
Free download 
Quarterbacks Don’t Fall For Invisible Girls 

(Invisible Girls Club, Book 1)
 Pdf

 Emma Dalton

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/zogav/Quarterbacks-Dont-Fall-For-Invisible-Girls-Invisible-Girls-Club-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/zogav/Quarterbacks-Dont-Fall-For-Invisible-Girls-Invisible-Girls-Club-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/zogav/Quarterbacks-Dont-Fall-For-Invisible-Girls-Invisible-Girls-Club-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/zogav/Quarterbacks-Dont-Fall-For-Invisible-Girls-Invisible-Girls-Club-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/zogav/Quarterbacks-Dont-Fall-For-Invisible-Girls-Invisible-Girls-Club-Book-1
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/zogav/Quarterbacks-Dont-Fall-For-Invisible-Girls-Invisible-Girls-Club-Book-1


Every invisible girl deserves to be seen.I'm the Invisible Girl. No one at school knows I exist,
least of all star quarterback Brayden Barrington. What sucks is that I have a major crush on him.
What sucks even more? He only has eyes for my dad, a college sports recruiter. When Brayden
concocts a plan for us to fake date so he could get close to my dad, of course I say yes. Massive
crush, remember?With the help of the new friends I make at my school's book club, I can
navigate this confusing path of pretend. Sort of. Not really. I'm not the one pretending, but I'll end
up with the broken heart. Because Brayden and I live in two different worlds and he'd never in a
million years choose a girl like me.Or would he?Quarterbacks Don't Fall For Invisible Girls is the
first book in the Invisible Girls Club, a sweet YA contemporary romance series. If you like
invisible girls who snag the boys of their dreams, this book is for you!

"The Simple Tarot is like a set of training wheels for tarot newbies. In no time at all, even total
beginners will be up and running. I wish I had this deck when I first began reading tarot. I would
have grasped it a lot sooner!" - Theresa Reed, The Tarot Lady, author of The Tarot Coloring
Book"If you want to learn tarot and you are looking for efficiency, a balance between tradition
and modernity, and a more rational-based perspective on using your intuition, then...Angie
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OneBrayden Barrington has got to be the most gorgeous quarterback in the history of Edenbury
High.And I’m not just saying that because I have a major crush on him.Sitting on the bleachers
on this beautiful mid-September day, I can’t blink away as he and his teammates sprint around
the football field. It’s like there’s a spotlight on him, illuminating everything that is Brayden
Barrington. Star quarterback with a killer smile. The sexiest guy in the whole school—no, the
universe. Even under all that gear, I can see his muscles bulging out…and my mouth drops open
as I imagine touching that hard chest. Sliding my hand up that huge bicep, giving it a gentle
squeeze. Heat rushes to my cheeks as my thoughts drift to Brayden sweeping me into those
strong arms and whispering sweet words in my ear…A whistle tosses my thoughts away.
Peering around, I spot Coach Papas shouting directions at the team. They swallow up his words,
each wanting to improve so they can be on their A game Friday night. I haven’t missed a single
game since Brayden became the quarterback last year. My friends would call me obsessed—if I
had friends, that is.As the coach continues to bark at the team, I flip through the papers on my
lap. There must be at least ten club signup sheets, and yet I can’t seem to find one for me.
Chess? Not skilled enough. Science? Not smart enough. Orchestra? Not talented enough.Do
you see a pattern here?Dad told me I need to look interesting on college applications, which is
why I’m hoping to join an after school activity. But the truth? I just want friends, or at least for
people to acknowledge that I exist. I’m a junior and have been invisible at this school since the
first day of freshman year.Sighing, I continue flipping through the pages, then return my gaze to
the beautiful quarterback at the center of the field. He’s waving his hands around as he calls out
to his teammates. And they drink up his words like Gatorade. One thing Coach Papas loves
about Brayden is his sportsmanship. He loves the team like they’re his brothers. He’d take a
bullet for them.How do I know this? I may or may not spend my free hours stalking him on social
media. But everyone does that, right? Especially girls like me.Practice is over and the guys rush
toward the school building to shower. I gather my papers and make my way down the bleachers.
As I step off the field and head for the doors, a brick wall slams into me and I fall splat on my
butt.“Oof!” The wind is knocked out of me and the papers fly out of my hands.“Sorry, you okay? I



didn’t see you there,” a deep voice says from above me amid fluttering papers. Glancing up, I
stare into gorgeous sky-blue eyes. Eyes that belong to Brayden Barrington.Someone giggles
loudly a few feet away. “And Invisible Girl strikes again.” Head cheerleader Teagyn Myers barks
out in laughter. She and the other pom-pom twirlers are practicing here, too, under Teagyn’s
mom’s supervision, Coach Myers. As a former cheerleader herself, she knows a thing or two
about the subject. Coach Myers was also my mom’s best friend, but that doesn’t seem to make a
difference at all. Her daughter has pretty much treated me like crap since we were in diapers.Oh,
and that whole Invisible Girl thing? Story of my life.“Did I hurt you? Can you stand?”I glance up at
Brayden holding out his hand to me. I have no idea how long he’s been standing there, and like
I’ve lost my brain, I just stare into those beautiful eyes.“Do you need to go to the hospital?” he
presses.I shake my head quickly and shoot to my feet like a canon. “I’m okay.” My cheeks heat
up even more as it dawns on me that I fell on my butt. Right in front of the Brayden Barrington.
Someone kill me now.He bends to collect the papers, hands them to me, then advances toward
the school building. And I stare after him, taking in each and every part of him, etching him into
my memory. Because this is the most I’ll ever see or interact with the star quarterback.Invisible
girls are meant to be invisible after all.***“Dad, you home?” I call as I chuck my backpack on the
hallway floor and pop into the kitchen. He’s at the stove wearing one of his “Dad” aprons. Today
it’s “There’s No Chef like Papa.” Mom would give him one every year on his birthday, and he
would sweep her up in his arms and lay a big one on her, telling her over and over how much he
loves her. I would watch them with my cheeks burning due to the humongous smile etched into
my face. I would imagine what it would be like to have that one day with someone special.But
there haven’t been any new “Dad” aprons or passionate kisses in the last three years. Because
my mom’s dead.Trying not to sigh or let the pain prick my insides, I throw on a smile and walk up
to Dad, who is so caught up in the soup he’s mixing that he doesn’t hear me approach. I give him
a peck on the cheek before wrapping my arms around him. “Hey, Dad.”“Pumpkin!” He drops the
wooden spoon and returns the hug. “How was school?”It takes everything I have not to groan out
of sheer embarrassment. How was school? I basically lie to him every day so he won’t suspect
just how miserable I am—I can’t bear him worrying about me—and after my epic flop in front of
none other than the Brayden Barrington, I want to pretend today hadn’t happened. No, I want to
pretend my life hasn’t happened.“Kara?” he asks, eyes narrowing in concern. “Is everything
okay?”I paste on a smile. “Of course!” I say too cheerily. “School was great, as always. How was
work?”“Great. Got a new recruit for Astor University,” he says as he turns back to mixing the pot.
“He comes from a broken home. I’ve never met anyone so resilient.”Dad’s a college football
recruiter for Astor University. The school is about an hour away from our small town of Edenbury,
Georgia. He loves his job because he meets so many kids from different backgrounds and
makes their dreams come true. He’s very dedicated, maybe because pouring himself into his job
helps him forget the pain of losing Mom. It’s been three years, but when you have that kind of
love? I don’t think the pain could ever disappear.I swallow hard as a lump the size of Jupiter
attacks my throat. Mom was my…everything. My best friend. My confidant. The one person in



the world who understood me. And now she’s gone and I have to navigate life all by myself. I
mean, I have Dad, but he’s so clueless sometimes. And I’m so scared of hurting him. I just want
him to be happy.He announces that the soup’s ready and we settle down at the table. Dad’s not
the greatest cook—that was Mom’s department—but the food’s pretty decent. I can’t complain, I
can’t cook worth crap.“Any luck finding more extracurriculars?” he asks.The image of me
splatting on my butt in front of the Brayden Barrington flashes before my eyes. “Ugh!” I
groan.Dad’s eyes widen. “What’s wrong?”“Nothing,” I quickly say. “I just feel so awkward
sometimes.”He nods slowly like he’s a little confused. “Isn’t that normal at your age?”“Not for
people like Teagyn and all the other cheerleaders,” I grumble.“What was that?” he asks as he
takes a spoonful of soup.I paste on another smile, this one probably showing too much teeth.
“It’s okay, Dad. You don’t have to try to understand the teenage girl brain. I’ll survive.” I hope.A
serious expression crawls on Dad’s face as he lays his spoon in his bowl. “Honey, I hope you
know you can talk to me whenever you need to. I know it was always your mother’s
department…” He shifts in his chair. “But I’m fully capable of…er…helping you navigate these
confusing and nervous years?”I burst into giggles. “Dad, you look like you’d rather jump into a
lion’s den.”“I’m trying to be serious here, Kara.”“I know. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh at you.
But you have nothing to worry about. I’m fine. And I’ve got…friends to help.” Ugh, I hate lying to
him.He nods slowly, relief clouding his features. “Yes, I suppose that’s true. You have your
girlfriends to help. Because they’re going through the same things as you.”Yeah, if only the sky
would open and a group of girlfriends would rain down on me.Sick of lying and this conversation,
I steer the conversation to something my dad loves—football. All his worries about me fly out the
window. As for my worries? Unfortunately, they’re still stuck to me like glue.I offer to do the
dishes, but he shoos me away to my room to get started on homework. I plop down on my bed
with a heavy sigh, my body sagging into the soft mattress. Putting up the façade that I’m happy
and everything is perfect is so exhausting. Why can’t I have at least one friend? Someone who
actually sees me. Then maybe Dad would stop worrying that he’s doing a bad job at this single
parenting thing.Reaching for my phone, I open up the Spill It! social media app. It’s all the rage
these days. It was created a few years ago by multi-gazillionaire Easton Knight. His son, Easton
Jr., is a new student at our school this year. He’s already fitting in so well with the popular kids—
and look at me. I’ve been with these kids since ninth grade, some of them in elementary school,
and they still don’t know I exist. It’s not because I’m ugly, right? No, if I was ugly I’d still be
noticed. I guess I’m just plain and boring.My fingers bring me to Brayden’s page. He’s posted
and tagged pictures with the football team and cheerleaders. They’re at Mikey’s Diner and are
having the grandest time. They’re not stuck at home with no friends like this pathetic loser.I zoom
in the picture to his face. He’s such a hottie. Strong features, a chiseled jaw, the whitest of teeth.
Zooming out, I catch the person he’s smiling at—Teagyn Myers. The gorgeous blonde who’s all
legs and enough body to command the attention of every guy in the room. The way she grins at
Brayden, it’s like she’s got him in the bag. That might as well be true—girls like her always get
their way.But my mom was a cheerleader, too. Her team won nationals when she was a junior.



She wasn’t a witch like Teagyn. She raised me to believe that you can achieve anything you want
—as long as you’re kind to everyone around you.I zoom back in to our star quarterback,
scrutinizing that perfect face. As if someone like Brayden would ever notice someone like
me.Chapter TwoThe last period bell rings and I gather my books and leave the classroom along
with the other students. They pile into the hallway like ants, each toppling over one another to
reach their lockers and be done with this place for the day. I’m pushed and shoved from side to
side as I make my way to my locker. An elbow gets me in the eye, another in the stomach. One
guy manages to shove me into a locker as he jogs over to his friend.I’m left with my lips
practically fused to the cold, disgusting metal locker. Congrats to Kara Gander—she just had her
first kiss.Sighing, I yank myself off and go to my locker, grabbing my things and then heading
down the hall to the newsroom. The others haven’t arrived yet, not that it surprises me. With no
social life, I’m always first. But that’s okay, I guess. Punctuality is a great quality.Slowly, slowly,
everyone else settles down and we all brainstorm next month’s issue. Being part of the school
paper is a great extracurricular activity and would look awesome for college, but Dad insists I
need more. My grades are good, but that alone isn’t enough anymore. Hence the reason I’m
stressing out over those clubs. I still haven’t found any I can join.“Kara? Where is she?” Our
editor, Martina, surveys the room.Seriously? I’m, like, ten feet away from her. How does she not
see me?“Kara?” she says again. “Does anyone know where she is?”My hand shoots in the air.
“I’m right here.”Her brown eyes squint at me. “Oh, I didn’t see you.” She smiles. “Any ideas? Your
piece on school lunch was fascinating.”She’s sweet, but fascinating would be the last thing I’d
call my article. It’s not that it sucked, but this topic has been done over and over again.As if she
can read my mind, Martina stands and paces the room. “We know we don’t reach many students
here and that’s okay. Or at least it was.” She stops by Jason, our graphics guy. “It’s my senior
year and I want to go out with a bang. I want this year’s paper to explode. I want it in every
student’s hands. Who knows? Maybe we’ll be so popular we’ll publish weekly instead of
monthly.”The others exchange glances with each other, none of us sure what to make of her
words. The paper exploding? Going viral? At Edenbury High? I don’t think so.But I appreciate
and love her enthusiasm. If we change someone’s life, then it’ll all be worth it. And it wouldn’t kill
us to finally gain some recognition for our hard work.“We’ll need good stories,” Martina goes on.
“Better stories. Stories that will spin the Edenbury High Times on its axis.” She lightly knocks her
knuckles on Jason’s desk. “So hit me with ideas.”Alexi’s eyes light up like a light bulb went off in
his head. “How smoking damages teen lungs?” he suggests.Martina twists her nose. Gabby and
Izzy roll their eyes. “That’s so tired,” Izzy says. “You’re right, Marti. We need something that’ll hook
readers.”Martina plops down at her desk, tapping her fingers on the table. “Something that’ll
make them hungry for more. Come on, guys! What do kids at this school care about?”“Football,”
I mutter as I scroll through my phone.She leaps to her feet. “Not just football—star quarterback
Brayden Barrington. He’s the most popular kid at school and everyone loves him. He’s amazing.
Kara, you’re a genius!”“I am?”She bobs on her feet like a little kid who’s about to open her
birthday present. “Of course! Let’s get an exclusive interview with Brayden, dig deep, get to know



him as more than just the quarterback. People will eat up our newspaper like candy.”The others
smile and nod. I guess she has a point. Even I’m curious about him, want to learn every single
detail about him. Like how he smells after practice. I know, I know sweat can be disgusting
sometimes, but I bet he smells like delicious man. Or, like, what’s his favorite food and drink?
Does he have dreams other than football? What are his fears and insecurities?“Great, so it’s
settled. And Kara, we’ll need it done by the end of the week so it can be ready for next month’s
issue.”My lungs freeze up, and it feels as if I’ve swallowed cotton. “What? Me?”“It was your idea.
We know you won’t disappoint. Okay, guys, what else?”As they brainstorm, I just sit there, not
believing what just happened. She expects me to walk over to the hottest guy at school and
request an interview? Me, Invisible Girl? The person who went splat on her butt right in front of
him?She’s got to be out of her mind.It’s on the tip of my tongue to beg her to give the job to
someone else, but I press my lips shut. I’ve been with the paper since freshman year, but if I start
causing problems, she might give me the boot. And I really need this job. Not just for college
applications but because I enjoy being on the paper. I like being part of something, even if we
barely get readers. And even though the rest of the team feels more like colleagues than friends.
Still, it gives me a sense of purpose. Responsibility. I’m not sure I want a career as a reporter, but
at least it’s something.Once our editor is satisfied, she dismisses us for the day.“Kara.” She
stops me at the door. I turn around. “I’m really looking forward to that article.”I only manage to
nod because I can’t move my lips. It’s like they’re frozen shut with fear and anxiety. I’m not
normally an anxious person, only when sexy quarterbacks with hair like satin are around.She
smiles brightly. “See you later.”I nod again and leave the room. My legs take me to the nearby
bathroom and I bend over a sink, my breathing heavy.“Okay, okay, Kara,” I tell myself. “Breathe.
You can do this.” Lifting my head, I gaze at my reflection. “You’re a strong, confident young
woman.” I snort. Me? Strong and confident? If I was so confident, I wouldn’t blend into the walls
like paint.No. I’ll march right up to Brayden and request the interview like a pro.Ugh, no. I’m
plummeting into a sinkhole and there’s no one there to pull me out.Letting out a heavy breath, I
collect myself and exit the bathroom. The halls are pretty deserted, except for a few wayward
students who are finishing up with clubs or practice.“I just have to get my book from my locker,” a
voice says from down the hallway. A familiar voice. A voice I’ve been dreaming about since
middle school. It sends a tingle down my spine every time I hear it.Brayden and his football
buddies march to his locker like royals. In this school, they pretty much are. I’m not complaining
or anything, but these boys can get away with anything. And I mean, anything.“Man, you totally
killed it out there!” one of the guys says to Brayden. The rest of the team toss compliments his
way, but he waves them off with that girl-melting smile of his.I hide behind the corner, but keep
my eyes on him. He’s at the center of the group, telling them he’s nothing without the rest of the
team.Not only is this Adonis sexy, he’s modest, too. And friendly, approachable—at least to
people who aren’t invisible. He’s just…perfection.The guys chat and laugh some more before
Brayden fetches his book and they walk out the door. I pop out from my hiding spot and stare at
his retreating form before the doors shut after them.I feel sick to my stomach, like the food from



this afternoon will find its way back into the world. How the heck am I going to do this? Just the
thought of being within twenty feet of him…I might literally throw up now.I slam my head into a
locker. “Ugh.”Chapter ThreeBrayden“How was practice?” Dad asks the moment I step foot into
the house. He and Mom are in the kitchen working on dinner. She stands before the stove and
he’s behind her, arms wrapped around her waist. It’s an odd sight for sure, since the two of them
haven’t been getting along since my older brother Brock died two years ago. I guess that
marriage counselor’s finally paying off, though I know things could change in an instant with
those two. Sometimes they’re best friends, other times they hardly speak to each other. But I’ll
count my blessings now and hope this streak continues.“Was fine,” I tell them. “Coach is
determined to beat Barefield High this Friday and we’ve been working really hard.”“That’s great,
honey,” Mom says with a grin. “We’re very proud of you.”Dad turns to face me. “Will there be
recruiters at the game?”I shake my head. “Not this time. I guess I’m not…good enough.”Mom
covers the pot she was mixing and walks over to me, placing her hands on either side of my
face. Staring into my eyes, she says, “Don’t say that about yourself, Brayden Anthony Barrington.
You are good enough, and recruiters would be insane not to grab you.”I nod, pulling my face
from her grip. “I know, Mom. Thanks. I guess I’m just nervous for the game.”Dad waves his hand.
“You’ll do great, son. We’re all rooting for you.” His smile is there, but there’s no mistaking the
pain in his eyes. I know what they’re telling me—that Brock would be rooting for me, too.I slide
onto a stool at the counter and reach for a cookie from the jar. Everyone knows the only reason I
got the QB position was because of my brother.But I don’t want to feel sorry for myself,
especially now when it seems my parents are in a good mood. I know I’m a good quarterback,
but there’s always room for improvement.“Mommy, I’m hungry. When’s dinner?” My five-year-old
sister Bailey creeps into the room, glancing around. “And Sally is, too. Is she here?”Sally is
Bailey’s imaginary friend. Last week it was Benjamin from Canada. Now it’s Sally from New York.
I have a feeling this one will stick around longer, since the two of them have a lot in common.
Like sports and tea parties. Benjamin never liked getting his hands dirty.Mom smiles at her.
“Dinner will be ready soon and I haven’t seen Sally.”Bailey’s eyes widen. “Maybe she ran away
again?”I reach for her and drag her onto my lap, messing up her sandy brown hair. It’s the same
color as my hair. And Brock’s, too. We all have the same features, inherited from Mom. “Hey, kid.
I’m sure Sally will come back soon. Did you have fun at school?”“Yeah.” She spends twenty
minutes relaying every detail of her day. Who spilled juice on whom and who had an accident in
the bathroom. I can listen to her for hours and never get bored. She’s so adorable—and I’m not
just saying that because she’s my little sister.“Did the tickle monster visit you at school?” I ask
her.Her blue eyes widen again. “No…!” She ducks away, trying to free herself from my grip. She
knows very well what’s coming for her.Laughing, I gently dig my fingers into her stomach. “He’s
here now!”She giggles and wiggles and screeches as I continue tickling her. “Not fair,” she
manages to say through her laughter. “You’re bigger and stronger than me.”I drop my hands.
“Okay, then tickle me.”She rolls her eyes. “You’re not ticklish.”I grin. “Maybe I am today. But you
need to catch me first!” After gently dropping her to her feet, I take off toward the living room.



Bailey chases me up the stairs, past the hallway, and down the stairs in the back.“Careful!” mom
calls after us. She’s gotten a little overprotective ever since Brock died in that car accident. Dad
worries a lot, too, but not as much as Mom.“Bray!” Bailey shouts after me, huffing and puffing.
She chases me back into the living room now. “I’ll never catch up to you.”Chuckling, I stop in
place and she smacks right into me and falls to the floor. I whirl around and bend down to her.
“Are you okay?”She giggles as she leaps onto me, throwing me to the floor. Well, it’s more like I
let her throw me down. She buries her fingers in my stomach. Because she’s so small, I barely
feel anything, but I wiggle around like she did a few minutes ago.“Okay, okay you win,” I tell
her.“Yay!” She beams. “And what’s my prize?”I bend my head forward. “Whatever you want, my
queen.”“Princess!”“Forgive me, my princess.”She laughs again as she taps her chin, as if solving
an algebra equation. “Piggyback ride.”“Piggyback ride it is.”And she hops onto my back.Chapter
FourThe popular table is so stuffed with chairs and kids on those chairs, I don’t know how they
have enough air to breathe. And right in the center of all that is my assignment.A happy sigh
escapes my lips as I watch him bring some mashed potatoes to his lips. Lips that look so
kissable…No. Snap out of it, Kara. I need to schedule an interview with him if I want to keep my
job at the paper.The bell will ring in another few minutes. I have to do this, even if the thought of
actually talking to Brayden sends a swarm of butterflies into my stomach.After sucking in a deep
breath and letting it seep out of my nose, I get up and march over to his table. No heads turn in
my direction as I edge closer to the holy popular table. I might as well dance around the entire
cafeteria stark naked—no one would even notice.Coming to a stop right across from him, my
breath hitches. My chest feels like it’s clogged with cement. He’s there—right there. But he
doesn’t even notice me.I try not to sigh.He laughs at something a wide receiver says. Oomf, that
laugh can cure cancer. Seriously. I can stand here all day and just listen to him laugh.OMG, I
really need to pull myself together.I can do this. Can totally do this. Yep, no biggie. Just grab the
attention of the most popular guy at school, who also happens to be the sexiest guy at school. I
can so picture him being picked for the sexiest man on the planet when he’s older. When he’s on
a pro team and the whole world knows his name. Everyone will love him. All the women will love
him…My fantasy just turned sour. Because I know I’ll be just as invisible as an adult as I am now.
They tell us things will be different once we’re out of high school but is that really true? Doubt it.I
shake my head. I have to stop stalling. The bell will ring soon. Before I lose my nerve, I step
closer to the table and say, “Brayden?” But what leaves my mouth could barely count as a
squeak. Brayden continues chatting and laughing with his friends.I clear my throat and try again.
“Brayden?”This time, I nearly shout it. And this time, every single person at the table whips their
head in my direction.Talk about feeling naked in front of everyone. Scratch my comment about
dancing in the nude.“Uh, yeah?” he asks. His sandy brown hair falls into his eyes perfectly. I
wonder what it would feel like to tangle my hands in those beautiful strands. Would his hair feel
soft?Blinking, I realize everyone at the table still stares at me. My cheeks flaming, I stammer, “C-
can I talk to you, Brayden?”“Sure. Be back in a sec, guys.”He slips out of his chair and follows me
to the side. I catch someone mumble, “Who is that?” and try not to roll my eyes.And I also try not



to hyperventilate. Because this is the closest I’ve ever been to Brayden. He’s so much taller than
me, I might as well be gazing up a mountain. And oh my gosh, the guy smells so darn good. I
could die happy now.“You wanted to talk to me?” he asks. Once again, his hair falls into his eyes
perfectly. I fist my hands before they can act on their own and touch him. Or slide down those
strong muscles. His chest is so buff it’s nearly straining against his fitted white T-shirt. I can
practically see everything. And I like very much.Focus.“Yes,” I say. Then the words tumble out.
“Can I interview you for the school paper? Our editor wants to do a piece on our amazing QB.
We want to showcase you as more than just an amazing quarterback, you know? We want the
school to know the guy behind the uniform. So will you agree to do it?”His lips gently lift,
mesmerizing blue eyes dancing. “Amazing QB?”Oh, gosh. Even when he’s half-smiling I feel like
I’m going to die.“It’s not like I think you’re amazing or anything,” I babble. “I’m just quoting Martina.
Our editor.”OMG, what the heck is coming out of my mouth?“So Martina the editor thinks I’m an
amazing quarterback,” he says.“Well yes. Duh. Of course she does. Why wouldn’t she? It’s not
like she’s alone. Well, not me. Like I said.”I need to shut up ASAP. Seriously, Kara, just shut the
heck up.I clear my throat. “So will you do it? The interview? I promised her I’d have it done by the
end of the week.”He shrugs. “That’s fine.”“Cool. I also have to shadow you a bit. Watch you do
your thing. But you’ll barely notice I’m there.”Because I’m the Invisible Girl.“Hey, are you okay by
the way?” he suddenly asks.“What?”“I knocked into you pretty hard on Monday. Looks like you
had quite the fall.”Can the floor open up and swallow me?Please?Like now?Right now?Before I
drop dead from embarrassment?He steps a little closer, and I stumble back, my heart zooming
through my body. “Are you okay, Kara?” he asks softly.I get lost in those spellbinding blue eyes.
I’ve never seen a more beautiful shade. Like the sky on a gorgeous day.Brayden Barrington
actually knows my name.“You’re not saying anything,” he continues.“What? Oh. Yeah, I’m fine.
Thanks for asking.”“You sure? Some of the guys complain I hurt them on the field.”“Yeah,
because you’re like a freakin’ brick wall.”His eyes widen. “Is that what it felt like? I’m so sorry. I
should really pay attention to where I’m going.”“No! That’s totally fine! You can knock into me
whenever you want.”His eyes grow a little small as a small chuckle escapes his lips. “I’d rather
not, but thanks.” He nods. “Let me know when you want to get together for that interview.” He
returns to his table.I turn to the wall and gently knock my head into it. Once, twice, three times.
Maybe there’s a reason why I’m so invisible—because I’m a freak of nature. Who says that to a
person? And to the most popular guy at school. Ugh! Why can’t I have a do-over?When I glance
back at his table, I find him once again talking and laughing with his friends. He doesn’t look
back at me once.With another sigh, I return to my table to finish my lunch.***I sit on the
bleachers with my notepad and pen ready. I’ve watched Brayden at practice and at games many
times, but I never had to describe the experience on paper. Now I have an excuse to stalk him.
Hopefully I’ll be able to write a decent article on his skills and talent, and not gush how dreamy
and sexy he is.And kind. I can’t forget kind. He actually asked me if I was okay. I thought he didn’t
remember even bumping into me. And he knows my name!Enough. Seriously. None of it means
anything.But Brayden Barrington is kind as well as hot. It’s so hard to find that. Can my crush on



him get any bigger? I think my heart will explode.But where is he? The rest of the team is already
on the field.Once they start practice, it dawns on me that he’s not coming. Bummer. Guess I’ll
have to stalk him tomorrow…My lips lift just thinking about it.I’ll admit watching the rest of the
team without Brayden isn’t as exciting. And since I’m writing an article on the quarterback and
not the team, I don’t have a reason to stick around. Time to head back home alone and do
homework alone and spend the rest of my night alone.I’m about to start my trek to my house
when I remember I left my math textbook in my locker. And I have a murderous test on Friday. So
not looking forward to that. I do okay with math, but it frustrates me so bad I want to tear my hair
out half the time. This is another reason I wish I had at least one friend. So we could suffer
together.Once I grab my book, I stop by the bulletin board to see if there are any posters for
clubs I missed. If I can’t find anything good, I’ll just choose science or orchestra. I’m not a
brainiac, but I’m sure the science geeks won’t kick me out for my lack of intelligence. And it’s
never too late to learn an instrument, right?No new posters. Guess I’ll sign up to both and try my
luck. Just as I turn around, I catch something from the corner of my eye. The words “Book Club.”
Quickly spinning around, I scan the small poster squished to the side, practically buried beneath
all the other posters and announcements.“Love to read? Love to gush about books? Then join
the Edenbury High Book Club! We’re a small group, but a fun one. We eat, drink, breathe books.
And the best part? There are no skills involved! So what are you waiting for? Join today. We
meet in room 1B every Monday and Wednesday. Remember to bring your favorite book and a
smile!”Holy heck, Edenbury High has a book club??? Since when? Without a second thought, I
hurry over to room 1B and throw the door open.Three heads snap up and stare at me.“Oh,
sorry,” I stammer. “I thought this was the book club?”“It is.” A girl with red hair lifts a book.
Mansfield Park, by Jane Austen.They all stare at me like they have no idea why I’m here.“Are you
accepting new people? I saw your poster on the bulletin board.”A pretty girl with dark hair and
bright hazel eyes says, “Wait, you want to join?”“Uh…yeah. Is that a problem or something?”“Of
course not!” she says with a laugh. “We just never expected anyone would actually join.”“Why
not?” I ask.“Because it’s been just the three of us since last year,” the redhead explains. “We
were starting to wonder if anyone at this school can even read.”The three of them laugh, though
the last girl, the one with curly dirty-blonde hair and brown eyes, laughs silently. When her eyes
catch mine, she quickly looks away and focuses back on her book, the tips of her ears growing
pink.“Ladies of the Edenbury High Book Club, it looks like we have a new member!” Dark Hair
says. “Come in, come in.” She motions for me to enter. “My name is Danielle Wood. Dani for
short. I’m the president.”“And I’m Charlie Raine,” the redhead says. “Well, my real name is
Charlotte, but that’s so not me.” She gives me a sweet smile. “Welcome to the club.” She holds
out her hand.I shake it. “Thanks. I’m Kara Gander.”“And this is Ally Bensen.” Dani nods to the
dirty-blonde who looks like she wants to hide away in her book.“Hi,” I say.She nods and focuses
back on her book.“Ally’s a little shy,” Charlie explains.“Welcome,” she says in a barely audible
voice, a shy smile tugging her lips.“Thanks so much,” I say as I sit down near Charlie. “I can’t
believe this. You’re telling me there’s been a book club here since last year and I didn’t even



know about it? I love to read.”“Yeah.” Charlie chuckles. “We all do. Where have you been?”I look
from one girl to the other and shrug. “Invisible. Where have you guys been?”They all exchange a
glance. “Invisible,” they say.“I thought I was the only invisible girl here!” I say, getting way too
excited. Then my neck heats up. “I mean, it sucks you guys are invisible, too, but now I don’t feel
so alone anymore.”Charlie shrugs. “We don’t mind it.”“You don’t mind it,” Dani corrects. She
focuses her attention on me. “But you don’t have to be invisible with us anymore. We see you,
Kara.”I smile. “And I see you.”And just like that, I’ve found my place. And my people.Chapter FiveI
wring my fingers in my lap as my gaze flicks to the clock on the wall. It’s five to six. Brayden
should be here any minute. I wonder if he cares enough about the interview to be on time. I
mean, I know for a fact he doesn’t read the Edenbury High Times, so it’s probably the last thing
on his mind.I’ve been home alone since school ended, not that it’s a surprise. Sometimes Dad
doesn’t come home until later. Normally, it upsets me, but considering that the hottest guy at
school will be gracing this house with his presence, I’m glad Dad’s not here.I fidget in my spot on
the couch, staring at the clock some more. A minute to six. Then six o’clock. He’s still not here.
Maybe he forgot? We confirmed the time before he left for practice. I would have stayed to watch
like I usually do, but I rushed home to tidy the place up. And I won’t lie and say I didn’t bake
cookies. Currently, they’re sitting on the kitchen table, waiting to be scarfed down. I’m not the
greatest baker by any means, but this is Mom’s recipe, pretty much the only thing I made with
her.Would Brayden like them?Nah. I’m sure many girls have baked treats and pastries for him.I
can’t take this stress of waiting anymore and am about to turn on Netflix, when the bell
reverberates throughout the house, nearly knocking me to the ceiling.He’s here. He’s here.
Brayden Barrington, at my house.The bell rings again, shoving my thoughts away. Taking a deep
breath and wiping my sweaty palms on my jeans, I slowly get to my feet and amble to the door. It
feels like I’m walking through an endless tunnel until I finally reach the door.“Yes?” I call.“It’s
Brayden Barrington? I’m here to see Kara Gander?”A breath I didn’t know I was holding releases
from my lungs. It’s not a dream. He actually came.Sure, he probably cares more about his image
and reputation than he does about the paper, but as long as he’s here, that’s all that
matters.“Hello?” he calls.Right. Focus, Kara.Clearing my throat and counting to five to try to
regulate my breathing and my nerves, I open the door a crack and peek out.Brayden stands
there casually, hands in his pockets, beautiful sandy brown hair swept over his eyes in a messy
way that’s oh so sexy. He just has this cool and calm aura around him. Like, he’s chill and laid
back and not afraid of anything.He smiles at me. “Kara, hi. I wasn’t sure I was at the right place.”I
laugh lightly. “Yeah, sorry about that. I was uh…cleaning up. I baked cookies for…” My eyes
widen. “I mean, cookies for my dad and me. He really likes cookies.”He grins again. “Who
doesn’t? Cookies are my favorite snack in the world. No one beats my mom’s, though. I could eat
hers every day of my life and die a happy man.”I widen the door and he steps inside. “I feel the
same way about my mom’s cookies.”He narrows his eyes, as if studying me. “Chocolate chip?”I
shut the door behind him. “Chocolate chip.”“Cool. I can’t wait to meet her.” He scans around. “Are
your parents home?”“No, it’s just me.” I gesture toward the couch. “Have a seat and we’ll begin.



Do you want a drink?”He smiles again, his entire face lighting up. Seriously, that smile is doing
crazy things to my body right now. Would it be nuts to turn up the air conditioner? Because I’m
sure this room will melt any second now that he’s here.“Sure, a drink would be great. And maybe
some of those cookies?”It’s like he can read my mind, and that sends a jolt through my stomach.
“What would you like? Water? Coke?”“Water is fine, thanks.”“Okay, just make yourself
comfortable and I’ll be back in a second.”He drops down on the couch and glances around the
living room. I watch him, still unable to believe that this guy is in my house. My house. Invisible
Girl.His head turns and our eyes meet. “You okay, Kara?”The way he says my name? It sends a
new swarm of butterflies into my stomach, this one more intense than the last.“Yeah, I’m fine. I’ll
be back with the drinks.”“And cookies,” he reminds me with a chuckle.I nod and slip into the
kitchen, taking a few seconds to collect myself. Then I peek back into the living room and find
him texting. A girl probably. A guy like him definitely has the female population at school lined
up.After grabbing two cans of Coke from the fridge and the plate of cookies from the table, I
enter the living room. He’s put his phone down and is inspecting the room again.“Thanks,” he
says as I hand him his Coke and place the cookies before him. “These look great.” He doesn’t
hesitate to chomp a huge chunk off. “Wow, crunchy and chocolatey. Yum.”I laugh, my cheeks
heating up so strongly it’s like I fell into a furnace. “I’m glad you like them.”He reaches for another.
“I do. They’re amazing. You have to thank your mom for me.”I tuck some hair behind my ear and
shift on the couch. I don’t want to tell him Mom died, and I don’t know why. Am I worried he’ll feel
sorry for me?“Is that your dad?” He pulls me out of my thoughts. Glancing up, I catch him staring
at one of the pictures on the wall, of me, Dad, and Mom with our arms wrapped around each
other and smiling at the camera. That was taken three years ago when we went to Miami. And
two months after that, she died of cancer.“Yeah.”“Nigel Gander? Recruiter for Astor University?”
he continues.“Yeah, that’s the one.”He smiles. “That’s really cool. Are you guys close?”Honestly,
I’m a little uncomfortable with his questions. No one has ever asked that before because no one
has ever noticed me. The fact that this sexy, popular guy wants to know about my family, it sends
me for a whirlwind and I have no clue how to handle it.He shakes his head. “Sorry, that’s
personal. You’re here to interview me, not the other way around. I’m ready to begin.” He holds up
his hand. “After one more cookie, if that’s okay?”I motion with my hand. “Go ahead.”“Thanks.” He
takes a bite. “I’m ready when you are.”I grab my tablet where I’ve put together some questions
and Martina added hers as well. “Okay, as you know we’re writing an article about you for the
Edenbury High Times. We want to get to know the school’s pride and joy—our quarterback
Brayden Barrington. I’ll ask you questions and you can choose whether or not you want to
answer them. If you want to skip a question, just say pass. And if you’re uncomfortable with
anything I say, please tell me. If you’d like something to remain off the record, I’ll respect your
wishes.”He nods slowly. “I’m a little nervous, to be honest.”I lift a brow. “No one has ever
interviewed you before?”He shakes his head. “But I’m also excited. Does the newspaper reach
anyone outside of school?”“Um…not really. We’re very small and hardly anyone reads us.”“Oh,
that sucks. You guys probably work so hard and you don’t get recognized for it.”I just stare at him



with my jaw practically sweeping the floor. That’s what I’ve been complaining about since I joined
the paper two years ago. We do work hard. We put our minds, bodies, and souls into the paper,
but it just ends up on the floor, stepped on, kicked around, a place for kids to stick their gum
on.“Well, I mean, yeah. But you work hard, too. I know it’s not easy being the quarterback.” I clear
my throat. “Anyway, let’s start.” I press the record button on my phone. “Hi, Brayden, thanks for
joining me. Why don’t you tell us how you got interested in football?”He leans back on the couch.
“Sure. My dad loved football ever since he was a little kid. His dream was to play ball in high
school, college, and then join a pro team. But he couldn’t follow his dreams. His dad got into an
accident when he was twelve and was paralyzed from the neck down. His mom took care of his
dad while maintaining a full-time job. Money was tight, so my dad gave up football to get a job
and help support his parents and younger siblings. Once he graduated high school, he got a full-
time job while studying for college in the evenings. He was never able to fulfill his dream to play
pro football.” He pauses for a second, a smile tugging his lips. “When my older brother Brock and
I were little, Dad shared his love of football with us. My brother eventually joined his middle
school football team and I followed suit. Our family is obsessed with football and Brock wanted
to fulfill my dad’s dream for him.” His smile drops and his eyes flash with pain. “But he never
could. He died two years ago.”I nod, my throat tight. I know exactly how he feels, since I lost my
mom, too. “I…” I clear my scratchy throat. “I’m really sorry about your brother. He sounds like he
was the perfect brother.”“He was,” he says, so low I can barely hear him. “I’m trying to match up
to him, but I don’t know.” He glances down at the phone between us. “Wow, I completely forgot
we’re on record.”“Do you want me to edit any of that out?”He shakes his head. “Please don’t. I’d
like my brother to be remembered for the amazing person he was.”“He definitely will be.”He
looks at me, so deeply and intensely it’s almost as if he’s looking inside me, reading all my raw
emotions. I shift in my seat and his gaze breaks. “Thanks,” he says.I peer at the tablet for my next
set of questions. “How does it feel to be quarterback?”“Humbling. It’s an amazing opportunity
and I’m grateful for every second of it. But I can’t take all the credit for our team’s performance. I
wouldn’t be where I am without them.”“You’re being modest.”He shakes his head. “No, I’m
serious. We’re a team and every member is just as important as the quarterback. We lift each
other up. Strengthen one another. It’s a brotherhood that runs deeper than blood.”“That’s really
great.” I look at my notes. “What are your interests outside of football?”He lifts a brow. “You mean
when I’m not working out?” He chuckles. “Just kidding.”My eyes zero in on that broad, strong
chest, the muscles flexing every time he breathes. The room has gotten even hotter than it was
fifteen minutes ago.“I like to hang out with friends,” he tells me. “Spend time with my family. We
watch football together. I play tea party with my little sister, Bailey.”“Tea party?” The image of this
huge boy bent over a tiny tea table with his little sister flickers in my mind. And a warm feeling
rushes through me. I never imagined he’d be into that, but I don’t know anything about him.He
holds up his finger. “But Bailey is adamant that people know she likes to get down and dirty, too.
She’d make a killer quarterback one day.”I smile. “You sound like a wonderful big
brother.”“Thanks. I want to be a good role model for her.”I blink at him, not believing a word he



just said. I assumed he was a stuck-up jock, like all the others. I did have a feeling there was
more to him, but I thought I was just convincing myself, painting a picture of a guy who didn’t
exist. Now I learn he does exist and man, my massive crush on him has increased tenfold.
“That’s so…that’s so sweet.” I glance at the tablet. “Uh…who inspires you?”“My older brother
Brock. Not a day passes where I don’t think about him.”I give him a sympathetic and
understanding smile. It’s on the tip of my tongue to tell him he’s not alone, but I press my lips
shut. This isn’t about me. He’s in the spotlight right now.“And he’s your hero as well?” I
ask.“Definitely.”I look up at him. “If this gets too much to bear, just tell me and I’ll shift to another
topic.”“I’m all right. Talking about my brother helps, you know?”I nod, though I don’t really know
what he’s referring to. Other than to Dad, I’ve never talked to anyone about my mom. I never had
friends.I think back to the girls I met yesterday at the book club and how excited I am to be part
of something. But then I remember I’m in the middle of an interview and I need to focus and be
professional.Brayden spends some time talking more about Brock. I’m not sure I can fit all of this
in my article, but I can listen to him talk for hours. It’s like I’m lost in those beautiful eyes.“Off the
record?” he says.Nodding, I stop recording and give him my full attention. “Everyone expects me
to be this confident person, right? Big man on campus and all that. But sometimes, I’m just as
scared and worried as any other kid my age. I worry about disappointing my parents, my coach,
my teammates, my little sister. And Brock. I worry I’m not living up to him.” He shakes his head,
his fingers plowing through his hair. “Sorry about all that. Do you have more questions?”“A few.
Ready to go back on record?”“Shoot.”I press record and look at the next question. “If you
wouldn’t be doing football, what would you do?”He rubs his chin. Even that action alone is so
sexy and hot I can’t break my gaze away. Brayden could be doing something as simple as
drinking coffee and it’d still be the most interesting action on the planet. “Honestly? I have no
idea. I grew up with football. I eat, sleep, breathe football. It’s not just something I do. It is me.
Ingrained in me. I’m pretty sure if I would be reincarnated a hundred times, each time I’d play
football.”I grin shyly. “And you’d be amazing at it every time. Um…next question…when you’re a
hundred years old and are on your deathbed, what would you have liked to have accomplished
in your life?”His eyes seem far away as he ponders this. The only sound in the room is from the
ticking clock. Sometimes it bothers me, seems so loud for some reason, but now with Brayden
next to me, it’s soothing.“I would like to think I had a good, happy, satisfying life. I would like to
have been a good football player, inspired many little kids to go after what they want. If I were to
get married and have kids, I would have wanted to be a good husband and great dad. I would
have liked to die a happy man knowing I did good in the world, that I changed people’s lives.”The
more he talks, the more I find myself falling deeper and deeper. He’s so…different from what I
imagined. So deep, his emotions so raw. He’s not afraid to speak his mind and say how he feels.I
wish I could kiss him right now…
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together.  Great story.”

do, “Awwwww!. Cute story. The romance was sweet. However, the icing on the cake - the book
club friendships. Every girl should be so lucky to find such true friends.”
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