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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    What Mel doesn’t know can’t freak her out. It’s a mantra I’ve subscribed to ever since I copied the keys to her apartment. I know, I know. It’s awful. Whatever. I just need a place to hide out from Mom sometimes. That woman drives me crazy with her asinine rules. I’m not straight-laced and sensible like my older sister.  
 
    Sometimes a girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do. Kind of like when I tore that idiot Vinnie a new one for messing with my sister. And that worked out pretty well in the end, even if I do say so myself. 
 
    I sit at Mel’s dressing table and tip the contents of my make-up bag out. Translucent powder and blusher spill out onto the wood. I’ll clean up later. I get started on my make-up and wonder how long it’s going to take Mel to notice I’ve been living in her apartment. She’s been holed up with her new man for two weeks now, she even took Salem over there. Maybe I’ll find out when the landlord comes around looking for his rent check. I wonder how quickly she’ll give this place up. I fill in my lips with a cherry-red stain and press them together. I blot and re-apply.  
 
    If only she had some clothes worth stealing. I sigh at my old denim skirt and worn out top. The grungy look is starting to get old but I don’t exactly have the funds to bag myself a new wardrobe.  
 
    I lasted two days in coffee shop hell. I got told to take my eyebrow piercing out. I told them where to shove their job. I walked away with a fiver in tips and that was pretty much it. My student loan is running dangerously low. One last night out and I’d have to beg Mom to help me out. Tonight is just going to have to be really worth it. 
 
    I go to Mel’s wardrobe and rifle around. A pink shirt catches my eye. It’s kind of see-through. I pull it out. A knee-length pencil skirt is the next thing that draws my attention. I might look like an uptight business woman in it, but it was worth a shot.  
 
    I pull on the shirt and instantly screw my nose up. Even leaving it mostly unbuttoned it’s too blah and a little on the loose side anyway. I put it back and pull on the skirt. Better. It’ll look good with my favorite black stilettos. I just need...  
 
    I flip through the rails until I make an unexpected discovery. The strapless black satin top doesn’t seem like something Mel would ever wear. And then I remember. She got it for a high school dance like seven years ago and wore a shrug cardigan over it like a total dweeb. I unzip the back and try it on. It fits like a glove. I look pretty good. Not the slightest bit grungy. I smile. This is the outfit. If I’m killing my student loan tonight, it’s going out with a bang.  
 
    I go find my cell phone and look at the text from Matt. He sent it two days ago, basically asking if I wanted to hook up again at the weekend. I’d ignored it. Moving on from the asshole seemed like a stellar idea. Great sex with no strings was one thing. Being treated like dirt was something else. I sigh and throw my phone on Mel’s bed. I really don’t want to go back there. So what if it’s been months since I got laid?  
 
    The phone starts to ring and I stare at it as if it’s possessed. Luke’s face flashes on the screen and I pick it up, debating on whether I should answer or not. After last weekend I’m not sure. An ill advised drunken kiss has given him the wrong idea about our friendship. He’s been trying to get me to talk to him about ‘us’ ever since. 
 
    Blowing out an irritable breath, I pick up the phone.  
 
    “Hi, Luke,” I say, breezily. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Selena, hey. I just... What are you up to tonight?” 
 
    “Oh, not much. I might meet Matt.” Yeah, I’m that big of a bitch. 
 
    “Oh. Right. Matt. I thought you two were done?” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not. A girl has needs.” 
 
    “Well... I was thinking,” he says, coughing, “maybe, we could...” 
 
    “Luke, you’re a great guy, but I’m not into you.” I cringe, wishing I didn’t have to be so blunt. It was the only way to stop him from getting any ideas. I know Luke and I know what he’s like when a girl shows the tiniest sign of interest. 
 
    “Damn,” he says, sighing. 
 
    I don’t apologize, even if I do feel sorry for him. “I’ll see you in class, okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Cool. Okay.”  
 
    I hang up and take off my bra. The outfit is perfect without it. I check out Mel’s perfumes and decide I don’t want to smell like a florists. My own musky perfume is almost done. I smile wryly as I spritz it onto my wrists and neck. One last night of fun before I have to go back home to Mom’s. It’s going to be an amazing night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Jess is late, like usual. She strolls into the bar at eight when we were supposed to meet a half hour before. She’s wearing a trashy pink dress that barely covers her ass. Her eyes widen when she sees me.  
 
    “Holy shit, is that really Selena?” She gasps. “What did they do to you?” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “I did this to myself,” I tell her, doing a little twirl. I catch the eye of a brawny guy at the end of the bar, just before his gaze drifts to my ass. The outfit is definitely sexy, even if it doesn’t reveal as much skin as my clothes usually do. 
 
    “You look like you’re going to an awards ceremony or something,” she tells me. “Not a dive club.” 
 
    “Manson’s is not a dive,” I defend my favorite nightclub. “It has character.” 
 
    “Ripped up seats and damp walls equal a dive,” she insists. “Anyway. Where’s Keira?” 
 
    “She’s going to come out later. She has to work until ten.” 
 
    She screws up her face as she flips her long dark hair over her shoulder. “I don’t know how she puts up with that place. I wouldn’t eat there, never mind work there.” She shudders. 
 
    I clamp down on my reply before it flies out of my mouth. A fast food joint doesn’t sound like my idea of a dream job either, but at least Keira’s doing something to earn her way through school. I shrug. “No one’s asking you to do either.” 
 
    “Thank God,” she says. 
 
    “Anyway, what do you want to drink?”  
 
    “Um... A Cosmo. Thanks.” 
 
    I go to the bar and order, trying not to be pissed that happy hour just ended and we missed it because Jess couldn’t drag her high-maintenance ass down here in time. I get carded, as per usual. I hand it over without any sass. Bar tenders and bouncers are not the kind of people you want to piss off. The girl passes it back. She doesn’t look any older than me. I smile wryly. “Guess I just missed happy hour, huh?” 
 
    She glances at the clock and smiles back at me. “That thing is five minutes fast. What can I get you?” 
 
    “Two Cosmos would be perfect. Thanks.” The night’s off to a good start so far. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    It’s three drinks later by the time I notice Matt’s been texting me again. My earlier moment of temptation has been doused. I look over his messages and frown. 
 
    One last hook up for old time’s sake? 
 
    Come on, Selena. I know you want it. 
 
    You’re a fucking cocktease, you know that?  
 
    I block his number and delete the texts. I don’t like admitting I’m wrong where men are concerned, but if Mel was ever right about something it’s how much of a creep Matt really was. I’m never going back there. Shivering, I head to the ladies room. Jess is being chatted up by a tanned guy in a black shirt. I anticipate having to play around with my phone while she makes out with him. Probably one more drink before she’s ramming her tongue down his throat. I check the time on my phone. Keira will be out soon at least. 
 
    The ladies room is nicer than in a dive bar. I touch up my make-up on the way out. My plan to find a guy to hook up with is starting to die. Matt’s messed up texts have soured my mood. I head back to the table and find Jess kissing the guy who was chatting her up before. It’s not full on, just little tentative pecks, and going by the looks the bar staff are sending her way it better not get any more heated either. Yep, this is definitely not our usual kind of bar. 
 
    I sit down and discover tanned guy’s pale-skinned friend has taken a seat opposite me. He glances up from his phone and my jaw drops. Sexy, slicked back hair, big brown eyes and a sullen pout. This guy is hot in a really unusual kind of way. At least, he’s not the kind of guy I’m usually instantly attracted to. It takes me a second to realize he’s wearing glasses, and a waistcoat over his shirt.  
 
    Oh God. He looks so uptight. Why is that a turn on? 
 
    “Um, hey,” I say, thrusting a hand across the table. “I’m Selena.” 
 
    He puts down his phone and shakes my hand, a small smile crossing his face. “Nathan.” 
 
    He’s soft spoken. I draw my hand back and fold my arms under my chest. “So... I guess my friend likes your friend.” 
 
    “It seems like it,” he says, mirroring me with his arms folded as he leans his elbows on the table.  
 
    “So what brings you out tonight?” I decide to keep the conversation casual until I work out if he might be interested in me. Most guys give me that blatant elevator look; up and down, visiting all floors on the way back up to my face. I can tell if someone’s into me within seconds, usually.  
 
    “It’s kind of my birthday.” 
 
    “Kind of?”  
 
    He smiles wryly. “It was a couple of days ago. Jason decided I needed a night out.” He rolled his eyes. “I forgot why I stopped coming on nights out with him. Until about five minutes ago.” 
 
    “So how many candles were on your cake, birthday boy?” He looks older, but it’s hard to tell how much.  
 
    “Twenty-seven,” he tells me, shrugging. “Three years to thirty. Guess I’m getting old.” 
 
    “Well, you look really good for an old man.”  
 
    His smile seems to soften out. His gaze actually focuses on me and it’s so intense I stop breathing. His eyes are incredible. Staring into them is doing something seriously weird to my insides. If I was sure he’d say yes I’d ask him if he wanted to get out of here.  
 
    “Can I get you a drink?” That has to be a good sign. He’s not even finished the blue-colored cocktail that’s in front of him and he’s willing to go to the bar to get me one. Wait. He drinks cocktails?  
 
    “What’s that you’re drinking?” I motion to the half-full glass. 
 
    “Blue Lagoon.” He glances at it before he pushes it across the table. “Try it.” 
 
    I put my lips on his straw and take a sip. It’s cold and fruity. I smile. “Definitely one of these.” 
 
    He smiles and gets up. He’s slim and probably almost a foot taller than me. I have no idea if he’s toned but he’s not ripped. I rest a hand under my chin and sigh. This is the guy for tonight, if not longer. I snap out of it. Where did that come from? Casual hook ups are just easier than relationships. I don’t usually think beyond the moment. What’s so special about this guy? 
 
    He comes back with my drink and I thank him as he sets it in front of me. Jess is now talking quietly with his friend Jason. I can already tell they’re planning on getting out of this place. He’s protesting that he can’t leave his friend. I overhear something about a bad break up.  
 
    Jess leans in and whispers something in his ear. I can guess what it is without needing to hear it. His eyes widen and he turns to Nathan just as the guy sits back down. 
 
    “I, um...” Jason glances at Jess and she draws him a filthy look that practically makes him sweat. “You’re okay if I head home, right, Nate?” 
 
    Nathan blinks slowly. “What?” 
 
    Clearly, he’s not overly used to being ditched by his friend. I hold my breath as I wait to see what he’s going to do. He glances back at me and I shrug. I don’t want to make his decision for him.  
 
    “Um...” 
 
    Jess glowers at me as she stands up. 
 
    “I don’t mind keeping the birthday boy company,” I say, taking a sip of my drink. 
 
    Jason sighs loudly. “Great. I’ll see you later, man.” He lets Jess practically drag him out of the bar. 
 
    I smile at Nathan as he turns back to me. “I guess it’s just you and me now.” 
 
    “I guess it is.” He doesn’t sound at all disappointed. The night is finally starting to go my way. 
 
    “So, what do you do...” 
 
    Movement to my right distracts me before I can finish my question. I turn as Keira swoops down into Jess’s empty seat beside me, smiling and flushed. “Hey, Selena. Did Jess leave with a guy already?” 
 
    I glance at Nathan. His eyebrows are raised in surprise. Damn Keira’s timing. I don’t want him to leave. “She did her usual,” I say. “But we have a birthday boy to look after now. Keira, this is Nathan. Nathan, Keira.” 
 
    His voice is quiet as he says hi. Keira’s quizzical look makes me wish Jess hadn’t ditched us.  
 
    “I should...” Nathan starts. 
 
    “No,” I cut in, scrambling to come up with an excuse to make him stay, “You can’t go. I... we need someone to dance with at Manson’s.” It sounds lame and desperate, and I don’t even bother to hide the grimace my own excuse paints on my face.  
 
    Keira gets up. “I’m going to go get a drink while you two... talk.” 
 
    Nathan is quiet when she leaves. He spins his glass around in his hand.  
 
    “Okay, the truth is... you seem like a nice guy and I could really use one of those right now. If you’re not interested that’s fine, I just...” 
 
    He frowns at me, leaving his drink alone. This is when his eyes wander over me. I fight back a shiver as his gaze burns into mine. “You want me to believe a girl like you would go for a guy like me?” 
 
    It’s the strangest response I’ve ever gotten. “A girl like me?” 
 
    He adjusts his glasses. “You look like you were the prom queen in high school, and it doesn’t look like that was that long ago.” 
 
    I stare at him. “I’m twenty-one. And I was so not the prom queen.”  
 
    His shoulders tense. “I should just go.” 
 
    “Wait,” I say. “Stay. It’s your birthday, you should drink with us. I promise not to harass you.” 
 
    He raises his eyebrows, a cute, clueless look that makes my heart melt. He’s so freaking adorkable. 
 
    “I... guess?”  
 
    I smile. “Good enough.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The night whirls by in a rush of alcohol, small talk and music. By the time Keira and me are walking hand in hand with Nathan to Manson’s, we’re all tipsy and singing Uptown Funk at the top of our lungs and completely out of tune. When we get to the nightclub queue, we don’t stop. Keira has a voice, even if it’s pitchy when she’s drunk. Nathan and I are the cat’s choir. Regardless, the song choice seems popular with the queue and our sing-a-long has a knock-on effect all the way down the line. Nathan smiles at me between verses. I think he’s starting to warm to me. I wonder what he’d do if I initiated a kiss. I don’t think it’s the time for that, but maybe a little later on. After he dances with me. 
 
    The song ends and someone further up starts a barbershop quartet sounding version of the latest Selena Gomez song. Keira lets go of Nathan’s hand and he slips it into his pocket. I don’t let go. I lean into him as we move forward slowly. He feels good. He smells good. He lets go and I sigh. He brings his hand out of his pocket and lights up a cigarette. He offers me one and I take it. 
 
    “Social smoker,” he explains, with a shrug.  
 
    “Same here,” I tell him, taking a drag and wondering how shit I’ll feel in the morning for it. Right now I don’t care. He’s smiling at me and I feel like I’m back in high school crushing on the popular guy I don’t stand a chance with. Only, I might have a flicker of a chance with Nathan. If I can figure out what his deal is. Aside from probably being kind of a geek in high school; only the outcasts have that kind of hate for the popular kids, I should know. I remember what I overheard from Jason. He’s had a bad break-up. He probably has trust issues or something. 
 
    We get into the club and Keira disappears to the ladies room. It’s too soon to ask him to dance. But I think I’ve had enough to drink. I already feel like I’m walking slower than when I’m sober and my singing was kind of slurred before. We go find a booth and I get up to go find Keira. I need some advice. I might only have one chance with this guy and I don’t want to mess it up. 
 
    The ladies room seems to be miles away, like it always does when I’m drunk and in heels. I finally get down the stairs and into the main cloakroom and there’s no sign of her. I move into the section with the stalls. Stalls are empty and there’s just one girl re-applying lipstick at the mirror above the sinks. Still no sign of Keira. Damn. Where did she get to? I wrack my brain. Sometimes she bumps into her ex and has a hard time shaking him. They have one of those on-again, off-again relationships. I take the long way back to the booth to hunt for her amidst the crowd, starting to worry when I don’t come across her. Then I get close to the dance floor and see it.  
 
    She’s dancing with Nathan. It looks innocent at first, but when he spins her around, she stumbles into him accidentally-on-purpose, pushing their bodies close to each other. I stand, shocked, as she kisses him right there on the dance floor.  
 
    I have to remind myself she didn’t know I was attracted to him. It doesn’t do much to help. I have to look away and when I do I know I’m done for the night. Seeing them together just pounded the final nail in the coffin. The night is officially dead. It’s time to go home. I walk away quickly, and bump right into Matt. 
 
    “Thought I might find you here,” he tells me, his gaze drifting over me as his hands latch on to my arms. “Looking plain tonight, Selena. I’m not into this dress.” 
 
    “Like it’s any of your business what I’m wearing,” I tell him, pulling away. My arm throbs where he held on too tightly. I refrain from rubbing it. I make to walk away and he grabs my arm. 
 
    His breath on the back of my neck makes me nervous. “You’re my business, Selena, and don’t ever forget it.” 
 
    “Get your hands off me,” I tell him, pulling away as his free hand grabs at my ass. I glower at him. “Don’t ever come near me again.” 
 
    He smiles, and I realize how conceited he always was. It turns my stomach. “Don’t worry. I found someone else to fuck tonight.” He’s drunk and I can see that, but it doesn’t excuse his behavior. I think about going to one of the bouncers, but I know that reporting him for assaulting me will only make them kick him out. And that will mean looking over my shoulder when I leave. I really don’t want to piss Matt off. 
 
    I walk quickly towards the exit, hoping to lose myself in the crowd. I don’t look back. The thought of Matt following me is terrifying, but I can’t look back. I go through my purse. I’ll call a cab and wait close to the bouncers.  
 
    A touch on my arm makes me jump. I turn and find myself staring at Nathan. He winces and I realize how freaked out I must look right now. I can’t even relax when he gives me a worried look. 
 
    “Hey,” he sounds slightly breathless. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Sorry,” I say, dropping my gaze from his face. “I need to go. You two should...” 
 
    “If you’re leaving I’ll walk you out,” he says firmly. 
 
    “But Keira...” 
 
    He nods back to the dance floor. She’s with a couple of girls I recognize from being at school with us. She’s fine. I nod. I have to get out of here. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Nathan takes my hand when we leave. I want to yank it out of his grasp but I don’t. I’m half afraid of Matt following us out; I don’t want him to have an excuse to hurt Nathan. I glance at him. 
 
    “You saw that back there?” 
 
    “What was that?” He sounds concerned. 
 
    “That was an asshole I used to see.” I sigh. “He was drunk. He’s not usually that forceful.” 
 
    “I take it he’s pissed that you broke up?” 
 
    “That’s about the size of it.” 
 
    “Are you okay?” He stops walking and I smile at him. 
 
    “I am now. Thanks for coming out with me. You didn’t need to.” 
 
    “I wanted to. Your friend...” He shakes his head. “She kissed me back there, like out of the blue.” 
 
    “She did?” I act as if I didn’t see it. “I really feel like I could use a cigarette.” 
 
    He goes into his pocket and brings two out with his lighter. He lights them and passes me one. I feel better once I take a drag. 
 
    “It’s been a weird night,” he tells me. “I meet an insanely hot girl who claims to like me, her friend kisses me and I find out the hot girl has a crazy ex who’s built like a quarterback.” 
 
    “So I’m the hot girl in this story?” I smile as he nods. “Good to know.” 
 
    “I like her too. The hot girl, not her friend,” he says, pausing to take a draw of his cigarette. “But I’m kind of... I broke up with someone a couple of months ago. I’m over it, believe me, but I’m kind of...” He sighs and tosses the half-smoked cigarette to the ground. “My friends think I move too slow. I always seem to lose the girl before I get a chance to... whatever. Maybe I should try something different. This time.” 
 
    I drop my own cigarette as he moves closer. His gaze is intent as he tilts my head to meet his lips. I wind my arms around his neck to pull him closer. My head spins as he kisses me. I feel like a love-struck sixteen-year-old kissing her first crush.  
 
    He pulls back slowly and his eyes meet mine with a hint of trepidation. “Do you want to come home with me?” 
 
    “Oh God, yes.”  
 
    His smile is bright as he lifts me into his arms. I gasp. “You’re going to carry me?” 
 
    “What, you’ve never been carried like this before?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” Maybe caveman style, once, into the bedroom from another room. But this? I stare at him.  
 
    “Don’t be too impressed. I just live around the corner,” he tells me as he starts to walk. 
 
    I keep my arm around him and I can tell he’s straining, but only slightly. He’s fitter than I thought, if not more muscular. He sets me down on the porch of a nice house. I raise an eyebrow at him.  
 
    “You still live with your parents?” 
 
    He shakes his head, bringing a set of keys out of his pocket. “I invest well.” 
 
    “You invest well?” This is his house? Holy crap. I didn’t know anyone single and under thirty who had their own house. 
 
    He opens the door and picks me back up, carrying me over the threshold and kicking the door shut with his foot. “If there’s one thing I’m good with, it’s numbers.” 
 
    “Smart and good looking. I knew I was going to like you.”  
 
    He actually carries me up the stairs and drops me gently onto a soft bed. I quickly kick off my shoes. He closes the door and hits the switch on a lamp. The room is hidden in shadow apart from the bed area.  
 
    I sit up and kneel, my back to him. “Can you unzip me?” 
 
    His hands brush over my shoulders before one of them drops to the zip. I hear it come down slowly. The top falls away from my chest and my nipples react to the cool air. I turn and come down from the bed to shimmy out of my skirt. His gaze drifts all over me. His hands bring me in close, fingers brushing over the bare skin of my back. 
 
    I unbutton his waistcoat and push it down. He drops his arms to let it fall to the ground. His shirt goes next. My hands run over his pale skin. He has the body of a swimmer; lean and hard. I press my lips to his chest, leaving a faint red stain. Pressed against him, I can feel the swell of his erection against my stomach.  
 
    When he leans in and kisses me I can taste how much he wants me. His desire makes my heart go wild. I match it with my own, unbuttoning his pants as he pushes me gently down onto the bed. My thong is damp when he pulls it from me.  
 
    I gasp at the soft touch of his fingers between my legs. He wets a finger inside me and rubs slowly in a circular motion, moving upwards until I tense under him. His gaze burns into mine as he finds the right place. I bring his head down and kiss him as he brings me slowly to orgasm. My moan is muffled by his probing tongue.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasp as he moves back. 
 
    “I guess I haven’t lost the touch,” he murmurs, a self-satisfied smile on his lips. 
 
    I move up and push down his pants. I’m throbbing for him, desperate, but I know we need protection. I take his shaft in my hand and he groans, closing his eyes. 
 
    “I’m ready for you,” I tell him. “Get ready for me.” 
 
    He goes to the bedside cabinet as I move back onto the bed. He turns away to put the condom on. He takes his glasses off and moves slowly toward me, climbing onto the bed and moving over me. The anticipation starts to kill me as his lips brush against my throat.  
 
    He drives me crazy with teasing kisses and gentle touches with skilled fingers. His weight doesn’t fall on me until thrusts into me. I gasp at the sudden penetration, my fingers digging into his shoulders.  
 
    He gazes down at me as he moves inside me. I feel my face flush as I try to hold his gaze. It’s overwhelming feeling him inside me while his intense dark eyes are burning into mine.  
 
    I’ve never felt this naked before, this exposed. I gasp as his thrusts go harder, deeper. A wave of ecstasy courses through me as I climax under him.  
 
    His face flushes as he watches me. He pushes harder, groaning. I hold on tighter. When he comes he doesn’t roll off of me and go to sleep.  
 
    He kisses me, slowly and passionately. I kiss back, breathless but with longing. He releases my lips and moves, turning as he gets to his feet. I sit up, arms shaking as I push into a sitting position.  
 
    “You’re staying, right?” He doesn’t look at me when he asks. He’s reaching for his glasses on the nightstand and then bending to pick something up from the floor.  
 
    “Um, I don’t think I can walk now so yeah, I think I should stay.” 
 
    He smiles at me and I watch him pull on his boxer shorts. “I need water. Do you want a drink, or some chips or something?” 
 
    “Water would be great.” It’ll stop my hangover from being so heinous tomorrow. “And a t-shirt or something to sleep in maybe.” 
 
    He nods and steps over to a dresser I didn’t notice before. My eyes have adjusted to the dim lighting. He brings me a plain white t-shirt. He doesn’t throw it like most guys would. He passes it to me. I put it on as he leaves the room. 
 
    “Hey, where’s your bathroom?” I call out. 
 
    “It’s just across the hall,” he calls back.  
 
    I hear him run down the stairs. I get up and move on trembling legs to the bathroom. It’s crazy, he wasn’t huge and he didn’t do it really hard, but I feel like I can barely move now. It has to be because I’m drunk. Or maybe because it lasted so long. Whatever it is, he’s different to the guys I’ve been with before. In a really good way. 
 
    I go to the bathroom and then check my reflection in the mirror while I wash my hands. I look good. My ink eyeliner hasn’t smudged which is the main reason I use the stuff. My lipstick is gone, which isn’t a surprise. My breath is bad, alcohol related. I find mouthwash in his medicine cabinet and use it. Then I get back to the bed, pulling his covers open and getting in. The door pushes open further and a big grey tabby pads into the room. I raise my eyebrows as he jumps onto the bed.  
 
    “Well, who are you?” I stroke under his chin as he stalks up to me and settles down on my stomach. His purring is hypnotic. I yawn as I stroke his soft fur. He’s warm and I’m kind of tired now. I yawn again, trying to keep my eyes open for Nathan’s return.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    The soft purring sound I hear when I wake up is different but familiar. Salem? I open my eyes. The bedroom isn’t familiar at all. My head aches and there’s a bad taste in my mouth.  
 
    It all clicks at once. I was out drinking last night and I didn’t go home to Mel’s house. The purring is coming from a big grey tabby lying next to me in the bed. I pet his head and then move so I can see the guy I came home with.  
 
    He’s just as hot as I remember, even with his sexy eyes closed. I smile and close my eyes. The bed is comfy and warm. It’s early. And I don’t have anywhere I need to be. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When I wake up the second time, he’s already awake beside me and smiling.  
 
    “Hey,” he says softly, gazing at me as I cover a yawn. The cat has left the bed, no longer a fuzzy, purring barrier, so he pulls me in close for a lazy hug. 
 
    “Hey,” I say back, my hand resting on his warm back. I don’t know what else to say. I’m out of my depth here. Staying over at a guy’s place? I don’t know what’s supposed to happen next. I’m really hoping he knows. 
 
    He kisses my head. “What do you want for breakfast?” 
 
    “Uh...” I try to think. I eat like a pig when I have a hangover, but do I really want him to know that? 
 
    “I usually make bacon and pancakes at the weekend,” he tells me. “But I can do other stuff.” 
 
    “No, that sounds awesome.” Thank God he’s not a health-freak.  
 
    “Great. I’ll go get started. You can get first dibs on the shower.” He gets up and leaves the room. 
 
    I get out of bed, my head throbbing a little. I see a glass of water on the nightstand and take a sip. It’s not that cold but it helps my headache and my mouth feels less dry.  
 
    I get up and go for the shower, wondering how bad it would be to use his razor under my arms. When I figure out the shower I decide it’s another case of what he doesn’t know... I can’t walk around stubbly. Not with a strapless top and skirt on...  
 
    Oh great, I’m going to have to do the walk of shame. Sighing, I use his shampoo to wash my hair, thankful that he actually has conditioner. My make-up doesn’t survive the wash, but I have my purse so I freshen up. Another dose of mouthwash makes my breath fresher. I go downstairs once I’m practically ready to head home. My hair is wet but that’s manageable. I just wish I had some perfume left. I go into the kitchen and he looks up with a smile. 
 
    “You look like you’re leaving,” he says, sounding disappointed. 
 
    “I kind of don’t have a change of clothes.” I wonder what he means. Does he want me to hang around all day? What would we even do? 
 
    “Right,” he says. “I could drive you home so you can get changed?” 
 
    “After breakfast,” I say, sitting down at his big kitchen table. “Is this solid, um, oak?” 
 
    “Pine,” he tells me, dishing up four cute little pancakes and a stack of streaky bacon. “I see you already met Archimedes last night.” He points out the tubby kitty who’d come into bed beside me the night before. “You might not get to meet Aristotle. He tends to hide from company.” 
 
    “Cute,” I say, picking up a fork. “So what exactly did you want to do today?” 
 
    He brings a plate over and sits down. With a shrug, he picks up the maple syrup. “I’m easy. We could watch movies or we could go for a drive?” 
 
    So random. Is this what couples do? I eat and shrug. “A drive might be nice.” I could grab my camera when I go home for a chance of clothes. It looks nice out. I could get some nature shots if we go to a park or something. I wonder if he’d let me shoot him. God, the camera would love him. 
 
    “Cool,” he says, taking a mouthful of syrup soaked bacon. 
 
    We eat in relative silence, strangely comfortably. He gets up while I’m still eating. “I’ll hit the shower and then I can take you home.”  
 
    I watch him go and I take out my phone. How do I spend the day with a guy I like? I’ve never done this before. Not even with male friends. I don’t know what the hell I’m doing. I hesitate to call Keira. 
 
     She’ll be pissed at me for going home with Nathan. I’m sure of it. And Jess won’t be anywhere near conscious right now. Luke’s a no-go.  
 
    Mel’s my only hope and I don’t know what the hell she’ll make of this. God, this is embarrassing. What other option do I have? Winging it? I grimace at the thought. I’d only do something to mess things up.  
 
    Going with the flow is fine when your expectations are non-existent. If I actually want to hang on to this guy, I’m going to have to make an effort. And it’s not like I can talk to Mom about it. The thought of that is what spurs me on to call Mel, wondering all the while how fast Nathan’s going to be in the shower. He can’t be one of those two minute dudes. Washing all that gel out of his hair has to give me at least five. 
 
    “Selena? What’s happening? Do you know what time it is?” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Yes, I know what time it is. I met a guy.” 
 
    “You met a... You’re not in my apartment, are you?” 
 
    “No. I’m at his house. I just...” I rub at my temple. Why did I call my sister? There’s no way she’ll be able to help. I sigh. “I like this guy. I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Okay,” she says, her tone softening. “So you stayed over?” 
 
    “I stayed over. He wants to do stuff today. Like go for a drive.” 
 
    “So spend time with him if you like him,” she says, like it’s that simple. Then he voice gets tense. “Who is he? Maybe you should let me know his address or something. Just in case.” 
 
    “In case what? In case I go missing? He’s not a psycho, Mel.” 
 
    “I didn’t say he was. But Matt...” 
 
    “Point taken,” I say with a groan. How much do I really want to tell her? “He stays around the corner from Manson’s. His name is Nathan...” 
 
    “Nathan? What’s his surname?” 
 
    I should at least know that, shouldn’t I? “Um... I don’t know. He’s a sweetheart, really. You’d like him, he’s kind of a dork.” 
 
    She sighs. “Does he wear glasses and a waistcoat?” 
 
    “Um, what?”  
 
    “Selena...” She pauses in that way that I can tell there’s something she doesn’t want to tell me. 
 
    “What?” The sound of the shower cuts out. Hurry up and tell me! 
 
    “It’s nothing. Look, if you like him just...” She sighs. “I have to go.” 
 
    “What?” I stare at the phone when the dial tone sounds in my ear. Did she seriously just hang up on me? What the hell? How did she know he wears glasses and a waistcoat? She must know him. I wonder how she knows him. I look around, like there might be a clue. I don’t know what the hell I’m looking for. 
 
    Nathan comes back down the stairs wearing a sweater and jeans. His hair is slicked back and his glasses are on. He takes keys from the side of the door. “You ready?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. So, hey, I never found out what it is that you do?” Something about numbers and investments. It sounded nothing like someone Mel would know, never mind someone she’d react weirdly about. 
 
    “Oh. I work over at Mitchell’s Marketing. Accounts department. What do you do?” 
 
    “I’m in art school, last semester before I graduate.” I smile, wondering if alarm bells should be ringing that he works where Mel works. If she knew something weird about him because she worked with him she would have just told me, wouldn’t she? 
 
    “So you want to be like a painter, or...” 
 
    “Photographer, probably,” I tell him, following him out of the house. The sun is bright, I squint into the daylight. “I like to draw but it’s not something I think I can make a living at.” 
 
    “Sounds cool. You’ll have to let me see your drawings sometime.” He’s so sweet. It doesn’t even sound like he’s just being polite.  
 
    I follow him to his car. It’s a classic Buik in a shade of bottle-green, I don’t know the exact model but it’s pretty cool in a retro kind of way. “Nice car.” 
 
    “Thanks,” he says. “Door’s open.” 
 
    I get in and belt up. My brain is still trying to connect the dots. Why the hell would knowing who he was make Mel freeze up like that? What’s wrong with him? What did he do? 
 
    He gets in and starts the car. “So, point the way to your place?” 
 
    I give him the address of Mom’s house. It’s not far and he thinks he knows the street. I want my own clothes now, not Mel’s. I cross my arms to avoid the temptation to bite my nails. I’m wondering what else I can ask to work out what the problem is with Nathan, when I remember what his friend Jason said to Jess last night. 
 
    “Last night... your friend mentioned you’d just had a bad break up,” I say, not sure why. I’m probably trying to sabotage this thing before it even starts. 
 
    He tenses up, not taking his eyes off the road. “It wasn’t that bad,” he says, his shoulders relaxing as he starts to speak. “It was a girl from work. We just didn’t really connect. She had this thing for another guy. I just wish I’d known sooner, you know? We dated for like a month.” 
 
    No way. I swallow. “When was that?” 
 
    “A couple of months ago. The guy left work but they’re together as far as I know. I should have known when he kissed her right in front of me.” 
 
    Shit. It can’t be. There’s no way... 
 
    “That sucks. But you’re not still hung up on her, right?” Please don’t let the guy I’m falling for be hung up on my sister! I think I’d have to die of embarrassment. 
 
    “No,” he says, laughing a little. “Things happen the way they do for a reason. I met you because I was single so I can’t complain.” 
 
    “I guess not.”And now I’m pissed that Mel didn’t just tell me when I called her. 
 
    He pulls into the street and I point out the house. He stops. I take a deep breath and get out of his car. “Back in a minute!” 
 
    I rush up the path to the house, fingers crossed Mom is working in the garden. The front door is unlocked. I get inside and yank my cell out of my purse as I kick off my shoes and dart up the stairs. 
 
    My room is just as messy as I left it. Yeah, Mom is definitely still mad at me. I dial Mel’s number as I sort through my clean clothes. A pair of bleach-washed skinny jeans and a soft coral cold-shoulder top are the nicest things I own. I never usually pair them together. Nice isn’t really my thing. But maybe it should be. 
 
    Mel picks up with a sigh. “Hi Selena.” 
 
    “Why the hell didn’t you tell me Nathan was the guy you went out with before?”  
 
    “How did you... I didn’t want to ruin it. I wasn’t sure but...” she says with another sigh. “We barely dated. I’m sure it won’t matter. I mean, he knows, right? That’s how you know?” 
 
    “I know because I worked it out, okay?” I start stripping off. I don’t want to keep him waiting too long. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me.” 
 
    “Look, we only went on a few dates and it didn’t go anywhere. He wasn’t even that bothered when we broke up.” 
 
    “Okay then.” I’m not sure why it’s still bothering me. I shake it off. “I have to go. He’s waiting for me.” 
 
    “Have a good time.” 
 
    “When do I ever not?” I hang up and find underwear. I’m dressed a few minutes later. I slip into flats and stuff my phone back into my purse. And then my mother calls out and I wince, pausing at the top of the stairs. “I’m not home,” I try. 
 
    “Very funny, Selena,” she shouts back. “Get down here.” 
 
    I get to the bottom of the stairs and she’s standing there in her gardening gear, trowel and gloves in one hand. She’s smiling wryly at me. “Where have you been?” 
 
    “Staying at Mel’s, like I told you.” 
 
    “Your sister moved in with her boyfriend.” 
 
    “Fiancé,” I correct, smiling smugly that Mel has done something impulsive for once. 
 
    She sighs and rolls her eyes. “You’re staying for lunch.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Okay, I’m so not admitting I’m seeing Mel’s ex. “A friend gave me a lift.” 
 
    “A guy friend?” 
 
    Am I that predictable? I nod, not opening my mouth. 
 
    “Luke?” She seems hopeful.  
 
    I shake my head. “So I have to go now.” 
 
    “Invite him in.” 
 
    I swallow. No freaking way. I might be okay with him being Mel’s ex, but I don’t know that he will be. Oh God, what if he isn’t okay with it? I have to tell him. Do I have to? Shit. I don’t know. If I invite him in, maybe I won’t need to... 
 
    And my mother is already opening the front door. I make a move. Dashing out, I think about rushing off with him, but then I know I’d have to tell him. At least this way, I won’t have to. Gutless, I know. 
 
    I get to the car and wave at him, not making the move to get back in the car. He gets the idea and comes out, glancing up at the house as he locks his door. 
 
    “Uh, my Mom isn’t letting me leave without meeting you. Sorry,” I tell him. 
 
    He gives me a small smile and I shrug. This is so awkward. I start back up the path. Mom peers out the door, her empty hand shading her eyes.  
 
    “Nathan, Mom. Mom, Nathan.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you,” Nathan says. I don’t know how he manages to sound so sincere. Yeah, I really don’t know how to take a decent guy. This is so not the behavior I’m used to. 
 
    “Come in for lunch,” she says, moving quickly into the house. 
 
    He glances at me, as if he’s checking if it’s okay. I nod and try to smile. He takes my hand and we walk in. I wonder how quickly he’ll drop it when he sees the picture of Mel in the living room. I try not to grimace. This is going to go south so fast... 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    He looks around as Mom tells us to sit. I catch him double-taking at the family portrait from a few years ago. His mouth drops open and I wonder if this is it. He doesn’t let go of my hand, he just closes his mouth, smiles briefly at me and sits when I do.  
 
    “I’ll put the kettle on,” Mom says. “Coffee or tea?” 
 
    “Coffee,” I tell her, hoping it’ll make the rest of my hangover disappear.  
 
    “Same,” Nathan says. “Black, two sugars.” 
 
    The same way I take it. I smile at the coincidence. He clears his throat when my Mom leaves the room. I realize I’m holding his hand tighter, like I’m trying to stop him from attempting an escape.  
 
    “So, you used to have long hair?” He nods to the portrait. 
 
    I glance at it. Mel looks the same as she always has. Her wavy red hair and freckles always made her stand out, and she was always trying to fade into the background. The dull sweater and skirt and awkward pose were so Mel. And there I was with my long blonde hair with black streaks underneath and long bangs almost covering my eyes. The black skater-girl get up was so Avril Lavine it wasn’t even funny. I try not to cringe just looking at it. 
 
    “And awful taste in clothes,” I say. There’s no defending the parachute pants. 
 
    He puts a hand up, smoothing my still damp hair. “I like it short, it suits you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I mumble, wondering why his compliments make me feel so awkward. 
 
    He doesn’t mention Mel. I breathe an internal sigh of relief. Either it’s not bothering him, or he hasn’t decided how he feels about it yet. I’m still hanging in there right now and that’s all that matters. 
 
    “Have you eaten?” My mom puts the coffee mugs down and I nod at her. Breakfast wasn’t that long ago. I don’t think I could force anything else down. 
 
    Nathan picks up his mug, telling my mom thanks.  
 
    I let go of his hand to take mine in both hands so I can warm up a little. My hangovers tend to result in being alternately hungry, cold, nauseous and tired.  
 
    “So how long have you two known each other?” Mom cuts straight to the embarrassing point. 
 
    “It feels like forever,” Nathan tells her, taking my hand back in his when I put the mug down. 
 
    “It does,” I say, wondering if he’s one of those guys who can’t lie to save himself or if he was just caught off guard by the question. I don’t like to lie to my mom, but what she doesn’t know can’t hurt her. Right? 
 
    She just nods slowly, glancing between us. 
 
    “How old are you, Nathan?” 
 
    He smiles ruefully. “Just turned twenty-seven.” 
 
    So he’s one of those guys who can’t lie then. Damn. I press my lips together. “It doesn’t matter how old he is.” I’m twenty-one. That’s old enough to make my own damned decisions. 
 
    “There’s no need to be defensive,” my mom tells me, turning back to Nathan. “And you’re taking her out today?”  
 
    He nods. “I was thinking we could drive out to the walking trails at the woods.” 
 
    I hold back a smile. It sounds seriously dodgy.  
 
    “Give me your phone number,” Mom demands. 
 
    “Mom!” I can’t believe this. “I’m old enough to...” 
 
    “If he’s not a serial killer he won’t have any problem giving his number over,” she insists. 
 
    Nathan takes his phone out. “Do you have a pen?” 
 
    I want to die of embarrassment right now. My mom hands him a notepad and pen. He writes down his number, all the while holding my hand. He passes the pad and pen back and my mom nods. She gets her phone out and punches the number in. Nathan takes a sip of his coffee. His phone rings on his leg. I scowl at my mother. She smiles as she puts her own phone away and his stops ringing. 
 
    “Thank you,” she says, picking up her tea.  
 
    The instant Nathan puts his mug down, I tug at his hand.  
 
    “We should get going.” 
 
    He gets up when I do, thanks my mother for the coffee and I drag him out of the house. Then I remember, my camera. I leave him on the doorstep. “I’ll be out in a sec.” 
 
    I dash back up the stairs and grab it. He’s waiting where I left him when I get back outside. I smile as we head back to the car.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    It takes a half hour to get to the trail. He lets me fiddle with the radio and he doesn’t seem to have any preference as I flip back and forth between alt rock and pop. I smile as he sings along softly to Fall Out Boy. When the song ends I flip to a station playing Justin Bieber. He starts to sing along absently to that too. This guy is too good to be true. 
 
    “So you really weren’t the prom queen,” he tells me, starting a conversation when I can’t find anything but ads on the radio.  
 
    “I told you I wasn’t,” I say, glancing him over. “I was an outcast. The prom queen was disgusted by me. I burned her dress with a cigarette on prom night, totally unintentional but you’d think I’d murdered a puppy. It was mortifying, for her, I mean. She actually went blue in the face screaming at me until one of the teachers dragged her away.” 
 
    “Wow,” he says. “So, you were a bad girl. Definitely not the prom queen.” 
 
    “Who wants to be that popular anyway? I’ve never been great at keeping up appearances. I just am who I am.” I smile. “Let me guess, you were the AV geek with the crush on the prom queen?” 
 
    “That’s too cliché. I was in the drama club. But yeah, I was the idiot with the hopeless crush on the most popular and bitchiest girl in school. I always thought her attitude was a cover for something awful she was going through, but it turned out she was just an entitled little witch.” He cleared his throat. “I was too chicken to ever admit I liked her which was just as well. One of the other guys in drama club actually had the nerve to ask her out. It was death by public execution. He never lived it down.”  
 
    “So that’s why you went all weird when I told you I liked you.” 
 
    “It’s dumb. I guess I’m just used to being cautious around incredibly beautiful women.” He turns into the parking lot at the trail to the woods.  
 
    I’m actually blushing. Being called hot was one thing. Incredibly beautiful? That’s something I’d only say about the likes of Audrey Hepburn or Marilyn Monroe.  
 
    “I hope you don’t mind me bringing my camera,” I say, getting out when he does. “It’s not every day I go walking through the woods.” Especially not with a sexy guy who knows how to make me blush. 
 
    “I get to see you at work,” he says, closing the driver’s door. “This’ll be fun.” 
 
    I hope so. The fact that he hasn’t mentioned Mel suddenly makes me nervous. Is he just going to ignore the weird coincidence? Pretend like he didn’t see that picture with her in it? Or is he scared to mention it? What if he isn’t really over her? I try to wipe those thoughts from my head as we start off down the trail. He takes my hand and I tell myself I shouldn’t worry about it.  
 
    We find a nice spot about a mile down the trail, where there are wooden tables and benches next to a short bridge over a mini-waterfall. The sounds of birds in the sky, rushing water and crickets in the woods make for a relaxing atmosphere. Sunlight spills through the treetops, warming my naked shoulders as I take a seat and get my camera out.  
 
    He sits next to me. “So is this the kind of thing you usually take pictures of?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” I have to laugh. “I’ve taken head shots for friends, and most of them are always on me to take new awesome pictures of them for Facebook.” I roll my eyes. “I like to take nature shots, but usually I don’t get the chance.” I look at him. “So do you bring girls here a lot?” 
 
    He shakes his head. “This would be a first.” 
 
    “Because most girls take the watch movies option?” 
 
    “Because I don’t bring most girls home with me,” he says. “When I said I usually move too slow, I meant it how it sounds.” 
 
    What am I doing? I’m making this awkward. I just... I want to know that this isn’t a flash in the pan, I guess. God, I had no idea I was this needy. Cringing, I adjust my camera settings for the natural light. 
 
    “Sorry, I just don’t usually stay over at a guy’s place. I’ve never done this before.” I curse myself silently for making it worse as I check through the lens and find a good spot to start shooting. 
 
    “Oh.” He doesn’t seem to know what else to say. He must think I’m a slut.  
 
    I seriously wish the ground would open up and swallow me whole. I concentrate on getting some nice shots of the waterfall and the kingfisher perched on the bridge.  
 
    “So what was your ex-boyfriend’s problem? He seemed like a piece of work.” 
 
    “We weren’t actually dating,” I say, shrugging my shoulders. “It was a while ago. We both wanted casual, only he didn’t want to walk away when I said we were done. It’s fine. He’s only been leaving me dumb text messages. He wouldn’t even have approached me last night if he hadn’t been drunk.” I wince at the excuses I’m making for the asshole. I just don’t want Nathan to worry, or worse to be put off going out with me again. Not over Matt. That would worse than losing him because of Mel. 
 
    “He shouldn’t threaten you. If you get any more hassle from him, tell me. I’ll deal with it.” 
 
    I stop taking pictures and notice he’s come up close to watch me work. I smile. “I’m sure I won’t get any more hassle.” 
 
    “I’m serious. Tell me if you do.” He leans in and kisses me gently before backing away. He nods to the bird. “He’s been pretty still.” 
 
    “We’re no threat to him,” I tell him, turning back to the bird. “He’s far enough away not to be worried about a couple of dumb humans.”  
 
    His arms go around me from behind and I sink back into him. This feels so good, but I can’t just pretend I don’t know he went out with my sister. I bite at my lip. There’s no good way to approach this. I should just keep quiet and hope it’s no big deal by the time we’re getting to the meet the family stage. Shit. What if he asks if I have brothers or sisters? It’ll have to come out then.  
 
    I decide to speed things up. “So you met my mom. What’s your family like?”  
 
    “Pretty ordinary. My parents live out of town. My brother drives tankers for a living. I see him like twice a year, if I’m lucky.” 
 
    “Wow. That doesn’t sound ordinary at all. What’s he like?” 
 
    “He’s kind of an adrenaline junkie. Does extreme sports and stuff. He looks just like me, only with tattoo sleeves. We’re twins.” 
 
    Holy hell. There’s another guy this hot out there somewhere? Where does he live... Wait, stop. I like this one.  
 
    “Identical twins?” 
 
    “Yeah. It was kind of fun when we were younger. Most people had a hard time telling us apart. When I wasn’t wearing glasses, at least.” 
 
    I turn. Better get this over with. “I have a sister.” 
 
    He takes a breath. “I know.” 
 
    “You know?” I bite at my lip. 
 
    “Worked it out when I saw your mail box. Hawthorne isn’t that common a name. And your mom kind of looks like her.” 
 
    “So it wasn’t the picture in the living room?” 
 
    He frowns. “The picture?” 
 
    “Of me and Mel. You know, the one where I look like I’m channeling Avril Lavigne.” 
 
    He smiles slightly. “Mel was in that picture?” 
 
    “You didn’t notice?” I’m starting to panic at his lack of reaction. I blow out a breath. “I only figured it out on the way to my mom’s house. I wasn’t sure until I called Mel. Is this weird?” 
 
    “You were all I could see in that picture, Selena. It’s a pretty big coincidence, I guess. Does it make you feel weird?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure. “I think I like you more than I care that you dated my sister.” 
 
    “I’m glad.” He kisses me. “This feels like it could really be something.” 
 
    “So we can just not mention it again?” I breathe a sigh of relief that it wasn’t a source of drama.  
 
    “Sounds good to me,” he agrees.  
 
    “Okay so can I ask you a weird question?” 
 
    He raises an eyebrow. “Sure?” 
 
    “Can I take your picture?” 
 
    He smiles. “Only if I can take yours.” 
 
    I pull away. “You want to take my picture?” 
 
    “Most guys have pictures of their girlfriends.” 
 
    It’s my turn to raise an eyebrow. 
 
    He gives me a tentative look. “Too soon?” 
 
    “Nah.” I back away to get a good angle to shoot him from. He folds his arms. He has no idea how to pose for a picture. It’s cute. I start throwing directions at him and he tries to keep up. I smile when I get the shot I’m looking for. He clearly has no idea how good looking he is.  
 
    I pass him the camera and step back. “You know how to use one of these?” 
 
    He takes a look and nods. I hop up on the picnic table. “I’m ready for my close up.” 
 
    He takes a shot and steps back a little. “Okay, that was a test shot.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about film, it’s all digital. You can take as many pictures of me as you want.” I do some poses that mirror my friends fake-ass Facebook pictures. He draws me a dubious look and I laugh. That’s when he takes the shot. 
 
    “No duckface, please,” he tells me.  
 
    “Are you telling me it doesn’t make me look hot?” I put my hands on my hips.  
 
    He laughs. “No one looks hot doing duckface.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But try telling my friends that.” 
 
    He quits after a few more and I jump down from the table.  
 
    “So are we going for a walk?” 
 
    He nods. “Sounds great.” 
 
    “Movies later?” I wonder how long I’ll get away with crashing at his place.  
 
    “Sure,” he tells me, taking my hand. 
 
    Who’d have thought I’d fall for Mel’s ex? Not me. Geeks are so not my thing, but this guy is just so freaking perfectly adorkable.   
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