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      What was it about college house parties that turned perfectly normal, intelligent people into overly excitable, volume-ignorant party animals?

      Bennet contemplated this very question as he observed the crush of people mingling around him. It was a habit of his to people-watch; he found it endlessly fascinating and entertaining.

      Having reached his senior year, the bright, shiny newness of college life had lost its luster, but that didn’t mean there was no amusement to be had. In fact, the hosts of this party had come along and shaken things up quite a bit—transferring to Longbourn College their senior year, renting out the townhouse up the hill from campus (known as the Gingerbread House for its molasses brown exterior and white shudders), and just all around making waves with their sociability, or lack thereof.

      And the party they were throwing was just a tad more upscale—or at least more organized—than the average house party. But regardless, the attendees were the same as they’d always been, causing as much of a ruckus as they always had.

      Alcohol was certainly a factor, he mused; the lure of letting one’s inhibitions loose was often strong in such anxiety-inducing social situations. As was the siren call of sexual exploits—a dance as old as time, yet just as elusive and riddled with mystery for some.

      Not to mention more anxiety.

      But observing the modern human’s mating ritual was a pastime for Bennet, including that of himself; he’d had his fair share of encounters, but in each relationship, he’d felt like something was missing. Perhaps, part of him wondered, in studying others he might find the answer he was looking for.

      It was a hopeful thought, anyway.

      His current example of budding romance was his friend Jake, who stood mooning over one of the hosts of the party, a lively, pretty blonde named Charlie. Jake was a quiet sort, and stood next to Charlie, hands in his pockets, a contented smile on his face as he watched her talking to a small group of people with animated gestures of her hands.

      The group included their friend Lucas, a practical guy with a clever mind that matched Bennet’s own, who was currently distracting a TA named Colleen from Bennet’s presence. She’d been trying to get Bennet to go out with her all semester, but he was reasonably certain he wouldn’t find what he was looking for with her.

      Yet she persisted.

      Jake, on the other hand, liked Charlie a lot—as his inattention to others indicated—but chances were he wouldn’t tell her, unless persuaded by that good ol’ liquid courage. But Jake wasn’t one to imbibe, and neither was their shy roommate Max, who stood awkwardly by the refreshment table with a plate of snacks.

      And then there were some who should probably refrain from imbibing—like Logan, their loud, boisterous, obliviously inappropriate roommate, made even more loud, boisterous, and inappropriate by alcoholic influence. Currently, Logan was laughing so hard he was bent over clutching his stomach, nearly tipping some of his beer onto the girl he was likely trying to hit on—trying, because though he was considered handsome, his efforts were often cringeworthy to Bennet’s mind.

      The girl in question was a cheerleader named Denise; she managed to avoid the beer with a polite smile and turn her attention to Logan’s friend, Kenny. When Logan finally managed to stop laughing, the pout that took over his face told Bennet Logan was none too pleased the attention was no longer on him.

      Bennet couldn’t help but grimace at the entire display, and, he noted, he wasn’t the only one.

      On the other side of the room, leaning stiffly against the wall, was the most elusive and mysterious of them all. A curiosity, and a frustration, if he’d ever met one.

      Darcy.

      Tall and willowy, with miles of black hair that flowed in waves to her waist, she stood out even as she kept to the shadows. Her bright blue eyes had turned their disgust to the very scene he’d been observing. Bennet might not have thought too much of it before, but ever since Darcy had arrived with Charlie, he’d found Logan’s behavior all the more embarrassing.

      As if she sensed him looking, Darcy’s discerning gaze shifted until it met his, and even from across the room he could feel the tingle of heat her disapproval garnered in him.

      She reserved a special brand of disgust for him, he knew. And the feeling was mutual.

      Their staring contest was interrupted when Charlie’s brother, Caleb, sidled up to Darcy and she was forced to acknowledge him. He sneered at Bennet when he noticed where Darcy was looking, then turned to murmur something undoubtedly scathing in her ear.

      The amount of shits Bennet gave about Caleb’s opinion was null, but as much as he told himself he didn’t care for Darcy’s, he knew it for a lie. His one comfort was that she also seemed to give zero shits about Caleb’s opinion.

      Even now, she inched away from him—he had been standing entirely too close to her—and she drank from her solo cup as though he hadn’t spoken.

      Bennet would have felt sorry for her if he wasn’t so amused by Caleb’s futile attempts at seduction. Caleb was an absolute dick-fiddle, but he was harmless; all bark and no bite.

      Smirking unashamedly at them both, Bennet raised his own cup to his lips.

      Even as he drained it, went over to the keg for a refill, he noticed Logan and his friends approaching Charlie’s group.

      Something told him he should dread whatever Logan was about to do; setting his cup down, he changed direction to head them off.

      “We should play some games,” Logan was saying as Bennet came up beside Jake.

      “Ooh, yes!” Charlie clapped her hands together. “What’s a good party game? We could do Charades in teams, or⁠—”

      “No, no, that’s lame,” Logan interrupted. “I mean something sexy, like Spin the Bottle. Or Seven Minutes in Heaven.”

      “What is this, middle school?” Bennet protested.

      “C’mon—high school at least,” Lucas chuckled.

      “Either way,” Bennet smirked. “We’re a bit old for kissing games, aren’t we?”

      Logan frowned at them, but Charlie, who’d gone quiet, tapped a finger to her lips.

      “I don’t know,” she said, her eyes resting on Jake. “I could see the appeal.”

      A faint flush of crimson tinted Jake’s neck and ears, while Logan grinned widely.

      “You would,” a new voice scoffed. Bennet glanced up to see Caleb rolling his eyes at his sister just as Darcy stopped beside Charlie.

      “I vote for Seven Minutes in Heaven.” Logan waggled his eyebrows at Denise, who glanced shyly away. Others nearby who heard the suggestion added their assent, and Bennet realized the chances the game would take place were getting higher.

      Darcy must have realized it too, because she bit her lip, a little line appearing between her brows. Bennet imagined nibbling that lip, that she’d taste like something dark and seductive—like chocolate, or coffee, or wine.

      Wait. Where did that come from?

      “If we’re going to play,” Darcy said, “We’ll need to establish some rules upfront, and make it clear that you don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with. And you don’t have to play if you don’t want to.”

      “Agreed, no one should feel pressured,” Charlie nodded.

      “Stick up her ass,” Logan muttered, rolling his eyes. Then he grunted, nearly doubling over, because Bennet had elbowed him in the ribs.

      Bennet ignored the stink eye Logan gave him and turned a serious expression on his friend. “She’s right. If we want this game to be fun, there needs to be consent.”

      “Fine,” Logan grumbled, rubbing his abdomen. Then he brightened again. “So that closet in the front hall could work, yeah?”

      “You’re not actually considering this?” Caleb stared at Charlie in disbelief. “The very idea is juvenile! And not everyone may want to be stuck in an enclosed space with some random, sweaty person.”

      Charlie shrugged. “So what if it is juvenile? And Darcy already pointed out no one has to participate unless they want to.”

      And with that, Charlie clapped her hands and raised her voice among the crowd, commanding attention. She announced the intention to play the game for those interested, and asked Darcy to officiate, much to Logan’s dismay.

      A couple guys offered their baseball caps, and Darcy found sheets of loose leaf paper, scissors, and pens, then began cutting the paper into small strips for people to write their names on.

      As she worked, Charlie explained the basics of the game, then elaborated, “The goal is for you and another person to do whatever you want for seven minutes—that could be kissing or whatever, but it could also just be talking. You have to go in the closet with the person drawn with you, but communicate with that person about what you’re comfortable with.”

      She gestured to the hats, and the pile of paper strips Darcy had compiled thus far. “If you want to be in the closet with a boy, put your name in the orange hat; if you want to be in the closet with a girl, put your name in the black hat.”

      A line quickly formed, with Logan snatching up a pen first and hastily scrawling his name. Bennet hung back and watched the proceedings with both humor and wariness, hoping Logan wouldn’t take things too far.

      And, he had to admit, there was some curiosity. Darcy seemed disinclined to participate, and yet she was actively helping set up the game. Whether she disapproved or not, he couldn’t tell; if she did, she wasn’t as open about it as Caleb. But her efficiency getting the game underway made him think she might not disapprove.

      And wasn’t that interesting.

      Could it be that the quiet and aloof beauty was as susceptible to human folly as the rest of them? And would it score her pride to admit it?

      As he pondered, he felt Lucas nudge him.

      “You gonna get in on this?” his friend asked.

      “Nah.” Bennet shrugged. “I’d rather talk to my partner, which is sure to disappoint.”

      “You only say that because the person you're interested in kissing will be too busy keeping the clock to have her own seven minutes.”

      When Bennet quirked a brow, Lucas raised his right back, a clear challenge. “Don’t think I didn’t see you battling your nemesis earlier. I bet if you tangled tongues for a bit you could move past the staring-at-each-other-from-a-distance stage.”

      Bennet scoffed. “We have tangled tongues—verbally. And that’s never gone well.”

      “Hasn’t it?” Lucas smirked at Bennet’s questioning glance. “You’ve hardly noticed anyone but her since she arrived, and she hasn’t paid much attention to anyone outside her friend group but you. You know if you were watching this situation from the outside, you’d consider it verbal foreplay and be wondering when the people in question would just get to it already.”

      Bennet scoffed again, but it sounded hollow to his own ears. A sizzle of heat in his stomach told him Lucas might be right, at least about him. He liked to think he was good at reading people, but Darcy was a book tightly bound, and with her he hadn’t gotten so far as the title page.

      “Just think about it,” Lucas said before going to join the line.
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        * * *

      

      Darcy was having a bit of a dilemma.

      She didn’t particularly want to be the timekeeper for this spontaneous game of Seven Minutes in Heaven; she’d rather not pay any attention to it at all. But her concern things could get out of hand overruled her preferences.

      Maybe she did have a stick up her ass, but someone had to be responsible. No one would get hurt if she could help it.

      At least Bennet wasn’t lining up. She didn’t know why he wasn’t, but she was grateful because she didn’t think she could stomach the idea of him locked in a closet with someone else, doing who knows what.

      She couldn’t deny she wanted that opportunity for herself, but even if they both put their names in, the odds were unlikely.

      So here she was, doing her duty as hostess so her guests could have all the fun.

      Perhaps that wasn’t fair. She was apprehensive about the game enough as it was; she didn’t envy anyone for playing. But she could envy the ease with which they interacted, and the varying levels of social confidence that had those in line willing to put their names in.

      Because, yes, she did believe there was a difference between self-confidence and social confidence. She herself had plenty of self-confidence and esteem, but tended to lack the social graces.

      It hardly mattered. Charlie was having enough fun for the both of them. Ease and social confidence were never something Charlie lacked, and yet her inner confidence was often plagued by self-doubt.

      This opposing dynamic puzzled people, but for the two of them, it worked.

      When Darcy had finished cutting strips of paper, an ebullient Charlie bounded over and drew her aside.

      “I have an idea,” she whispered conspiratorially.

      “I’m going to hate it, aren’t I?”

      Charlie beamed, squirming like a gleeful puppy awaiting a treat. “I’m going to rig the game so I can get Jake as my partner.”

      “What?” Darcy glanced around to make sure no one had heard. “You can’t rig the game. Then everyone will want that.”

      Charlie shook her head. “I have an idea for that, too. One that means I could rig it for you, too.”

      Darcy couldn’t help it. She glanced in Bennet’s direction.

      She registered that he was talking to his friend Lucas, but her main focus was his face. He had a very angular face, one an artist would envy. His hair, light brown, was swept up off his forehead, so she could see the curve of his eyebrow as he raised it, an expression she found charming.

      But his eyes were what reached out and grabbed her. Behind the bottle-brown frames of his glasses, they were a deep, striking green. And they were ever-watchful—he’d caught her staring at him more than once.

      At first, that had been mortifying, but recently he’d begun to stare back. It was a development, to be sure, but what kind she couldn’t say.

      At the moment, though, it was Charlie who was catching her staring. Darcy cleared her throat and turned back to her friend.

      “I don’t intend to play.”

      Instead of responding, Charlie only smiled. Then she turned and gathered everyone’s attention.

      “I’m going to start off the game while the rest of those in line get their names in. But you’ll notice I didn’t put my name in—and that’s because, as hostess, I reserve the right to choose my partner. If said partner has not put their name in a hat, they have the right of refusal.”

      Darcy had expected some objections to this, but if the whistles and claps were any indication, most of the partygoers knew what Charlie was about. Her lips quirked at the show of support.

      She hadn’t realized she’d decided to risk glancing at Bennet again until she turned her head to find him already looking at her, a small smile on his lips she imagined was similar to her own.

      Maybe…was there a chance?…

      No, she thought when he looked away almost immediately, instead focusing on his friend Jake. She wouldn’t risk it.

      She followed Bennet’s lead, turning her attention to Jake as Charlie held out a hand to him. From where she was standing, she could see dark pink had flushed up the sides of his neck to the tips of his ears; but he didn’t hesitate to take Charlie’s hand.

      Her fingers clasped warmly in his, Charlie tugged him toward the closet, sent Darcy a wink over her shoulder.

      “Start the time when the door closes.”

      Darcy gave a small salute as assurance, and as soon as the door shut, started the timer on her phone.

      The crowd settled down some after the initial excitement. Though Charlie and Jake had emerged from the closet to whoops and cheers, the party continued as usual during the seven-minute stretches, only ramping back up whenever Charlie drew names from the hats.

      Caleb hovered around Darcy, rolling his eyes so often she was surprised he didn’t get dizzy. She continued to ignore him, and eventually he gave up trying to get her attention, instead going to bug Charlie and Jake.

      Darcy kept her eye on Bennet, and his reactions. His amusement throughout was palpable, especially when his overly boisterous roommate Logan’s feathers were ruffled by a cheerleader he’d been cozying up to getting called with his friend Kenny.

      Neither of the others seemed disappointed.

      She had her own moment of amusement when her friend Rachel had been paired with Bennet and Jake’s quiet friend Max—she was surprised he’d even put his name in until she saw his wide, blinking eyes, and the way Bennet’s eyes narrowed on Logan, who was laughing.

      She’d been about to step in when Rachel diffused the situation by murmuring something to Max and taking his hand. He followed her into the closet and came out with a quiet smile on his face—she’d have to ask Rachel about that later.

      She hadn’t been surprised to see Bennet’s genuine delight when Jake and Charlie came out of the closet, but his own feathers seemed to have been ruffled a bit when his friend Lucas’s name was called along with someone named Colleen.

      At first, a pang of jealousy caught in her chest. The young woman seemed nice enough, but her level of enthusiasm and ceaseless prattle didn’t seem like qualities Bennet would appreciate. But perhaps she was wrong.

      She tortured herself with these thoughts for those seven minutes, until finally Colleen pulled Lucas out of the closet with the same amount of energy as she’d pulled him in. When Darcy automatically looked for Bennet’s reaction, his face was openly concerned.

      It was then she remembered seeing him with Colleen earlier—and he’d seemed annoyed, not interested. That didn’t explain his concern, though, unless he was worried his friend was uncomfortable with the circumstances.

      She didn’t know Lucas very well, but he seemed a practical sort—and he didn’t look uncomfortable at all.

      A handful more couples were called as the party stretched on, and Darcy realized she was actually satisfied with her role as timekeeper. It kept her busy and somewhat involved without having to interact much with the partygoers.

      “I’ve come to relieve you.”

      Darcy looked up from the timer, which only had a couple minutes left on it, to Charlie’s determined face. “What?”

      “You need a break, Darce,” Charlie insisted. “And by that, I mean it’s your turn to have some fun. I’m calling hostess’s choice.”

      She felt her cheeks heat. “Char, I told you I’m not playing.”

      “You’re honestly telling me you don’t want to kiss Bennet?”

      Darcy bit her lip.

      “That’s what I thought.” Charlie folded her arms, smiled. “You know, I bet he has no idea. Sometimes you actually have to flirt with a guy for him to understand you like him. I know you’re reserved, but you have to open up to him, at least a little.”

      “I’ve lost count of the times he’s caught me staring at him. He must have some idea,” Darcy pointed out.

      “Yeah, but he doesn’t know for sure why you stare.” Charlie took Darcy’s arm, gently tugged her out of her chair. “He’s smart, but he’s not a mind reader. If you want anything to happen between you, you either have to tell him you’re interested, or make the first move yourself.”

      Darcy was about to respond, jolting when the chimes of the timer went off.

      “Perfect timing,” Charlie said, and yanked Darcy toward the closet. “C’mon.”

      “But—”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it.” Charlie stopped in front of the door, knocked sharply. “Time’s up!”

      She kept a firm grip on Darcy’s arm as the couple exited, nearly tossed her inside as soon as it was empty. “Don’t go anywhere,” she ordered as she shut the door.

      Despite herself, Darcy did as she was told—if only because she couldn’t make her feet move. The silence in the closet was almost deafening. Or maybe she just couldn’t hear the chatter or music from the party over the sound of her heart pounding in her ears.

      She paced, had just about decided she should make her escape when the doorknob rattled. And when the door opened again, Charlie ushered a wide-eyed Bennet inside.
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        * * *

      

      Bennet couldn’t decide how the evening was going. He was happy for Jake, who’d seemed like he was on seventh heaven after his seven minutes with Charlie, and he’d had his share of amusement when Logan’s schemes to get his seven minutes with Denise had failed spectacularly. So far Logan’s name had yet to be called.

      He was also happy for Max, who’d seemed to come out of his shell a little bit. There was no way he’d put his own name into a hat—he’d have to have a word with Logan—but Darcy and Charlie’s friend Rachel had made him feel at ease. Crisis averted.

      But he wasn’t so cavalier about Lucas’s interest in Colleen. They’d both come out of the closet bubbling with excitement. He knew his friend’s romantic interests were different from his own, but…Colleen? She could very well steamroll his level-headed friend with her forceful personality. And he didn’t trust Colleen’s loyalty—after all, she’d been after himself not an hour before.

      He’d tried to point out all this to Lucas, who, Bennet could now admit, had been rightfully affronted. He couldn’t recall another time when Lucas had been so upset with him, calling him out for being judgmental.

      As he watched them now, he saw that very same level-headedness of Lucas’s was keeping Colleen’s incessant insistence on pumping words from her mouth in check. Perhaps he hadn’t given Lucas enough credit. He was still skeptical, but Lucas was his own man. He’d do his best not to let it concern him.

      He caught Lucas’s eye. Nodded. His friend nodded back.

      He scanned the crowd, eyes skimming over faces but not landing—-and he realized he was looking for Darcy’s face. He’d glanced her way so many times throughout the evening without realizing he was doing it until he couldn’t find her.

      It was in the middle of this epiphany that Jake found him.

      “Hey.”

      To Bennet, Jake’s nervousness was obvious in the shuffling of his feet.

      “What’s up?”

      “Uh, I need your help with something.”

      Bennet arched an eyebrow. “Would that something involve Charlie?”

      “Yes.”

      “Jake, I can’t help if you don’t tell me what the problem is.”

      “Right. Well, there’s not a problem per se.” Jake shuffled his feet some more. “It’s just that Charlie wants to take over the timer for a bit, to give Darcy a break. She thinks maybe you can help convince Darcy to take one.”

      “Me?”

      “Yeah.” Now Jake smiled a bit. “You know, because you can get her to talk more and stuff. Distract her.”

      If by distract he meant tease, and talk he meant argue. “I suppose I could do that…”

      “Great.”

      Jake turned and headed toward the chair where Darcy had been sitting, but Bennet didn’t see her there now. As they approached, Charlie rushed over to them.

      “Ben! Perfect, come with me.”

      “Where’s Darcy?” he asked, suspicion sneaking in as Charlie pulled at his arm, leading him away. “I thought you wanted me to convince her to take a break.”

      “Oh, I managed to convince her myself, but I need you to keep her company.”

      He tried to read her smiling face. “Why me?”

      “Because it’ll be good for you.”

      He was about to ask what that meant when she stopped, and he realized they were in front of the closet door.

      His eyes widened. “Charlie⁠—”

      But she was already opening the door, and before he could protest, she and Jake, who’d followed them, gently nudged him inside.

      Where a stricken-looking Darcy stiffened upon seeing him.

      “Your time begins now,” Charlie chirped, and pushed the door closed with an audible click.

      Bennet shoved his hands in his pockets, frowning at Darcy, who stared at the door as though she expected it to open again any second.

      He’d be damned if he’d stand here in silence for the next seven minutes.

      “They roped you into this, too?” He said quietly.

      She turned to face him, eyes rising to meet his, cheeks pinking just a bit. Her eyes were so blue they were like crystals, softening her otherwise sharp-boned face.

      Speaking of soft.

      He couldn’t help flicking his gaze down to her mouth, eyes lingering on the pert little curves of her lips. When she pulled at her bottom lip with her teeth, he was reminded of his earlier errant thought. Stiffening, he glanced away.

      When she took a step closer, he looked back, saw she was staring up at him rather intently—no, expectantly.

      He shouldn’t have looked at her lips. She’d definitely noticed, and now she thought he wanted to kiss her.

      He cleared his throat, adjusted his glasses. “You don’t have to kiss me.”

      She blinked. “What?”

      “No one can see us,” he pointed out. “So they won’t know unless we tell them. Let them assume what they want.”

      When she only blinked at him again, he pursed his lips and continued, “Or we can tell them we just stood here.”

      “You think I don’t want to kiss you?”

      The question threw him off. “Uh…yeah. Are you telling me you do?”

      “Well…yes.”

      She stated it almost sheepishly, as though she had thought it was obvious, and was only now discovering it was not; her eyes were very direct on his face, so there was no way she missed the surprise that skimmed over his features. Not that he tried very hard to hide it.

      “Why?” he finally asked.

      Her brows scrunched, confusion twisting her lips. “Because I’ve been wondering what it would be like to kiss you. And because you look like you’d be a good kisser.”

      He scoffed. “Do I?”

      She raised a brow. “Do you doubt your own skill?”

      “No,” he said, surprised by her teasing tone. Was she…flirting with him?

      He said nothing else, and she just waited. When he only kept staring at her, she glanced at the floor, a hesitant smile the only sign of shyness.

      He shrugged, casually, as though indifferent, despite the bumper car frenzy going on in his chest. “I just didn’t think you’d be into it.”

      Something flashed in her eyes when she looked back at him. Before he could parse out what it was, she stepped forward, gripped the front of his sweater with one hand and the back of his neck with the other, and pulled his head down slightly to crush her lips to his.

      On a startled grunt, he grabbed hold of her arms to keep from losing his balance, though the force of movement had him stumbling forward anyway. As a result, she was thoroughly pressed against him now.

      And she felt like fire—hot and all consuming.

      As he allowed himself to sink into her, his eyes gradually drifted shut, hands skimming down her arms. She inclined her head to deepen the kiss, and slowly, his arms came around her. When her lips parted, tongue skimming along the seam of his lips, he practically whimpered, tugging her even closer, allowing her access.

      He felt her smile as he changed the angle of the kiss, took her mouth with the same ferocity as she’d pulled him to her, his tongue seeking its dance partner once more. Though her grip on him loosened, her arms now slinked over his shoulders, bringing her that much closer. He slid a palm to her tailbone and broke his lips away from her mouth only long enough to press them into her neck just under her ear.

      On her gasp, he peppered slow kisses down her neck to her collarbone, causing her to squirm.

      “Just in case it was unclear,” she said breathily, “I am definitely into it.”

      He chuckled lightly, then nipped his way back up her neck to hover just above her lips. Instead of responding to her clarification, he kissed her slowly, tantalizingly, until he coaxed a throaty moan out of her.

      He was so focused on the kiss, his brain so fogged with the knowledge it was Darcy he was kissing, it took him a moment to realize her hands had begun exploring his torso, and were pushing up the hem of his sweater to get at the skin of his abdomen. He slowed the kiss as she trailed a hand over his hipbone.

      “You’re getting a little handsy,” he murmured. “Which is dangerous considering that door could open at any moment.”

      She hummed in agreement, then hooked a finger in his waistband, traced the edge. “My apologies. I can’t seem to help myself.”

      Still holding her, he leaned back a little to take in her face. Her eyes, typically so serious, were focused entirely on him, her expression a mix of contentment and desire. “You surprise me, Darcy.”

      “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” Her brow furrowed.

      “I think good,” he answered honestly. “You strike me as someone who’s confident in her appeal, and yet I didn’t expect you to be so…bold. But I like it.”

      Smirking, she removed her finger from his waistband to cup his face with both hands and look up at him. “I’m only bold with those I’m comfortable with. I don’t take this moment with you lightly, Bennet. Quite the opposite. I’m very picky.”

      That he could well believe. What he was having a harder time believing was that she wanted him; he wasn’t sure this wasn’t a very lucid dream.

      But it was a dream he wanted. All the staring and looks across the room, all the teasing and taunting, somehow it had been leading here. How had he not seen it before?

      Dream or not, he reached up to cup her face in turn, kissed her forehead. “Are you saying you want more than seven minutes with me?”

      She leaned into his touch. “I’m saying this isn’t a game to me.”

      “Me either,” he said, leaning in.

      And then they were kissing again. He was conscious of getting carried away, as the clock was ticking, but couldn’t help holding her against him, nor could she resist wrapping her arms around his neck again.
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Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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