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      Is it super petty to hold a grudge for a decade?

      Possibly.

      Okay, probably.

      But in my defense, I’m nothing if not constant. I can be depended on to hold a grudge—and to be on time for my shift.

      I shield my eyes from the sun’s glare as I glance up at the giant clock hanging over the entrance to the Lakeview Country Club’s main office.

      He’s late. Again.

      Just as the minute hand hits five after the hour, Ryan comes strolling out from the clubhouse wearing sunglasses, with his dark hair slightly mussed like he’s just rolled out of bed. I blow my whistle to get his attention and he smiles. The idiot smiles, like I’m greeting him with that whistle and not publicly reprimanding him for being late.

      He’s already in his swim trunks and ready to go, but that doesn’t change the fact that he’s late. It also doesn’t change the fact that the mere sight of my lifelong nemesis automatically makes my blood pressure skyrocket. When he strides straight toward me with that cocky grin every muscle in my body tenses.

      Ryan Hunter, ladies and gentlemen. The guy who’s been annoying the crap out of me since kindergarten.

      I point to an imaginary watch on my arm, but he doesn’t make a single attempt to pick up the pace. He’s ambling over toward me, taking the long way around the giant pool like he’s having a casual stroll on a Sunday afternoon.

      I blow the whistle again, mainly because it’s stress relief. It’s the only outlet I have for this boiling rage that I’ve never been able to shake.

      He gives me a smile and a salute, and I wish I could give him the finger in response. But considering there are currently five children under the age of ten in my shallow area of the pool, I refrain.

      “You’re late,” I say instead as he walks toward me.

      “By five minutes,” he says.

      “Late is late.”

      He stops short when he reaches the lifeguard stand. “You’re so hot when you nag.”

      “It’s not nagging if I’m your boss.” I climb down off the stand. “It’s your manager reminding you of the rules for the millionth time this summer.”

      Before he can respond, the little girls in the pool are shouting for Ryan’s attention. “Watch me, Ryan, I can do a backflip!” That comes from Evie May, a girl whose mom is on the country club board.

      “Nice work,” Ryan says, squatting down by the pool’s edge to give her a fist bump.

      Evie grins like she’s just won the lottery, because even grade school girls have a crush on Ryan. I can’t entirely blame them since they don’t know his personality. All they see is the tall, tanned lifeguard with a chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, a six-pack, and bright blue eyes.

      So you know, I get that they have a crush. It’s my fellow female staff members’ crushes that make me wonder about their sanity. Because they’ve met the guy.

      I sigh, hands on hips as I wait for him to stand up, turn around, and at least acknowledge the fact that he’s wrong. Just once, I’d love to hear the words, you’re right, I’m wrong coming from his smug, smirky mouth. It’ll never happen. But a girl can dream, right?

      I’d sell my soul for an I’m sorry from this guy, but after ten years of waiting for an apology, I’m not holding my breath.

      I tap my bare foot on the water-drenched edge of the pool. We have to do this whole lifeguard checklist routine when he takes over for his shift. I’m not off-duty entirely—I still have work to do in the office. Part of the glories of being assistant manager means I get to do loads of paperwork. But I’ve been out here baking in the sun for the past four hours. I’m hot and I’m hungry and...yeah, okay, maybe I’m a little hangry because my irritation is way more extreme than it should be.

      But still. Ryan knows I’ve been waiting for relief and he’s taking his sweet time about it on purpose just to annoy me, I know it.

      My foot’s splashing in a little puddle, making an obnoxious slapping sound that he can’t miss. He knows I’m standing right there. He knows I’m waiting. He knows this, and yet he takes his sweet time talking to Evie and her friends like he’s got nothing better to do.

      Which, by extension, is basically saying that I’ve got nothing better to do than wait around for him to pay attention to me.

      “How’s your backstroke coming along?” he asks Evie’s friend. “Have you been practicing?”

      That’s it. I’m done playing nice. I lift the whistle that’s hanging around my neck and blow as hard as I can right behind him.

      Phwwwwwhht!

      The girls in the pool wince at the loud, long whistle blast. But Ryan? He doesn’t even flinch.

      He stands up slowly. Too slowly. And turns to face me with that smirk I despise. “If you want my attention, Sunshine, all you have to do is ask.”

      The girls in the pool giggle at his low, too-cool-for-school drawl.

      Me? I sneer at the mention of my childhood nickname. Not for the first time, I wish pink had been my favorite color as a kid. Or purple. Or blue. Basically, any other color of the rainbow because then I wouldn’t have gotten stuck with the Sunshine nickname.

      Not that anyone calls me that anymore. I am so not a Sunshine kind of girl. I’m a whistle-blowing, clipboard-carrying, straight-A student, senior-class-president kind of girl. But that’s why it’s even worse when Ryan calls me that. It’s clearly a joke at my expense.

      Those are the only kinds of jokes Ryan knows how to make.

      “So.” He flashes me a grin that I despise. “Did you want to go through the checklist or did you just want to hang out with me for a while?”

      I mutter under my breath as I snatch up the clipboard and go through the list, each of us signing off. I walk away as quickly as I can.

      As if it’s not bad enough that Ryan and I are in all the same classes, having to work together every day of the summer has been torture. But the summer’s almost over, and the pool will be closing for the season in a week, and after one last year of high school together, he’ll be out of my hair for good.

      I slow my pace as I reach the lifeguard station and try to imagine a world in which I don’t see Ryan every single day. A world where I’m not constantly competing with him.

      Sounds like heaven.

      In reality, it’s college. But college requires money, which means hustling my butt off this year and going after every scholarship opportunity I can find. Which means…

      I sigh as I sink down into the faded old office chair behind the desk. Which means, keeping my head in the game. Now is not the time to take my eyes off the prize.

      Hours pass by in a blur of boring admin work, answering the phone and doing the requisite inventory for the safety equipment and first-aid kits. I’m just about done with my shift’s paperwork and have long since devoured the lunch I brought from home when my phone buzzes with a text. It’s my best friend Celia, who’s a member of this club, along with most of our classmates.

      Celia: Heads up. Crush alert.

      I straighten in my seat, my heart leaping with excitement. Ben is here? Like me, Ben is not a member here. He, like me, only goes to Lakeview High thanks to scholarships and hard work. He’s my people.

      He’s also my crush. He just doesn’t know it.

      Me: Where? How? Why?

      I hit send before I can add any more questions. She knows what I mean. Ben’s not a member, so of all the fellow Lakeview High students I’d been seeing hanging out at the club over the summer—he was not one.

      Celia: He’s here with Elijah.

      Ah. See? Now that makes sense. Elijah’s parents are loaded and I’ve seen him hanging out at this club over the summer enough to know that he doesn’t have a summer job.

      A lot of Lakeview High students don’t. Of those who do, most seem to be in it for college application reasons or because their parents insist on developing a work ethic. Like Ryan, for instance. It’s obvious he doesn’t actually need the money. If he did, he wouldn’t slack off all the time.

      I pull up Ben’s names in my texts and start to text him that he should swing by the lifeguard station. This is not me hitting on my crush. We legitimately have business to discuss. We’re both on student council and we have a lot of planning to do before school starts up in a few weeks.

      “Don’t bother.” My BFF’s voice comes from the open doorway and I let out a little squeak at the unexpected interruption.

      Celia’s grin is unapologetic, and she looks cuter than cute as she leans against the doorframe in her tennis garb, her long light-brown brown hair pulled back in a low ponytail with a few strands falling around her face, that only help to accentuate her heart-shaped face and wide, dark eyes.

      If she wasn’t so petite, she’d look like a supermodel with her toned thighs and the adorable little sporty outfit.

      She nods toward my phone. “I told Ben you’re in here. He’s gonna swing by when you’re getting off your shift.”

      I sink back into my seat. “You are the best.”

      Her gaze is roaming over me and her brows hitch up. “You might want to freshen up.”

      “You think?” I’m covered in sweat and greasy sunscreen, my blonde hair pulled back in a tight bun. I didn’t exactly dress to impress this morning. Mainly I dressed to survive the heat. Which means I’m sporting a one-piece swimsuit and some short-shorts.

      “I’d take a shower,” she says as she continues her assessment. “But keep the outfit.”

      I laugh. “You think this pilly old swimsuit is that hot, huh?”

      “Sweetie, we need him to see that you’re female, so yeah. A swimsuit will do it.”

      She laughs and ducks when I toss a pen in her direction. “You’re insane,” I say. She’s also all talk. She’s outgoing and sweet as can be, but when it comes to her crush?

      Let’s just say, she’s not exactly strutting her stuff.

      She heads toward me and shoos me out of the chair. “Go. Rinse off. I can man the fort here for a little while.”

      I arch my brows. Not that I don’t think she can handle answering the phone or slapping a Band-Aid on the occasional injured child—the lifeguard station also doubles as the First-Aid Station—but because she doesn’t actually work here.

      A fact she never seems to remember.

      “I’ll get in trouble,” I say.

      She scoffs, already sliding into the seat I’d vacated. “Please. No one is going to bust me for sitting here.”

      She doesn’t specifically mention the fact that her parents are wealthy and influential, and that they basically own this club. She doesn’t have to. We both know it.

      I’m already backing up toward the door, grabbing my gym back with extra clothes while I’m at it. “If you’re sure…”

      “I can handle a few boo boos,” she says.

      Her tone is so sure, so dismissive… I can’t help myself. I lean back into the room, and ask, “What if Heath is the one with a boo boo?”

      It’s a low blow, and I know it.

      She purses her lips in a scowl that makes me laugh as I run away before she can throw something at me.

      My bestie is adorable and outgoing and bubbly and kind and pretty. But when the guy she’s been crushing on since second grade comes within two feet of her?

      She’s incapable of speech. Or flirting. Or really anything other than blushing. The other day, Heath came to the pool to give Ryan a ride, and Celia dove into the men’s locker room to avoid him.

      I shouldn’t use this against her, but sometimes it’s just too easy.

      One shower later, and I’m feeling like a human again. I’m mentally tallying all the topics I’d like to discuss with Ben—including, but not limited to, how I’d like him to be my boyfriend.

      Kidding, kidding. I’m not gonna bring that up. But I am hoping now that we’re working so closely together he’ll start to see what a good fit we are on his own.

      I glance down at the sundress, running fingers through my still-damp hair.

      It’s not like he hasn’t seen me before—we had several classes together last year, and we even ate lunch together occasionally—so I don’t know what I’m hoping will be different this year. But it’s got to help that we’ll be working together, right? We’ll have plenty of opportunities to be alone together. In enclosed spaces, just the two of us.

      I catch a glimpse of him through the open window of the lifeguard station and smile. Like right now. Senior year business is the perfect excuse for us to be alone—

      I stop short in the doorway.

      I just barely hold back a groan as I realize that Ben is waiting for me.

      But so is Ryan.
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      The way Mara’s face falls whenever she sees me is almost funny.

      Almost.

      I’d be offended if I wasn’t so used to it. But I’ve come to expect her disdain, and so I greet her scowl with a big smile that I know is gonna drive her nuts. “There she is. Mara Loman, the woman of the hour.”

      Her eyes narrow and I swear I can see her brain working, trying to figure out if I’m mocking her and why.

      But then she switches her attention to Ben, who’s standing on the far side of the room, and her whole expression softens in that way it does around people she likes.

      Which is basically everyone but me.

      “Hey, Mara.” Ben’s all eager beaver over here. He looks way too excited to see Mara, even if she is looking extra pretty in a sundress.

      When did she have time to shower and change? I narrow my eyes even further, my gaze catching on her lips. Is she wearing lip gloss? My brows draw down as I watch her and Ben make small talk and laugh.

      No. Mara’s not laughing, she’s...she’s giggling. My jaw drops in shock and awe.

      She giggled.

      She doesn’t blush and stammer, but there’s something so very girly about the way she tucks her hair back behind her ear. There’s something almost...flirty in the way she tilts her head to the side to listen as he talks.

      What the…

      What is happening here?

      “I set up that group Facebook page for our class like we’d talked about,” Ben’s saying. I’d tuned him out for a while because they were giving new meaning to the word boring as they talked about student council crap.

      “Great!” Mara’s face lights up like this truly is great news. Like Ben just established world peace over here.

      “What do we need a group page for?” I asked.

      Two pairs of eyes swing my way. Both of them blink as if they’re surprised to find me there. I straighten from where I’d been leaning against the office’s desk. Yeah, that’s right. I’m right here.

      Mara’s brows knit together, and that sweet little smile she’d been wearing fades fast. “Ryan, what are you doing in here?”

      She glances up at the clock at the same time I inform her, “My shift’s over.”

      Her gaze drops down to mine and...she’s pissed. I can see it. I can feel it. Beneath that pretty, girl-next-door face and the big, blue eyes, lives a permanently pissed off, judgmental, competitive, grudge-holding beast. But apparently, I’m the only one who can see her.

      Lucky me.

      “That doesn’t answer the question. What are you doing here?” she asks again, this time with a pointed glance toward Ben, who’s looking something up on his phone.

      “Just signing out for the day,” I say.

      I should leave. I should walk out. But it’s way more fun to hang around and watch her blow a fuse while she tries to glare me out of the office.

      Ben’s done with whatever he was doing on his phone, so now his attention is back on Mara, which means she’s once more a smiley sweetheart.

      Ha! Please.

      The girl is as sweet as a lemon, and with just as much sense of fun.

      “Elijah’s really into it,” he’s saying. I start to pay attention again because if this involves Elijah, then it most likely involves a party or some very poor decisions.

      “A scavenger hunt?” Mara says, her brows drawn together in confusion and her voice filled with wariness.

      I straighten. “He’s actually going through with it?”

      Mara and Ben look at me with that blank expression again. Seriously? I’m six feet tall with muscles to spare. I’m kinda hard to miss. But Mara blinks at me like she’s hoping I’ll dissolve into thin air if she ignores me long enough.

      Nice try. I’m pretty sure she learned her lesson in junior high that ignoring me is not the answer. I don’t like being ignored, almost as much as I dislike being glared at all the time by Miss Bossypants over here.

      Elijah’s on the football team with me. We’re buddies. I have no idea why they’re surprised I know about this.

      “Yeah,” Ben says, turning back to Mara. “He’s really into it.”

      “So, like, in addition to the end of the year scavenger hunt?” She looks so perplexed it’s kind of cute. The girl can’t even imagine why someone would break tradition and do something non-school related.

      “She’s not going to play,” I say to Ben.

      His lips turn down in annoyance and she shoots me a glare. “How do you know?”

      “Because I’ve seen the list, Sunshine,” I tell her. “It’s not your beat.”

      Now I have two nerds staring at me in confusion. “It’s not exactly school-sanctioned,” I say. I watch her reaction closely. “Not everything on the list is on the up and up.”

      Her lips part, and I see it in her eyes. She gets what I’m saying, and she knows I’m right. We both know that hell will freeze over before Mara Loman breaks a rule, let alone a law.

      Not that there’s anything seriously dangerous or illegal on the list, but it’s not for a goody-two-shoes like Mara, either.

      “Yeah, I guess that’s true,” Ben says. He looks uncomfortable as he glances over at Mara. “But if you want to help me, I’d—”

      “There’s a cash prize though.” I interrupt before Ben can finish, and I don’t even know why. It’s not like I don’t like Ben. He seems decent enough, and I know he’s buddies with Elijah so he can’t be a total loser.

      Besides, I’m not a rude guy. Not really.

      Well, not usually.

      But I really want Mara to do this scavenger hunt. I’d kill to see her come down off her high horse and break a rule or two.

      Okay fine, I want to knock her off that high horse with a two-by-four and watch her come crashing to the ground.

      And unlike Ben, I know exactly how to get her on board.

      They’re both staring at me again, but Mara’s eyes have that gleam I know well. She’s thinking. Calculating. “How much money?”

      Honestly, I have no idea. I’d just heard him throw out the idea the other night when we were partying up at the lake and the numbers he was tossing out there made my jaw drop. We hear voices coming from down the hall and I recognize one. “Let’s ask him, shall we?” I lean into the hall. “Yo, Eli!”

      I freeze at the sight before me.

      Oh crap. No, no, no. Not today. I’m about to duck back into the office but I’m not quick enough.

      “Ryan! Hi!” Leah’s waving frantically like I’m going off to sea and this is our final farewell.

      I try not to cringe. “Hey, Leah.”

      “Leah’s here?” Ben says. Next thing I know Ben and Mara are right behind me in the doorway so I can’t escape.

      Elijah’s cousin is the sweetest person I have ever met. I’m almost positive it’s all genuine, too. She’s just...nice.

      So. Freakin’. Nice.

      This would normally not be an issue. I have nothing against nice people. But she’s so obviously into me, and I just don’t feel that way about her.

      She’s nice—wait, did I say that already? She’s pretty. She’s smart. And she’s going back to wherever it is she lives during the year just as soon as the school season starts up.

      So this means I only have a few more weeks of avoiding awkward one-on-one conversations with weirdly meaningful eye contact. I can deal with that.

      Sure enough, the sight of Leah even has Mara smiling as Elijah and I talk about the pool’s upcoming end of season party. I’ve worked here as a lifeguard for years—Mara too—and before that I’d been coming here as a member with my family, so I know the drill. During the day it’s the big guest event of the year, but after the pool closes, it’s notoriously the most epic staff party of the summer. Even the most hardass of managers look the other way.

      Some even join in.

      I glance over Mara. Even the great and saintly Mara might let down her guard and have some fun. Gasp! I know, right? The mere thought is alarming.

      “I can’t believe you’re actually giving a few grand to the winner of this thing,” I say loudly when Elijah hands over the list he’d printed out.

      “A few grand?” Marah squeaks behind me.

      Elijah shrugs. “Maybe.”

      Yeah, Elijah’s rich like that. He makes my family seem down on their luck, and I’ve got a doctor for a mother and a lawyer for a dad, not to mention we live in one of those big houses on the hill.

      “I haven’t decided on the amount yet. Depends on how much money will ensure the players are properly motivated.” Elijah says this in the slow, lazy drawl that is so very him. At first glance, with his heavy-lidded stoner vibe, one might think he’s not paying attention, or maybe that he’s just really apathetic. But that’s not the case at all.

      He’s always got an agenda, and I have no doubt this scavenger hunt is part of it.

      Mara’s asking questions. Lots of questions. The mention of a cash prize has lit a fire in her, just like I knew it would

      I smirk down at the list. Do I know how to play this girl or do I know how to play her? To be fair, if you know a person long enough, you know what makes them tick.

      And I’ve known Mara forever.

      Poor Ben’s only known her since he transferred in a couple years ago. He couldn’t possibly know that the only way to Mara’s heart is to start talking about scholarships and grant money. Or maybe planners. I’d bet my summer’s salary that the girl gets hot for planners.

      “We’re heading out to that pizza place down the street. You guys want to come?” Elijah asks.

      Ben’s already joining them, because apparently Ben and Elijah are better friends than I’d realized. Or maybe he’s friends with Leah.

      Probably. Leah’s the kind of girl who’s friends with everyone. She only comes to stay with Elijah’s family for the summers, but I’m pretty sure she has more friends in this town than I do.

      She turns her gaze to mine, and there is way too much eagerness there as she says, “Oh please come with us.”

      “I wish I could,” I lie. “But my folks expect me home.”

      Her face falls. “Oh. Well, maybe I can stay and help you finish up—”

      I cut her off with an exaggerated wince. “I wish you could but…” I nod in Mara’s direction and give a grimace of regret again. “My boss here needs to see me.”

      Mara doesn’t notice because she’s too busy smiling and laughing at something Ben said.

      “Right, Sunshine?” I drape an arm across her shoulders and Mara flinches.

      “What?” Her smile fades to a sneer in a heartbeat, and she glances pointedly at my arm like it’s a boa constrictor she wants dead.

      “You still need to see me after work?” I ask. I grin down at her look of confusion. “I was just telling Leah how we have some business to finish up here so—”

      “Oh, but—”

      I cut off her protest by loudly saying our goodbyes. Elijah, Leah, and Ben head out before she can stop them.

      Mara whips around and smacks my arm so hard I drop it. “What are you doing?”

      “Saving you,” I lie.

      She blinks. “Saving me? From what?”

      I shrug. “You like Ben, right?”

      “What?” Her voice is louder and sharper, but I don’t miss the telltale blush in her cheeks.

      Mara Loman is blushing. Will wonders never cease.

      “It’s obvious that you do,” I say.

      She jerks back a bit, and I feel a kick of guilt at the uncertainty in her eyes. But she rebounds quickly. “So what if I do?”

      I head back into the office and fall into the seat, making it roll backwards. “Can I give you some advice?”

      “No.”

      I ignore that. “There’s this thing called playing hard to get.” I arch my brows. “Ever heard of it?”

      She rolls her eyes. “I don’t want to play anything.”

      “That’s exactly your problem,” I say.

      “I don’t have a problem.”

      “You don’t have Ben, either,” I say.

      She makes a noise that’s like an old man’s harrumph and that makes me laugh. I can’t help it. It’s freakin’ cute when she’s an angry old man.

      “Why are you laughing?’

      I lean forward. “Do you remember those old dudes in The Muppets?”

      She frowns. “Statler and Waldorf?”

      I stare at her for a long moment. “Why do you know that?”

      She waves off the question. “What’s your point.”

      I shake my head. “I don’t remember.”

      She crosses her arms. “Better question. Why did you cockblock me just now?”

      I widen my eyes and slap a hand over my mouth in feigned horror at her language. She rolls her eyes.

      Sometimes it feels like she and I have been playing out this little routine of ours for so long that we could do it in our sleep.

      She tilts her head to the side, but it’s not that cute, flirty move she’d done with Ben. She’s eyeing me with suspicion. “What do you want, Ryan?”

      I throw my hands out wide. “I’m just trying to help.”

      “I don’t need your help,” she says.

      “Don’t you?” I give her an admittedly condescending little smile and it makes her eyes light with fire. Just like I knew it would.

      “I don’t.”

      I kick my legs out in front of me, my fingers steepled together in front of my chest. “How many boys have you dated, Mara?”

      “Pshh.” Her exhale of disgust is so hard it sends her wispy, blonde, half-dry hair out of her face.

      “That’s not an answer.”

      “I don’t need your help,” she says.

      “Mara, honestly…” I arch my brows. “Have you ever even kissed a guy?”

      Her eyes widen and her cheeks are so red it looks painful. I figure that’s my answer.

      “Of course I have.”

      I press my lips together and fix her with another condescending smirk guaranteed to make her fume. “Mara,” I say like a parent talking to a fibbing toddler.

      She huffs. “I have.”

      She’s a terrible liar.

      I glance over at the first-aid station behind us. “The CPR dummy doesn’t count.”

      She narrows her eyes but ignores the taunt. “You did not send them away just to help me get the guy.”

      The guy. The guy? Since when has Ben freakin’ Harrow been the guy? I narrow my eyes right back. “How well do you even know this Ben character?”

      She shakes her head. “Why do you make it sound like he’s some stranger. He’s been in our class for two years.”

      “Exactly. Two years is nothing at Lakeview,” I shoot back.

      This is true. Most of us were born and raised here in this Upstate New York lake town and we know everything there is to know about each other and our families.

      Hooray for small towns, am I right? There are no secrets.

      “You are insane,” she says. “Ben is a nice guy.”

      “Nice,” I repeat in a mutter. “Nice is overrated.”

      “No, nice is underestimated—” she says.

      “Says the girl who is not nice,” I interject.

      “I am too nice!” She shouts this at the top of her lungs in frustration.

      The silence that follows is pretty fantastic.

      “Yes,” I say after a beat. “Your yelling has convinced me. What was I thinking? Of course you’re nice.”

      “I’m nice to the people who deserve it,” she snaps.

      And there you have it, folks.

      I smirk. This is the truth of how Mara feels about me. And I’m not sure I can say she’s wrong. She decided I wasn’t good enough ten years ago and nothing I say or do now will change that.

      I should let it go. I should get up, walk out, head home and—

      “You ready for the staff race next week?” I ask.

      She stills. It’s a taunt and she knows it. The end of season party is all about the races. There’s kids’ races, staff races, fun races where people have to wear a ton of layers or walk on their hands…

      The tension in this office makes me want to laugh.

      “I’m going to win,” she says.

      “You’re going to try,” I correct.

      “You’re going to cheat,” she says.

      I roll my eyes. “I was eight.”

      “You were not eight last summer.”

      Fair enough. I hold my hands up. “You say cheat, I say play to win. Let’s agree to disagree.”

      She holds my stare for so long I can hear the second hand of the clock tick by in the silence. Finally, she breaks it with a loud exhale and I can see her attempting to be mature and rise above.

      That makes me want to drag her back down. I feel the most wicked urge to taunt her again, to remind her of how she has yet to win against me. But instead, I say, “I’ll tell you what. Win or lose in the race, I’ll still help you with your guy troubles.”

      “I don’t have guy troubles.” Her nostrils flare and her eyes grow bright.

      “Uh oh,” Celia says as her gaze goes from Mara to me.

      I give her a little wave. “Hey, Celia.”

      She flashes me an answering grin. See? I’m not evil. Celia likes me. Actually, most people like me. Not to brag, but...most girls like me, in particular.

      Just not this one. I look back to a still-fuming Mara who might as well have smoke coming out her ears.

      “Come on,” Celia said, dragging Mara out the door by her elbow. “Let’s get you out of here before someone gets murdered.”

      Mara starts to leave but turns back to jab a finger in my direction. “For your information, the only guy trouble I have is you.”
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