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My best friend Lily said this would be fun.

Lily is a liar.

I’m standing by the drinks table at someone’s Valentine’s Day singles party, surrounded by adults—actual adults, the kind with 401ks and strong opinions about interest rates—and I’m dressed like Cupid’s slutty cousin because Lily swore this outfit would make me feel powerful.

It doesn’t. It makes me feel like I’m about to spill out of this bustier if I breathe wrong.

The red satin is doing nothing to contain my boobs. The skirt barely covers my ass. And everyone here is at least thirty, casually discussing their investment portfolios, while I’m clutching my drink like a lifeline and trying not to make eye contact with anyone.

This is an “anti-Valentine’s party for hot singles.” What Lily failed to mention is that all the hot singles would be a decade older than me and would actually have their lives together. I’m pretty sure I saw someone comparing mortgage companies by the appetizer table.

I’m twenty-one. My biggest financial decision this month was whether I could afford a side of guac with my burrito.

This was supposed to be my triumphant return to the world of the living. Seven weeks since Tyler cheated on me at my family’s Christmas dinner. When I came back from the bathroom, he was sucking face with my cousin’s girlfriend in front of the side table holding the mashed potatoes. I might never eat mashed potatoes again. 

Since I’ve been moping around since then, Lily decided the cure was to drag me to this party.

“You need to get back out there,” she said. “Show Tyler you’re thriving.”

I am not thriving. I’m standing in a room full of real adults, feeling like a kid who snuck into a faculty mixer.

And that’s when I see him.

Seth.

My brother Danny’s best friend. The guy I’ve been pathetically, embarrassingly, desperately obsessed with since I was eighteen years old and he showed up to Danny’s birthday party looking so damn sexy that I forgot how to speak.

He’s sitting on the couch across the room, laughing at something some woman just said to him. She’s gorgeous and his age. She’s put-together, the kind of effortless sexy that comes from being an actual grown-up and not just playing dress-up in your best friend’s clothes. Her hand is on his arm. She’s leaning toward him like he’s the most interesting person in the room.

He probably is. 

Jealousy simmers hot and irrational in my gut. I want to be her. I want to be the kind of woman he’d actually notice. Not Danny’s little sister. Not the college kid at the grown-up party.

I haven’t seen Seth since Danny’s Fourth of July cookout, where I spent four hours pretending I wasn’t watching him flip burgers and trying not to combust every time he called me “Soph.” He looks different now—more tired, maybe. More lived-in. The gray at his temples is more pronounced.

He’s thirty-five. Fourteen years older than me. And he belongs at this party in a way I never will. I’m just... here. Fresh off being cheated on, dressed like a desperate Valentine’s card. 

His gaze swings across the room and finds me.

Oh no. I panic and stare at my drink like it holds the secrets of the universe while my face goes nuclear.

Did he see me staring? Did he notice this ridiculous outfit? Does he know I’ve been in love with him for three years? Oh god, what if he—

I risk a glance up.

He’s still looking at me.

Oh god.

And that’s when Tyler, my cheating ex, walks in. The guy who shattered my heart seven weeks ago. Who told me he loved me and then stuck his tongue down someone else’s throat while I was peeing. His smug face finds mine across the room like he’s got Sophie-radar, and he’s coming over here.

Fuck that.

I don’t think. I spin around and zero in on the nearest solid object.

Which is Seth.

“Hey!” My voice is way too loud. “There you are!”

Surprise flickers across his face—and something else I don’t have time to analyze because I’m already committed to this absolutely insane plan.

“Uh—hey?”

My hand lands on his shoulder. The woman sitting next to him that he was talking to stares at me like I’ve lost my mind.

Which, to be fair, I probably have. 

“I was just telling everyone about you.” My voice sounds manic even to my own ears. “My boyfriend.”

His eyebrows shoot up. In my peripheral vision, Tyler stops short with confusion all over his face. Good, he heard that. 

There’s no going back, and no moment to consider what I’m doing or how insane this is or how I’ll have to explain this to Danny later. I plant my ass directly in Seth’s lap.

The room doesn’t go quiet, but my entire universe does.

He’s muscular and big. I knew that, but feeling him is different. His thighs are solid beneath mine, his chest a wall of heat against my back. I’m suddenly, viscerally aware of exactly how much of my bare skin is touching him, how small I am against him, how every single person in this room is probably staring at the college girl who just threw herself at a man way out of her league.
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