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Chapter 1

	Jaden

	Six months ago

	You know, it's times like this that make me think I'm a rebel, or a criminal, if you will. If you want something so badly, you go for it. I know there's consequences for what I'm doing, but that's only if I'm caught. Sneaking onto a set of the famous guy you've been seeing isn't really allowed, especially if his manager and security guards aren't aware of you.

	I hide behind a large cardboard box of props, slightly raising my head, peeking up over the box. I can see his coworker Barry: the man I despise. I can't remember when I started scowling, but I'm doing it. I envy him. I want to be the one he kisses in his music video, the one he holds, looks at lovingly. It hurts when you've been a secret for a while. I've been seeing Miles for six months, but I'm behind a closed door. Looking away from Barry for a moment, I glance at the trailer close to me and my eyes glow with excitement. In very big letters: Miles Andrea. I grin, shaking my head. Of course he's putting his name in big, bright letters. Because he is a star...I tell him that every time he sits in my lap to kiss me.

	I make sure my way is clear before running to his trailer. I push myself up, stepping on the tire of the trailer to see him. He's looking at his reflection in the mirror. I huff as I shove myself through the trailer window. How much do I do for this guy? It's so worth the energy. I wiggle myself through and land with a little thud. Miles laughs and his shoes click on the floor towards me; I hadn't realized he'd noticed me already. I raise my head to look at him, my dark curly hair messy from my efforts.

	"You're absolutely crazy," he tells me.

	"I'm absolutely crazy, yes, but for you," I reply. His eyes soften while his lips part. I lift myself off the ground and hold out my arms to him. He immediately comes to me and his face nuzzles into my chest, hugging me in a tight embrace.

	"You're not supposed to be here," he whispers as he quickly looks behind us to ensure no one is watching. He places a hand over my thumping heart.

	"I know I'm not. I wanted to see you though," I say. He lifts his head and our eyes meet.

	"Oh Jaden," he says, his voice so soft and loving that I melt into his hands while he cups my cheeks. I close my eyes. Soon I feel his lips on mine and my heart practically stops in my chest. Everything in the whole world stops because that's what it feels like to kiss this boy. My hands wrap around his waist as I pull him in close. Although I'm taller than Miles, he takes control of the kiss and the entire relationship for that matter, but I don't care.

	When he pulls away, I'm left absolutely drunk off his lips and that cherry lip balm he puts on. When he lets me take a glance at him, I gape anew. He's so perfect. He's wearing exactly what he wore when we first met. White shirt, black leather jacket, and dark-blue jeans. I can't help the grin on my face.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg





