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Camilla

She was in a sex drought. It was official, and she could no longer deny it. 

Never in her life had she gone this long without sex.

Seven months.

Seven. Fucking. Months.

Camilla Ester Rickman didn’t go seven months without sex. Ever. The last time she’d gone that long was between high school and college, and that was only because she’d broken up with her boyfriend right before high school ended and didn’t find another one until after Christmas break her freshman year of college. 

But even then, she’d had a couple of second and third base hits. 

Picking up the iPad on the desk in front of her, she tried to put her lack of sex out of her mind while she worked. It was not an easy thing to do when everyone around her seemed to be doing the deed.

“Incoming, bay two,” someone shouted, shaking Camilla out of her thoughts.

“I got it,” Nash yelled, and she followed him since she was on his team. 

Nash Hayes was one of her best friends, which was odd since his sister, Sloan, had been her best friend since kindergarten. It was funny how the world worked. 

They’d become fast friends when he’d started working at the same hospital as her as an intern. It was good to have someone you could trust, someone who would always have your back. From there, it grew, and somehow, he became an important person in her life.

Not as important as he was to Hazel.

Hazel was her other best friend since kindergarten, and she’d recently started a relationship with Nash. Not only was one best friend marrying her brother, Asher, now her other two best friends were engaged to each other. 

And there she sat, alone and sexless.

The alone part she could handle. She liked being alone. Loved the quiet of her apartment when it was just her there. Liked sleeping in her bed without anyone else hogging the covers and enjoyed watching whatever she wanted on TV without having to answer to anyone else.

The sexless part was new and something she was going to have to get used to being without. 

She’d made a pact, albeit with herself, that she wasn’t going to have any more sex just for the sake of having sex. She wanted to try and find someone she liked. Someone she enjoyed being with for more than sex. Someone who could be part of her future.

An actual boyfriend instead of a fuck buddy.

It didn’t have anything to do with her two best friends, Sloan and Hazel, finding love. At least not really. It was more that she was turning thirty soon, and since she’d been eighteen, she hadn’t had an actual boyfriend. 

Lots of sex but no one who she could talk to.

And while a year ago, she’d have said that was no big deal, she saw the way Sloan and Hazel were with Asher and Nash. How they talked to them and missed them when they weren’t around. How they always had someone to talk to, no matter what.

While she didn’t love the thought of sharing her bed, she liked the idea of always having a sounding board, a person to talk her down from her crazy ideas and moods.

“What do we have, Cam?” Nash asked across the new patient who had been wheeled into the emergency room.

“Fifty-six-year-old male who slipped off a ladder while cleaning his gutters. A possible broken leg, and a puncture in his ribs.” She set the iPad down and gloved up. 

“Okay, let’s get him moved to this bed.” With the ease of people who had been doing this for years, they moved the man to a new bed and dealt with his injuries. 

When it was all over, and they’d moved the man to recovery, Camilla sat back down at her desk, Nash sitting down right beside her. 

“It’s been a long day.” They were both at the end of a twelve-hour shift.

“It has,” she said. “I hate to say it, but the days that are slow are the worst.” They’d only had six patients the whole day, including the gutter guy.

“I know what you mean. I don’t want people to get hurt, but for my sanity, it would be better.”

“I don’t think you can complain since I know for a fact that Hazel stopped by and you two were locked in the on-call room for over an hour.” She nudged his shoulder with her own.

He smiled, not even trying to conceal the fact that he’d had sex in there. “That was the best part of my day.”

“I miss sex so fucking much.”

“Why aren’t you having sex again?” 

“Because I want more than just sex. I want to like the person and be able to talk to him.”

“I can attest to the fact that it is better when you like the person.” He wagged his eyebrows suggestively. “Everything with Hazel is better.”

“Gack, stop talking like a love-sick puppy. It’s nauseating.”

“You know, if you want to have a real relationship, you’re going to need some love-sick puppy moments. And I’ve got to say, I’ve known you for a long time, and I just don’t see you enjoying that. You like to argue and fight. Those things don’t really go with love.”

“Are you saying that I’m not lovable? That I can’t be happy and teeth-achingly sweet? Because I can be those things.”

“Listen, I love you, and so do Sloan and Hazel, but that’s because we know you and how you are. I don’t think you should change that. But maybe add in a little nice with the fights and arguments.”

She thought about that. Was she too argumentative? Did that turn guys off? 

“Shifts over, Cam. Go home, sleep, and stop worrying about finding a guy. He’ll find you when the time is right.”

“You sound like Hazel.” 

“What can I say, she makes me an optimist.”

Shaking her head, she stood. “I’ll see you at dinner tomorrow night.”

“See you then.”

After grabbing her stuff from her locker, she left the hospital for her walk home. She didn't always walk to and from work, but when the weather was beautiful, she liked the one-mile walk to decompress after a shift. Sticking in her earbuds, she called Sloan, who she knew was off. 

“What up?” Sloan answered. 

“Just leaving work.”

“Busy or boring?” 

“Boring. I spent half the damn day organizing the carts even though they were already organized.”

“That’s gotta be better than someone dying.”

“It is, and I should be happier that it didn't happen. Where are you?”

“Just left my parents where my mom and your mom have decided that I must wear a veil at the wedding.”

“I thought you were against a veil?” Sloan and Asher’s wedding was two months away. But there was never a shortage of things to do to get ready for it.

“Oh, I am, but both our moms are insane. You’d think I was murdering someone the way they talk about not wearing a veil.”

“Want me to talk to Mom? I can usually get my way with her.” Usually meaning always. She’d figured out a long time ago how to work around her mom.

“Would you? I just can’t anymore, and I feel bad asking Asher. I don’t want to do anything to make him have to go against your parent’s wishes.”

Asher had lived in London since college due to a falling out with their dad. Only when he’d started dating Sloan, the issue came out and they have since buried all their problems and animosity. Camilla could see why Sloan wouldn’t want to cause ripples so soon. 

“If I do this for you, I need you to do something for me.”

“Anything.”

“Set me up with someone.”

“What? Like on a date?”

“Isn’t that usually what setting someone up entails?”

“But you don’t date and have always been adamantly against being set up.”

She groaned. “I know, but now I’m ready. I want to date, not just have sex.”

“Does this have something to do with you not having a fuck buddy for several months?”

“If by several, you mean seven, then yes, this has something to do with that. But it’s also because I want more than just sex. I want to have...conversations with a guy.”

“You said ‘conversations’ like it’s a bad word.”

“It’s so foreign to me that it almost is.”

“That’s bullshit. You have conversations with me all the time. And Hazel and Nash. Your problem is that you don’t like to open up to people.”

“I’m an open fucking book.”

“Wrong. You pretend to be an open book, but really, you use sarcasm as a way not to be open. I have known you for twenty-five years, Cam, and despite having good role models, people who have been in love for a lot of years, you are afraid of love. Don’t even try to deny it.”

She couldn’t deny it because Sloan was right. She had no idea why she was the way she was or why she thought love wasn’t real. She’d seen how real it was with her own eyes all her life. With her grandparents and parents and now her brother and her best friends. There were no explanations for her fear of love.

“How am I supposed to change who I am, who I have always been?”

“I don’t think you need to change who you are. It’s more that you need to be open to love. The right guy will like you how you are. Arguments and all.”

“So you’ll set me up?”

“I do know someone who I think you might like. His name is Caiden, and he works with Asher. I’ve only met him twice but he’s funny and nice and crazy hot.”

“Define crazy hot?”

“Let’s just say that Asher had to wipe the drool off my chin, and he wasn’t happy about it.”

“On a normal day, I’d be mad that you kept a crazy hot guy from me but since you are being nice and setting me up with him, I’ll forgive you.”

“Don’t let anyone ever say you aren’t generous.” Camilla could hear the sarcasm in her friend's voice.

“Are you going to dinner at Hazel and Nash’s tomorrow?”

“We are. Do you want me to see if Caiden can join? Would that be a good or bad time to be set up?”

She badly wanted to say no, to change her mind, but it was now or never. “If Caiden can make it on short notice, I’m game.”

“Your excitement is bubbling over.”

“Fuck you.”

“No thanks. I’ll let you know if Caiden can make it. See you tomorrow!” She hung up, leaving Camilla on the phone, wondering what she’d just agreed to. 

A triple date. It was bad enough usually, but with two couples who were insanely in love and couldn’t keep their hands to themselves, it was only going to be worse.

God, she couldn't even remember the last time she’d been on a date. A real one. Not one where she knew they would end up in bed.

As she reached her apartment, all she wanted was something to eat and her bed. But that was waylaid when she found Hazel standing out in front of her building.

“What are you doing here?”

“I wanted to talk to you. Nash mentioned that you seemed down, and I thought I could cheer you up.” She held up a bag from a bakery, and without asking, Camilla knew it contained donuts. 

She loved donuts.

Unlocking the front door, she held it open for Hazel. “I’m only letting you in because you have donuts.”

“Why do you think I brought them?”

“For such a nice, sweet girl, you sure know how to be evil.” They walked the two flights of stairs to her apartment and went inside. “Aren’t you supposed to be working?”

“I worked in the office this morning before hitting a couple of job sites this afternoon.”

Hazel was a county engineer and only two months ago had fallen off a bridge at one of the job sites. That was the catalyst to her falling in love with Nash, who’d taken care of her while she’d been hurt. 

It was all so Lifetime movie-esque. 

“Are you still nervous about being on job sites?” She stole the donuts from her hand and removed one from the bag. 

“Yes, and it sucks. I love my job and I hate that I now have this fear.”

“I’m not a psychologist, but I have to assume that’s pretty normal. You fell off a fucking bridge, Haze.”

“I know.” She grabbed a donut from the bag and flopped down onto the couch. “It’s just so frustrating. Nash wants me to take it slow, but I hate that idea. I don’t want to push my work onto other people nor do I want to skip out on job site visits.”

“Sounds like you already have it all figured out.”

“I’m going to keep going to them, slowly, and hopefully, the fear settles.” She took a bite of her donut. “Now, tell me what has you all funky.”

“I’m not funky. That’s a stupid word anyway.” She shook her head. “I’ve just been thinking about making some changes recently.”

“What kind of changes?”

“The kind where after I have sex with a guy, I have a conversation with him.”

“Woah, this is a big change. What brought this on?”

Shrugging, she took another bite of her donut. “Who knows. Maybe the fact that I haven’t had sex in seven months is making me crazy.”

“SEVEN MONTHS!” Hazel shouted. 

“There might be someone in California who didn’t hear you.” 

“I’m sorry, but seven months. That’s a long time for you. Have you ever gone that long?”

“Not in twelve years, and believe me when I say it is not easy. I’m like a live wire.”

“I had no idea. Why didn’t you talk to Sloan and me about this? We always tell each other everything.”

“You have Nash, and Sloan has Asher. I didn’t want to burden you with my lack of sex.”

“Okay, that’s just stupid. You are not a burden. I want to know everything that’s going on with you, not just the major points. This isn’t an eight or higher situation like on How I Met Your Mother. This is a ‘you can share anything’ situation.”

“Since when do you watch How I Met Your Mother?”

“Nash likes it, so I watch it with him sometimes. It’s pretty funny.”

She threw her hands in the air. “I’ve only been telling you that for fifteen years.”

“I know. I’m one of those annoying people who doesn’t listen to her friends, but then suddenly when her fiancé mentions the same thing, listens.”

“I used to hate those people. Now I just want to be one of them.”

“Is that what you want? To be in a relationship?”

“I guess I won’t know until I try it, will I?”

“Wow, okay, this is a lot to process. Do you have a guy in mind for this relationship?”

Camilla shook her head. “Not in the least. But I asked Sloan to set me up with someone and I’m hoping you’ll do the same.”

“You want me to set you up. On a date.”

“Yup. Sloan knows a guy who Asher works with and is planning to see if he wants to come to dinner at your house tomorrow. I figure maybe you know someone who you could set me up with on another day.”

She looked at the donut she was eating. “Do you think they put drugs in these donuts because I am definitely hallucinating.”

Camilla laughed and then threw a pillow at her friend. “Don’t be an ass. If I’m going to find a guy to have a relationship with, I have to date. And by date, I mean a meal, maybe a walk in the park. Not sex.”

“Let me get this straight. You want me to set you up with a guy who you can take a walk in the park with and talk to but not have sex with?”

“I don’t know why this is so hard to understand. You’d think I was talking in another language.”

“Hey, don’t get snippy with the person you want to set you up on a date. I know some assholes who I could set you up with just as easy as the nice guys.”

“Just think about it and let me know if you know anyone who would fit the bill.”

“I think I might have just the person. And you’ve met him before. Do you remember Noah from my office?”

She searched her memory. “Messy hair, great build, tall.”

“That’s him. I’ve always thought you and he would be perfect together. And I distinctly remember him mentioning that you were cute after you met.”

“So set it up.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to wait until after you meet Sloan’s guy? What if you like him and want to date him?”

“I need a bigger sample size than one guy. I need to get back into the game, or in my case, just in the game, period. I need to learn how to date. Plus, what’s the likelihood of me falling in love after one date?”

Hazel choked at a cough. “I might not be the person you want to ask that question.”

“You might have a point.” Nash and Hazel had pretty much been in love after their first official date. 

“Hey, Cam, you know that you can always talk to us about anything, right? It doesn’t matter that Sloan has Asher and I have Nash. We are still best friends, and nothing is going to change that.”

“I know.” Or at least she thought she did. But as much as Hazel and Sloan said things wouldn’t change, they already were.

They were part of a couple, and she was alone. 

Nothing could change that fact.
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Chapter 2
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Camilla

Dressed casually but still better than she’d ever dressed for dinner with her friends, she entered Hazel and Nash’s house. 

White capri pants, a flowy, off-the-shoulder top, and cute heels, along with her hair fixed and make-up on her face, was a clear indication that this was a date. 

“Oh my God, you look amazing!” Hazel said when she walked in the door, but when her face fell, Camilla wondered why.

“What’s wrong?”

Biting her lip, Hazel averted her eyes from Camilla’s. “Sloan texted and said that the guy she’d invited bailed at the last minute. Something about a conflict.”

“Well, fuck.” Lifting one leg and then the other, she removed her heels. No use in wearing them now.

“Oh no, don’t take them off. You so rarely get dressed up. It’s nice to see.”

“I only wore them to impress the guy, and he doesn’t even show up.” She sat on one of the stools that were right next to her.

“That might be my fault.” Asher walked in with Sloan right beside him.

“What do you mean?”

“After Sloan invited him, I overheard him talking to some of the guys at work bragging about how he got invited to the boss’ house and how he planned to ‘nail my sister’. Needless to say, I uninvited him.”

Camilla wanted to be mad, but how could she when her brother was doing something that was nice. Instead, she said, “You know I can take care of myself, right?”

“I know that and normally, I’d let you. But I was so mad because I’d thought of Caiden as a nice guy, as a friend even, and for him to go and say something so rude and disrespectful, well, it pissed me off.”

Sloan patted his arm. “I thought his head was going to blow off when he told me.”

“Told who what?” Nash entered the room. “Woah, Cam, look at you all dressed up.”

“Jesus, Nash, way to make a girl feel great.”

“You are such an ass sometimes,” Sloan said to her brother. 

“Remember, how I told you that Cam’s date wasn’t coming?” Hazel asked him.

“Oh yeah, that really sucks. But you do look great.”

Hazel shook her head, giving Camilla a look that told her she had no control over her fiancé.

“It’s fine, guys. Really. Now I get to have a good time with my friends and my brother.” She shrugged. “Always better than a first date.”

“And Keaton,” Nash said. “When Hazel told me about the douchebag who canceled, I texted Keaton. Since he was free, he’s coming too.”

“That was nice of you,” Sloan said as she opened the fridge and came out with a beer.

“Can you get me one of those?” Camilla asked. 

“Well, I, for one, am happy that Sloan’s guy bailed because my guy is amazing, and I just know that you are going to fall in love with him.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself, babe,” Nash said as he passed Camilla a beer. 

“Maybe this was a bad idea. It’s not as if you guys were the best at picking your own dates before you fell in love. I need an expert.”

“Like online dating?” Asher asked.

“Definitely not.” Camilla had used online dating once in her life and would never do it again.

“Oh my God, I completely forgot about your online date,” Hazel said, her eyes wide. 

“I’m guessing by the excitement in my gorgeous fiancée's voice that this date did not go well.”

“That’s an understatement,” Sloan said.

“He seemed so nice and promising. We talked for almost three weeks online before we met.”

“What happened when you met?” Asher asked.

“So many things. First, he’d told me that he was thirty, which since I was twenty-five, I figured was no big deal. Only when I saw him for the first time, he was well over thirty. More like mid-forties.”

“Did you call him out on it?” Nash asked.

“Oh yes, and he explained it away by saying that he’d used a filter on his phone but that it was actually a picture of him. I let it slide because we’d had such great conversations online, and I thought, I’ll at least give it a try.” She turned when she heard the door open and saw Keaton standing there.

“Keaton, get in here,” Hazel pulled him in. “Cam is telling a story from her disastrous and only online date from years ago.”

“To catch you up,” Nash said, “the guy was older than he’d said he was online.”

“That is not surprising. Most people lie about their age on dating sites.”

“Anyway,” Camilla went on, “that wasn’t the only problem. While we were ordering drinks, the waitress leaned down next to me and said, ‘you’re the third date this week.’ I almost got up and left right then and there, but I decided I wanted to see what would happen next.”

“And she was not disappointed,” Hazel said.

“Within five minutes, a woman showed up at our table, claiming to be his girlfriend.”

“Jesus, this guy was a real tool,” Asher said. 

“He gives good guys a bad name,” Keaton added.

“So there I am, watching as this woman is bitching him out until...he gets up, looks over at me, says he’s sorry and leaves with her.”

“Wow,” Nash said. 

“Yeah, it was not good. And that is why I will never date online again.”

“Probably a good idea,” Asher said. “There are a lot of weirdos out there.”

“There are a lot of weirdos everywhere,” Sloan pointed out. 

“I currently have a student stalking me,” Keaton said, almost out of the blue.

“What?” Hazel shouted. 

“This I need to hear,” Camilla said and turned to face Keaton. “Don’t leave us hanging.”

He took a seat at the counter next to Camilla making her turn to face him as he spoke.  

“Last semester, I had Maggie as a student and she was fine. Did good work, never acted strange or seemed like a stalker. But all of a sudden, I’ve started ‘bumping into her’ everywhere I go. And she’s always pleasantly surprised to see me, but she’s always the one who notices me first.”

“That doesn’t necessarily mean stalking,” Hazel said.

“There’s more. A week or so ago, I was walking on campus, and I turned around and she was following me. When I asked her about it, she got all weird and ran away.”

“You probably scared her to death,” Nash said.

“It doesn’t end there. Yesterday, I saw her here in Hillrose. Across the street from my apartment.”

“Okay, she’s absolutely stalking you,” Camilla said.

“What are you going to do about it?” Asher asked.

“This morning, I reported her to the campus police and let my dean of students in on the situation. If it goes any further, I will have to report her to the real police, which is not something I want to do.”

“This chick has balls,” Sloan said.

“Either that or she’s a complete loon,” Camilla said. 

“Well, I’m hoping she’s just ballsy because that would be easier to deal with than a crazy person.”

They talked more, had a drink or two, and then sat down to eat dinner. 

“Cam, I heard from Noah and he’s available to meet this weekend if you're up for it,” Hazel said.

“Why don’t you pass along my number to him and he and I can set up a time?”

“Let’s hope he doesn’t turn out to be like Sloan’s guy,” Nash said.

“What’s going on now?” Keaton asked.

“Cam asked us to set her up on dates, and the guy I set her up with from Asher’s office turned out to be an ass.”

“Hence your invitation to dinner,” Nash told him.

“Oh, I see. Your date canceled.”

“He didn’t cancel.” She pointed her fork at him across the table. “My brother decided he wasn’t good enough for me and told him not to come.”

Asher relayed the short version of the story for Keaton, and then Hazel said, “But I have a guy who is perfect for her, so it doesn’t matter.”

“Set-ups never go well,” he said.

“How do you know?” Camilla questioned.

“I’ve read several studies on them, and the consensus is that they don’t work. Maybe twenty percent of the time.”

“Twenty percent isn’t never,” Sloan pointed out.

“But it’s not as high as the studies where people met organically or by accident. Those are more like eighty percent.”

“So what you’re saying is that I would be better off hanging out at places and waiting for a nice guy to walk in, then go chat him up.” Camilla didn’t hate that idea.

“Can you really know which way is better by reading studies?” Nash asked.

“I’m with Keaton,” Asher said. “Look at how Sloan and I met. Or re-met. By total coincidence.” He took Sloan’s hand in his on top of the table. “And now we’re about to be married and couldn’t be happier.”

Sloan leaned in to kiss him, whispering soft words that Camilla couldn’t make out. 

“I mean I guess it makes sense,” Hazel said, “but I still think Noah is perfect and that you guys will hit it off.”

Camilla shrugged. “We can hope.” 

When dinner ended, it was still early, but since everyone had to work the next day, the group dispersed before eight. Deciding to stop by to see her parents while she was in town, she drove the two blocks, pulling into the driveway. Her mom and dad were sitting on the front porch swing, where they always were this time of the night.

“This is a surprise,” her dad said as she got out of her car.

“I had dinner at Nash and Hazel’s and thought I’d stop by before going home.”

“Were Asher and Sloan there too?” Her mom asked.

“They were, along with Keaton.” She sat down on the cushioned chair next to the swing. “What are you guys up to?”

“Just enjoying this beautiful night,” her mom said.

They talked for a few minutes, and when her dad went in to refill his drink, she found her opening to speak to her mom about the veil she wanted Sloan to wear at the wedding.

“Mom, why are you pushing for Sloan to wear a veil at the wedding?”

“All brides should wear a veil.”

“No, they shouldn’t. All brides should do whatever they want to do, and Sloan doesn’t want to wear a veil.”

Her mom paused. “She told you this?”

“Yes, and she feels bad saying no to you, but she really doesn’t want one. I never thought of you as the type who would go crazy at wedding planning.”

She sighed. “I never thought of me that way, either. It’s just, when this started, I had an idea of what it would look like in my head, and so far, nothing is what I thought. The veil was the only thing I could control.”

She touched her mom's arms. “But it’s not your wedding. It’s Asher and Sloan’s, and they deserve to have it the way they want it. How would you have felt if Grandma, either one of them, had pushed you to do the things they wanted even though you didn’t?”

“They did,” she laughed, “and I hated it.”

“See.”

“Fine. I will let it go.”

“You’re the best.”

“But know this, when you get married, whenever that is, you will be wearing a veil.”

“You say that like it’s a threat when I like the thought of a veil.”

“Then we’re on the same page.”

She left them to their night after a little more conversation. When she got home, she texted her group chat with Sloan and Hazel.

Camilla:

Veil is taking care of. Feel free to send me an expensive gift to show your gratitude.

Sloan:

Seriously? Your mom is good if I don’t wear one?

Camilla:

She has seen the error of her ways. However, I did have to promise that I would wear one when I get married.

Hazel:

You said ‘when’ not ‘if’ like you usually do.

Camilla:

What can I say, I am now open to the idea of marriage.

Sloan:

What did you put in the wine, Hazel?

Hazel:

I will never tell.

Camilla:

Thanks again for dinner.

Setting her phone down, she reached for her laptop and slid into bed. She’d been thinking about doing more stuff where she could meet people and Keaton’s theory that meeting people organically appealed to her. Her first thought was a gym of some type. She’d been thinking of taking a class for a while, ever since she’d started getting winded while taking the stairs at work or apartment building. 

She hated working out.

Despised it.

Hazel liked yoga and pilates, and Sloan enjoyed running.

She would rather sit on her couch and watch someone exercise than actually join in. 

But it was time. She was thirty and if she didn’t start now, she’d never do it.

After searching, she found a boot camp style  class close to her. The bonus is that it was also close to the hospital. Taking the plunge, she signed up for her first class the next afternoon after work. 

She would hate it, but it would be good for her. And maybe, she would meet someone there.

One could always hope.
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Chapter 3
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Keaton 

Leaving his last class of the day, Keaton headed to his office to change and grab his things. He loved teaching and even more, loved when the students were engaged, but this week had been long and he was ready for the weekend.

But first, he had to work out. 

A few weeks ago, he’d made the decision to join a gym of sorts to keep in shape. He’d been back in Ohio for almost a year, and other than Nash and his sister, along with their friends, he hadn’t made any real friends of his own.

He also hadn’t been on a date.

The date part wasn’t that abnormal. He’d never really dated. But when he’d been in Kansas, he’d had women who he’d had relationships with. 

And by relationships, he meant sex. 

Since he’d been home, he’d only had sex twice and both of those had been at conferences where he’d met up with those same women. 

Or he should say, woman. Singular. 

Ingrid was a fellow professor and he’d known her for years. They got on well, and they liked the same things in bed. The best part, she had kids and was divorced, meaning she wasn’t looking for anything permanent. 

That had worked for him. 

Until he moved.

Now there was no one and to make it worse, he was living in the same town as his parents and sister. 

Dating there was not an option. 

So he’d joined a class near campus hoping that he’d meet a nice woman or two and strike up a friendship that would eventually lead to sex.

Or if it didn’t, no big deal. 

He just wanted to feel like he belonged.

As he walked to the class, he had the same feeling he’d had the last week. Like he was being followed. And that could only mean one thing. 

His stalker was back.

Because he’d decided to ignore her, he didn’t turn around; instead, just kept walking. Reaching the gym, he pulled open the door, entered, and let it close behind him. There was no way she would come inside. Or at least he hoped she wouldn’t.

Inside, he found a locker, switched out his shoes, and filled his water bottle. He was walking back to the front of the lobby when someone caught his eye.

“Camilla?”

She turned, looking shocked to see him. “Keaton, what are you doing here?”
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