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    First Edition


	I pulled a guy off the basketball court and kissed him.

	And then—

	"You kissed me. Did you really think you were going to walk away?"

	"It's — it's not like that! You're basically my brother!"

	"Nora. I have never, for a single second, wanted to be your brother."

	 

	


Chapter 1

	I had successfully confessed to my crush, Lucas Thorne.

	Three days. That was how long it lasted. We hadn't even held hands before he ended things — because a photo of him walking with another girl showed up on the campus Yik Yak.

	And, in the chaos that followed, *I* got posted on the Yik Yak too.

	Someone had hacked the projection in the main lecture hall — filled the entire screen with hand-drawn doodles and written, in the middle: *Nora Hayes, I like you.*

	The hall erupted.

	"Who's the genius who hacked the lecture hall projector? I'm dying."

	"That is the most romantic thing I've ever seen—"

	"Someone confess to ME like that and I'll marry them on the spot—"

	And so I spent the next two weeks being cheerfully interrogated by everyone I knew.

	"So? Who is it?"

	"I genuinely don't know."

	That drawing stayed on the Yik Yak for half a month.

	I pulled my hair into a knot trying to figure it out.

	 

	


Chapter 2

	"Nora."

	On the track, I ran into Lucas. He stopped me.

	I turned and looked at him without saying anything.

	"Nora, I know you still like me. But don't do things like that to get my attention."

	"Things like what?"

	"That whole Yik Yak thing. You staged it, didn't you? To make me jealous?"

	"..."

	I'm a computer science major. I have skills, I have a perfectly decent face, and I have significantly more self-respect than that.

	Looking at his absolute certainty, something in me snapped.

	I walked directly to the basketball court, grabbed the nearest recognizable face, and kissed him.

	The court went silent.

	"Lucas," I called over my shoulder, "just to be clear — I'm busy having a relationship. I don't have time to run little schemes for you."

	"You — how can you just — with someone like *him,*" Lucas said, face cycling through several colors.

	I looked up.

	I'd kissed Ethan Kane.

	The three of us — me, Lucas, Ethan — had basically grown up together in the same neighborhood. Lucas was the picture-perfect honor student everyone admired. Ethan was my completely unreliable, skip-every-class, what-are-you-even-doing childhood best friend.

	I saw the contempt on Lucas's face.

	My eyes stung.

	And then a weight dropped onto my shoulder.

	"What's wrong with me?" Ethan's lazy voice drifted down from above. "At least I'm consistent."

	That face — sharp jaw, the kind of good-looking that took you by surprise — appeared in front of mine, and before I could process what was happening, he pressed a light, quick kiss to the corner of my lips.

	"Let's go."

	He walked me off the court with his arm around my shoulders and left Lucas standing there looking like someone had canceled his subscription.
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