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READ AN EXCERPT FROM UNSPEAKABLE:</h2>
<br />
I was lying across my bed, working on my calculus, when my phone chimed. I grabbed the phone off the table next to my bed and smiled. <br />
<br />
BRODY: whatcha doing? <br />
<br />
ME: calc. you? <br />
<br />
BRODY: same. wanna talk? <br />
<br />
ME: sure.<br />
<br />
My phone rang just a few seconds later. “Hello?” <br />
<br />
“Hey,” Brody said, his voice sliding over me like velvet rope. It caressed me as it squeezed the air from my lungs. <br />
<br />
“Hi.” I cringed when my voice came out all squeaky and breathy. “When you asked if I wanted to talk, I thought you meant texting.” <br />
<br />
“Oh. Sorry, we can hang up and just text.” <br />
<br />
“No! No, it just surprised me when the phone rang. So, what did you want to talk about?” I asked him. <br />
<br />
“What are you wearing?” he whispered. <br />
<br />
“Um, what?” <br />
<br />
He laughed loudly into the phone. “I’m kidding, Willow,” he said when his chuckles faded. <br />
<br />
“Oh, you were kidding? I was totally gonna to tell you if you told me…” I let my words trail off. <br />
<br />
I heard him inhale. “Um, I think we need to move on to safer, more friend appropriate topics.” <br />
<br />
I laughed. “Okay, you pick the topic.” <br />
<br />
“Do you have a TV in your room with satellite?” Brody asked. <br />
<br />
“Yes.” <br />
<br />
“Good. Turn to channel 235.” I flipped to the channel Brody suggested. “Oh, I’ve wanted to see this movie.” I pulled the blankets back on my bed and slipped under them, bunching the pillows behind my back. <br />
<br />
“Good, I haven’t seen it yet either. We can watch it together.” <br />
<br />
“Are you in bed?” I asked. <br />
<br />
“Yeah.” His voice came out huskier than normal.  “This is new. It’s kinda fun. Only, there’s one thing missing,” Brody murmured. <br />
<br />
“It is fun. What’s missing?” <br />
<br />
“You. I wish you were here, not there.” <br />
<br />
“Oh.” I wasn’t sure what to say. I was glad he couldn’t see me because I was grinning like a fool. “Look. That’s just cheesy,” I said. <br />
<br />
“It’s a movie about zombie aliens. I think we passed cheesy a long time ago. Oh, look at her. Now we’re getting somewhere.” <br />
<br />
“You’re such a perv.” <br />
<br />
“What? I’m a guy and she’s hot. If she’s going to walk around naked, I’m gonna look and appreciate the fine job God did assembling her.” <br />
<br />
“Ugh. Whatever.” I rolled my eyes. <br />
<br />
“Stop rolling your eyes.” <br />
<br />
“I didn’t.” <br />
<br />
“Yes, you did. I heard it in your voice,” he said with a laugh. <br />
<br />
“Oh! What do we have here? It’s the male species joining the bimbo in the shower. Mmm, he’s nice to look at. Great butt.” I sighed. <br />
<br />
“Now who’s the perv?” <br />
<br />
“Me. I never said I wasn’t.” <br />
<br />
Brody laughed. “Good to know.” He cleared his throat, and his voice was a little huskier than normal when he said, “Love scene.” <br />
<br />
Our easy teasing ended  while the television played a very hot love scene—how it got only an R-rating was a miracle. I watched it on my television, hearing the moans and sighs from Brody’s television echoing through the phone. Awkward. <br />
<br />
I could hear every breath Brody took. I could tell when his breathing sped up. I heard the small groan he made and the rustle of blankets and I wondered what was making him uncomfortable, the love scene or watching it with me on the other end of the phone. <br />
<br />
“You want to know a secret?” I whispered. <br />
<br />
I should stop talking now. Shut up! Shut up! <br />
<br />
He sighed. “About you? Always.” <br />
<br />
“I really do want to know what you’re wearing.” I bit my lip, waiting for him to say something. The sounds of the love scene still filtered through the phone. <br />
<br />
“Mm. You’re making it very difficult for me to keep things G-rated between us,” he murmured. <br />
<br />
“I know. I feel the same.” <br />
<br />
“Fight scene. Ooh, did you see that arm fly across the screen?” Brody asked a little too loudly. <br />
<br />
“Yeah. Gross.” <br />
<br />
Finally. That love scene was killing me. I never thought I’d be so happy to see arms and legs blown off.<br />
<br />
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