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    First Edition


	*Their names form an idiom. She never thought it meant anything — until the morning she woke up in a hotel room next to him.*

	


Chapter 1

	I pressed my hand to my chest and watched the morning sky go from pale gray to full daylight without once figuring out how I'd gotten here.

	Meanwhile, Ethan was sleeping beside me like it was the most natural thing in the world. He even snored a little.

	I clenched my jaw and kicked him.

	Not a polite tap. A real kick.

	He yelped and opened his eyes.

	His first words: "What is wrong with you, it's early—"

	"Ethan! Explain. Now." I pointed at the marks on my neck.

	"Oh..." He rolled over, apparently planning to go back to sleep. "You got drunk last night, didn't want to deal with your mom's lecture, dragged me to a hotel... and then it went how it went."

	He said it like it was someone else's problem.

	"Ethan, you owe me an apology!"

	I threw myself at him. He wasn't wearing a shirt. I yanked down his blanket — and then froze.

	He watched me from the pillow with half-closed eyes. "Can you get off me?"

	He had not said the thing I'd been dreading. He said: "You've been eating too much. My back."

	Some things never change. Ethan and his mouth, never improving, never stopping.

	"For your information," I said, "I Miagh nothing. The problem is you're weak and your back is already gone. Don't blame me."

	He heard "already gone" and turned over, propping himself up on one arm.

	"Is that right?" His voice had an edge I didn't like.

	"Ethan, you are shameless—"

	


Chapter 2

	"Mia, slow down!"

	I'd bolted out of the hotel the second Ethan went to check out. By the time he came after me, I was almost at the subway station.

	I kept walking.

	From behind me: "Mia, wait up!"

	Then a dramatic noise, and louder: "Mia — my back — my legs — I can't walk—"

	Passersby were staring at us.

	I walked faster.

	"Mia, I can't breathe—"

	That did it. I spun around and ran back toward him, already digging in my bag for his inhaler, one hand out to steady him—

	Ethan was bent forward, breathing hard.

	I patted his back and held the inhaler up to him. "It's okay. Slow. Deep breaths."

	He inhaled a few times. His breathing didn't settle.

	I was about to call an ambulance when I heard it: a laugh.

	I went completely still.

	I looked at him more carefully.

	Flushed cheeks, bright eyes. Not an asthma attack. Not even close.

	I hit him twice. "You are the most boring person alive!"

	I turned to walk away. He saw I was actually mad this time and scrambled after me, positioning himself in front of me with his arms open in an attempted apology-hug.

	"Sorry, sorry, I'm sorry — I just wanted you to stop walking—"
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