Angela: Chapter 1

 It seemed like s a pretty average day for me.  I left my house with toast with my mouth shouting a bye to my parents. I mercilessly teased my sister about me being in high school now. High School, the very thing I’ve been dreading about ever since I graduated from elementary. Don’t get my wrong, I ‘m not a bad student, but I’m not the best student either. 

I arrived at school in the uniform that they gave to us before the beginning of the semester. I was walking up the steps when I heard my name being called. 

“Angela! Angela! Wait for Meeeee!”

 I turned around and look at my best friend (and my fellow classmate) Annie Rose. 

“Good morning to you to Annie.” 

I smiled and walked up to her as she was panting for breath. 

“I… tired….too…much..walking..very..tired.”

I laughed and helped her up to her feet. I may be kind but still I like to tease.

“So Annie, how late did you sleep in?”

She looked up at me with a shocked face and then exploded with laughter. 

“I think I woke up at 7:45.”

“No wonder your hair is a mess, come on, first impressions count the most”

And the rest of the day passed on uninteresting other than boys flirting with us and some couples being laughed at.

I walked up to the school’s bulletin board. On it were posters regarding people to join basketball, soccer, football, cheerleading….

Cheerleading? Hm, I was one of the prettiest girls back in the elementary school what could hurt flaunting my looks? I signed up.

Adam: Chapter 2

I was walking down the hallway laughing with my friends when I saw an angel. Let me rephrase that a GODDESS. She was looking at the bulletin board and signing up for cheerleading. Me? I used to play basketball but I decided to focus all my thoughts on homework for High School AND gorgeous girls of course. I’ll say this, I may not look that good but I do have a great sense of humor and I’m pretty smart, to be exact I have a GPS of 4.6. 
So, I decided to go check out the other posters( and the girl!) with all the damn courage I had. I forced myself to walk beside the Diva.

“Hi, anything good here to sign up for?”

She look at me in surprise and then she quickly composed herself. 
“There’s basketball, football, soccer, football~” I cut her off.

“Um, didn’t I ask if there’s anything GOOD to sign up for?”

She smiled. Her smile WAS BEAUTIFUL. Well that shouldn’t surprise me, if she’s that pretty then her smile must be beautiful and so must be other things.

“Smart guy huh? You should try out for the debating team then.”

I scanned the bulletin board quickly.

“Is that the only good thing there is?”

“Well, probably the only thing that would fit YOU”

“That hurts you know.” I smiled at her.

“Well then I guess you should try out for the chess club then,” and she turned and left.

Angela: Chapter 3

Oh my GOD. I was just standing there when a guy tries to hit on ME. Well, the guy was being to nice about it to be considered hitting and he wasn’t even flirting with me. 
It struck me hard. 

For once someone actually TRIED to talk to me like a normal person. God I felt horrible. My only private wish I just walked away from. I walked into the library and almost dropped my books. Sitting alone studying alone was him.
I gulped hard. Nervousness and shyness were starting to act up. I quickly decided to take a chance for once. 

I walked up to his table and sat in front of him. 

 “Hi, um, so did you sign up for anything?”

Shit the look on his face was hilarious. The poor guy dropped his book but the man quickly recovered and picked up his book.
“Hi, I seriously didn’t think to see you again.”

“Well, you are the first guy that hasn’t flirted with me yet”

“If you keep scaring me like that I’ll probably be the first guy to run away from you” He smiled and placed his book on the table. William Shakespeare, the guy had some taste for classics it seemed.

“Well, if you hadn’t scared me in the first place.”

“True, I guess we should stop scaring each other witless.” I laughed. I actually laughed with a guy! I quickly stopped though and revived a confused look from him. 

Then he smiled again. “My name is Adam Porter. Yours?”

I smiled back. “My name is Angela Smith.”
“So, what book are you gonna read?”

“Um, a book about World War II.”

“Hm, I guess next time I’ll bring coffee, cookies and a pillow for you.”

“Are they that boring?”

“Depends how long your patience is, mine is if I don’t get hooked onto the book in the first 30 seconds I’ll ditch it.”

“Well, just remember to bring cake as well.”

We bursted out laughing.

 Life hasn’t felt this good to me since well ever.

Then the librarian came and threatened us to stop being so loud or we get the boot.

We quieted down after that but still made quite of few small jokes.

God, I was actually comfortable with a guy for once that I don’t know!
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