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I'M HERE TO TELL YOU A STORY ABOUT A PLACE THAT YOU'VE BEEN TO BEFORE. 

It is the place you reach for at 3 a.m. when you can't sleep. The place where you go in your head while waiting in the cold for the morning bus to arrive.

It's where you and I first met even though we've never been within six feet of each other.

That place is FictionNet, and although you and I are thousands of miles away from each other physically, we're together now in the darkness of our minds and in perhaps in our most secret of hearts.

First of all — this is not just a guide to becoming famous on FictionNet. This is a story about a girl who is already famous on FictionNet and what she does with that fame.

~*~
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I'm a girl whose name you've probably heard of. I'm that girl whose story is permanently stuck on the top ten of every hot list on the internet. No, not just the internet, on THE place for teenage readers to hang on the internet — on FictionNet.

You've heard of my pseudonym, the one I made up as a joke one night as I pressed publish on my first chapter back when I was fifteen. It's been two years that we've known each other. You're probably tired of me. You've probably wondered when the hell is my book about werewolves in heat or the foul-mouthed teenagers will ever go away.

I want to tell you this before you hurry along onto the next big thing on TikTok or Instagram. When it comes to the internet, everyone moves on, everyone forgets. Nothing lasts. And my name, even as I tell it to you today, will eventually fade from your memory.

You know me online as WilderLuna15. I write werewolf stories, lots of them. Sometimes, I also write about teenagers. I write a lot because I didn't have many friends at my old high school.

Yeah, my old high school — the one my mom pulled me out of last June because I was caught shoplifting cigarettes at 7-11 with my best friend. For the record — my former friend was the one shoplifting to impress her stupid boyfriend. I had nothing to do with it. But, you get one call to your mom by the police about that, and you might as well have been caught snorting coke or getting a gangster's name tattooed on your butt.

I am on my way to a new school today. It's located on Chamber Street on the Lower West Side by One World Trade Center. I am starting my junior year there, and I don't know a single person there. So as of now, you — my FictionNet reader — are my only friend. Yes, you, my beloved follower, and all one hundred thousand of you.

You're my dearest friend even though you've never seen my face. I'm looking at my face right now as I sit on the One Train downtown. Penn Station 34 Street comes and goes. The train is filling up. I gulp and wrap my arms around my Jansport backpack. I see some other high school-aged students standing by the subway doors. They are wearing Manhattan Portage bags. I never felt so out of place.

I try to focus on my reflection in the subway window to keep from making eye contact with anyone. My hair is thick and chestnut colored. I curled it that morning, but it is already frizzy. My eyes are brown, large, and painfully ordinary. My family tells me, sometimes I stare at things a little too intensely. I don't mean to do that. I just sometimes space out as I'm thinking up a juicy hot-werewolf make-out scene. After writing 299 chapters of that stuff, I must admit — I do it an awful lot. My body is curvy around the hips. I guess some classify me as pear-shaped. I just know, I'm boyish on top and a Kardashian from the waist down. 

A burly, sweaty middle-aged man's arm lands on my lap at 28th street as the subway seats fill up to a brim. This is rush hour traffic, so I didn't say anything about the hairy arm that is now pressed against my side.

I am a petite girl and I weigh about 148 lbs. I don't take up too much room but with every stopped that passed, the man's heavy arm impinged in my space more and more. Finally, as 14 Street came around, I cleared my throat. The man doesn't remove his arm. In fact, he presses it up against me even harder. Now, I am only 17 years old. I don't take up much space as it is, but now it is hard to breathe. I feel the warmth of his porky arm pressing against my skin. When I finally find the courage to look at the fat old guy, he is smiling through his ashen, jagged teeth.

He is an adult. Although the subway cart is crowded, how can he not know how uncomfortable his touch is making me? The hairy man presses himself against me more with every second until his buttery rolls of fat piles over me like a greasy avalanche. Worse yet, he's so close that his armpit sweat is leaking onto my new Forever 21 t-shirt.

"Do you have a boyfriend?" He asks me with a knowing smile as though he can already guess the answer. He is right. A fat middle-aged guy wouldn't be sliding up to me on the subway if I had a boyfriend.

This is the type of thing people always tell me happens on the subway, but I never imagined it would happen to me. Especially not in front of all these people — all these grown-ups in business suits. I don't want to speak up, to make a scene, or to bring my AP economics textbook down on the guy's head. I don't do any of those things because I am scared. I don't want to get in trouble

"Why doesn't a pretty girl like you have a boyfriend?" The man asks again. He spits as he talks and his gummy teeth look like kernels of Halloween corn. His mocking eyes look down at his meaty forearm arm that is pressing up against my side as though he's daring me to say something about it. He wants me to talk about it. Maybe, my hesitation to bring it up, my meek silence, is a form of submission. Maybe my discomfort even turns him on.

"She has a boyfriend, I'm right here," a voice comes from above. Before I am even able to look up to find the source of that voice, a blond boy nudges himself between the chubby old guy and me. The boy drapes an arm around my shoulder and squeezes me. Oh, this strange boy who now has me in his arms is very muscular. My terror turns into something else — something even less familiar to me. I want to be held by this boy. It is a silly thought, but I suddenly want the subway crowd to push us even closer than we already are. The boy smells nice, like vanilla soap and crisp linens dried in the sun. "Hey babe, was this guy bothering you?"

There is a sour look on the perpetrator's miserable wrinkly face now. Without another word, the obese man hurries off the train at Franklin Street. I breathe a sigh of relief after the doors close behind that monster. I can still smell his disgusting nostril-stinging European cologne on my shirt.

"Thanks," I mutter after the train starts up again. I don't realize it at the time, but I am having my own Densha Otoko moment. The only thing is, my rescuer, is hot, like seriously hot. He has the smile of Liam Hemsworth, the eyes of Timothée Chalamet, and the aura of a Sistine Chapel angel. He is so ridiculously good-looking that he seems to have a halo around his entire body even among the packed, dirty subway car. And by the way, he keeps running his fingers through his messy, tousled hair; he doesn't even seem aware of how stupidly handsome he is.

The hottie is dressed in a plain white t-shirt like the kind you would find on a discount rack at Gap. His cargo pants are faded, and his sneakers are barely holding on for dear life. His face, and his smile, though, I bet there are girls out there who would pay a million dollars for a smile from those lips.

"I'm Nicholas Driscoll; my friends call me Nick. What's your name?"

"Cori, I mean Corrine Stone, like the rock."

"Like Stone Street," Nick offers with a nervous laugh. He glances down at the Economics textbook on my lap. Property of Piotr High is stamped on the binding. "You're a student at Piotr too? How come I've never seen you around?"

"I'm a transfer," I whisper. "Today's my first day. I don't know what happened back there. I've never taken the subway by myself before."

"It's okay," Nick says with a casual chuckle. "The girls at school complain about the subway gropers all the time. Usually, they go for good-looking girls with long curly hair. I had a feeling that the neckbeard was going to make a move on you. He had his eyes on you since Times Square."

"Oh, eep! How gross!" I say, making a face. How does Nick know that the guy had been stalking me since Times Square unless he was checking me out too? My disgust suddenly turns into delight. I can't believe this is happening! Is a hot guy suddenly into me? No, this has to be a joke. My life isn't a Teen Lit novel.

"Yeah, the guy was licking his lips and inching toward you the whole time."

"Nasty! Why me? I don't have long hair or big boobs." It is true, I have curly hair, but I am definitely not good-looking.

"You had that look on your face."

"Like I'm in a coma?"

"No, like you're keeping a secret," Nick says with a small laugh. "I bet it's a good one."

"No," I stammer and blush. I hope he means the dirty kind of secret and not something boring like my secret life as an Internet Writer. "You're full of it."

"I'm in AP economics too," Nick says as we get out at Chamber Street. His friends are waiting for him on the platform. "See you around, Cori."
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ON THE SUBWAY, I told Nick my name was Corrine, but that isn't the whole truth. At seventeen, I am as much WilderLuna15 as much as I am Corrine. For the past two years, I have split my existence between two people — Corrine, the boring, average high school student by day, and WilderLuna15, the witty, fearless, sexy author by night.

Corrine is scared of speaking too loudly, of dressing in bright colors lest she attract too much attention, of being the first one to speak up to suggest what movie to see. WilderLuna15 spends her nights weaving bold, hostile worlds. Her characters lead lush, romantic lives, and she is never indecisive. Wilder always knows how the story is going to end.

Corrine doesn't know it is all going to end; she doesn't even know how this day is going to go.

As I walk the three blocks from the subway station to school that morning — I am freaking terrified. My first class is AP economics, but Nick isn't in it. He must have his class during another period. Darn! It's not like I'm crushing on him. I barely know anything about the guy!

It's just that a familiar face would be beyond nice right about now.

A group of girls following a graceful, leggy blonde girl takes up most of the seats at the front of the class. They are still boisterously swapping cell phones to look through each other's camera rolls when the teacher, Mr. Shane, walks in. He doesn't yell at them. Instead, he smiles and puts his hands on his hips.

"If it isn't Ruth Brooks! I almost didn't recognize you with that tan."

"Just got back from the Hamptons yesterday, Mr. Shane," she says without looking up from her cell phone. She sits casually, spaying her legs out in a V. She lounges back in the little classroom chair as though it is an imaginary beach chair. Ruth is nothing like the overly made-up drama queens at my old high school.

She has a flawless body that is the equivalent of being born riding a Porsche. Yet, her naturally blond hair is messy and haphazardly cut. She hasn't learned to hide her sharp and substantial chin under locks of soft hair. She moves her knobby, thin limbs like a newborn deer just learning to walk for the first time. Everyone looking at her could tell she has the making of a Fifth Avenue bombshell, everyone except her.

As Mr. Shane continues to make small talk with the bubbly girls at the front of the class, I see the girl sitting in front of me secretly reading the book review section of BuzzFeed on her iPad. She is a petite girl wearing faded sweats. She looks nerdy with her big, magnifying glass-sized librarian glasses, so I feel like we could be friends.

"Are you thinking about reading that one? It's really good," I offer, and gesture toward the cover of The Sun is Also A Star. I had read that book last summer to prepare for going to school in the city. I hope she doesn't ask me about it. I am so nervous about initiating a conversation I barely remember my name.

"I don't always read books during the school years," she tells me, giving me a wary glance over her black-rimmed glasses. "Not enough spare time."

"Yeah," I say with my agreeable nod. "I don't read books either. Books are stupid. I-I mean, unless it's for school. I'm not a nerd. Only nerds do that."

"Your name is Sophie, right?" The girl asks as she puts a pen to her lip thoughtfully. I notice that she has a trace of peach fuzz on her upper lip. Back at my old high school, the Queen Bee would have teased her mercilessly for not being perfectly plucked and made up. Who's the Queen Bee here at Piotr? My money is on Ruth Brooks and I'm glad she's sitting on the other side of the classroom, far away from the likes of us nerds.

"Did we have Drafting together last year?"

"No," I say, shaking my head. "I'm new here. I just transferred in this year."

"Oh," the girl says with a laugh, as though she is relieved that she didn't call me by the wrong name. "Cool, you really look like Sophie."

"I'm Corrine, but people call me Cori."

"I'm Na-talie," she says, carefully enunciating every syllable as though she's afraid I will mispronounce such a common name. "Natalie Len, not Lang, please don't pronounce it that way, or I'll scream."

"Okay," I replied, nodding at her strangely detailed instructions. Great! She's weird, just like me! We're getting off to a great start. "Who's the tall blonde chick? Is she the head cheerleader here?"

"No, that's just good old, pimple-face, loud-mouth Brooks. She's a show-off. Her dad is like a congressman or something. She's only here so he can tell the newspapers that his daughter goes to public school. The teachers are all scared of her. Everyone knows she's a straight shooter into any Ivy League she wants to get into."

"Oh, is she mean?" I ask. I remember at my old school — the popular girls loved to block off the door at the front of the class so they can whisper mean comments to people as they walked by. They used to make fun of my clothes because I didn't wear enough logos. Back then, I would have sold my soul for a Calvin Klein sweatshirt so I could go to school in peace. But now, as I study Ruth Brooks' tanned svelte body and her spotlessly white tennis skirt, I don't see a single logo anywhere.

For some reason, that scares me more than ever. It is like the popular girls in this school speak a language I don't understand at all. How would you know who is the Queen Bee if she doesn't even wear a Donna Karan dress shirt she pretends to have swiped from her non-existent boyfriend?

"She's not mean," Natalie whispers back as Mr. Shane starts to write equations on the board. "She's super cliquey, though. Only hangs out with the preppy girls. She wants nothing to do with people like us. She probably doesn't even know we're alive."

"Oh good," I whisper back in relief. I just want the rest of the world to leave me alone so I can live inside my head. As Mr. Shane delivers his introductory lecture about the difference between macro and microeconomics, I'm busy drawing pictures of wolves in the margins of my notebook. I bet Ava, the heroine in my story, didn't need to learn about GDP and Game Theory. Ava just has to unleash her inner wolf, and then she can run wild and free in the forest. She wouldn't let some subway groper sweat all over her for three stops on the 1 Train. I wish I had clawed that idiot to pieces that back in the subway—being human sucks.

~*~
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I run out of the classroom right as the bell rang. I need all of the four minutes we have available between periods to find my next class. As I head out the doorway, I immediately bump into someone I temporarily forgot all about. Nicholas Driscoll fills my vision again in all his drool-worthy glory. I can't believe it. Somehow, being here under these cheap fluorescent lights, he looks even more handsome than before. He had been a little sweaty back in the packed subway, but now he is just perfect. He's totally in his element right now, elbowing his friends who are wearing letterman jackets. Does Nick play a sport, I wonder. Oh my God, am I falling for a jock?

Nick's gray t-shirt has a small rip at the neckline. Why hadn't I noticed that before? Oh, it was because we were both sitting down. Now that we are standing face to face, I realize he is quite a bit taller than me, the details of his shirt collar are much more obvious. I notice this detail because I see the beginnings of stunning pec muscles peering out at me from under the rip. No, they're not body-builder size, steroid-fueled pecs because those are gross. They're just golden, smooth, and hard — like one of those white-marble Borghese statues we learned about in Art Appreciation back in my other school.

"Nick?"

Okay, those words should have come from my mouth. But like always, someone beat me to the punch. Ruth shoves me aside and approaches Nicholas, my Nick. He is supposed to be my subway savior! Ruth has her arms around his neck now.

"So, lunch fifth period? At the hole-in-the-wall pizza store?" Ruth asks him. No, she practically breathes those words into his neck.

"Yeah, sure," Nick replies before he sees me standing nearby. He smiles at me and nods. I don't know if it's a friendly nod or a don't-tell-my-real-girlfriend-about-our-fake-relationship nod, but I will not stand there to find out. I turn around and run away.

And there goes my love interest and my only cool friend here at Piotr High.
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[image: ]




SECOND PERIOD is Creative Writing. The higher-ups automatically put it on my schedule when I got my schedule last summer. When I asked why the administrators said Creative Writing is a required class at Piotr and my old high school didn't offer it, so I couldn't just skip it.

Despite my mom signing me up for two APs this year, this is the class I am most nervous about. I've written essays and book reports in the past — but despite all the tales I've spun online, no one has actually critiqued my writing.

What if I suck?

Wouldn't it suck even more if I put thousands of hours into writing, and it turns out I'm no better than some kid who just hammered something out between rounds of Dragon Age?

Nothing good can come of this. I wish I could take another class, any other class.

At first glance, our teacher seems harmless enough. Mr. Kleeman has a head of grayish-white hair, but everything about his body movement suggests a young, energetic soul. Also, he is wearing a fedora. That's how I know deep inside; he thinks he's forever eighteen.

"Write a story about Transformation," he writes on the blackboard after hushing down the class. "500 words min."

There is a cacophony of groans around the classroom. Everyone is complaining there is no way on earth they can get down 500 words during the span of our 40-minute period.

"15 minutes," Mr. Kleeman says and taps his watch. "Now, you have 14 minutes."

I look down at the blank loose-leaf paper and put my pen down. I'm not used to writing my stories on paper, but I get the hang of it quickly.

Transformation — Ava hated calling it that. It was more like shedding her human skin and baring her glorious forest soul to the night sky.

I continue writing until the page is full. I didn't need to count the words. I knew that it should be at least 500 words. A chapter on FictionNet is supposed to be around 1,500 words. There is at least half that many on the page before me.

Oh, shoot. I look up at the clock mounted on the wall behind Mr. Kleeman's head. He is busy reading a book. We started at 9:00; it's only 9:06 now. What am I supposed to do for the next ten minutes?

It's probably a curse of someone who has written religiously every night for the last two years, sneaking in chapters between dinner and bedtime. When I start writing, I write fast, and I write relentlessly. I don't know how to slow down. It's all muscle memory at this point.

I don't know what to do with myself now. I couldn't keep writing. I'll look like a nerd if I present Mr. Kleeman with a mini-novella at the end of fifteen minutes. I put my hands under my butt and sit on them.

The rest of the class is still haphazardly scribbling. I hear Natalie sigh deeply as she takes out her white-out to remove a line on her page. She looks like she's only about two lines in. I don't want Mr. Kleeman to think my wandering eyes are an attempt to copy my classmates.

Not knowing what else to do, I take out my cell phone and check my notifications on it. I do it for the next ten minutes until the time is called.

"Okay, pens down! Including you, Michael!" Mr. Kleeman yells at a kid in the back of the class to stop writing. Mr. Kleeman comes and stands in front of me. For a second, I am terrified that he wants to read my story out to the class. Instead, he points at the boy sitting behind me. "Switch stories. You two get to edit each others' work."

Before I can react to that command, an arm with a barely concealed tribal tattoo on the bicep snatches my loose-leaf page out of my binder. A crumpled paper with ink smudges all over it is thrown over my shoulder. I reluctantly look down at the mess of scrawls that has appeared on my desk.

Blue ink.

I hate blue ink!

If that isn't bad enough, the entire page is filled with big, sharp, angry handwriting. The letters are so huge it's as though they are man spreading between the margins. Yet, as I start to read, the handwriting is surprisingly legible. Thank goodness for small favors. At least I can get this over with quickly.

The android sits before me with the world's most pitifully vacant smile. Her skin is smooth, plump, and supple like a fresh summer's peach. Many a man might have pressed his lips between her thighs, expecting to taste the sweetness of a nimble young sprite. Many a fool's lips have been met only with the taste of unyielding metal. They say the secret to her soul is a hidden keyhole. With my metal key in hand, I searched her body for that entrance. Her right nipple yields to my key, but she does not react to my transgression. I slid the cold metal into her right ear and heard the softest of all clicks. Her legs begin to move, her knees part, and her head turns. In her transformation — she invites me in.

I roll my eyes so hard they practically fall out of my head. Okay, so we're writing porn in English class now? I circle the part about the hole between her legs and write, "women don't taste like peaches. Have you ever been with anything other than a blow-up doll?"

"Give the stories back and discuss them," Mr. Kleeman directed like a maestro. He banged his knuckles on my desk and pointed at me. "Share one criticism and one thing you liked about the work."

I sigh and turn around. The author of this marvelous piece of robot porn throws my work back at me. My story about my werewolf is crumpled now, just like his work. And worse yet, the paper feels a little damp. I didn't need to touch him to know that he has big sweaty hands.

I hold the paper with the tips of my fingers and glance at his comments. I see several excessively large tiger-shrimp-shaped commas scrawled in. Yes, the missing commas. I know I have that problem in my writing, but my readers don't care about that. The worse the grammar, the more readers you get. Maybe it's a secret language among the denizens of the internet where we've collectively decided to eliminate commas.

"One flaw—it was cliched and boring," the jerk tells me. "One nice thing — at least it's better than that crap on FictionNet."

"What?" I ask, swallowing hard. "What did you say?"

"Do you read on it, or do you write on it too?" The boy with the tribal tattoo asks with a smirk. He folds his arms over his chest. I notice that his biceps are practically threatening to pop out of those strained sleeves. Those biceps would be something, if only they aren't attached to a boy who is the human equivalent of an unflushed turd in the Penn Station bathroom.

"Your story is insulting to women," I say and ignore his question about whether I wrote online. "An android can't consent, so this entire thing could only have been thought up by a gross psychotic mind." I throw his essay at his desk with such force that it knocks all the contents of his table to the ground. With a huff, I turn around. I hear the sound of the paper and his pen hitting the ground. I don't even offer to pick it up for him.

"You were supposed to say one nice thing," the jerk says after he gets on his hands and knees and collects his stuff from the floor. He is standing next to me now and dusting his pants off. I wish he would just go back to his seat and leave me alone. Instead, he bends over and raises his thick eyebrows at me. "One nice thing."

"Your handwriting was easy to read. That's all."

He laughs and goes back to his seat. He leans into my ear and whispers to me, "I saw you browsing the site on your phone. Look me up; I'm on it too."
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"JAKE VILLIN," I repeat under my breath as Mr. Kleeman comes around to record our seats as these were going to be our permanent seats this semester. Villin sounds familiar. Where had I seen it before? I open my App and type his name into the search bar. It pulls up a profile under that exact name with a blurry, grainy picture of a young man with one hand over the left side of his face.

Oh, he writes Science Fiction. Under his real name. And his profile picture looks like he took it in a bathroom mirror.

I study at the photo and then look at the jerk sitting behind me. It baffles the mind how bad boys are at taking flattering pictures of themselves. He has deep-gold skin, a razor-sharp jawline, dreamy black eyes, and a reflexive smirk to make any girl weak in the knees.

Yet, his photo has the sex appeal of a police line up of homeless guys who had been caught urinating in public.

You won something I've never heard of called the Star Light Ray Bradbury Awards last year, and you have all of 200 followers...wow, I think. It's like I'm in the presence of a celebrity.

"If you follow me, I might even follow back," Jake offers with a shrug of his big shoulders.

"Nah, I'm good," I say. "I wouldn't want to dilute the quality of your following pool."

"You sure? New girl?" He asks and pokes me with the tip of his blue pen. He leaves a small blue mark on my arm. "I'm only asking you once."

"You know I'm new here?" I ask with my most saccharine smile. It's time to change the subject before he asks me for a little more than a follow. "No one else realizes that I'm a transfer."

"I would have remembered a face like yours if we had been going to school together for the last two years," Jake says. "Because who can forget a nose like that?"

I roll my eyes. Okay, it is painfully obvious that he regretted saying something nice, so he threw in an insult to even things out. Jake Villin is such a loser.

"Okay, I guess I'll just forget about being on your hotlist then," I joke. "And keep your pen to yourself please. I'm not an android who wants to be poked."

Or a she-wolf who wants to be marked, I think to myself wryly.

~*~
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Nick is in my New York History Class! Squee! I can barely contain myself even though I know now that he has a thing going on with Ruth. Nick is sitting with his group of friends on the right side of the classroom. He waves at me as I walk in. The only vacant seat left is on the left of the classroom by the windows. That is about the extent of our interaction until the bell rings. I glance in his direction whenever I'm able to without seeming creepy. He's too busy horsing around and passing notes with the other boys to notice. I see that he has a letterman jacket too. Nick keeps it stuffed into his backpack because he's so hot he doesn't need it. No one shoulder cover up muscles like that. I only wish that rip on his collar was deeper. Maybe, I can be the one to help him with that.

Our teacher drones on about Battery Park and how it's named after artillery batteries. I like history a lot, and there's nothing more exciting than learning about New York History while sitting in the shadow of the One World Trade Center. Yet, our teacher Mr. Elliot is putting me to sleep with his monotone voice.

I start to play with my phone as the clock ticks past the midpoint of our forty minute period. Because I am bored, I look up Jake Villin's account. He has a random section on his profile where he posts rants. I smirk as I see that he mentions me in a rant on why he hates the Werewolf Teenyboppers.

If this App recommends WilderLuna15's "Punished by the Alpha" series to me one more time, I'm going to give it a one-star review in the Apple iTunes store, Jake threatens in his rant. It makes me want to laugh. I know lots of people hate my story because it has like twenty million views, but I don't even know who they are. Poor Jake Villin. He knows who I am, but I have never spared a single brain cell thinking about him. Until now.

My eyes drift back to the right side of the classroom. Nick is taking notes and listening intently to the lecture. I think about how his profile looks a bit like Justin Beiber. Nick is taller though, and not as buff. He's just perfect. 

I can hardly believe it when I see Nick waiting by the door for me after class.

"Hey," he says again and leans against the door frame. I notice that a tuft of his hair keeps falling into his eyes. He is so dashing that I completely forget that I have to get to Physics in two minutes, and it's about four floors away. "So, do you have lunch now?"

I curse silently and keep smiling. No, I have lunch sixth period. It's the worst lunch period. Who needs to eat two periods before school ends anyway? I would give anything to have a fifth-period lunch like Nick. Maybe he could even walk me to the cafeteria!

I shake my head.

"No, sixth. I wish I had fifth,"

"Oh, that sucks. I have Physics sixth period," Nick says with an embarrassed smile. I wonder if he's implying that if he didn't have Physics — if he had a BS class like New York History — that he would cut class to eat with me. No, stop it, I tell my overactive imagination.

"Hey, tell you what," Nick interrupts my dreamy fantasies about running my fingers through his messy hair. "Friday afternoon, we always hang out in the Hudson River Park. It's just across the street from here. Want to come?"

I nod. "YEAH!" I cough. "I mean. . .yeah. . . if I don't have anything else to do."

"Great," Nick says and takes out his cellphone. "Give me your number. I'll text you where to meet up with us. The gang likes to pick up snacks beforehand."

As Nick also gives me his number in return, I have to stop my heart from going into overdrive. Stay cool, Cori! Stay cool! You are totally not going to faint or start gushing blood from your nose from the hormonal overdrive. No, pull it together! Wave goodbye! Don't look back like a clingy loser.

The bell rings. Oh shoot, now I'm late for Physics. I need all the goodwill I can get in that class because I'm terrible at the hard sciences. I wave at Nick and run past him.

I clutch my phone in my right hand and try to suppress the helpless smile on my face. Before I even get to the eighth floor, huffing and puffing, the phone buzzes.
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