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To Deanna Heaven—who combines Graham’s fiscal responsibility with Keeley’s willingness to say exactly what she’s thinking. I’m so grateful to the extroverts who led us to become friends.
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Sept 9, 2022


I don’t know how to begin, so I’m just going to say it: I fucked up.


I can’t fix anything at this point. I’m putting it all on paper simply because I hate that I hurt you. It’s the worst thing I’ve ever done, which is really saying something.


I was thoughtless and I was irresponsible, but that’s nothing you don’t already know. So just let me tell you the rest.
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KEELEY


JANUARY


“Ihave two goals,” I announce, handing Gemma a margarita and sloshing it all over my hand in the process. This is either because the margarita is too full or because it’s not my first of the day. I have a feeling the Langham Hotel is going to regret letting me host an event here.


Gemma smiles. “Only two? Let me guess, neither of them involves a savings account.”


I pinch her. “Two goals for your party, asshole.”


Gemma, to my vast irritation, ran off and married her boyfriend in an entirely elegant and dignified manner, a situation I hope to rectify this weekend. That was the plan, anyway, until her new brother-in-law, Graham, got involved.


“Okay.” Gemma blots the stem of her glass with a napkin and places it on the table. “Let’s hear these ‘goals.’” She does air quotes around the word goals, which feels a little unfair to me when she hasn’t even heard them, but is entirely fair based on our six-year friendship—she knows how I roll.


“One, to throw you the wedding party of a lifetime. Two, to bang the hell out of Six Bailey. Not necessarily in that order.”


Six Bailey, one of her husband’s many famous friends, is a hot, tattooed man-child, the kind of guy who will fuck like a machine and take off before I can tire of him. Will he reciprocate my interest? Probably. I’m blond and blue-eyed and look just like my mother, who once had two semi-famous rock stars get into a fistfight over her on stage. The interest part seems to take care of itself.


Therefore, Six Bailey is already a sure thing, and possibly the one part of this weekend Gemma’s awful brother-in-law won’t manage to ruin.


“I’m just relieved you and Graham managed to agree on something,” Gemma says. “I was beginning to think this party wouldn’t even happen.”


“I’d hardly say we agreed,” I mutter. Because what’s left of my proposed week-long party in Santorini? Happy hour in a hotel bar today followed by an afternoon party tomorrow. Yes, an afternoon party. Like we’re celebrating a fucking baptism.


“I told Ben the two of you would make a terrible couple. Oh, before I forget, they’ve got a new color of the Sydney stiletto in stock at Stuart Weitzman and—”


“Wait, what?” I cut in. “Ben thought we wouldn’t be a terrible couple?” What sentient human possibly could have believed that Graham Tate and I wouldn’t shred each other to pieces, and not in a sexy way, if given the option?


As I’ve discovered thanks to way too many phone calls, Graham is the kind of guy who does what he’s supposed to at every juncture. Other women would call him a “keeper”: he saves money, tracks his macros, and has the next ten years planned out. He will take you out on a series of polite, respectful dates while assessing your ability to bring up his children and say the right thing at work events.


Personally, I have no desire to procreate, say the right thing or meet someone’s standards. I mostly don’t ever want to be “kept” and, therefore, I avoid keepers like the plague.


“It was ages ago,” she says with a wave of her hand. “Graham had—oh, wait, they’re here!”


Her fingers dig into my arm as she drags me across the room toward her tall and extremely handsome new husband… and the even hotter man beside him, who is supposed to be Graham but absolutely can’t be.


I’ve developed an image of Graham in my head after spending six straight weeks bickering with him by phone, so I know he must be bald and tiny and look two decades older than Ben somehow—though he’s actually two years younger. He carries an abacus or encyclopedia with him everywhere he goes and uses them to discuss things no one but him cares about. Like taxes or healthcare or politics.


Therefore, the broad-shouldered guy with the bone structure of a young superhero and wearing the hell out of a very nice suit can’t possibly be Graham.


Can I picture this guy with an abacus? No. Can I see this guy with an encyclopedia? Yes, but only in a kinky way. Like maybe he’s about to fuck you in the back of the library and doesn’t bother to sweep the books off the table before he pins you there.


He is not Graham. Except he does look a lot like Ben—the same dark hair, the same perfect bone structure, the same quarterback build—and Gemma is currently saying “two nemesises come face to face” in a British accent as if she’s narrating a nature documentary.


“I think the plural is nemeses,” the guy who can’t be Graham says with the ghost of a smirk on his face. He has the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. “I looked it up in anticipation of this meeting.”


I recognize his low, gravelly voice—even sexier now that I’m seeing the face that goes with it. I also recognize the corresponding desire to punch him.


Ugh. It is Graham. I suppose that means any moment now he’ll be asking me how much these margaritas were and deducting them from his share of the costs.


What a waste. You could sharpen a knife on that jawline. Alas.


His eyes meet mine, though I don’t miss the way they went to my cleavage first. Good. I bought this dress hoping to make the most of my assets, and if even boring Graham is looking, Six Bailey is in the bag.


“Well, well, well,” I say. “Look who put down the actuarial tables long enough to show up at the party.”


“I don’t use actuarial tables in my work. I—”


“I’m already bored, so clearly you’re Graham.” I extend a hand.


“And you’re rude and drunk at noon, so you must be Keeley,” he replies with a smirk. His hand swallows mine in a firm handshake, and I briefly imagine him consuming me, that massive body of his pushing me deep into a mattress. I’m not sure why the idea isn’t as dry-heave-inducing as it should be. Maybe I should slow down with the margaritas.


I glance over at Gemma, hoping she finally sees how terrible he is, which I’ve been discussing at length for weeks, but she’s paying no attention whatsoever. Her arms are draped around Ben’s neck, and the two of them are all whisper whisper whisper while they smile at each other, lips a hair’s breadth apart.


“Jesus Christ,” Graham groans, just as I whisper, “gross.”


He raises a brow. “I imagine that’s the first and last thing we’ll ever agree on.”


I turn toward the bar and he follows. “Ideally we won’t need to agree or disagree because I very much want you to stay away from me this weekend.”


“Have I somehow given you the impression I want you to stay close? If so, I apologize. Nothing could be further from the truth.”


I give the bartender my most beguiling smile. “I’m going to need several more of these,” I say in a stage whisper, lifting my drink. “It’s the only way I’ll survive today.”


“If you not surviving today is somehow an option—” Graham points at the bottle of whiskey in the bartender’s hand. “—it would probably save me some money.”
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GO BIG OR GO HOME, is what I say. And by “go home” I mean die, which is what I’m likely to do relatively soon anyway.


The O’Keefe women die young. That my mother, Melinda O’Keefe Connolly, made it to thirty-six before dying of colon cancer was nothing short of a miracle. Her sister, Mary O’Keefe, had never smoked even once in her life but still died of lung cancer at thirty-four. My grandmother died at twenty-eight of melanoma, and my great-grandmother died in childbirth, but I bet cancer would have gotten her if childbirth hadn’t.


Therefore, I simply strive to make the most of the time I have on Earth, and this weekend feels like the kick-off. My dermatology residency is officially behind me, which means—once I get through a three-month observership—total freedom and a doctor’s salary are about to be mine. I am going to wrest every ounce of fun from this weekend if it kills me, and if it does kill me—O’Keefe curse and all—I suspect Six Bailey is a good way to go: he is inappropriately dressed, drops the word fuck like it’s the only adjective or noun he knows, and is currently ogling his sister-in-law’s breasts. Openly.


“Holy shit, Drew, your rack got fucking huge,” he tells her before he turns to me. “It’s okay for me to comment because I dated her first.”


He is in no way a keeper, and he might be my soulmate.


My two-night soulmate.


“It’s not okay,” growls Josh, Drew’s husband. “I’m not sure how many times we will need to have this conversation, but I’m happy to end it the way the last one did.”


“Cut it out, Six,” says Drew. “This is my first night away from the baby in months, and I want my husband in a good mood.”


Six takes a long sip of his drink. “With a rack like that, I don’t think you’ll have to worry about his fucking mood.”


“I’m going to kick your ass”—Josh places his beer on the table—“if you say one more goddamn word.”


Heavy drinking? Threats of violence? A serious lack of boundaries? I’ve clearly found my people.


“No fights,” says Drew, looking between them. “I’m serious.” She grabs Josh’s hand, and when she looks at him, he just settles as if he has everything he needs in the entire world.


Nothing about marriage appeals to me, aside from being able to blow through someone else’s income, but watching them now makes me feel like I’m missing out.


Gemma and Ben affect me similarly. She’s so happy all the time now I barely know who she is—I wish there was a subtle way to take a blood sample so I could make sure Ben’s not drugging her.


Six’s eyes travel over me, head to foot. “Jesus fucking Christ, you’re hot. I’m sure you already know that. So how charming do I need to be, on a ten-point scale, to get you to—”


Before he can finish this especially intriguing question, a dark shadow looms over us.


“Can I borrow you?” asks Graham with a hand on my elbow. It’s like being dragged out of a kegger by my dad, if my dad was really hot and young and involved enough in my life to drag me anywhere.


I smile at Six as I step away. “This will be fast.”


Which is something I bet a lot of women say before walking off with Graham.


“What is it?” I hiss once we’re around the corner. “I have very specific plans for Six Bailey, and you’re currently interrupting all of them.”


“Glad to hear you actually have some life goals,” he drawls. “Our previous conversations had not conveyed that impression. The happy hour component of this thing is over. I paid the tab.”


I groan. Trust Graham to do something nice that also makes me feel guilty. “You didn’t have to do that. I told you I’d cover half of everything.”


“And I told you that wasn’t necessary.”


“Based on how cheap you are, I have to assume you can’t afford any of this.” Six is looking our way, so I hold up a finger, asking him to wait before returning to the dreary conversation with Graham. “Tell me what it was and I’ll Venmo you.”


“Just because I exercise restraint doesn’t mean I’m cheap. If I left it up to you, we’d be on a flying yacht, throwing hundred-dollar bills off the back like confetti.”


I stop. For the first time ever, I’m interested in something Graham has to say. “Flying yachts? Is that a thing?”


His mouth twitches, his eyes dragging over me and resting on my lips before he scrubs a hand over his face. “No, Keeley, it’s not a thing. But it’s not that far off from the week in Santorini you kept talking about, as if either Ben or Gemma was ever going to take that much time off work.”


He’s right, but I refuse to let him think holding the party on an LA golf course was a good idea. “We could have held it on Catalina. I could have reserved—”


“My ninety-year-old great aunt came in from Boston for this. She shouldn’t have to get on a boat after a cross-country flight.”


Six grins, watching me, and licks his lower lip. I really need to wrap this conversation up.


“Ah, so you were constraining this party around what would make the attending ninety-year-olds comfortable. I thought you just wanted to minimize the fun at all costs.”


“If this is you not having fun,” he says, his eyes falling to my empty glass, “I’d be scared to see what happens when you are.”
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HAPPY HOUR MOVES TO DINNER, which then moves to a club in the hotel. All the boring married people are gone, but for some reason the boring curmudgeon, Graham Tate, is still going strong…and steadily drinking, which seems unlike him given his hatred of spending and love of misery.


If he’s simply waiting to see how drunk I get, the joke’s on him…I’m already extremely drunk. Fortunately, my superpower is impersonating a sober person when necessary, though I guess it’s only a superpower if you’re a functional alcoholic or a teenager trying to escape her father’s condemnation when she walks in at one in the morning.


Six wraps a hand around my waist and then pulls the neckline of my dress away from my chest. He’s getting handsier by the minute, which I find oddly…irritating. As someone who is only hanging out with him for one reason, I’m not sure why I care—it’ll just make it that much easier to ghost him in a week or two.


Six checks his watch, and I know he’s about to suggest we leave, but I’m just not ready. I pull away, telling him I’m going to dance. I have no idea why I’m stalling. And where’s Graham, anyway? I expected him to be looking on, figuring out how he could ruin this.


I slip onto the crowded dance floor and begin to move. There is something about the combination of alcohol and dancing that makes it seem like anything is possible. It’s a soaring, gleeful feeling, the one you get when you contemplate making a reckless decision: Blow all my savings on a trip to Croatia? Quit my job and spend a few months sleeping in and surfing? Spend five grand on a Birkin bag? You know these are bad decisions and yet…just contemplating them makes you feel like there might be a whole other life out there for you, a better one.


I want more of this feeling and I’m wondering where to find it when a hand wraps around my hip and an exhale grazes my ear.


“Tell me you’re not actually planning to sleep with that guy,” says a voice I know I hate, though oddly I don’t feel any of that hatred at the moment.


I turn to find Graham standing close, so close I have to crane my neck to meet his gaze.


He’s looking at me in that way of his, as if he knows me better than I know myself, and resentment flares. He thinks he can loom over me, with his perfect nose and his lovely mouth, and make me feel guilty. He’s wrong.


“Why shouldn’t I sleep with him?” I ask and his hand rises to slide over my jaw.


“You really want to know, Keeley?”


I nod because, being this close to him, my mind has suddenly gone blank. He’s near enough that I can smell the bourbon on his breath, which shouldn’t be nearly as appealing as it is. He shouldn’t be appealing at all, and yet—God—I’d challenge any woman to stand this close to him and not be drawn in.


“Because he isn’t who you want,” he says, his fingers tangling tight in my hair, “and you fucking know it.”


And before I can tell him how staggeringly wrong he is, he pulls my mouth to his.


I am kissing Graham Tate.


No. He is kissing me, and there’s nothing tentative about it. He kisses like a man who’s thought of nothing else for the past decade. As if he’s angry he ever had to wait. As if he resents me for pushing him this far.


While my disdain for Graham is still a living, breathing animal inside me…Oh my God he can kiss.


His scruff abrades my skin, his hand tight on my hip, pulling me against him. The kiss is skilled. And filthy. It is, in conclusion, nothing I’d have expected from Graham. And yet… maybe I did. As shocking as it is, I’m not actually shocked at all. It sort of feels like I was waiting for this very thing.


He pulls me farther into the darkness and I’m definitely going to stop this in a minute. Maybe two minutes at most.


“Six is a guitarist,” I say as my back hits the wall. “He’s known for his manual dexterity.”


His mouth moves, just a hint of a smile as he pulls me against him again, his sizable erection pressing into my stomach. “Just wait until you see what I can do with my tongue.”










3



[image: illustration]


KEELEY


The sun is blinding, streaming in through the balcony doors like long steel knives.


Except my room didn’t have a balcony. I definitely would have noticed a balcony, right?


I roll over to see a pair of broad shoulders, the back of a head shaved to near military perfection. Not a single tattoo, therefore…


Not Six Bailey.


What the fuck happened last night?


More pressingly, what’s up with this guy? Because he is extremely still.


“God,” I groan, reaching over to feel his carotid artery, “not again.”


“Did you just check my pulse?” asks a gravelly voice. And that’s when I feel my first spike of terror.


No. No, no, no, no.


He rolls over, sleepy eyed, swollen-lipped, and in need of a shave. Someone else might think he looks pretty fucking good in the morning, but that would need to be someone who’s never held a conversation with Graham Tate.


He runs a hand over his face while I try to piece the night together. Margaritas, more margaritas. Arguing with Graham, the arrival of guests. And Six. I remember talking to him. I remember him smiling at me in the way of someone who very much wanted to fuck me. And then I remember Graham.


His lips on mine in a dark corner.


Him looming over me, pushing my dress above my hips. Mostly I remember how badly I wanted him to do it. Telling him to hurry, the pleased half smile that tugged at his lips in response.


God, how embarrassing.


“This didn’t happen,” I proclaim, jumping to my feet, ignoring that my whole body feels bruised, especially the area between my legs. My vagina took a beating last night. It deserves a beating for choosing to avail itself to the enemy when I was in a vulnerable state.


I step over a condom wrapper to reach my dress, which is on the floor along with my bra, and yet another condom wrapper. No sign of my panties, so I guess I’m writing them off. “We speak of it to no one and put it out of our heads.”


He watches me from the bed, arms folded across his broad chest, sheets bunched low at his waist. “Because you’re still on your mission to fuck the rock star.”


I drag my eyes away from him because the sheet is riding low enough for me to see his happy trail, and I’m tempted to keep looking. “If mankind let every simple mistake get in the way of its goals, we’d still be communicating via cave drawings,” I reply, stepping over another condom wrapper. Jesus Christ, how many times, exactly, did we do it?


He reaches for his phone while one hand goes behind his head, his bicep flexing impressively with the movement. “Fair enough, slugger. Knock ’em dead tonight. Though not literally, which is apparently something that happens to you.”


“I’m sure it happens to everyone at some point,” I mutter, and he laughs.


It’s a nice laugh, and there’s a part of me that wishes I could hear it again. I take one last look at him, with that unshaved jaw, those biceps, and that mouth before I head for the door.


As terrible as Graham Tate is, he comes in deceptively nice packaging.
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I SHOWER and collapse in my own bed for two hours, hoping I’ll forget what occurred. Unfortunately, I wake feeling deliciously overused, which means I either ran a marathon last night or had repeated sex with someone twice my size.


If my life was a movie, this would be the wake-up call, the moment when I realize I need to pull my shit together: stop drinking, quit medicine, and do something meaningful with my life—like open a restaurant and join The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills.


Except I can’t afford to have a wake-up call right now, because the only way I can play hostess next to the loathsome, oversized Graham is through a little more drinking.


I order eggs, bacon, and a mimosa, and am informed that they are no longer serving breakfast, which leaves me feeling judged. I settle for the mimosa and put on my bikini, picking right back up where I left off last night: with no food in my stomach and a strange unhappiness I’m eager to dull.


I walk outside. We got lucky with the weather—January in LA is not reliably warm enough to be considered pool weather, but it’s in the seventies today and sunny. Apparently, I wasn’t the only one with this idea, either. Gemma is lounging under the shade of a cabana, surrounded by her new friends, and it’s hard not to think about how different things are, how different she is. I’m so happy for her, but I can’t deny there’s this little pinch in my chest.


We used to be a mess together. I was bad with all things adult, and she was so emotionally detached I sometimes wondered if she might be a sociopath. But it turned out she was simply damaged, and now she’s fixed—madly in love and always doing grown-up shit with her well-adjusted husband and friends. She’s tried to include me, and I always make an excuse to get out of it. Being around all of them makes me feel like the only flower in the garden that’s failed to bloom.


I have to force myself to walk over. Gemma makes room for me to squeeze in, and once I’m seated, Tali, the very-pregnant wife of Ben’s best friend, taps my foot.


“So…mission accomplished last night?”


“Mission?” I repeat, looking from her to Gemma.


“We had a whole conversation about your plan to sleep with Josh’s brother. You don’t remember?”


Her daughter walks over, dripping wet, and Tali wraps a towel around her before tugging her to her side for a cuddle. My mom was like that with me, even when I was nearly grown. If I was anywhere nearby, I was getting a hug.


I swallow and look away. “It didn’t go as planned.”


Gemma laughs quietly. “That’s ironic. Your plans failed while Graham apparently had a very busy night.”


My gaze darts to hers. “Oh?”


“Ben said his room looked like he’d held a rave there last night. I think—” her voice drops to a whisper, “he might have been with Elise. I don’t know if you’ve met her yet.”


Obviously, this whole Graham situation would be far less awkward if that were the case. I wonder if Elise is the reason he stayed out so late, and if so, how he wound up with me instead.


Tali’s husband, Hayes, appears at the foot of the chair, smiling at his wife and kid with so much affection in his gaze that I have to look away. All these fucking couples with their shared looks and their quiet complete-ness are pushing my mood lower by the second, and it was already on the edge anyway.


I was ready to finish up my residency, but I’m sad about it too. I’m going to miss my friends at the hospital. I’m going to miss the chaos, though I’ve spent four years saying I couldn’t wait to put it behind me. And I’ve got three months of training at NIH with no job lined up afterward, so what was supposed to be a celebration feels a bit less so, and I really don’t need all this endless proof that everyone else is moving forward right now, getting jobs or getting married, or exchanging long affectionate glances over their children’s heads. My bitterness makes no sense, given I don’t even want most of those things, but I feel it anyway.


Hayes lifts his daughter into his arms and her head rests against his chest as she pops her thumb in her mouth. She’s an adorable little thing. I’d have liked a daughter like that if things had gone differently.


“I need a drink,” I say, jumping to my feet.


I need a lot of drinks.


I walk to the bar. This is my last weekend at home before I leave for DC and I’m finally free of Dr. Patel, the world’s worst attending. I’ll be damned if all these happy fucking people are going to ruin it for me.


I smile at one of the guys behind the bar, and he hustles right over. “I’ll have—”


A hand lands on my ass.


“Two gin and tonics,” says Six to the bartender before he looks down and grins at me like the sure thing I am. “What happened last night? You went to the dance floor and never came back.”


I press a finger to one temple. Goddammit. My plan was one hundred percent on track and then Graham Tate somehow came in and ruined everything.


“I really don’t remember. I must have gone to bed.”


With someone else. By accident. So classy.


“We’ve still got today,” Six says. He signs the tab and slides me one of the gin and tonics. “Slam it. I just challenged people to a chicken fight, which should be right up your alley, little wild thing.”


He makes it sound like a compliment, while Graham could undoubtedly produce a long list of why being a little wild thing is not a desirable quality.


“According to my predictions,” he’d say, “you, Keeley, are ninety percent more likely than an average woman your age to be in a car accident, forget to pay a bill, or get reprimanded for dancing suggestively on a cafeteria table.”


Six leads me down the pool stairs, into water as warm as a child’s bath. He sinks as low as he can. “Climb on.”


“Who are we fighting?” I ask as I sling one thigh over his shoulder.


“Me,” says the deep voice behind me, and goose bumps rise on my arms. I turn as Graham wades in, looking a thousand times better than anyone as boring as him should. He does not have a single tattoo, but when you’re that sculpted, you don’t need any—his body is a work of art all on its own. If only he didn’t have to ruin it by running his mouth.


“Keeley, this is Elise,” he says, indicating the girl beside him, who I’d somehow failed to notice. She’s my exact opposite, by which I mean she appears too elegant and refined to be participating in a chicken fight in the first place. I’m going to destroy her. “She’s at Ben and Gemma’s firm.”


Ugh. A lawyer. How perfect for him. They can bore each other for hours on end.


My bruised pubic bone presses to the back of Six’s head—the universe reminding me Graham is, perhaps, not always boring.


Six and I wade farther into the pool while Elise climbs on Graham’s shoulders. “She’s tiny,” I tell Six. “This will be over fast.”


“You’re tiny too, wild thing.”


Tiny, yes, but fucking fierce. I’m pretty sure that’s Shakespeare, but I’m not sure Shakespeare used the word fuck all that often, so I keep it to myself. If I’m botching it, Graham will be sure to overhear and point it out.


“Ready?” Graham asks, and we turn.


He’s holding Elise effortlessly atop his broad shoulders with a smug grin on his face, and in response, I shiver. It’s probably horror, but it doesn’t entirely feel like horror. I have a few very distinct, sharp memories from last night. None of them involve horror. The opposite, really, but they give me the burst of energy I need to knock Elise off Graham’s shoulders in five seconds flat.


Six whoops. “That’s my fucking girl!”


“It was supposed to be fun, Keeley,” says Graham, helping Elise—her wet hair plastered to her face, mascara running—out of the water. “Not a death match.”


I give him a small smile. “Looks like you were out of your league.”


His eyes drift over me slowly, possessively, from my lips to my breasts and down to my hips before he steps close. I shiver as his hand brushes against my waist, as his breath grazes my ear. “Keeley,” he says, so only I can hear, “we both know that’s not true.”


When he walks away, my nipples are pinched so tight that I have to fold my arms over my chest as I walk out of the pool. And I’m pretty sure it’s not the air temperature that got them that way.


THE PARTY IS to be held on the hotel’s long, sloping back lawn. It’s a black and white theme, over Graham’s strenuous objections. He was probably worried someone would enjoy it too much.


Thanks to my spray tan and lash extensions, I didn’t need a lot of makeup tonight, so it’s mostly a soft red lip and some highlighter. I pile my hair high on my head with a few loose strands escaping around my face—the sort of look men will laud for being low-maintenance and natural because they have no fucking clue how long it took. Those are the same guys who will tell you you’re lucky to be “naturally pretty” because you “don’t need all that shit other girls use,” never realizing you spent forty-five minutes on contour alone.


My white dress is sleeveless and fitted, with a v-cut down to my ribs. I lean closer to my reflection to ensure no tell-tale marks from last night are showing, like the hickeys I discovered on my breast and inner thigh this morning. And then I admire the nice hint of side boob revealed by the dress. Oddly, it’s Graham’s reaction I think of first before I shake my head and force myself to focus on Six instead.


I take the elevator downstairs with a small pit of dread in my stomach. When I leave with Six at the party’s end, it will undoubtedly be under Graham’s watchful eye and make me feel as if I’m doing something wrong. Honestly, how could I have chosen him last night? Do I have multiple personalities, one of whom is a deeply boring girl who’d rather talk about inflation than hook up with a rock star?


I walk out the back doors, and the first thing I see on the lawn is Graham, of course, dressed in head-to-toe black and discussing something with the caterer. For a moment—before disgust rushes in—I just look. He wears clothes like a dream and God that mouth is wasted on him. He should be on a movie screen with a mouth like that. Okay, maybe I don’t have multiple personalities. Just one that’s particularly shallow.


He turns then, as if sensing my gaze, and takes me in, eyes drifting from my face and then down—to my breasts, the curve of my waist, and back up. His nostrils flare as if he’s an animal who’s just picked up my scent.


“All set to seduce your rock star, then?” he asks.


For a second, I’d forgotten about Six entirely.


“Well, it would have been easier if you hadn’t nixed the tequila luge I wanted.”


His eyes fall closed. “I don’t think you’d need to get anyone drunk, Keeley,” he mutters. He reaches into a folder and puts a piece of paper in front of me. “We need to go over the seating plan.” He points at one table that is full of little .5 marks. “What’s this?”


I roll my eyes. “That’s the table for people with kids. You know, your concern about this is coming a little late in the day.”


“And they’re far from me?” he asks.


“Far from us both,” I reply. “Thank God.”


He raises a brow. “You don’t like kids?”


I feel a small sigh release somewhere inside me. I do like kids, actually, but since I don’t plan to have any, their presence always produces this tiny voice in the back of my head asking if I’ve chosen the right path. I’d rather not spend the rest of the evening trying to drown it out.


“It’s my understanding they get in the way of attending Coachella and taking spontaneous trips to Cabo.”


“That,” he replies, “is the first sensible thing I’ve heard you say in six weeks.”
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THE PARTY IS A REFINED, elegant affair that goes without a hitch. I’ll never admit this to Graham, but I suppose it’s a much more Ben and Gemma event than I’d have come up with if left to my own devices.


I also don’t need to admit this to Graham because he already knows and is gloating about it. “It appears a party held in LA isn’t the ‘opposite of fun’,” he says, stepping beside me.


I look up, up, up. It’s really hard to appear condescending or disdainful when you have to practically tip over backward to meet the guy’s eye. “Like you know what’s fun.”


“I didn’t hear any complaints last night.”


My head jerks up toward him again. “First of all, I thought we agreed that last night never happened.” I glance around me. “Secondly, I’m surprised you remember last night.” Surely, taking me back to his room wasn’t a decision he’d have made sober.


His gaze falls to my mouth. “I remember enough,” he says, and there’s something there, in his voice. Something gravelly and interested, and a memory flickers to life: his palm, flat on my stomach as he went down on me, holding me in place. His gaze on me while he did it: hungry, a hundred percent in.


“Huh,” I say aloud, though I didn’t mean to. Because I suddenly know, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that there’s another side of him, and I liked it. A lot.


Six is waiting nearby and I should be running away from this little chat as fast as I possibly can, but…but… “So, what exactly do you remember?”


His gaze drifts over my face, assessing me. His mouth opens to reply and then Six’s arm is around my shoulders and a tray is shoved in front of me. “Shots,” says Six. He grins at Graham. “You too. Even though you’re hitting on my girl.”


“I didn’t realize she was your girl,” Graham bites out.


“No worries, bud,” Six replies, oblivious to Graham’s tone. “I don’t hold grudges, and your brother got me out of jail on two different occasions, so I consider you family.”


“You’ve been to jail twice?” Graham smirks as he lifts a shot from the tray and toasts me. No one has ever made being a smug prick sexier. “Sounds like you two are perfect for each other.”


Graham’s sarcasm goes right over Six’s head.


“Damn straight!” he says, slamming his drink before nodding at Graham. “We’re all heading to this bar downtown since this is wrapping up. You in?”


I brace myself, silently willing Graham to bow out, to excuse himself so he can go chart the comparative GDP of small countries no one’s ever heard of or whatever he considers a fun Saturday night. But instead, his gaze lands on me.


“Yeah,” he says. “Why not.”


To play designated cockblocker once more, I’m sure. No surprises there—ensuring no female leaves pleased is probably his personal motto.


Those hickeys, that ache between my legs…they don’t prove anything.
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KEELEY


Boom, boom, boom.


The sound is like a basketball hitting a microphone, or cannon fire.


It takes me a second to realize it’s my head making this godawful racket.


My eyes open slowly, blearily, as I struggle to make sense of what I’m seeing. Where am I? Every single room at the Langham faces the golf course, a boring and endless sea of green. Except I’m looking out over…a city.


A city that isn’t LA.


I’d like to claim I’ve never woken up in an unfamiliar room—obviously a lie, since I just did it yesterday—but I can at least say I’ve never woken up in the wrong city, until today.


Please be Six, please be Six, I think as I roll over.


Graham Tate’s pretty face is mashed against the pillow.


Goddammit, Keeley.


Suddenly, music starts, and water arcs high in the air outside the window from a fountain—one I’d know anywhere because I always stay at the Bellagio when I’m in Vegas.


I’m in fucking Vegas.


How? How is this even possible? Vegas is a five-hour drive from LA. None of us were sober enough to make this trip, and as grossly irresponsible as I am, I would never get in the car with someone who’d been drinking.


I close my eyes, willing my stomach to stop rolling and my head to stop throbbing as snippets of the night before materialize: Graham beside me on a dance floor, looking very certain and very serious, which means I probably did something bad. And then, standing outside a nightclub in downtown LA with Drew, Six’s sister-in-law—one of those drunken, emotional conversations, though I have no idea what we discussed, and honestly…it’s unlike me, drunken superpower and all.


I extend a hand blindly, hoping to discover my phone and put this whole mystery to rest, when it clinks against the nightstand.


Even before my eyes open, the horror is spilling inside me like a stain. Because it’s the sound of a ring, which is something I don’t wear.


My stomach sinks as I look at the simple platinum band. I roll over, my head throbbing in protest. Graham’s hand is currently splayed on my pillow. And he’s wearing one too.


No. No, no, no. I squeeze my eyes shut. Keeley, please don’t have done this.


My eyes open and yep, I did this.


Sometime over the course of the night, Graham and I went to Vegas and got married.


It couldn’t have been premeditated. But somehow, we got to Vegas and one of us was drunk enough to say, “hey, we’re walking by this little chapel, and wouldn’t it be funny if we got married by Elvis?” and the other was drunk enough to say, “let’s do it.”


And while I do have some vague memory of walking down an aisle, I decide here and now that this didn’t happen. We talked about it, bought rings, arrived too late and fell asleep. Though judging by the condom wrappers on the nightstand, we didn’t fall directly asleep.


God, why do I remember so little? There are only flashes of last night in my head: a champagne bottle opening and Graham’s dark gaze on me as I tugged at his belt in the back of a limo, his teeth grazing sensitive skin, the urgency of it all. His voice against my ear, saying, “Fuck, I’m gonna come so hard.”


How very Keeley of me to only remember the sex, and not the part where we traveled for five hours from another state and committed to each other for life.


And when Graham wakes, he’ll be even more horrified by this situation than I am, which is when the blame will begin, as I’m pretty sure the wildest thing Graham Tate has ever done is declare a home office deduction on his taxes.


Therefore, only one possible solution exists: to slide out of this bed, find a way back to California, and pretend it didn’t happen.


But, holy Lord, I’ve got to stop drinking.
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GRAHAM


I wake in a hotel room in Vegas, deeply hungover.


When my mother begged me to relax and have a little fun this weekend, I doubt this was what she had in mind.


The room is a disaster—somehow, we managed to knock over a barstool at the kitchen counter, tear down a curtain rod, and crack a framed picture on the wall. I couldn’t care less. And in spite of the night we just had, I’m already hard as a rock.


I roll over to greet my new wife and discover the bed is empty. I look toward the bathroom, but slowly realize there’s no trace of her: the trail of clothes she’d left around the room last night is gone.


The only surprise here is that I’m surprised. That I ever thought it could have worked out any other way.
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KEELEY


APRIL


Every movie in which a woman is transformed involves a rock-bottom moment: her heel snaps and she blows the big pitch to a client through no fault of her own. She’s fired immediately and the skies open as she walks outside, drenching her as the cabs blow past, refusing to stop.


My rock-bottom moment, waking up married to the odious Graham Tate four months ago was a little seedier and a lot less blameless. I’ve tried to come up with a way that it isn’t entirely my fault, but I haven’t, just yet.


When a movie is eventually made about my life (Keeley Connolly: The Doctor in Dior), we’ll have to finesse this whole situation so I come across a little more sympathetic. And why not? The movie will bear little resemblance to reality anyway. I will be played by a sixteen-year-old, for instance, which is twenty-nine for women in Hollywood years, and Graham will be played by an actor in his late fifties, which is a Hollywood thirty-four for men. The National Institutes of Health—where I just completed my three-month observership—will be ivy-covered and idyllic rather than a soulless concrete jungle in the middle of DC’s blandest suburb.


I’m sure they can find a way to make my rock-bottom moment sympathetic to the masses in much the same manner.


I still can’t believe it happened, but the one silver lining to this mess is that it provided me the kick in the ass I clearly needed; I haven’t had a single drink since that night. Initially, this was because I was horrified I’d married Graham. Then it was because I was exhausted—something about the long hours and DC’s endless gray winter have sapped my will to live. Thank God I’m finally back in LA.


I drag my bags to the curb at LAX where Gemma now stands, waving.


Her smile fades as I approach. “My God, Keeley, you’re skin and bones.”


Yet my jeans wouldn’t button this morning. I don’t want to think about that now.


I sling my suitcase into her trunk. “DC sucked. The weather was miserable, the food made me sick, even the smell of the air made me sick.”


She raises a brow. “I grew up in DC and I’ve never once noticed a difference in the food or the smell of the air.”


She’s wrong. The smell is revolting. And the smell of the damp paper towels in the hospital bathroom will haunt me the rest of my days. I nearly passed out every time I peed, trying to hold my breath.


“I was busy,” I tell her. “Too busy to eat. And now I need tacos. The Tex-Mex there left much to be desired.”


We go to my favorite restaurant, where I want one of everything on the menu but don’t have the stomach for more than a few bites.


I push the plate away. “I guess DC is still in my blood.” I yawn. All I want in the whole damn world is to sleep.


“Keeley, you look green right now. Has this been going on a while?”


It’s the precise conversation my mother had with her best friend, at our kitchen table. I was fourteen at the time, and I can still recall the way my stomach began to sink, how I went from thinking everything was okay to realizing I could lose my mom, too, just like my cousins lost theirs the winter before.


“I’m just tired. It’s been a long few months.”


Gemma stares at me. “You’re not pregnant, right?”


I roll my eyes…she should know me better than that. “My IUD is ninety-nine percent effective, and condoms are ninety-eight percent effective…which leaves me a hundred and ninety-seven percent unable to get pregnant. I’m pretty sure that means it could reverse an existing pregnancy.”


Gemma’s laugh is muted. “I don’t think that’s what it means. If you’re not pregnant…I mean, given your family history, don’t you think you should get checked out?”


I wince. I’ve tried very hard not to put it all together—the unexplained fatigue, the nausea—but when my pants wouldn’t button this morning, my first thought was of my mom. She’d barely gotten her diagnosis before the build-up of fluid in her stomach began, a sign her cancer was far more advanced than we knew.


“I’m too busy to worry about this now,” I insist, willfully ignoring that I once heard my mom say the exact same thing. “My job starts Monday, and once I get settled here, I’ll be fine.”


But even if I can lie to her, I can’t lie to myself; I’m really dying, or I’m pregnant—and I don’t want to be either of those things.
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KNOWING your time on this planet will be brief is kind of like taking a trip: you’re not going to house hunt or attempt to make anything meaningful, but you’ll splurge on good restaurants and have a lot more pina coladas at noon.


Honestly, dying young is not all bad. People will still talk about how pretty I was at the funeral, for instance, and I will never have to worry about outliving my retirement savings, not that I’d ever have put money away in the first place.


Okay, I guess the silver linings are limited, but I can deal with that as long as I’m not leaving someone behind. I don’t want to subject anyone to what I went through when my mom died, what my cousins went through when their mom died.


And that’s why I finally take a pregnancy test—many hours after Gemma dropped me off—and burst into tears at the sight of two identical pink lines; because I’m okay with dying, but I can never be okay with saddling a kid with the grief that follows.


“You appear to be about sixteen weeks along,” says Julie, my ob/gyn, the next day.


Sixteen weeks. It’s somehow worse than I was expecting to hear, though I know it’s dated back to the last period, not conception. I’m just a lot further into the stupidest mistake of my life than I imagined.


She continues sliding the transducer over my stomach. I make a point of looking at her, not the screen, because I don’t want to get attached to the sight of something I might not choose to keep. “Due October eighth. I assume you haven’t had a period for a while.”


I shake my head, stunned. I thought it was stress. I just…I don’t understand. “IUDs are foolproof.”


“Only if they haven’t fallen out.”


I blink at her. “Without me even noticing?”


She hitches a shoulder. “Well, it’s out, and you didn’t notice, right? It’s rare, but it happens.”


Only me. This could only happen to me.


She hands me a paper towel. “You didn’t have any nausea? Fatigue?”


I assumed it was cancer so I ignored it. Yes, I just spent three months studying metastatic melanoma, while perhaps ignoring something just as bad inside myself. Sometimes even I am shocked by the insanity of my thought processes.


I wipe off my stomach while she puts the transducer back. “I was busy. I just thought it was stress.”


“Is the father in the picture?”


“I don’t know,” I reply, which comes across better than “not if I have anything to say about it.” God, why of all people did it have to be Graham?


She meets my gaze and her shoulders sag. I know exactly what she’s about to ask.


“Do you know what you want to do?” She says it as if she already knows the answer and she probably does. Our residencies overlapped and I’ve never exactly hidden my priorities. Only professionalism is keeping her from saying, “you can’t bring a baby to Burning Man, FYI. You can’t bring a baby on a surfboard.”


“I don’t know,” I whisper. “The timing of this…could not be worse.”


I’m starting a new job Monday, and I have no savings, nor any family who’ll help out. I also decided long ago that a child wasn’t in the picture.


When I leave the appointment, I wander listlessly around Brentwood. A child doesn’t fit in with my life plans. Hell, it doesn’t even fit in with my plans for the next year, which include surfing in Costa Rica this December, Carnival next February, and trying a jetpack once I find a place that will allow me to do so.


I’m all for people not being pregnant if they don’t want to be pregnant. The problem is…I’m not sure I’m one of those people.


Yes, I wrote it off, but right now I’m remembering who I once was: the little girl who used to pretend her Barbies were pregnant, who’d already chosen her future children’s names and occupations. Of course, I also thought I’d be married to JC from NSYNC when it happened, but even so…it was mostly about having kids.


For a full decade, I spent every lonely Christmas—half the day alone with my mom, half the day with my dad—dreaming of the big family I’d have as an adult. I’m not sure how I managed to forget all this until now.


Except I guess I didn’t forget. I just put it all out of my head because I knew, even as a fifteen-year-old, that it would be a selfish thing to do. I’m about to turn thirty, only a few years younger than my mom when she died, and she was doing everything right. I don’t have any siblings, my father is old, and Graham is awful. So what happens if I have this kid and the O’Keefe curse strikes again?


I go into Malia Mills and think about how many bikinis I could buy for the cost of a crib. I go into Goop and try to convince myself I’d rather have a Mara Hoffman dress than a stroller.


And then I walk outside and some little kid with a British accent is saying, “very clever, Mummy” as he swings his mother’s hand, and my eyes fill with tears. Maybe it’s simply because I didn’t get knocked up by a Brit and my kid will never have a cool accent. But it’s mostly because I want that. I want a kid placing his little hand in mine, his trust absolute. I want to care for someone other than myself, and I want it so much more than any purse or shoes or trip I’ve ever lusted after.


I want this baby, and even as I tell myself how selfish that is, I’ve got that soaring feeling in my chest—the one I always get before making the worst possible decision.


In the end, all I end up buying are prenatal vitamins.


I’m going to be a mom.
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