The only remaining unpartnered dragons? I think it, but not to him, and 

he doesn’t bother answering. I shake my head, unable to come up with any answers of my own.  

Would you like to go back down now? Are you getting cold? Ban asks. 

I’m warm, thank you.  Maybe we should get back to the car, though. We left it in the middle of the road.  
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I’m keeping an eye on it. Here we go. Loosen your hold on my whiskers a bit. You’re pulling.  

Sorry! I grin sheepishly and let go. I realize his intent a moment too late. As soon as I release my grip, 

Ban nosedives for the ground and I slip forward. Ban! I mentally shout in alarm. “Ban, I’ll fall!” I scream. I 

see the earth rushing up to meet us.  

Trust me, okay?  

He spins and my legs fall away, and I’m left holding onto his whiskers with one hand. My whole life 

flashes back. It’s so damned short. I don’t want to die like this!  

“Ban, please!”  

My fingers slip. I’m falling.  

Do I give in to the panic as I hurtle to the ground? 

 

Do I trust that Ban will save me before it’s too late? 

(Please make a selection before continuing) 
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Panic 

My arms and legs flail, and I go hoarse screaming as I stare up at Ban swooping above me with a sense 

of betrayal. All I can think is, How could you? I liked you! 

Trust me, Averi! Ban’s plea reaches me through my dazed panic, but I’m too close to the ground for him 

to save me now. My last thought before gravity rushes me to death is that I had had a great time with 

him, and it’s too bad we aren’t meant to be. Then, I brace myself for the impact.  

When my body crashes to the earth, I hear what sounds like the detonation of a bomb and everything 

within me burns. It’s over, I think. My head snaps forward and my spine curves, the soft grassy ground 

beneath me rapidly giving beneath the force of collision. Deeper and deeper, I sink. I squeeze my eyes 

shut, the wind knocked out of me.  

But I’m not dead.  

Dust sprays me as my burrowing descent comes to a slow stop, and I sit up in a crater the size of a small 

meteor strike. The deep depression is at least ten yards in diameter.  Confused, I clutch my head and 

look up at the cloudy height from which I fell as drizzling rain drifts down over me. Nothing hurts. 

Nothing hurts!  

Ban scrambles to the edge of the basin I’ve left in the ground and grins down at me. “I knew it,” he 

whispers in shock. “You really are.”  

Flabbergasted, I sputter, “Y-you mean you dropped me without even being sure?”  

“Well, the odds were in your favor.” He laughs, climbing down to me. He gives me a hand up, and I dust 

off my sexy ensemble. So much for being cute. I’m dirty, but there isn’t a scratch on me. We lock eyes, 

and I shake my head in amazement. “Hello, Dragon Lady,” he seductively greets me. His fingers brush 

my face, clasp my chin.  

Tingling, I whisper, “Hi.”  

I’m so tempted to kiss him. He leans closer, eyes upon my lips. My tongue flicks across the bow of my 

mouth, and I stare at his. Closer. I smell the crisp, clean mountain valley scent of his cologne. I expect 

coolness because of that, but when his lips meet mine there’s nothing but smoky flames and delicious 

heat.  

His arms slide around me, crushing me to his muscular chest, and the idea of being an insta-girlfriend 

doesn’t seem so bad. I giggle as I break free.  

“Mmph! Persuasive.”  

“Oh, I have no desire to coerce you into a whirlwind courtship, Averi. We kinda have forever.” Smiling, 

he clasps my hand in his and helps me up out of the hole, and we amble across the wide open field back 

to the road where his Camaro stands unmolested. He helps me over the barbed wire fence.  
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He climbs in the driver’s seat and starts the car. “We kinda have forever,” I repeat. Clipping my seatbelt 

across my lap, I think it over. “So, does that mean I’m immortal?”  

“Not quite, but definitely close. Now, let me get you home before Cameron puts out an APB. It’s hard to 

kill me, but I think she might honestly try if she figures I’ve done something awful to you.” 

Giggling, I glance at the clock and realize much more time has passed than seems possible. “Oh, you’re 

right. But, Ban, when will I learn to shapeshift like you? I have so many questions! We can’t just leave 

things like this.”  

“Darling,” he drawls playfully, “now that I’ve found you, you’ve pretty much got me at your beck and 

call. There is no just leaving things like this. I promise, as life permits, I’ll teach you everything I know.”  

Again, I get a flash of the sensual dragon sex I imagined while we were flying, and I clutch the seatbelt, 

thighs tightening against the onslaught of pleasure. I catch the double meaning behind his words and 

smile. He smiles back and stops the torment. His slender fingers reach for the dial of the radio, and we 

head back to campus with music playing, no need for conversation out loud. 

I hear him when he thinks to me, You’re golden. I’m glad I found you. I’ve missed you since before you 

were born. There’s so much I want to show you. I will cherish and protect you with every fiber of my 

being. I want to make you happy. You’ve given me more joy than you know…  

On and on, the words wash over me, as glorious as the notion that I am something other than, more 

wondrous than I ever imagined.  

I don’t believe in love at first sight. I’ve always treaded with caution. Even moving across state to be with 

Chase had come after much contemplation and planning. But, this? This spontaneous combustion has 

nothing to do with caution or plans. I feel it beneath my skin…like scales shivering to break free…like 

wings aching to expand…like dragon fire. 

This is destiny.  

Start Over with Ban 

Start Over with New Date 

The End 
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Trust Ban 

With everything within me, I stretch my arm to grab onto him before it’s too late. Save me, I mentally 

cry. Please! Ban beats the air with his powerful wings, lifting, lifting.  My arms and legs flail, but I fight 

the panic as I stare up at Ban swooping above me with a sense of betrayal. All I can think is, How could 

you? I liked you! 

Trust me, Averi! Ban’s plea reaches me. You can do it!  

I focus on the stars behind his massive form and force my flailing limbs to change. Shapeshift, damn it! I 

order myself. If he says I can fly, then it must be true. It’s the only thing I have left to hold onto: Faith. 

My itching skin ripples, and I see the shimmer effect begin to take shape around me. Ban dives to my 

side with a triumphant caw. It sounds like a dinosaur cry, and I vaguely wonder what if anyone sees or 

hears what’s happening. But I laugh excitedly as I feel the transformation. 

With everything within me, I exert my will. My face reddens and dizziness threatens, accompanied by 

flashes of light that obscure my gaze. I refuse to give up. I refuse to pass out. I realize I’m holding my 

breath and let it go, inhaling deeply, expanding my lungs, and as my chest swells, suddenly I feel the 

shift.  

It’s working!  

Ban’s wingtip brushes mine. I throw my shoulders back and stretch a magnificent set of sky blue wings. 

My dragon body is smaller than his but just as gloriously beautiful. Now do you see? His thoughts filter 

through to me. I heard him in my head and in my heart. In my pulse. In my bones and sinew. With this 

dragon brain, everything is amplified.  

I see, I respond in awe. I see everything with sharper eyes. I see Ban. He’s striking. He’s the most 

beautiful creature I’ve ever met.  

We come together and swiftly swirl higher into the sky, a cyclone of whipping wings and agile bodies. 

The moves are instinctive, and I intuit there is deeper meaning behind the touching of faces, the grazing 

of wings, the clasping of tails. The urge to explore every facet of my new being is almost too tempting to 

resist, but Ban whispers in my mind, I bet the idea of being an insta-girlfriend doesn’t seem so bad now, 

does it?  

I chortle. Persuasive.  

He darts away from me, and I chase him, luxuriating in the thrill. If I thought riding on his back while he 

flew was impressive, it’s no comparison to flying with wings of my own. My muscles ache to stretch the 

limits. I catch up to Ban easily. He lets me.  

I have no desire to coerce you into a whirlwind courtship, Averi. We kinda have forever. 

I repeat, We kinda have forever! So, does that mean I’m immortal? 

Not quite, but definitely close. Now, let me get you home before Cameron puts out an APB. It’s hard to 

kill me, but I think she might honestly try if she figures I’ve done something awful to you. 
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As much as I want to stay out and play, I know he’s right. I also know my mom is back home waiting for 

me to text or call to let her know I’m home safe, and I don’t want her to worry. A peek at the moon tells 

me it’s later than I thought. Time has moved impossibly quickly, but what’s impossible on a night like 

this?  

Let’s go, I agree. I’ll beat you down.  

We’ll see about that!  

Dragon laughter echoes through me as we race to the ground. Somehow I know how to land. Somehow 

it’s encoded into who I am. My clawed feet scrape the earth as I float to the surface, and I shake my 

huge body free of raindrops.  

Changing back is simple, Ban reads my mind. Envision your human shape and think small.  

Shrugging, I do as commanded, and he’s right; it is easy. My dragon brain processes thought in such a 

different way than my human one. ‘Think small’ is a feeling. I squeeze my consciousness, and simple as 

that I’m the woman I was before.  

“Hello, Dragon Lady,” he seductively greets me. His fingers brush my face, clasp my chin.  

Tingling, I whisper, “Hi.”  

I’m so tempted to kiss him. He leans closer, eyes upon my lips. My tongue flicks across the bow of my 

mouth, and I stare at his. Closer. I smell the crisp, clean mountain valley scent of his cologne. I expect 

coolness because of that, but when his lips meet mine there’s nothing but smoky flames and delicious 

heat.  

His arms slide around me, crushing me to his muscular chest. I giggle as I break free. Smiling, he clasps 

my hand, and we amble across the wide open field back to the road where his Camaro stands 

unmolested. He helps me over the barbed wire fence. He climbs in the driver’s seat and starts the car. 

Sighing wistfully, I murmur, “I hate that we have to go. I have so many questions! We can’t just leave 

thing like this.”  

“Darling,” he drawls playfully, “now that I’ve found you, you’ve pretty much got me at your beck and 

call. There is no just leaving things like this. I promise, as life permits, I’ll teach you everything I know.”  

Again, I get a flash of the sensual dragon sex I imagined while we were flying, and I clutch the seatbelt, 

thighs tightening against the onslaught of pleasure. I catch the double meaning behind his words and 

smile. He smiles back and stops the torment. His slender fingers reach for the dial of the radio, and we 

head back to campus with music playing, no need for conversation out loud. 

I hear him when he thinks to me, You’re golden. I’m glad I found you. I’ve missed you since before you 

were born. There’s so much I want to show you. I will cherish and protect you with every fiber of my 

being. I want to make you happy. You’ve given me more joy than you know…  
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On and on, the words wash over me, as glorious as the notion that I am something other than, more 

wondrous than I ever imagined.  

I don’t believe in love at first sight. I’ve always treaded with caution. Even moving across state to be with 

Chase had come after much contemplation and planning. But, this? This spontaneous combustion has 

nothing to do with caution or plans. I feel it beneath my skin…like scales shivering to break free…like 

wings aching to expand…like dragon fire. 

This is destiny.  

Start Over with Ban 

Start Over with New Date 

The End 
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Familiar City 

“I think I better find myself on my own time,” I reply. “Tonight, let’s go find some fun.”  

I shoot down the highway in search of my exit, a familiar city where I’m positive we’ll have a good time. 

Knowing my GPS tracker is on and functioning and that I called my mom to let her know I’d be out 

tonight gives me a safety net in case anything goes wrong. I can’t fully turn off my need to plan ahead, 

despite Ban’s lofty talks about going with the flow.   

Beyond the windshield, the city skyline boast slender, tall buildings sparkling with lights to rival the stars. 

We zip past other cars. We fly with the night, and the moon is a smile hidden by clouds, occasionally 

exposed. I wonder what I might be missing on the road not taken, but the urban landscape is 

breathtaking.  

I daringly accelerate to feel the wind whipping through the car, bringing with it the smell of cold earth 

and ozone. A rainstorm might begin any minute, judging by the clouds. Excited laughter bubbles up. I let 

out a hoot, feeling free. The needle of the speedometer teeters closer to 80 MPH, but I can’t go as fast 

as I want to.  

“Daredevil down,” I mutter to myself. I hit the cruise control so I don’t incur the wrath of a cop. 

“You’re doing fine. I won’t let anything happen to you.” Ban grins.  

“I’ve never done anything like this.”   

Five or six songs play from Ban’s awesome Bose speakers as we drive in absolute silence en route to the 

club I have in mind. I can’t figure out if this is a good thing or a bad thing. It’s not that the silence is 

awkward. It feels…comfortable. But there’s no getting to know each other like on normal first dates. The 

only familiar thing is the city   

“Can I ask you something?” I finally pipe up.  

Ban turns down the stereo and gives me his full attention. “Yes?”  

“Are you just out with me to do Cameron a favor? I really hate to think I’m a charity case, but I want to 

know the truth.”  

He sweeps a tendril of hair back from my face. “I saw you in the quad, reading a book. I saw you, and I 

thought to myself, ‘Now, there’s a woman who can appreciate a good plot twist.’ Readers always can.”  

“You’re speaking in riddles.” 

“Averi, I’m not like other guys.”  

“All guys say that,” I giggle.  

“No, but I’m really not like other guys.”  

I decide not to press for answers. I spy the club I want to go to, and I slow down to find a parking spot. 

“Well, this is it. I’ve been to this place a time or two, and they always play fresh music. Let’s get in there 
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and do some dancing, shall we?” I flash an inviting, friendly smile his way, but Ban puts a hand on mine 

before I can climb out of the car.  

“Averi, there’s something I really need to tell you, but I can’t do it here. We need to go someplace 

private.”  

I quirk a brow skeptically. “I don’t know about that. Why can’t you tell me here? I mean, what’s it 

about?”  

“It’s about me…and there’s something you need to know about yourself as well. You’re adopted, right?” 

I am, but how does he know and what does that have to do with anything? A part of me wants to blow 

off this enigmatic randomness, but a part of me wonders what exactly is so secret that he has to get me 

away to tell me. As if that’s not enough, suddenly I spy a familiar person walking past the car. It’s Chase. 

He’s heading right into the club we were about to go into.  

“Oh, shit,” I mutter. Ban follows my gaze.  

“You can go in there with him if you want,” he says in a resolved voice.  

Do I go into the club with Chase? 

 

Do I disappear with Ban to hear his confession? 

(Please make a selection before continuing) 
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Chase 

As much as I want to give him up, my heart just won’t let me.  

“This isn’t about Chase,” I lie. “I just don’t feel comfortable going someplace more isolated.” In reality, I 

know that I’m in no danger with Ban. He seems like a really cool guy. I clutch the latch of the door and 

get out of the car.  

“I won’t force you,” Ban replies softly. “We kinda have forever. Now that I’ve found you, I can’t give up 

on you. Maybe you need to grow up a little more, though.” 

Quirking a brow, I wonder what he means by that, but I discard the thought and run into the club after 

Chase. I don’t even realize Ban isn’t behind me until I hear the sound of an engine gunning and spin 

around in time to see his red Camaro speeding away.  

 

Start Over with Ban 

Start Over with New Date 

The End 
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