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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“I cannot believe we’re going to a dumpy old campground,” Flynn Jefferson complained to his best friends Sebastian Montague and Jarrett Powell.

	Flynn’s family had broken up the year before with his mum leaving them for a used car salesman, and his dad hitching up with a school teacher. His school teacher. He glanced over at his friends and rolled his eyes. His dad, Marcus, had started dating Martina York four months earlier after meeting at a parent-teacher night, and this was the first time they’d gone away together.

	“And the problem is,” he whispered and leaned over to his friends. “We have to put up with her daughter and her friends.”

	Casey York turned around in her seat to stare Flynn in the eye. “Just like we have to put up with you and yours.” She raised an arched brow and narrowed her eyes. “Do you really think I like my mother dating your father any more than you do?”

	Casey hated going to school at the same place her mother worked. Even though she loved history, which her mother taught, as it was always awkward and meant a lot of teasing and bullying.

	Flynn sneered. “Yeah, right. Just stay out of our way and our tent.”

	“Why would I need to go into your tent?” Casey peered at all three of the boys in the backseat of the van. Typical filthy teenage boys. “We’ll have our own. We don’t need yours.”

	“Good, so stay out of it,” Flynn repeated and cast another glance at his friends. “We don’t need no girls lurking around our tent.”

	“That’s not even grammatically correct.” Casey rolled her eyes and sat back facing the front. “Jerk,” she muttered under her breath and heard her best friends, Bethany Tripp and Sherri Sadler, giggle softly. The only way she’d agreed to come on the trip was if her best friends came too, so it wasn’t so uncomfortable. Her mother and new boyfriend agreed, so both she and Flynn had their friends along. Ugh! She just could not get over the fact her mother was dating another student’s father. Especially Flynn Jefferson’s father. While she didn’t mind Marcus and thought he was polite enough, his son didn’t even come close to having manners. She heard a loud burp behind her, which proved her point, and hit the window’s down button. “You are such a pig, Flynn Jefferson.”

	“Flynn, I heard that,” Marcus called and looked in the rear-view. “You have better manners than that.”

	“Yes, Dad,” Flynn droned. “Sorry, my bad.” Another eye roll and glance at his friends scored him another scolding.

	“I saw that, Flynn! No bad manners. I was serious about that.”

	“Yes, Dad.” Flynn slid down in his seat, hit the window’s down button and sat staring out of it while the crisp, cool, late autumn air hit him in the face and ruffled his dark curly locks.

	It was October, and almost Halloween, and he’d planned on going trick or treating with the boys. Now he couldn’t, because his father had planned this trip with his new girlfriend. Rolling his eyes hard, he shook his head to stop the tears that threatened. It had happened all too fast. His mother was barely gone a year, the marriage barely over, and he hadn’t heard anything from her whatsoever, and it sucked. On top of that, his dad had been dating his teacher for the last four months. And she had a daughter who was in his class. It was all too much. He was only fifteen and it was all too much to deal with. Not to mention she was his history teacher and all of the kids in their class teased him mercilessly about his dad getting it on with Ms York, and how she was going to be his new mum. He didn’t want a new mum, he had one and wanted her back, but the used car salesman was much more important than he was. Clearly. No card, no letter, no call, no visit. He hadn’t heard from his mother in nearly a year. And because of the teasing and bullying, he’d been in trouble by beating up the kid who’d teased him. The kid just kept going on and on about Ms York being his new mother until finally, he’d gone over to him and hefted his closed fist into his face. The kid’s head had hit the locker and the lock had dug into the back of his skull, making both sides of his face bleed. He’d been in so much trouble for that he’d been suspended, even though the principal had understood why. He’d suspended the boy for bullying and Flynn for physical violence, which is why his dad and Ms York were taking them on a five day break from school, hoping to get some sense of adventure and fun back into Flynn’s life again. Not happy with the situation, he kicked the back of the seat in front of him.

	Casey felt the kick and jerked her head around to the left. She was sitting in front of Flynn and knew what a jerk he could be. He glared silently back at her scowl, and after a few moments, she turned her head back to the front.

	Sighing, she rolled her eyes and clutched the door handle, her knuckles turning white. Clearly, Flynn Jefferson had forgotten what a bully he’d been to her three years ago when word had spread through the school about her father being killed in a car accident. He’d been a palaeontologist and travelled the world searching for dinosaur bones, giving lectures in museums and schools about bones and clues and how you could tell what they ate and how they pooped. It made her so proud of her father. The way he’d tell her bedtime stories and make her laugh. Make her mother laugh. He’d take them to foreign lands to dig for bones and always made it fun. She’d go back to school after the holidays with stories and photos and bits of bone and fossils her father had allowed her to keep. And her mother had only worked part-time as a teacher, but since her father’s death, Martina had to work full-time just to pay the bills and keep the household running. Casey didn’t mind. She knew her mother liked her job and had no issue working full-time. But Casey also had space and didn’t see her mother that much during the day because of the bullying that had gone on three years ago. They drove to school and left school and still went grocery shopping once a week to spend mother-daughter time together. But now that her mother was dating a fellow student’s father, there was less time.

	Ugh, she thought, out of all the parents, all the people in town, it had to be Flynn Jefferson’s father for God’s sake. She stared at her mother and Marcus and saw her mother’s head bob up and down in time to the music on the radio. She was laughing and turning her head to Marcus, reaching out her arm, her hand lightly touching his arm before it slid its way down to his hand which eagerly encased hers in it.

	Casey’s head had tilted while watching the whole sordid scenario, a scowl on her pretty face.

	Hard breathing from behind her made her turn her head and she saw Flynn staring over the seat at their parents’ hands. He noticed her staring at him, scowled, and slunk back into his seat.

	Sighing, her gaze moved to her friends to see what they were doing before turning for the window. She’d been looking forward to trick or treating this year, but because of Flynn punching some kid in the face, their parents had decided it would be better to get away from civilisation. So not only was Flynn being punished, so was she. With another sigh, she tuned out everyone in the car, slid her dark sunglasses on, and sank down in her seat.

	As they travelled along the road, densely populated with towering pine and fern trees, the air grew crisper and cleaner.

	“Smell the air, kids,” Marcus told them. “Isn’t it fresh!” He manoeuvred around the bend and the trees gave way to the view of the lake. Its dazzling brilliance used the reflection of the sky to make it brighter and shinier. Its circumference was filled with towering trees that only added to the eerie quiet that blanketed the scene below them.

	Marcus carefully negotiated his way down the side of the mountain until the road flattened out and became level with the lake. “We’ll be in town shortly, and you can get out and stretch your legs while I get petrol. The campgrounds are on the other side of the lake.”

	Within minutes, the town came into view; a typically beautiful picturesque postcard town that had long settled into the side of the mountain for protection. Each house was the same, each road named after a different tree, and the colours blended into the surrounding greenery.

	“Everything’s green,” Seb muttered, peering over Flynn’s shoulder one moment, Jarrett’s the next, as he was stuck in the middle of the back seat.

	“It’s because they wanted to be environmentally friendly and make sure everything they built blended in with their surroundings,” Bethany told them over her shoulder. “Do you learn nothing in school?” She rolled her eyes and turned back to stare out the windows. “It’s so beautiful.”

	It’s so beautiful, Seb silently mocked her behind her back, making the boys grin.

	“Okay, here we are.” Marcus drove into the service station and pulled up beside a bowser. “I’ll get the petrol. You kids don’t go far.”

	Four doors opened and six kids and two adults alighted.

	“I’m going to the rest room,” Martina told him. “Girls…do you need the bathroom?”

	The boys sniggered, making the girls blush.

	“Do you boys need the bathroom?” Martina raised an authoritative brow at them, making them blush.

	“No miss,” they muttered, glancing away and scuffing the tips of their shoes into the chipped concrete under their feet. “We’re just um…going…”

	Flynn frantically looked around and saw the local tourist centre right next door. “We’ll be in there.” He pointed and he, Seb, and Jarrett hurried away.

	Martina shut her door and glanced at Marcus who shook his head. “We’ll go and freshen up. Come along, girls.” She led the way into the station and found the restroom.

	Marcus continued to pump petrol and watch the world go by, wondering why it was so quiet except for the small cavalcade of cars leaving town.

	Meanwhile, the boys were perusing the shelves in the tourist centre to see if there was anything they’d consider taking home. They found nothing of worth to waste their money on.

	“An’ what’re you young’uns doin’ in this neck o’ the woods?”

	The boys spun around, but saw no one.

	“Who said that?” Flynn asked.
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