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      “Monday morning can eat a buffet of dicks,” I groan, slumping my head onto the cool desktop.

      “You would know about eating a buffet of dicks.” I look up when I hear the voice of Julianna Magnusson, friend, supervisor, tormentor …

      “With all due respect, fuck off, Jules,” I grumble, rubbing my forehead as she passes by with a loaded medical supply cart and a shit-eating grin.

      “Oh, come on, it’s not that bad.” My best friend, Sasha Suvorin, who is sitting next to me, rubs my back gently with one hand while she finishes pulling patient charts with the other.

      “Easy for you to say when you probably spent all weekend having orgas—” Sasha claps her hand over my mouth.

      “Obviously, I need to remind you that we are at work,” she hisses.

      That’s my darling Sasha. Always such a prude. Like people don’t know that she and Dr. Hottie are getting it on at every opportunity. The nurse and the doctor. Such a cliché.

      And since I’m feeling extra salty this morning, I lick her hand. She pulls it away with a grimace.

      “Gross, Becca. Gross.”

      “Dude, I grew up with four brothers. Licking someone’s hand doesn’t even show up on the list of the grossest shit I’ve done.”

      “I’d be willing to bet that list has more stuff on it from your dating life than from growing up with brothers,” she replies with a smirk.

      I grin widely, never one to waste an opportunity to shock my oh-so-proper BFF.

      “I said ‘gross,’ not ‘kinky.’ That’s a whole other list.” I give her a wink and she rolls her eyes, pushing her dark blond ponytail back behind her shoulders.

      “And that’s my cue to head to the morning meeting,” she replies, rising from the nurses’ station desk.

      I chuckle softly as I follow her. It’s fun watching her squirm, so I never explain to her that none of my dating-related lists are actually all that long. Hers are just that short. Okay, well, maybe mine are a little long.

      As we walk into the room, she lights up at the sight of her man across the room. And I have to remind myself her lists are probably not as short as they used to be. And mine aren’t getting any longer.

      He gives her a look that leaves nothing to the imagination. Well, to my imagination. Damn, this dry spell is killing me.

      It takes all my strength to focus on the meeting. The chief of our unit, Dr. MacDougall — or Dr. MacBoring, as I like to call him — does his best impression of Charlie Brown’s parents at the front of the room, and it’s all I can do to stay awake.

      “Make sure your chart notes properly reflect …” blah, blah, blah, “and make sure you read the revised policy documentation on …” Snore.

      Why do I bother attending, you ask? Besides it being mandatory, even for medical assistants, as soon as it’s over, it’s open season for the latest gossip and the only time of the day where all the nurses and MAs are in one place.

      As the meeting breaks up, I’m not disappointed when Avery Carter, a fellow MA, tugs at my wrist.

      “I heard something you might be interested in,” she says in a low voice.

      I narrow my eyes, knowing Avery is rarely one to give up a juicy piece of gossip without expecting something in return.

      “Yeah?”

      “Oh, yeah. About that new orderly over in intensive care who you’ve been crushing on.”

      My eyebrows shoot up. “Who says I’m crushing on him? Dude’s taken. I don’t mess with guys with girlfriends.”

      Avery scoffs. “I prefer women and I’m crushing on him. The guy is hot as hell.”

      I shrug, feigning indifference. Even though she’s not wrong. I spent the better part of last month uncharacteristically bummed when I found out the dude was taken. Because da-yum. “Hot as hell” doesn’t even begin to cover it.

      But then I remembered that it’s always the best-looking guys who are the worst in bed. They’ve never had to work for pussy a day in their lives. You’d think with how much they get, they’d be better between the sheets. But why work on pleasing a woman when she’s so eager to please you? No, I’m better off staying away from him. Besides, he screams “bad boy,” and everybody knows that bad boys don’t make good boyfriends.

      Not that I’m exactly looking for a boyfriend. Four horny older brothers with loose lips and seemingly little respect for women have shown me exactly what’s going on in a man’s brain. And it isn’t pretty.

      “Sure, he’s nice to look at. But I honestly don’t care enough to cough up whatever you think you’re going to get from me for you to spill the beans.”

      This is a game we play a lot. One that I usually win.

      “Nina told us he’s single,” Harper Hughes, another MA, pipes up as she joins us.

      Avery shoots her a dirty look, at which Harper just shrugs.

      “He broke up with his girlfriend?” I ask.

      “No, Nina was talking to Cindy, who was the one who said he had a girlfriend in the first place. Turns out she made that up to keep the vultures away,” Harper explains. Avery throws her hands up and walks away. Harper chuckles. “She wanted you to cover her shift this Sunday.”

      “Well, that wasn’t going to happen,” I reply drily. “Does that mean Cindy struck out?”

      Harper grins. “Big time. He wouldn’t even talk to her about anything nonwork related. Apparently, it was hilarious. Almost makes me wish I worked in intensive care so I could’ve watched. Almost.”

      I huff a short laugh. Most people don’t want to work in intensive care or emergency. The cardiac unit here at Rutherford Hospital may have its challenges, but it’s not nearly as demanding or stressful. It takes a special kind of person to deal with all that craziness.

      Besides, one of the things I enjoy the most about my job is being able to leisurely talk with patients as I prep them for the nurses and doctors. Since we see mostly elderly patients who love nothing more than a good chat, I have all kinds of fun with the old coots. Most of them have been across multiple units for various health issues and have loads of good stories. They’re fantastic sources of gossip and entertainment.

      “So what do you want for this?” I ask curiously.

      Harper blushes. “Nothing. Figured I owed you for … well, you know. All the trouble I caused with Sasha and all.”

      I give her a look. “Then you should be doing Sasha favors, not me.” Not that I super mind.

      “I would if she’d let me, but you know her.” Harper shrugs.

      “Yeah, she’s pretty self-sufficient, that one,” I agree. “Anyway, thanks. If for nothing else than putting Avery in her place for a minute.”

      “Anytime,” Harper assures me with a smile as we head our separate ways.

      As I go about my morning duties, my mind wanders more than usual. Dude is single. But apparently rejected Cindy, who is really pretty. Tall, thin, big blue eyes, corn silk blond hair, and a quiet, waifish quality about her that I think most guys dig. Nothing like my thick, curvy hips that are barely contained by our standard-issue hospital scrubs, the unruly dark brown curls that I keep coiled in a bun at the nape of my neck, and an attitude the size of California. I’m the J. Lo to her Taylor Swift. But maybe it had nothing to do with looks. Maybe dude’s too good for everyone? Guys that hot usually think they are.

      I’m still thinking about it that afternoon when Sasha finds me back at the nurses’ station.

      “You okay?” she asks. I look up to find her staring at me with a furrowed brow, hands on hips.

      “Why wouldn’t I be?”

      “Because you typed the letter ‘u’ about six hundred times,” she replies, pointing at the screen.

      “I totally meant to do that,” I reply with mock indignation. “It’s a passive-aggressive rebuttal to MacDougall’s incessant chart notes lecture.”

      Sasha smirks as she settles into the workstation next to me.

      “Yeah, okay. Who is he?”

      I heave a sigh, not even wanting to pretend I don’t know what she’s talking about.

      “Vincent DeMarco,” I admit.

      “Who?” she asks, brows scrunched together.

      “The hot orderly,” I explain.

      “Ah. He has a name.”

      I give her a look. “Of course he has a name. But apparently what he doesn’t have is a girlfriend.”

      “And that’s a bad thing?” she asks, looking confused.

      “No. I’d just put him in the ‘has a girlfriend’ box in my head,” I reply.

      “So are you going to go for it then?” she asks. That would sound casual to someone who didn’t know her, but I can hear the undertone of excitement. I shoot her a dirty look.

      “Why bother? Been there, done that.” Her mouth drops open, and I hold up a hand. “Before you can take that the wrong way, I haven’t done him. But I’ve been with enough guys like him to know it’s just not worth it.”

      “I don’t understand. You were super into the guy before you thought he had a girlfriend,” she objects.

      “Yeah, that was before I remembered that guys that hot are all talk. It’s all, ‘Ooh, baby, I’m gonna do things to you you’ve never even dreamed of before’ and ‘Damn, girl, I could hit that all night.’ Then five minutes later, a little rubbing, and they’ve come in their pants before you even got to see them naked, much less get off yourself. Nah, not worth it.”

      Sasha looks nervously down both directions of the hall we’re on, checking to see if anyone heard my little diatribe.

      “That was … wow.”

      I shrug. “Just the truth. He’ll remain good eye candy. I’ll find someone else to have fun with. No biggie.”

      “If you say so, I just …” Sasha chews on her lower lip nervously.

      “What?” I prompt.

      She sighs heavily. “I just wish you could have what I have. I know you’re not really looking for a relationship or anything, but neither was I. And it’s … I mean, I feel like an idiot gushing, but I want that for you too.”

      I lay a hand over hers. “You want me to be happy,” I say, reaffirming the message I know she’s trying to send. She nods. “I appreciate that. I am happy. Do you remember that time in the sterilization room you lectured me about being happily single? Well, that’s where I’m at. I like my life the way it is.”

      Sasha sucks her lips into her mouth in a way that I know means she has something to say she thinks I won’t like. I give her my best “just say it” look and patiently wait for her to spit it out.

      “I thought I did too. That’s all. I don’t mean to belittle what you said. I just … I didn’t know I could be this happy.”

      I shake my head and give her a dim smile, trying not to be annoyed. “I’m glad you’re happy, Sash. You know I am. Maybe I’ll have that someday. Maybe I won’t. But I’m cool. I can get my oxytocin rush with some random guy, or a vibrator, or whatever, in the meantime. It’s cool. Really.”

      “Do you really believe that? Because when you say something is ‘cool’ twice, it’s probably not. Just sayin’.” She rises and grabs a stack of patient files. “I’ll be back.”

      I stare after her, trying not to be annoyed. I kind of have to admit to myself that she might have a point. Maybe I do want that on some level. But I really don’t want all the other bullshit that comes with it. Because you have to kiss a lot of fucking frogs to find a man worth keeping around.
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      “Tell me again why we’re doing Friday night happy hour here?” Jules asks loudly over the music.

      “Because there’s more to San Diego night life than hoity-toity bars that cater to hospital staff and college students. And after this week, I need to dance,” I explain loudly, adjusting my black crop top and shaking my shoulders to the beat. It’s just a bar with deejay night and a tiny place to shake your thang, but it’ll do.

      Sasha shoots a nervous glance at Jules, who simply raises her hands in defeat. At least she knows it’s pointless to argue with me. With a grin, I grab Sasha by the hands and pull her onto the dance floor behind us.

      “Dance like you don’t have a man,” I shout to her, working my body to the music.

      Sasha glances over my shoulder and points at the door. “How about like our coworkers aren’t watching?” she shouts back.

      I twist my hips and swing around to see Harper and Avery enter. Harper is still in scrubs but, like me, Avery has changed into more casual clothes.

      I spin back around and shrug, continuing to let loose while Sasha nervously shuffles from one foot to the other in a horrible imitation of dancing.

      “Why do you care so much? C’mon, girl,” I grab her hands in mine and make her shimmy along with me. Soon, she’s laughing and actually dancing. The girls join us, with even Jules finding her way onto the dance floor and bobbing her head to the music. I shake my head and laugh, pulling at Jules to get her moving.

      “I’m too old for this,” she shouts while laughing, her gorgeous dark-red hair swinging around her tall, lean frame.

      “You’re thirty-four, not ninety-four,” I say back with a laugh. Just because she’s one of our most experienced nurse practitioners doesn’t mean she’s too old to party. In fact, it means she probably needs to more than any of us. I put my hands over my head and bump her with a hip, causing her hips to sway away from me. Catching on, she sways back and bumps me in time to the music. “That’s right, you got this.”

      She grins at my encouragement. “Old dog,” she says, pointing at herself.

      “New trick,” I tease back, pointing at myself with a wink. “Now we just need to get down and dirty with some boys. Hey, Sash!” I grab Sasha and turn her toward me.

      “What?” she shouts.

      “Tell your man to get his fine ass over here and bring some of our male coworkers with him. Time to get scandalous up in here.”

      “I already took care of that,” Harper pipes up, pointing toward the tables.

      I turn around to see so many bodies in scrubs crowded around the tables we’d been at that it takes me a minute to catch all the faces. Dr. Thompson — Cal — is already making his way over to Sasha with a grin on that fine face of his, while Dr. Franklin stands at the tables making small talk with Zoe and Ethan, two of the cardiac unit nurses. A third cardiac unit nurse — Mark — hangs at the table next to them with two other guys and a girl. The girl I recognize as Nina, the MA from intensive care that Harper is friends with, but I can’t see either of the guys that well as they’re both on the far side of the crowd. But my gut tells me Harper is up to something.

      I pull on Harper’s arm until my mouth is at her ear. “What did you do?” I demand.

      She shoots me a guilty look. “I just … invited some people I thought you might want to get to know,” she responds lamely.

      “A setup? Seriously? This isn’t fucking high school, Harper.”

      She blushes bright red. “Sorry,” she says, then leans in so only I can hear her. “I actually like his friend. I thought if you and Vincent hit it off, I could get Mason on his own.”

      I pull back, unable to keep from laughing. “Oh my god, this is high school.” I wipe a few tears of laughter from my eyes. It’s what I get for being a twenty-six-year-old surrounded by a bunch of newbie MAs in their late teens and early twenties. “Don’t you worry about a thing, baby girl, I got you.”

      I fall back into the beat, circling around Harper so I can casually observe the guys. Their backs are still to us, but it looks like everyone is on their first rounds of drinks.

      “I’m thirsty,” I declare, grabbing Harper and Jules and dragging them back toward the tables. Avery follows behind.

      Cal and Sasha are at the table with all cardiac unit peeps and Jules joins them, so I drag Harper and Avery over to the table with Mark, Nina, and the others.

      “Hey, guys,” Nina says, flipping her long dark hair over her shoulder. “We got a couple pitchers of beer. You’re welcome to share.”

      “Thanks,” Harper responds. “You remember Avery and Becca?”

      “Of course,” Nina chirps. “Avery, Becca, these are my friends Mason and Vincent.”

      “Nice to meet you guys,” I pipe back. Avery echoes my sentiment and the guys mumble the same back. Before I end up staring at Vincent, I turn to give Mark a nod. “’Sup, dude.”

      A giant smile crinkles the corner of his blue eyes. Tall and stocky, his light brown hair is disheveled and his cheeks are red. And judging by the almost-empty pint glass in front of him, I can guess why.

      “Becccccaaaaa,” he says, much more loosely than usual, pulling me under his arm and giving me a squeeze. He points down at me with his other hand. “This is my homegirl, Becca, guys. She’s awesome.”

      I slip out of his grip, not missing Nina furrowing her brow and taking a slightly possessive step toward Mark. Interesting.

      “Heh. Thanks,” I reply. “Clearly you’ve got a head start on me, though, so I’d better catch up.” I pull three glasses and pour out, handing one each to Harper and Avery. I take a deep drink, checking out Mason as I do. He’s probably in his early twenties, average height, with dirty blond hair and brown eyes. Decently muscular. All around a good-looking guy. He and Harper actually kind of have the same coloring and averageness. But then, I have heard that people tend to be attracted to people who look like them.

      My eyes flick to Vincent, who is looking out over the crowd. It occurs to me that we have similarities too. Dark hair, dark eyes, thick. He’s clearly muscled under the russet-colored T-shirt straining over his chest and upper arms. Damn, those arms with their bulging muscles and tattoos creeping out from under the sleeves. And while I consider myself pretty, this guy is off-the-charts gorgeous with his cut cheekbones, sharp jaw, and perfect olive-toned skin. My girlie bits start to tingle, and I internally bitch-slap myself back to the moment.

      “So, Mason, what do you do at the hospital?” I ask, shifting my eyes back to him.

      “I’m an MA in emergency,” he says shortly. “You?”

      “MA in cardiac,” I reply just as shortly. “Same as my gorgeous friend, Harper, here.” I turn to her and wink, and she pales, looking mortified. I take another sip of beer to hide my smile.

      I look up at Vincent to find him staring back at me with an amused look on his face. I stare back, delicately raising an eyebrow. Normally, that’d make guys look away. Not this guy.

      “You’re new, right?” I ask him. “How are you liking Rutherford so far?”

      He shrugs. “It’s cool.” And his bad-boy image is somewhat belied by his smooth, honeyed voice. Though it makes him that much more attractive, and I want to make him talk more so I can keep that voice in my head for fantasies later.

      “He’s been a godsend,” Nina interjects. “He’s one of the only orderlies who actually does what you ask, when you ask.”

      A light pink tinge graces Vincent’s perfect cheekbones. Avery scoots closer to Vincent and says something in his ear. Vincent laughs. Like, really laughs, and I instinctively glare at Avery. Not that she’s paying any attention to me. Or that I should care. I’ve written the guy off, after all. It’s probably just the slight competition that always exists between Avery and me. We definitely have a love-hate thing going on. She can be fun, but she can also be a bitch.

      I distract myself by chatting with Mark and Nina, leaving Harper free to talk to Mason, which she does, albeit self-consciously. I feel Mark and Nina out a little to see if Mark is into her too and am not surprised to discover that he is. But it doesn’t seem like they’ve done anything about it yet.

      “Okay, enough talking,” I declare once I figure that out. “I want to see butts on the dance floor.” I grab Mark and Nina’s hands, shoving them together and toward the dance floor. I suppress my glee when, with a shrug, Mark offers his hand to Nina and she takes it.

      I point at Mason and Harper. “You two next,” I direct.

      Mason shoots Harper an amused look. “Is she always this bossy?”

      “Damn straight,” I answer for her. “Dance now, thank me later.”

      Harper gives me a look somewhere between cautiously happy and mortified. I pull her toward me. “He likes you. I can tell. Just do it, girl,” I murmur in her ear.

      With a deep breath, she pulls a totally willing Mason by the hand. I clap softly as they walk away before realizing I’m now left at a table with Vincent and Avery, who are clearly enjoying their private conversation. And hell if I’m going to encourage them to start bumping and grinding in front of me.

      Without a word, I head over to the other table to find that Cal and Sasha have also started dancing, as have Ethan and Jules. A couple of people have hung back to drink and chat, but I’d rather dance than talk. And while I don’t have a partner, I don’t need one.

      I find a spot among my peeps and just go for it. Sasha finds me quickly, pulling away from Cal so we can all loosely dance together. She’s sweet, but I feel bad for interrupting them, so I slink away back to the tables, only to find Vincent by himself.

      “Where’s Avery?” I ask, pouring myself another pint.

      “Phone,” he replies shortly, taking a drink of his own beer.

      I presume that means she had to make or take a phone call, but I have to laugh at his brevity.

      “Dude, shut up, you talk too much,” I joke.

      He raises a brow at me and I snicker.

      “Harper and Avery are friends, right?” he asks, apropos of nothing. Damn, his voice is so sexy it actually makes me shudder.

      I set my glass down. “Ooh, a full sentence,” I tease. “Yeah. Like, best friends. Why?”

      Vincent shrugs. “They’re just really different.”

      “Oh, you mean, since Harper is nice, you thought Avery would be cool?”

      Now I get his full laugh.

      “Something like that.”

      “Yeah, that’s not how girls work, bro,” I joke. “She bothering you?”

      “Nothing I can’t handle.”

      I snort. “I’m sure you can.”

      Just then, Mason and Harper reappear. Harper asks me if I need to use the ladies’ room, but I decline, so she heads off on her own. Mason and Vincent talk between themselves in low voices, I presume about us girls. I drink my beer, staring out at the crowd, wishing I was dancing.

      When Harper returns she tells us that she ran into Avery, who was on her way out. Can’t say I’m sad she couldn’t stay. Harper darts a look at the guys, clearly reticent to draw Mason’s attention back to her.

      I set my glass down and dust off my hands dramatically. “Hey, Vincent.” The guys stop talking and he looks over at me with a questioning expression. “I need someone to dance with.” I step back from the table and extend my hand in invitation.

      He continues to stare at me for a moment before glancing back at Mason, who gives him an encouraging look.

      “Yeah, okay,” he finally replies, rising to follow me. But he doesn’t take my hand.

      When we start dancing, he doesn’t touch me, either. At least we’re giving Mason and Harper space. But geez. And he seems really stiff and uncomfortable, though he’s clearly got rhythm and, I suspect, some good moves by the sexy roll of his hips and his shoulders as he tries to contain his participation to the smallest movements possible.

      I scan the dance floor, noting there are plenty of other single girls, and guys for that matter.

      “If you want to find someone else to dance with, it’s cool. I just wanted to give Harper and Mason some time alone,” I explain.

      “You like playing matchmaker, don’t you?”

      I shrug. “I don’t make matches. But I’m happy to give people who I think like each other a little shove in the right direction,” I clarify.

      “Pretty sure they’d figure it out on their own,” he returns with a challenging look.

      I smile tolerantly. “Maybe. Maybe not. The first leap is the hardest. Not everyone is brave enough to take the chance. So I help them. You gotta go after what you want sometimes, even if it’s scary. Even if you need help to do it.”

      He shrugs. “I guess.”

      I laugh and shake my head. “Whatever. Are you gonna actually dance with me or what?”

      “I am dancing with you.”

      “No, you’re moving ever so slightly from left to right near me,” I shoot back. “Have you never really danced with a woman? Or maybe you’re just scared to.”

      “Do you ever not say what’s on your mind?” he retorts with an annoyed huff.

      I grin, kind of happy that I’ve gotten under his skin. It feels like good payback for the weeks I spent lusting after him. Not that that was his fault, but still.

      “Nope,” I reply matter-of-factly. I scan the crowd again, looking for Sasha and Jules. I note that Jules is back at the tables, and spot Sasha and Cal across the floor near Mark and Nina, who are looking awfully cozy. “I’m gonna go dance with my friends.”

      Vincent levels a look at me and crosses his arms over his chest but doesn’t say anything. I shake my head and huff a laugh, giving him a wave before I turn to make my way through the crowd.

      That is, until I feel a large hand close around my wrist. Suddenly, I’m spun around and pulled against Vincent’s massive chest. It takes my breath away, literally, as our bodies collide.

      I look up into his eyes, warm and rich like melted dark chocolate, and for once I’m speechless.

      He doesn’t say a word. He wraps his arm around my back, pulling our hips together, his leading mine to the rhythm. It’s innocent enough, our fronts melded as he gives in to the music, pulling my body with his to the beat. Just as I thought, he’s no beginner at this, and his body works against mine expertly, playing out the sensuality of the song in our movement. But always staying maddeningly just this side of down and dirty.

      Still, I let him lead, pushing down the yearning for more. I’ve already convinced myself not to go there and, despite my starved hormones begging for more, I don’t want to encourage him to do something that would make that decision even more difficult to stick to.

      But when the song switches to something slower and undeniably hotter, his body automatically switches too. He turns me around, sinking to meld to my body from behind, following my rhythm as I instinctively twist to the beat. His hands find my hips, resting gently as I lean back into him, freeing my mind and body to find my flow. The warm strength he exudes wraps around me as I move, heightening all of my senses.

      So when his hands move to the exposed skin of my shoulders, sliding lightly down my arms, every hair on my body stands to attention, warmth shooting across my skin under his touch. Still, I don’t overthink it, instead allowing the sensation to add to my oneness with the experience. I lean my head back onto his shoulder as his fingers lace with mine, as our bodies move as one together. Rarely have I danced with someone who could move like him, who fit perfectly behind me, who could keep me totally in the moment.

      It makes me wonder, if he can dance like this, make me feel like this with clothes on … No. Not going there. Don’t need a man who thinks he’s all that. Don’t need to be dating a coworker. Yep. That’s my story, and I’m sticking to it.

      So when the song ends, I’m relieved to leave the blissful cocoon that had been dancing with him. Because the curiosity it stirred is just trouble. Vincent DeMarco is just trouble.

      “Hey, I need to use the ladies,” I tell him, unable to look him in the eye.

      He shrugs indifferently, following me as far as the tables, where he goes back to his seat as I head to the restrooms.

      I take the opportunity to clean up and take a few deep breaths to control whatever reaction I’d been having to dancing with Vincent. When I return, it’s fully locked down.

      We all chat for a while and have more to drink. Eventually people start heading home — well, people from the big kids table, anyway. Though I say that like Sasha isn’t two years younger than me. But since she’s dating a guy nearly ten years older than her and kind of acts like an old lady, if the shoe fits …

      She goes home with Cal, and only Ethan is left, so he joins our table. But that once again unbalances the guy-girl ratio, in the other direction this time. Mark and Nina go back to dancing, as do Mason and Harper. And I’m glad to see them all hitting it off.

      When Ethan asks me to dance, I don’t miss Vincent’s complete lack of reaction. Good. I don’t have to worry about him getting the wrong idea. To underscore that, I accept, and Ethan and I hit the dance floor.

      And I almost immediately regret it. Don’t get me wrong, Ethan’s a sweetheart, but he’s the epitome of the goofy white guy with no rhythm. So instead of enjoying dancing with him for his skills, I instead opt for some over-the-top hilarity, busting out some seriously antiquated dance moves, and we find our groove that way. At some point I start actually having fun. And after a while I’m laughing my ass off at Ethan’s attempted moonwalk when Harper taps me on the shoulder.

      “Hey, I’m heading out with Mason and Vincent, okay?” she says in my ear.

      I give her a questioning look. “Vincent?”

      “They came here together. Mason’s going to take us both home. Do you need a ride, or are you good?”

      My eyes flick up to the tables, where Mason and Vincent stand, clearly waiting for Harper. Vincent’s hands are tucked in his jean’s pockets and his eyes are floating lazily around the bar, not fixed on anything in particular, his boredom completely evident.

      “I’m good,” I assure her, my eyes snapping back to hers. “Make sure he drops Vincent off first.” I give her a wink.

      Harper blushes and nods. “Thanks for everything, Becks.”

      I give her a quick kiss on the cheek. “I got you, boo. Now go get that cutie pie alone and do everything I would do.”

      Her look of horror makes me laugh.

      “Okay, fine, do some of what I would do,” I correct.

      She bites into her bottom lip and scrunches her nose, clearly self-conscious about her reaction. “That I can do,” she promises. “Bye.”

      I push her away and go back to Ethan. As I do, Vincent’s glance lands on me. But I don’t turn back around. I’d rather go to sleep alone tonight than chase after a man who has to be coerced into even dancing with me. Even if it was a hell of a dance.
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