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      Fine Fine Fine is a love story for readers who know how it feels to lose something you can’t get back, while being forced to smile through the mourning.

      This story was originally written in the depths of grieving my mother and then revisited five years later—after a metric ton of therapy and a few hundred sunflowers. If substance use, grief, and depictions of the anxiety and depression that come with it are too heavy for you right now, I hope you’ll come back when you’re ready to be reminded that life moving on isn’t always a betrayal.

      Eventually, it’s a gift.

      —CB
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      When Hanna Stevens found herself with time to kill, she preferred to drown it in whiskey.

      She checked the time on her phone as she caught the bartender’s eye. He reached for the bottle of Maker’s she’d put an impressive dent in and tipped it over once more.

      4:17 PM.

      She still had forty-three minutes to talk herself into attending her best friend’s engagement party, despite the unfortunate guest list.

      The bartender poured another two fingers’ worth of whiskey over ice and slid it across the bar—the ancient wood as chipped as her outdated manicure—and she took a long, slow drag of it. The room swirled as the aged spirit pooled on her tongue and burned the whole way down.

      Probably. She’d stopped feeling the sizzle at that point.

      Hanna could have arrived at the Rodriguez house early and, in all honesty, probably should have. She'd accepted the sacred Maid of Honor role six months before and, thanks to her long-distance friendship, had skirted many of the obligatory duties. It was time she paid her dues in the form of fluffing rented linens and arranging grocery store flowers in thrifted glassware.

      Instead, she’d cruised by the classically beige suburban home twice before deciding it was safer for her to let the rest of the attendees trickle in and take up space before she had to face anyone.

      Sara had been perfectly understanding, of course.

      Not that she had any choice.

      Hanna found that the only—only—benefit of her mother’s death the previous summer was the wide berth it earned her in social scenarios. Whether it was because they were kind and understood the special hell she was in, or because they simply couldn’t think of something to say, she wasn’t sure.

      And it didn’t really matter.

      What did matter was that she maintained just enough of a buzz to convince everyone at the party she was totally fine without it feeling overly contrived. A task that would have been easier if the groom didn’t share DNA with the former love of her life—and current nightmare ex—Logan.

      She checked her phone once more and restlessly tapped her teeth, idly scrolling through Instagram.

      Nope, still not blacked out, she thought as she sipped her glass.

      The whiskey in her throat had burned away some of the anxiety, at least enough to convince her she could handle seeing Logan.

      Hanna loved a whiskey buzz. Smooth, cozy, just witty enough to earn a laugh from the room but not enough to show her ass.

      Tequila drunk, and she’d cry to the bartender about that bitch Logan had left her for.

      Gin made her vomit.

      Vodka… oof. Vodka turned her into a five-foot-nine woman scorned, looking for any and everything to incinerate.

      No one liked Vodka Hanna.

      But Whiskey Hanna? Whiskey Hanna was safe. Whiskey Hanna curled up in armchairs, reminiscing about the good old days she wasn’t sure she’d ever even had. Whiskey Hanna hardly even remembered the way the funeral director smelled of cheap aftershave and Marlboros.

      She set the glass back on the bar, twiddling at the rim absentmindedly and debating how much further she could push her buzz.

      She didn’t want to be the problem child at the party. She already knew she was in for a night of pained tongue-clicks that preceded asinine questions like, “How are you?” and “You hanging in there?”

      And she was, beneath the anxiety, very excited to see her best friend, which was almost enough to override the dread tightening her spine. Sara had fled Phoenix for Silicon Valley the moment they graduated from college, and they’d survived on FaceTime and long weekends for the decade since.

      It wasn’t enough, but as ready as she was to see Sara, she just couldn’t fathom sitting in a house full of people who knew her innermost pain while they attempted small talk⁠—

      “Hey, sorry, but are you Hanna?”

      The low voice crawled over her shoulders and slid onto the stool beside her as his question hung in the air. Even sitting, she knew he was tall by the way his shoulders hunched to speak into her ear. He was wrapped in a dark pair of jeans and a button-down with sleeves shoved up over his elbows, revealing a canvas full of inky-black tattoos.

      Wait a minute, she thought. She knew those tattoos.

      Hanna cleared the whiskey simmering in her throat and turned to face him, tentatively asking, “Milo?”

      “Okay, cool,” he returned. “I thought that was you, but I was afraid to creep on a stranger.”

      He laughed and set his own half-drained glass next to hers as she wondered how long he’d been perched in the corner of the dive.

      Hanna took a slow breath, the pleasant buzz she’d curated suddenly harder to think through.

      She’d seen him in the occasional Instagram post over the years, lingering at the edges of Warriors games and movie nights. He was a childhood friend of Sara's fiancé, Matty, and the two had reunited when they both moved back up to the bay. If Sara's reports were reliable, he was as chronically single as he was devastatingly charming.

      And Sara’s reports were always reliable.

      Milo’s lips tilted into a lethal grin as Hanna stared for a moment too long.

      Some kind of government entity should regulate that jawline, she thought. It cannot be legal to wield something that sharp in public.

      “Sara said you’d be at the closest, grossest bar, and lo and behold.”

      Hanna flinched. “I bet she did.” She watched as he sized her up with rich hazel-green eyes, his gaze bouncing between her and the final whispers of amber whiskey in her glass.

      “Bourbon or scotch girl?”

      She shrugged. “Right now? Or stranded on a desert island, and I can only bring one?”

      He gestured to the glass. “Right now.”

      “Bourbon. Maker’s. Keeping it simple, but I’ve actually been into Japanese whiskeys lately.”

      She wasn’t sure why she felt the need to tell him that, but then again, she was three, maybe four whiskeys in before dinner, so it was harmless, considering.

      Something in his eyes lit up.

      “Hibiki?” he asked.

      “Yeah,” she mumbled, feeling a little less mysterious than she’d aimed for.

      Hanna angled herself, keen to see more of his face, her legs swinging over one another in what she hoped was effortlessly casual and not a prelude to slipping off the stool.

      “They’re having a moment right now. All the rage in the city,” he said.

      “As much as I love small talk, I gotta ask. Why are you hiding here? Sara’s mom get handsy and run you off?” Hanna looked around, her eyes landing on no fewer than seven geriatric men glued to sticky tables as they watched the singular television mounted in the corner. “Not exactly a hip destination.”

      She wouldn’t have blamed him. Cami could be a lot for anyone, but especially a young, handsome man when she was three buttery chards to the wind.

      Milo sighed. “I’m not supposed to say.”

      Jesus, the dimples.

      Hanna hung her head forward. Of course, he was the designated groomsman sent to find her.

      “Sara sent you.”

      “She did.”

      “She knew I’d be too early,” Hanna mumbled.

      “She did. And she wanted to make sure you had a ride.” Milo pointed to her glass again, the gesture landing like an accusation.

      “Thoughtful.” She clicked her tongue.

      Sara was never one for subtleties. From the moment Logan broke up with her, to the moment her mother died (granted, there weren’t many moments between the two), Sara had pestered her relentlessly about coming out to drown her sorrows in Milo’s dimples.

      She’d gracefully given up on that after… well, everything.

      Even if Hanna had been interested in something romantic with Milo, she had three very well-rehearsed reasons why she would rather throw herself into the Grand Canyon.

      1. He lived in San Francisco.

      This didn’t require much thought—long distance was an absolute nonstarter, given how her long-term relationship with Logan imploded within weeks of him moving cross-country for work.

      She wasn’t doing that bullshit again.

      Ever.

      2. He was just, like, too hot.

      Hanna was a woman of the early aughts and, as such, she’d worked for years to accept her body and love herself. But even with thousands of dollars invested in therapy, there was a line in her ambition.

      Milo took that line, made sweet, sweet love to it, and never called it again.

      Seeing him in person only reaffirmed her initial distrust of those dimples. He was massive, not in a yoked-gym-bro way, but in a Thor-was-probably-the-first-branch-of-his-family-tree way. His dark hair was long enough that she had to consciously make an effort not to reach out and touch a curl hanging at his jaw. The deep bronze set off his olive tan, perfectly complemented by earthy eyes that she was certain were capable of X-ray vision.

      The kicker?

      Just enough tattoos to push him firmly into Bad Boy™ territory, but a stable enough tech job and somewhat decent moral compass—again, if the rumors were to be believed—that barred him from full-blown mischief membership.

      3. He knew too much.

      There was one last reason—just a small one.

      When her mom died after a rollercoaster diagnosis of late-stage cancer that no one saw coming, Hanna called Sara from the hospital parking lot. It was Wednesday, movie and wings night. Milo answered as Sara argued with Matty in the background. He’d caught the brunt of Hanna’s shock and grief-fueled hysteria, and she simply refused to ever get to know him well enough to talk about it.

      Every time she glanced at his unreasonably handsome face, she whooshed through the last year and found herself back in that parking lot, baking in the Phoenix sun as she screamed into the phone.

      The devastation welled up in her chest again just at the sight of him—she couldn’t invite any more suffering into her life.

      She was maxed out on pain.

      “Listen, if you don’t think you can handle being in a confined space with me… you can always call an Uber.” He smirked and a surprise fourth reason bubbled up.

      4. Milo was entirely too aware of the aforementioned number two.

      He flashed a cocky smile, earning a huff and an eyeroll from Hanna.

      “I knew you’d be an arrogant bastard, you know that? You just have that look.”

      “I’ve heard that a time or two,” he said, a low, rumbling laugh reverberating off the bar top.

      Hanna reached into her purse and tossed a twenty down, drowning her final sips, and then reached for his glass. Milo covered her hand, the weight of his a shock to her very lonely system.

      “I could have just bought you a drink. All you had to do was say please.”

      She leaned close to him, catching those green eyes with her own fiery stare.

      “I’m bored.”

      She marched out of the bar and into the harsh evening sunset, her season-old espadrilles crunching in the gravel parking lot. Sara might have had a point in sending someone to collect her, after all. Her head swirled, and not entirely from the temperature.

      She tapped across her phone, opening her Uber app and scrolling to find the Rodriguezes’ address. The app thought, and then thought some more.

      “Damn,” she whispered. Was there really no one hanging around waiting to rescue a slightly bitter bridesmaid from her best friend’s hot groomsman?

      “Suns game,” Milo said behind her.

      Hanna spun, whipping her dark curls around as the rest of the parking lot followed on a delay. Everything wobbled. It occurred to her as the world resettled into a somewhat coherent image that she had not eaten since breakfast.

      She glared. “What?”

      “There’s a Suns game. You’re not getting a ride anytime soon.”

      “Then I’ll walk,” she huffed, starting off in the general direction of Sara’s childhood home, only for her ankle to immediately roll.

      Milo’s hands caught her elbow, steadying her body, but boiling her blood. The muscles in his forearm flexed against her and she willed herself not to think about the way the veins pulled under black rivers of ink.

      You’re pathetic, she chastised herself.

      “We got off on the wrong foot,” Milo murmured. They both scrunched their noses at the pun. “Bad phrasing.”

      Hanna pulled her elbow from his grip, smoothing the coral ruffle of her sundress.

      He waved toward his rental car. “If you’d like to drop your attitude, I’d love to take you to your best friend’s engagement party now. And maybe get some food in your system.”

      Hanna stared for a few beats, wrestling with the asshole in her head who wanted to go another round or two. But the rumble in her stomach needed him more than she needed her pride.

      She threw her hands up in defeat and followed him to a silver sedan, sliding gracelessly into the front seat. Her thighs stuck to the hot leather as the open back of her dress betrayed her, fusing her skin to the interior.

      “Who gets leather in Arizona in May?” she asked. He didn't answer, which was probably for the best. 

      His forearm tensed as he reversed from the parking spot. Her eyes landed on the tattoos stretching across his skin while the beiges and oranges of suburban Phoenix blurred through the window. She noticed a clock, inked in gray and black shadows, that fell over the ten and six on its melting face.

      “AM or PM?” she blurted.

      “Hmm?”

      “Your clock tattoo. Morning or night?”

      Milo unleashed a smirk, glancing at her quickly as he wound through the Rodriguezes’ picturesque subdivision.

      Is he capable of another facial expression? she thought.

      “AM.”

      Hanna nodded. “Cool.”

      “Cool?”

      “Yep,” she said. He stared ahead, likely waiting for a follow-up question, but she didn’t feel the need to know more. “I’m not going to ask for the story.” She heard how bratty it came off, but it was too late, and she was too drunk.

      He shrugged. “I’m not going to tell it.”

      “Good,” she said, folding her arms.

      “Hanna,” Milo sighed. “You’re wasted. I can’t let you go in there like this. We’re still a little early. Please, let me get you something to eat.”

      Hanna shook her head, the lights on the dashboard blending into one large tunnel of color.

      “No, no, no. I just need Cami’s enchilada casserole. It heals all ailments, I swear.”

      She attempted a look to convey just how serious she was about her favorite comfort dish, but Milo was clearly skeptical as he slowed the car to a stop outside of a sprawling ranch-style home with a bubbling fountain in the front.

      He cut off the engine, but before he could even swing his door open, Hanna was up and off, brushing quickly through the gate and reaching for the handle of the front door.

      Any drunk confidence that propelled her through the yard had vanished by the time she got to the threshold, the sounds of a buzzing family gathering striking a chord somewhere in her memories.

      Her fingers lingered on the bronze of the funeral home’s bathroom door, the next room over humming with thoughts and prayers.

      A wave of panic gripped her throat—not just about seeing Logan, but seeing everyone. She’d spent the last year holed up in her home like a hermit, dreading the day she’d have to make her public debut again.

      The universe was cruel for shoving two of her biggest heartbreaks into one calendar year.

      It wasn’t Logan’s fault her mom got sick and died two months after he shattered her entire world. No one could have predicted it.

      But still.

      Who else was there to blame?

      She hesitated for another moment, long enough for Milo to catch up to her.

      “You ready for this, Arizona?”

      She inhaled, holding the breath longer than necessary. He leaned around her and pushed the front door open, arching his brows.

      “Fuck you,” she muttered.

      “Say please,” he bit, his hand pushing against the small of her back and forcing her into the house.
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      The rich scent of Cami’s kitchen hit Hanna like a slap on the ass after a game well played.

      “You’re heeeeeeeere!” Sara squealed, her arms capturing Hanna before she made it through the foyer and squeezing the ever-loving shit out of her.

      Hanna’s ribs crunched, but the human contact wasn’t all that unwanted after months of cradling herself.

      “I aaaaaam,” she mimicked, matching the energy as best she could. She could tell by the soft pity in Sara’s eyes that she wasn’t even close.

      “Oh my god, I have so much to show you. Mom and I have been busy this week! Come in! Come in! Oh, hey, Milo,” Sara said, shuffling behind them to pull the front door closed. Her small frame looked practically miniature beside him, but Hanna knew Sara could take him no problem.

      She was a spitfire.

      Her highlighted hair glowed like a golden honey halo around her tan face, the curled ends sweeping just below her shoulders against a white lace dress. She looked like she had walked right out of the Engagement Party Pinterest board they’d curated years prior, long before Matty had even popped the question. They’d devoted hours to pinning photos and giggling in their dorm room.

      “Thank you for your service,” Sara whispered to Milo.

      “I’m fine,” Hanna insisted.

      “I know!” Sara chirped, studying her friend. “Let’s get you some food.”

      She must have looked worse than she felt.

      Sara pulled her hand through the house and into the massive open kitchen where they used to talk about boys over waffles. Cami buzzed behind the island, shuffling dishes to make room for something in the oven.

      “Hanna! My sweet girl,” she cooed, sinking her into a wine-soaked hug. Hanna did everything she could to not let her mind wander to how similar hugging her felt to hugging her own mother, breathing through a deep pain in her side.

      She’d gotten used to it—the ache in her muscles and bones at the smallest reminders of what she’d lost. The sudden vice-grip around her heart at a laugh that was too similar, or a pair of glasses that looked like her mom’s.

      “You’re not eating enough,” Cami chastised, poking at Hanna’s hips.

      "I came to remedy that!" She laughed it off, but it was always the first thing people commented on. What else was she supposed to say?

      Oh yeah, don't mind my ribs, I just forget to feed myself ever since I lost the two loves of my life in one fell swoop. Thanks for calling me skinny, though!

      A loaded plate plopped onto the island beside her as three sets of eyes landed on it, and then swished to Milo.

      “Enchilada casserole,” he said, shrugging and handing her a fork. “And I’ll take that.” He reached for the glass of wine heading Hanna’s way in the hand of one of Sara’s aunts.

      She glared, but picked up the fork all the same.

      Fuck, she’d forgotten how good real food tasted.

      “Where’s Matty?” Hanna asked around her third bite. What she really wanted to ask was, “Is his brother here? Has he mentioned me? Has New York’s water made him uglier?”

      “He’s helping Dad out back with the grill. Logan isn’t here yet,” Sara said, her tone decidedly neutral.

      “I wasn’t asking⁠—”

      “Just giving you the lay of the land,” Sara said, moving a plate of burgers to the side. Her movements were identical to Cami’s, as if they’d choreographed it.

      “Milo, honey, could you take Berto that plate?” Cami asked, pointing a spoon at the burgers. He'd barely gotten out of the room before she turned her amber gaze toward Hanna. "Now you listen to me, little girl. If you don't sleep with that man, I will."

      “Camila!” Sara gasped as Hanna pressed her hand to her chest, instantly sober. A scarlet flush climbed her throat as she laughed through her casserole.

      “Cami, oh my god!”

      “I’m serious, Hanna. I know you’ve been through hell and back, sweetheart, but you deserve those arms. Those eyes! Just think about it,” Cami said.

      Hanna reached for the casserole again.

      “Okay, you two, I don’t want to hear it this weekend. He lives in San Francisco! You think I’d ever be tempted to do long distance again?”

      Cami leaned over the island. “You don’t have to marry the man, Hanna! I just want to hear about anything you may or may not do with him, that’s all.” She raised her perfectly sculpted eyebrows as Sara’s dad, Berto, burst into the room.

      "Have you seen my sunglasses, mi amor?" Berto clicked the tongs in his hand and swept through the kitchen. "Well, would you look who's here!"

      He set the tongs down and squeezed Hanna as she continued eating, his cologne drowning her senses. He pulled back and beamed.

      "My second daughter has finally returned!"

      “Hi, Berto,” Hanna mumbled, fixing the collar on his fancy button-down—the one he wore for their college graduation, high school graduation, Lisa’s funeral…

      There it was again, that simmering panic just waiting for someone to crank the heat one notch higher.

      “We don’t see you enough, kiddo,” Berto said, patting her shoulder. “You know, just because my daughter abandoned us for the West Coast Elite, doesn’t mean you can’t come by any time.”

      Sara glared. “Dad, Hanna doesn’t want to hang out with a bunch of boomers.”

      “That’s not true!” Hanna protested around a mouthful of tortilla. “I hear you and Cami are hanging out at the casino lately. My invite get lost in the mail?” She finished another bite, finally feeling like the alcohol in her system was evaporating.

      “Lone Butte next weekend!” Berto tossed over his shoulder as he grabbed another set of tongs and placed a kiss on Cami’s cheek. “You stay away from that groomsman.”

      Cami laughed, resting her hand on his cheek. “No promises.”

      “I used to have a jawline like that, believe it or not, girls!” Berto snapped his tongs once more and disappeared into the backyard.

      A knock at the front door sent Sara and Hanna both into shades of pink. Sara started for the foyer as Hanna darted out of the kitchen and into the backyard, unwilling to see if a tall, lanky blonde stood behind the door.

      She knew she couldn’t put it off forever, but she could put it off for a few more minutes, and that was enough.

      Hanna cut across the yard, passing the turquoise pool, and headed toward the fire pit. Twinkling patio lights crisscrossed overhead, glowing a warm amber as the sun dipped lower behind the Ahwatukee foothills.

      She smiled politely at the relatives she recognized, grateful no one seemed ready to engage her as she caught the broad shoulders of the brother she still couldn’t help but adore.

      “Do my eyes deceive me, or is that Hanna Fuckin’ Stevens in the flesh?” She hardly had time to brace herself before all six-foot-six of Matty wrapped around her, his beard tickling her ear.

      His bright blue eyes, so similar to his older brother’s, sparkled as he set her back on the ground.

      Hanna often thought the heartbreak was worth it if it meant Matty and Sara met one another. There was no better match for Sara’s petite, feisty nature than Matty’s gentle giant ways. If it took her getting crushed by Logan to introduce them on a Thanksgiving weekend trip, so be it.

      “I miss you, dude,” Matty said, fishing through the assortment of bottles on Berto’s outdoor bar. “When are you just going to give in and move up to the Bay?”

      “Never. One finger on that pour. Started early.”

      He pulled a plastic cup and poured no less than two fingers’ worth of something expensive for her.

      Matty’s fault, not hers.

      He sighed. “Can’t you work from anywhere?”

      “Technically, sure.” Hanna took a sip and reached for a few ice cubes. “But one of the most expensive cities in the world? Pass. Plus, I just bought my house and I have so much work to do on it.”

      “Rent it out! Be a Cali landlord, Arizonans love that shit,” Matty said. “You could live with us for free, come on.”

      Hanna’s nose scrunched. It wasn’t that she hated the idea—it was that she couldn’t imagine leaving the last city her mother was alive in. If she moved to a new city, how would her mother know where to haunt her?

      “Because every newlywed couple wants a sad, thirty-year-old roommate?”

      “Thirty on the coast is like, twenty. You’d basically be aging backwards. And maybe a change of scenery isn’t the worst idea,” Matty said, his voice dropping on the last sentence. She followed him toward the fire pit, where Milo sat with another groomsman whose name she should have known from the group chat.

      Brad. Brent?

      “Milo, Brandon,” Matty said, pointing at them respectively. “This is Hanna, she’s Sara’s childhood best friend and basically a sister to me. Act accordingly.”

      Brandon mumbled a greeting and went back to staring at his phone, the Suns game streaming across the screen. Hanna plopped onto the chair next to Milo, sipping her drink and trying to think of anything to say that would keep her from having to make conversation with Brandon.

      “Sorry about earlier,” Milo said.

      She fought the urge to tell him he was flattering himself by thinking she would even remember any of the day, but she’d promised Sara to at least try being nice to their bridal party.

      “Same,” she offered.

      “I mean it, I should have read the room. This probably isn’t exactly a good time for you,” Milo said softly.

      Hanna turned, her eyebrow raised. “How do you mean?”

      “I’ve known Matty since we were kids and, therefore, Logan,” Milo explained. She resented the undercurrent in his tone that sounded like pity.

      “Ah,” she sighed.

      One day, she was going to move to a city where no one knew her or looked at her like that. Somewhere new, where there were simply no ghosts at all.

      Milo scanned the scene in the backyard. “How long’s it been?”

      “Hmm,” Hanna pretended to mentally tally the months since their breakup, despite knowing exactly how long—nearly to the minute—it had been since she’d taken a full breath. “We’re just hitting the one-year mark.”

      “Does it help knowing their mom hates the new girl?”

      Hanna snorted. She couldn’t help it. Marcia DeBrune was one of the nicest people on the planet. It was impossible to imagine her disliking anyone.

      “No way.”

      “It’s true.” He grinned, leaning forward in his chair. “Sloane doesn’t like game night or eat gluten.”

      “Oof,” Hanna sighed. “Yeah, not the way to Midwestern Marcia’s heart.”

      “And,” he lowered his voice. “I heard Tucker growled at her when they went home for Christmas.”

      Hanna pressed her hand to her chest, feigning a gasp. Tucker, the family’s golden retriever, who was all things fluffy and good, liked anyone who would make eye contact with him.

      “Scandalous.”

      “Tragic,” Milo said, shaking his head. A comfortable silence settled between them as Berto’s yacht rock floated on the warm breeze. She cleared her throat.

      “Thank you for saying that. I’m still absolutely ready to die, but it kind of helps.”

      “The good news is you don’t have to dread it much longer,” Milo said, nodding toward the house. She twisted in her seat, her vantage point offering her a perfect view of Logan coming through the patio door, his hand wrapped around the golden skin of Sloane, the new girl in question. She was short with caramel skin and perfectly placed highlights.

      Hanna couldn’t even remember the last time she’d had a haircut.

      “Damn,” Hanna muttered. “I was hoping she face-tuned her Instagram photos.”

      Milo coughed on his beer.

      Sloane was hot and Hanna wasn't about to pretend otherwise. She also wasn't Hanna's enemy, as easy as it would have been to hate her.

      No, the worst part about their breakup was that Logan hadn’t cheated on her. He did it all on the up and up, the fucking bastard. She could still hear his throat tightening around the words on the phone.

      “I don’t know how to even say this, Hanna.”

      She flopped back on their bed, her brunette curls fanning out as her brows furrowed. He’d called her every night since moving to New York, but he’d missed last night.

      “I, uh, god⁠—”

      “Just say it.”

      “I think I met someone.”

      Hanna bolted upright, the cotton bedspread bunching under her thigh.

      “You think you met someone?”

      “It’s going to sound so fucking dumb⁠—”

      “It already sounds dumb!”

      “Hanna, I am so, so sorry. I know it sounds crazy, and I hate that I’m even saying this, but you know me! I’m not the guy who cheats on his girlfriend on a whim. I would never do that to you. But I met someone at work yesterday, and I just… I don’t know. The feeling… it’s not nothing. And I couldn’t not say anything to you.”

      Hanna fought for a breath as their bedroom—her bedroom—fell away, plunging her into a black void.

      “I think we just… we’ve been together since we were kids, Hanna.”

      “Here we go,” she sighed. She pinched the skin on her leg, needing to be sure it was really happening. “We were too young, we’ve changed, it’s not you, it’s me!”

      “Don’t do that⁠—”

      “Don’t do what? That’s what you’re about to say, isn’t it?”

      Logan took a deep breath. She wondered which of his suits he was peeling off after his workday.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Yeah,” she breathed, her throat collapsing under the weight of the shock.

      “Hanna—”

      She hung up and turned her phone off. It was the last thing she’d hear him say for a year.

      For months after that phone call, she'd wished she had caught him texting someone else, or that she'd seen him in someone's Instagram story, dripping over another woman in a swanky Manhattan bar. It would have been so much easier to hate him if he were a bad guy.

      But Logan wasn’t a villain, even if she was the victim.

      Her eyes fixed on him as he cut a path across the patio, a baby-blue polo capping his nicer work pants. She wondered if Sloane had picked the shirt for him.

      Hanna pulled herself out of the lounge chair and put on her bravest face.

      “You want company? Logan doesn’t like me, might be fun.” She tossed a glance at Milo, noting to dig into that piece of information later. “Go get ‘em, tiger.”

      She smoothed the hem of her sundress and rolled her shoulders back. The threads of her muscles screamed in protest as she pushed herself across the yard and pasted on the same No really! I'm fine! smile she'd been wearing since the funeral.

      If nothing else, her mother’s death had given her a PhD in faking it. In the first few months, she had learned how to easily disarm anyone who knew what happened with the perfect blend of somber eyes and a hopeful nod to prevent them from asking the kind of questions that punched her in the gut and knocked the wind out of her.

      You can do anything for fifteen minutes, she told herself, her espadrilles clicking onto the patio.

      And she almost believed it.

      She used every one of the twenty steps between them to get ahold of her breathing, all for two piercing blue eyes and a megawatt smile to send her heart rate through the roof as he turned toward her.
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      Hanna had forgotten how pretty he was.

      Logan called out her name like it was a sacred prayer, and her skin flushed with a boiling red tint and thin layer of sweat. She crossed the final distance between them.

      “Hey,” she mumbled, resenting how feeble it sounded as she leaned in and hugged him. In all her imaginary dress rehearsals, she hadn’t blocked a hug, and the motion threw her off her balance. She leaned into the momentum and did what none of the thirty sets of eyes on them expected—she hugged Sloane too.

      She smelled even better than Hanna feared. Expensive.

      “It’s so nice to meet you,” Hanna croaked.

      “You too,” Sloan managed, an unexpected sweetness in her tone. She rambled off the requisite small talking points as Hanna tried to manage her breathing.

      She liked Phoenix, the sunsets are amazing, the heat is a lot, but at least it’s dry!

      Logan’s eyes clung to the floor between them.

      When Hanna had counted to one hundred in her head, she widened her bullshit smile and chirped, “I need to freshen up my drink!”

      She turned, ready to dart back toward the bar, and patted herself on the back for surviving the first rip of the proverbial band-aid.

      “I’ll come with you,” Logan said.

      She groaned. So close. “No need!”

      “We need drinks, anyway,” he said.

      We.

      “Okay,” she sighed. Logan walked silently beside her, the heat of Matty’s stare lingering on her back as she busied herself with ice and liquors she wasn’t actually interested in.

      “How are you?”

      She fought the urge to laugh. How was she?

      Well-rehearsed. That’s how she was.

      “Fine. You?”

      “Hanna,” he snorted. He lowered his eyes to hers, a stinging within them she tried not to choke on. “How are you, really?”

      She took a deep breath and a long sip of whatever strange cocktail she’d thrown together. It was not good. It did not matter.

      “I’m surviving,” she finally said.

      Logan reached for two red Solo cups. “You haven’t returned a single one of my calls.”

      “Correct.”

      “I’ve been worried about you.”

      Hanna rolled her eyes. “Don’t do this, please. I don’t need a white knight to worry about me.”

      Logan stepped closer. “You know what I mean. I knew Lisa for ten years⁠—”

      “Don’t,” she snapped. It was instant, the burning at the back of her neck. The tears threatened to make a spectacle if she didn’t get him the fuck away from her. “You don’t get to do that.”

      “Hanna,” he started, but she held up a hand.

      “I can’t do this here. It’s not fair to Sara or your brother.”

      Logan blocked her path as she attempted to circumvent him.

      “Then when? Can we meet up later? I’m here through the weekend.”

      She wanted to tell him absolutely not. She wanted to tell him to get fucked. But his eyes dropped into that boyish puppy-dog expression she knew so well.

      “I don’t know. I’ll… I’ll think about it.”

      “That’s all I’m asking.”

      Hanna sighed again, the prickling in her spine crawling into a suffocating heat.

      “That’s not all you’re asking,” she said. She moved as quickly as she could to get inside without alarming the guests and headed toward the safety of Sara's childhood bedroom. Each step pushed her farther from the breakdown she felt coming, giving her the air she needed to stuff it all back down. She fell onto Sara’s perfectly made bed, counting the boy band posters they’d stuck to the walls with putty in high school. Everything buzzing against her lips drifted back into the quiet hum she’d gotten used to, the white noise of her grief nearly comforting.

      “Hanna?”

      For a moment, she thought it was Sara’s voice coming from the hallway, but it wasn’t quite familiar.

      Oh.

      Sloane poked her head through the door and, for a brief second, Hanna considered how hard it would be to break the window to her right.

      “Is it okay if I come in?”

      “Uhhh, sure?” she replied, annoyed at her own betrayal. Sloane perched on the edge of Sara’s desk and Hanna waited for her to speak.

      She waited for a while.

      Sloane’s lips finally parted after a silence so painful she thought they both might implode.

      “I just wanted to say that I’m sorry. About everything.”

      Hanna couldn’t have stopped the bitter snort if she wanted to.

      “Everything, huh? You invent glioblastomas, Sloane?”

      Sloane twisted her lips and fumbled with the phone in her hand.

      “I just, I feel bad. About the timing of it all. Logan is such a great guy⁠—”

      “Yeah. Super.”

      “He never wanted to hurt you. We were so careful about not letting anything happen between us.”

      Hanna pinched the bridge of her nose. “Very noble.”

      “And I guess I just wanted to clear the air between us. Since we’re going to be spending quite a bit of time together this year. Logan was so heartbroken when your mom⁠—”

      All of the buzzing in Hanna’s ears condensed with so much force that it ignited a fire at the base of her skull.

      “Oh my fucking god, no.”

      Sloane shut up.

      Hanna tried to breathe through the rising firestorm in her chest, but it was too late. Her anger was driving a bus heading for a cliff, and Sloane had just cut the brakes.

      “Listen, Sloane. It’s one thing to feel the need to defend Logan. I get it. He’s a good guy. He didn’t cheat on me. Yay!” Hanna slapped her thighs, rising from the bed and knotting her fists against her hem. “But what we’re not going to do is talk about the literal worst thing that’s ever happened to me with the close second. We are strangers. Actually? We’re worse than strangers. We’re before and after. I fully understand that there are many, many painful nights ahead for us, and I will be civil. I’m a grown woman. But you don’t get to come in here and try to force me to feel bad for not including Logan in my mother’s death.”

      Sloane’s eyes widened, the implications of her comment registering. She held up her hands. “I didn’t mean to⁠—”

      “No one ever does.” Hanna was sick of comforting people who offended her. “Just please, please drop this. Logan is welcome to grieve my mother however he needs to, but he has to do it without me. He gave up that right when he dumped me and he has to live with that. I will not be taking on his guilt.”

      “Hanna—”

      “That was a dismissal,” Hanna hissed. Sloane shook her perfect fucking hair and slipped out of the door, her cheeks red.

      Hanna pushed against her chest, the box of bad feelings she harbored there cracking open and leaking all over her lungs.

      Fuck Sloane. Fuck Logan. Fuck brain cancer. Fuck weddings.

      It became a mantra as her breathing spiraled out of control, her lips quivering as she tried to quell the misery crashing against her.

      “What the hell,” she whispered to herself, her head swimming. It was bad enough having to see them, but a coordinated attack? Diabolical.

      She sat back on the edge of the bed, her knees giving out as the panic fully took over, a year’s worth of rage spilling into her veins and rushing from head to toe.

      Her nails dug into her palms. Sometimes she just needed to feel something to bring herself back to reality, but even the sting in her flesh didn’t cut above the noise in her head.

      Somewhere in her lizard brain, she registered the door opening, but she was beyond seeing through the static. Two bags of ice hit the floor on either side of her as a hand pressed against her chest.

      “What are you⁠—”

      “Relax,” Milo said. “I’m not making a move. Just trying to help. Count to ten for me.”

      Hanna attempted to grasp the number one, but it was just out of reach. Her hands came up, pushing away from him, but he kneeled on the carpet and leaned into her.

      “Milo—”

      “Don’t waste breath being stubborn. Breathe into your stomach, not your throat.” Milo pressed harder on her chest, applying a steady pressure. The touch grounded her as she inhaled, a wobble in the breath threatening to undo any progress it made.

      “Another,” he said, his voice soft.

      Hanna held the next one at the peak, counting to five before letting it slip back out.

      “One more.”

      The third breath was easier, releasing something in her head. She could hear dishes clinking together in the kitchen, the laughter of Cami and her sisters as they poured more wine. She could smell the beer on Milo’s breath, mixed with a smoky amber cologne warmed by his pulse.

      “Better?”

      She nodded, the panic now replaced with a white-hot shame.

      “You have a lot of panic attacks?” he asked, rocking back onto his heels. The air conditioning kicked on, rushing a cool breeze over her.

      “Uh. No. Yeah. Sometimes,” she said.

      “It’s normal to have them after a significant loss. Or two,” he added.

      Hanna avoided his gaze. The concern was too much. She could hear the echo in his voice on the phone eight months ago as she screamed for Sara.

      “Thanks,” she mumbled.

      “Don’t be embarrassed.” His tone was so gentle that it somehow hurt more than if he had pointed and laughed.

      “I’m not.”

      “Liar,” Milo laughed. “After my dad died, I’d have panic attacks in the middle of class. It was brutal. Teenagers aren’t very understanding.”

      Hanna fought back tears as her emotions circled one another, but they weren’t on her behalf.

      “High school?”

      “Yeah,” Milo said. He folded his arms as he stood and leaned against the desk, taking Sloane’s place. “I was fifteen.”

      “Jesus,” Hanna murmured. “At least I was through puberty. I’m so sorry.”

      She could see it, all that pain still sitting right under the surface of his skin, even fifteen years later. The realization unsettled her.

      It never went away then.

      Milo shrugged. “It gets easier.”

      “Does it?”

      He sighed as his shoulders dropped. “I hate that I just said that. It used to piss me off. Because the truth is, it doesn’t. It… changes. Gets more predictable, I guess.”

      Hanna stood, crossing the space and pulling his forearm between them, the clock resting between her fingers.

      “Time of death?”

      Milo smirked. “Yeah, not that you’d ever ask.”

      Hanna ran her thumb over the face of the clock, the ink rippling beneath her touch. She dropped his arm and pushed the puff sleeve resting above her elbow back, revealing the black and gray wings of the butterfly tattoo she’d gotten just before the holidays.

      “My mom had a butterfly tattoo. Felt appropriate.”

      Milo reached for the back of her elbow, bringing the artwork closer as he examined it.

      “It’s pretty.”

      Hanna pulled her sleeve down and reached for one of the bags of ice.

      “Shitty club, huh?”

      “The fucking worst.” He cracked a smile and grabbed the other bag. “The t-shirts are kinda cool, though.”

      Hanna gasped. “You got a shirt! Did mine get lost in the mail?”

      Milo nudged her as they left Sara’s room. “I’ll alert the council.”

      The ice chilled her hand, a welcome feeling after the hot flush of her panic attack.

      “You coming out with us tonight?”

      Hanna chewed on her bottom lip. “I don’t know if I have round two of the Logan and Sloane show in me.”

      He shrugged, hauling the ice over his shoulder and sliding the glass door open. She trailed him into the backyard and made a concerted effort not to look for Logan while Milo opened the cooler and unwrapped his bag of ice.

      “You’re missing out. The hotel has Hibiki on tap. It’s been a while since my initiation, but I believe…” Milo grunted as he snagged the second bag of ice from her and turned it over into the cooler, continuing, “That it’s customary for a tenured Dead Parent Society member to buy new recruits a drink.”

      Hanna giggled, despite herself. Her eyes flickered between his and Sloane, who laughed obnoxiously at something Matty said.

      “Rain check?” she asked.

      “Of course.” Milo opened a can of soda. “That’s the worst part about the Dead Parent Society. Membership never expires.”
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      Hanna sank further under the water with each buzz of her phone.

      The bath water had gone cold an hour earlier, but she couldn’t find it within herself to climb out. She leaned forward, flipping her phone over on the counter.

      It was Logan. Again.

      
        
          
            
              
        DO NOT ANSWER

      

      
        Palomar at 10?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Hanna. Come on.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        I really want to talk. Sloane told me what happened.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Okay. Well, I’ll be here all night. Hopefully I’ll see you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Only Logan could think that talking about her dead mom at a trendy rooftop bar would appeal to her. She’d spent six hours making terrible small talk with Sara’s family and avoiding his sad-boy eyes from across the yard. She couldn’t devote any more energy to him.

      Besides, she’d embarrassed herself enough for one day. She didn’t need to add crying in public to the list.

      She did, however, find the idea of crying in her bathtub with a glass of wine appealing—if only the tears would come. They seemed quick to threaten her with an appearance whenever she was around others, but the moment she was alone, it was like she was stuck.

      Her phone buzzed again.

      
        
          
            
              
        SARA

      

      
        We’re all at The Palomar. Come be my friend!

      

      

      

      

      

      Ugh.

      Logan was easy to ignore. But Sara? It was hard to pass up the temptation to get time with her without family members hovering and inquiring about wedding plans.

      She sat up.

      She’d hate herself in the morning if she didn’t go. The guilt always ate her alive when she passed on something for no reason other than “ugh.”

      Hanna slipped out of the tub and toweled off, chugging water as her head began to tighten. A pair of well-worn black jeans and a tank top with a messy bun, and she didn’t look half bad—at least not for a half-drunk, pathetic mess.

      She downed a third glass of water before venturing from her little bungalow, rotting just like she was, and took the light rail downtown.

      The hotel rose above the hot streets, teeming with post-Suns game-goers. Sara waited beneath the hotel awning, eyes glued to her phone, likely watching Hanna's location as she weaved through the city.

      “Hanna!” Sara wrapped her arms around her friend, her sweet vanilla honey scent warming Hanna. “I’m so sorry I barely got to see you at the party! Thanks for coming back out.”

      Hanna shrugged. “I’ll put pants on for very few people in this life, but you’re one of ‘em, babe.”

      Sara laughed, the sound soothing Hanna’s aching ribs, and she held the door open to the hotel lobby, scanning a key at the elevator. The doors had hardly closed before she attacked.

      “Mom saw you getting ice with Milo.”

      “Is that what the kids are calling it these days?” Hanna muttered. Sara pulled her eyes away from the rows of elevator buttons and arched her brows. “I’m kidding. He asked for a hand.”

      “Because Milo can’t lift two bags of ice?”

      Hanna sighed. “It was nothing.”

      “Right.” Sara rocked forward on her heels. “He’s hot, though. I wasn’t lying.”

      “You were not,” Hanna allowed. “But nothing is going to happen.”

      “Okay!” Sara chirped. The sing-songy quality implied she didn’t buy Hanna’s resolve. She was much too confident.

      The elevator doors scrolled back, depositing them into the chic bar in the middle of the city, surrounded by glassy buildings and the distant mountain ranges. The bar buzzed with a late-night crowd scattered between lush white lounge chairs and billowing curtains.

      “Logan told me about Sloane,” Sara said quietly as they weaved between patrons toward the bar.

      “Yeah. That was… something,” Hanna said, sliding onto a barstool. Sara ordered without having to ask. One whiskey ginger, one gin and tonic. Two limes.

      “She felt bad,” Sara said and pushed her card across the bar. “She thought she was being a girl’s girl or whatever.”

      Hanna snorted. “Uh huh.”

      “Logan was pissed.”

      Hanna nodded.

      “They had a huge fight after.”

      “Bummer, I missed it,” Hanna said as a cocktail landed in front of her. She lifted the glass to cheers her best friend who watched her face with careful eyes.

      “You’re a good friend to put up with them for all of these stupid wedding events.”

      Dammit, there were those public tears again.

      The thought that Hanna had been a good anything to anyone over that last year struck her in the chest. Sara—who had been on the first flight out when her mother got sick, who sent flowers weekly while she was in treatment, who cooked meals and held hands and wiped tears—thought Hanna, who hadn’t returned a single call to anyone except Sara, was a good friend?

      “I owe you,” Hanna said. It was all she could say.

      “Shit,” Sara mumbled over her straw and pointed to Hanna’s phone as it lit up with DO NOT ANSWER once again.

      “Logan’s been blowing me up for hours.”

      Sara closed her eyes and sighed. “He has a lot of feelings about your mom. Matty and I tried to tell him repeatedly not to involve you in them… but you know how he is.”

      She did. She knew how he was about everything.

      Sara gave her a wicked grin, her eyes narrowing as a bit of gossip bubbled to her lips. They’d done their best to maintain the separation of church and state when it came to Logan, but Hanna had earned it.

      “You should see how Marcia looks at her. Like she has two heads.”

      Hanna chuckled. “Ah, yes, Milo mentioned she doesn’t eat gluten.”

      “Did he?” Sara asked without any attempt to hide her interest in pulling at the thread.

      “He was trying to make me feel better.”

      “I’ve heard he’s particularly talented at making women feel better,” Sara cooed.

      “Stop that. He was being nice. It was when Logan showed up with Sloane.”

      “Speak of the devil,” Sara said, wincing. Logan appeared over Hanna’s shoulder and slid onto the stool beside them. He’d changed into one of his old, faded college tees, and it clung to his biceps as he ordered a beer.

      “Mind if I borrow Hanna?” he asked Sara, which only made Hanna even less interested in speaking with him.

      “That’s probably a question for her, no?” Sara returned. His jaw clenched, but Hanna felt no interest in making things easy on him. “I don’t think she’s up for talking tonight, Lo.”

      “She isn’t!” Hanna chimed in, not that anyone had asked.

      “Hanna,” he pleaded. The tone was familiar—the same one he’d use to pacify her during arguments. “Just one conversation, and then I’ll drop it.”

      Hanna hung her head forward and sipped her drink.

      Just one. It felt like a DM from a girl she knew in high school trying to get her into their MLM. Hey, boss babe! You have a few minutes to catch up?

      “One chance?” he begged again.

      A chance at what? Crack a rib instead of just breaking her heart? Cut her kidney out and sell it on the black market to buy Sloane an engagement ring? God, the thought of him marrying her⁠—

      “Go find Matty, Lo,” Sara said again.

      “But—”

      “I said no!” Hanna barked.

      He swallowed, his hand reaching for her arm.

      “Hanny—”

      She slammed her glass down on the bar and stood, jerking her elbow from his grasp. She saw his mouth move, but she only heard her mother’s voice. Hanny! Hanny! Hanny!

      “I think I should go,” she whispered to Sara, who frowned but understood. She patted Hanna’s shoulder and kissed her cheek.

      “Call me tomorrow?”

      She nodded, pushing through the crowd and heading for the elevator, her eyes stinging as she mashed on the lobby floor. The doors moved inward, but a hand caught them before they could close.

      A hand attached to a bevy of tattoos.

      Fuck, she thought, wiping at her eyes as Milo stepped onto the elevator. He took in the scene before him, seeing her at her most deranged for what, the third time in one day?

      “Hey.”

      “We have to stop meeting like this,” she deadpanned, sniffling with her arms cradled around her body.

      “Logan find you?”

      She nodded. “I’m fine. It’s fine. Everything is fine.”

      “You know, the third one really sold it,” Milo said, shoving his hands into his pockets.

      Hanna laughed, not hard enough to shift the tide inside her, but enough to take the edge off.

      “I really will be okay. I just needed a minute away from… all of it. Usually I only have one breakdown per twenty-four-hour period.”

      Milo smiled. “Caught you on a hot streak.”

      “Something like that.”

      “I’m heading to the corner store to grab a few things, wanna come?”

      The elevator hit the ground floor and opened to the quiet lobby. Maybe it was that she’d already put hard pants on and hadn’t gotten the return on her effort, or maybe it was the ridiculous way he smirked, but a walk didn’t sound terrible.

      Hanna followed him around the corner, the late spring night perfectly warm now that the sun had set. She trailed wordlessly behind him as he plucked things off the shelves—gum, two energy drinks, Advil, and a travel bottle of Tums.

      He held the bottle up and shook it. “None of us are twenty-one anymore, but these assholes still drink like it. The heartburn is killing me.”

      Hanna smiled, her mind starting to quiet.

      He asked the cashier for a pack of Marlboro Reds and a lighter, surprising her.

      “What?”

      “You don’t smell like a smoker,” she said.

      He leaned toward her. “Paying attention, are we?”

      She rolled her eyes.

      “One of those, too,” Milo said, pointing at a bucket of flowers on the back of the counter. The cashier plucked a bright yellow sunflower out of the water, beads dropping across the counter as Milo handed it to her. “Consider it an apology on Logan’s behalf.”

      Hanna stared at the flower, twirling it in her hands, the ache in her chest opening up once again.

      She followed him from the store on autopilot, stroking the soft silk of the petals, the light perfume bringing her back to weekly deliveries on her mother’s bedside table.

      Back at the hotel, they walked onto the elevator and Milo tapped the panel. Hanna breathed slowly as it lurched to life. She realized halfway down the hall of the seventeenth floor they were heading to his room. He swiped his key card, tossing his bag onto the bed and pulling off his shirt.

      “It’s fucking hot here,” he muttered, pulling at the white tank top under his button-down to get some air. Hanna stayed perched at the doorway, rotating the flower in her hands as he fished through his bag for a t-shirt. He popped two Tums and held the bottle out to her, but she shook her head. She watched him peel the plastic off the pack of cigarettes and smack the carton against his palm, then tuck it into his back pocket.

      “You good, Arizona?”

      Hanna’s eyes snapped to his, her head pounding. “Yeah.”

      “You wanna try again?”

      She held up the flower, her fingertips brushing the soft fuzz on the stem.

      “My mom loved sunflowers.”

      Milo winced. “Ah, shit⁠—”

      “You didn’t know,” she said.

      “I feel like I’m just a walking trigger for you,” he said, laughing.

      “At least you’re charming about it.” She leaned against the doorframe, setting the flower on the desk by the door.

      “I don’t bite,” he said and gestured to the rest of the room.

      “That’s not what I heard,” she said, her eyes grazing over his. He glanced at her quickly and shoved his energy drinks into the mini fridge. A sinister grin tugged at his lips.

      “I’ve had very few complaints, Hanna,” he mumbled.

      Milo slid between her and the door, making no small show of tapping her hip as he opened it and paused in the doorway. She caught her breath, unprepared for the contact. He turned toward her and lowered his voice. 

      "What's the saying? Don't knock it 'til you try it?"

      He pulled her forward into the hall and reached behind her to close the door before making his way back toward the elevator, leaving her standing in front of his hotel room. She shook her head.

      Cocky bastard.

      She followed him through the hallway and into the elevator, the weight of the day starting to push her down again. Or perhaps it was the several gallons of whiskey she’d imbibed since three in the afternoon.

      Who could say?

      Hanna leaned against the wall as her phone started buzzing.

      
        
          
            
              
        DO NOT ANSWER

      

      
        I just wish we could have a mature conversation :(

      

      

      

      

      

      “Nice,” Hanna muttered, shoving the phone back in her pocket. It was the emoji that broke her, in the end, not the sentiment.

      Her throat tightened and the heat of it stung her teeth. God, she was so over panicking. She was so over Logan. She was so over everyone.

      “You good?” Milo asked, moving closer.

      She was not good. She wasn’t even neutral. She was in a downward spiral, and Milo’s proximity was the final push. She leaned forward and brushed her fingertips against that ridiculous jawline, sending him back a foot.

      “What are you⁠—”

      “You said not to knock it. I’m trying it,” she hissed, leaning forward again. His eyes searched hers, unsure what to make of the advance. She walked her fingers down his neck, tapping stubbled muscles as she slid to his t-shirt. She could see the war waging within him. He was trying to decide between the smart thing and the booze whispering, why the hell not.

      “Hanna,” he said, a warning. She leaned closer, pushing up on her toes.

      “Hmm?”

      She lingered for a brief moment, giving him an out, and exhaled. The up-close heat of him mingled with his cologne—a much more intoxicating blend than she'd prepared for—and she wondered if she would smell like him in the morning.

      God, it was a bad idea.

      But Cami would be proud.

      Hanna moved a millimeter closer, his mouth hovering just a sudden stop away from hers. Before she could close the distance, he twisted away, darting to his side of the elevator and rubbing the back of his neck.
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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