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  To my followers on Wattpad, this book is, and always has been, yours. Also, to Stephanie and Isabel, my biggest fangirls. I love you both.
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  I KNOW JAS is up to no good the minute he plunks his tray down across from mine and flashes me a mischievous grin.




  “You’ll never believe what I convinced Lenny to do,” he dares after he’s dropped his schoolbag to the floor and seated himself slightly askew on the other side of the

  bench.




  I raise an eyebrow and tip my head sideways to search for Lenny among the lunch lines. “What’s he going to do?” I ask curiously, and turn to face Jasper again when I’ve

  decided there are too many students blocking him from my sight.




  His eyes glint, smile growing when he answers, “He’s going to eat a nasty combination of whatever I want.”




  “That’s disgusting,” I comment, and snap off the cap on my flavored water. “He’s going to puke.”




  “Who’s going to puke?” Allison, my best friend and go-to history project partner, asks as she drops her tray beside mine.




  “Lenny’s probably going to eat mayo and peaches,” I update her. And mayo and peaches it’s likely to be. We always grab fruit cups for Lenny, and I dip my french fries in

  mayo.




  “Ew.” She grimaces and then shoots a look at Jasper. “And you’re going to film it, aren’t you?”




  Jasper lifts his backpack into his lap, unzips the first pocket, and pulls out his video camera, which he, Lenny, and I all pitched in to buy but is technically his. “Yep!” he

  chirps, and sets the camera beside his tray.




  Allison’s eyes narrow at him, and she shakes her head hard enough to make her dark hair sway. “You guys and your vlog,” she mutters to herself.




  It’s no secret that Allison hates our vlogging antics, and it’s mostly due to her camera shyness—something I got over six years ago, and it’s all because Jasper Lahey,

  self-proclaimed news broadcaster of his life and all with whom he decides to tangle fates. If it hadn’t been for dorky twelve-year-old Jasper inviting me to join in on his and Lenny’s

  shenanigans, I would have remained camera and people shy.




  As for my history partner, no one is getting Allison Steele out of her tightly woven cocoon. After all, it is I who does all the talking during our history presentations. For now, the

  girl has decided to hate the player and the game—covering her face from every camera shot and kicking Jasper under the table for trying to include her.




  Lenny now joins our group with a sour face, making Jasper grin wickedly. Looking at the assortment of odd things on Lenny’s tray, I can already tell that this will end badly. Not only are

  there peaches and a glob of mayonnaise, but pickles, coleslaw, ketchup, fruit snacks, lime Jell-O, and a bag of croutons. Just the thought of all those things being combined and consumed is enough

  to make me gag.




  “Oh, please don’t eat that,” Allison groans, and hides her eyes behind her painted fingernails. I nod in agreement and scoot away from Lenny when he seats himself on the other

  side of me.




  “Puke in the other direction.” I frown.




  “Nah, man. Spray June. That’s comedy gold!” Jasper cheers.




  Scowling, I glance up at Jasper, who has now turned on the video camera and propped it up, waiting with a boyish grin on his face.




  Jasper is all jokes, dark hair, and long legs. And he would sacrifice me for comedy, too. Back in the day, he almost used me as a guinea pig to see if Mentos and Coke would still fizz

  up if someone drank it. That was one of the first things he wanted to do after inviting me to join Lenny and him in their games. I was about ready to walk away from it all when Lenny took a bullet

  for me and did the experiment instead. And, yes, Mentos and Coke still fizz up. Lenny laughs about it now, but he still won’t drink anything that fizzes.




  “You’re despicable,” I tell him jokingly.




  Jasper knows I’m wearing new leather boots I got for my birthday a few weeks back. It’s evil of him to wish for me to get puked on when this is the first day they’ve made it

  outside my house.




  “C’mon, June, take one for the team.” Jasper laughs and turns the camera on me, the red light glowing in the corner. I should have known he’d document the moments leading

  up to the gross food challenge.




  “I hope the splatter is so violent that chunks hit you,” I deadpan, and Allison squawks her disapproval of my word choice while Jasper cracks up.




  Meanwhile, Lenny mixes together the pickles, lime Jell-O, and whatever else is on his tray. Having gained confidence now that the camera is on, he begins talking smack and placing bets on how

  much he can eat.




  There are two things one should know about Lenny. First, he can’t say no to anything. Second, he’s the easiest person to make laugh. The first one is relevant in this case.




  “Just don’t eat it,” Allison whines, shielding her eyes behind her hand. I glance at her and laugh a little, thinking the only strong thing about this girl is her jawline.




  “Twenty bucks I can eat all of it,” Lenny barters, ignoring Allison’s pleas. “Thirty if I can keep it down.”




  “Deal,” Jasper chuckles, and then sprinkles ground croutons over the slimy and very chunky food combination.




  Lenny leans down to take a whiff of the concoction but pulls back quickly, trying not to make a face. “Well, that doesn’t smell poisonous at all.”




  “I’m sure it doesn’t,” Jasper comments, and then charmingly adds, “Juniper, darling, could you show the camera how absolutely revolting that looks?”




  “Juniper, darling . . . ,” I mumble under my breath, and give him the stink-eye while I accept the camera from him.




  Lenny leans back while I scoot forward and bring the lens right up to the slightly green and watery mixture. The pickles, peaches, and fruit snacks make it extra chunky and colorful, while the

  Jell-O has been mushed into slime. It looks the same way it’s going to look when it comes back up.




  “Would you eat this for twenty bucks?” I ask the camera with a grimace. “I wouldn’t.”




  Jasper snatches the camera away from me and looks up at Lenny. “On the count of three you have to eat all of that for twenty bucks. Keep it down and it’s thirty.”

  Lenny nods and lifts his plastic spoon, looking nervous but still wearing a goofy smile for the camera. “One. Two . . . Three!”




  I have to look away when Lenny dives spoon-first into the hearty-style peach-mayo-and-more soup. Like Allison, I can’t watch him take that first bite, swallow, gag a little, and push

  forward. Unlike Allison, I sneak tiny peeks at Lenny, who struggles to spoon another glob into his mouth.




  It proves to be too disgusting to watch, though. He spits up a little, and I shield my eyes while Jasper cheers. Lenny lurches forward like he’s going to puke, and I ram into Allison to

  get into the splatter-free zone while Jasper closes in on him.




  In the end, he eats it all.




  “That was the grossest thing I’ve ever done next to eating those worms a couple years ago,” Lenny moans, and buries his face in his arms to let the challenge try to settle.




  Jasper’s eyes light up, and he laughs. “Hey! I filmed that, too! Good times.”




  “Is it over?” Allison asks, hesitantly removing her hands from her eyes and peeking over at Lenny’s blond head, red face concealed by his arms. Looking around, I can see

  we’ve attracted the attention of other students. Some of our peers are actually leaning across their tables to see if he’ll spew.




  “I might throw up,” Lenny admits after a couple of minutes. “I feel sick.”




  “No shit, Sherlock,” Allison snaps back, and drops her hands down on either side of her tray. “You guys are so gross.”




  Jasper and I share a look across the table, hiding smiles. She’s always in a foul mood when one of us is doing something stupid. I think she takes the hit for all the embarrassment none of

  us ever seem to feel.




  After a few more minutes of filming Lenny groaning and bellyaching, Jasper decides to end the video.




  Turning the camera around to face himself, Jasper salutes the audience, saying, “Well, folks, this is what we got up to today. So, stay out of the way. We’re vlogging

  here.”




  Just as he presses the off button, Lenny blows chunks all over my new boots.
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  I fall onto Jasper’s bed and flip onto my side when he turns on the box light in preparation for our weekly Q&A video on VlogIt. The bed shifts beside me, and I know

  Lenny sat down as well, leaving all the work to Jasper.




  “I’m really sorry about your boots, June,” Lenny apologizes for the hundredth time.




  “It’s fine,” I say, trying not to laugh. “Besides, I blame Jasper.”




  My boots really are all right. They got a good scrub-down in the school bathroom. Luckily, Allison had some body spray in her backpack, so I didn’t smell like vomit for the rest of the

  day.




  After lunch, Lenny went to the health office and then home. He didn’t look good before, but now he’s looking chipper as ever. Good thing, too, seeing as this is the only night this

  week we can do our weekly questions video.




  I turn over and watch Jasper bounce from his laptop to his camera, dodging electrical cords as he goes. If it weren’t for his video setup, this room would be pretty tidy.




  We’re not the highest quality of video bloggers, yet we’re one of the most subscribed-to vlog channels on VlogIt—which also means we’ve partnered with the site and get

  paid.




  We could be a quality vlog channel, but Lenny’s laziness, my spending tendencies, and Jasper’s fondness for the “kids-next-door” feel keep us doing what

  we’ve been doing for three years. And, thanks to us being laid-back and random, our channel WereVloggingHere has made leaps and bounds since its start.




  Our success has enabled us to set up meetings with other vloggers and meet-and-greets with our subscribers from across the globe, but in town we aren’t well known at all. To our neighbors,

  we’re just an eccentric group of teens with a camcorder. It does a good job of keeping us grounded.




  One of the most popular things we do on our channel is answer our subscribers’ questions on camera. There’s a different theme for each ask, and tonight is Truth or Dare.




  “You know,” Jasper comments while he sets the camera on its tripod, “it kind of looks like we’re filming a cheap porn video.”




  Lenny stares at him blankly for a second and then bursts out laughing. I sit up and purse my lips. “How do you figure?”




  Jasper grins at Lenny’s easy laughter and chuckles himself. “Oh, c’mon, June. How can you not see it? Lighting, a camera aimed at the bed, three horny teenagers. Things could

  get pretty risqué.”




  At this, Lenny laughs harder and falls back on Jasper’s orange bedding to cover his red face.




  I snort. “Speak for yourself.”




  “Meaning?” he asks distractedly while unhooking his laptop from his charger. He wiggles his eyebrows at me when he comes to sit between Lenny and me.




  “I’m not horny,” I reply simply.




  “All teenagers are horny,” he says with a shrug, and pulls up the comments from our last video on his laptop.




  Lenny raises his hand. “I second that.”




  “Whoa,” I laugh. “I don’t need a mental image of what you two get up to in your free time.”




  “Not together,” Lenny huffs, shaking his head as he sits up.




  “Or maybe we do. . . .” Jasper winks and Lenny punches him in the arm, making him recoil and bump into my shoulder.




  Laughing, I push him away and stand up, making to leave the room. “I’ll leave you two to it, then,” I tease.




  “No!” Lenny wails. “Stop! Just sit down. We have to shoot this video tonight. I don’t have time for it tomorrow. Babysitting the twins, remember?”




  Lenny’s excuse for everything is his twin sisters. Sometimes he doesn’t want to tell us he’d rather not hang out, so he lies and says he has to babysit. Except he doesn’t

  know we know his grand excuse.




  It’s Friday night tomorrow. He doesn’t have to babysit. Jasper and I both know that Desperate Housewives reruns are on Friday nights, and Lenny has a crush on Eva Longoria.

  He can’t trick us. We’ve known each other too long for that.




  “Fine,” Jasper sighs, and gives me a sly smile. I try not to grin too widely when I think about Lenny watching Desperate Housewives and eating popcorn with saucerlike eyes,

  drooling every time Eva shows some skin.




  “Any good questions?” I ask over Jasper’s shoulder when I’ve reseated myself.




  “Don’t know, they’ve just loaded. Want to go in order?”




  Lenny and I both nod, so he sets his laptop in Lenny’s lap while he hits record on the video camera. When Jasper’s sitting back down, we all look at the camera and smile.




  “I’m Jas.”




  “I’m Lenny.”




  “I’m June.”




  “And we’re vlogging here!”




  Jasper takes the laptop from Lenny, and I remind the audience what tonight’s theme is.




  “Hey, guys. We asked you to send us Truth or Dare questions this week, and it looks like there’s quite a few,” I say, glancing over at the comment count. “We’re

  going to go in order until we get sick of telling you our biggest secrets and eating questionable things out of Jas’s pantry.”




  Jas snickers at this because the last time we chose the Truth or Dare theme, I had to eat raw macaroni noodles and cold goopy cheese.




  “Lenny, would you like to read the first Truth or Dare? It looks like it’s a top comment, too,” Jasper notes while leaning back to make room for Lenny. “Should be

  interesting.”




  I rub my hands together like a super villain and wait to see who the Truth or Dare is directed at. I have my bet placed on Lenny, since he will do just about anything. He never uses his

  chickens.




  “TeamJacob3012 says,” Lenny reads. His eyes scan the comment, and then he bursts out laughing. It’s not until his laughing slows to spaced-out intervals that he can announce,

  “For all the Jasiper shippers out there, I dare June and Jas to kiss!”
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  I CAN’T TELL if my eyes have widened or my brows have furrowed or even if I’m just sitting there staring at the camera blankly. I do know one thing, though. My

  insides are being tickled by the wings of a thousand butterflies.




  Since the beginning of our video blogging days, I’ve found myself being paired up with either Lenny or Jasper as a couple ship. To make things clear, a ship isn’t what one might

  think it is—at least not in this case.




  According to any Internet slang dictionary, a ship can be described as:




  

    1. an unrealistic relationship that makes your heart swell with all the “feels,” causing you to pound your head against a wall, cry to the heavens, or dissolve into giddy giggles.

    May include “cannons” (confirmed relationships).


  




  

    2. to support a romantic pairing. Shipping is often the purpose of many fanfiction stories. Used for characters in books, TV shows, movies, anime, manga, video games, etc.


  




  

    3. Short for a romantic relationship followed by a fandom.


  




  Ships are probably one of the most dangerous things on the Internet; well, that and the hundreds of porn sites waiting to poison the minds of our children.




  Lenny, Jasper, and I didn’t even know we were part of a large fan ship circle until our names started to be combined in the comments under our videos to show which couple one

  supported.




  Our viewers have always been rooting for a pair of us to become a couple. Not only are there Jasiper (Jasper and Juniper) and Leniper (Lenny and Juniper) ships, but Jenny (Jasper and Lenny)

  ships as well. However, the most popular among our viewers is the fictitious romantic relationship between Jasper and me. And anything could set off our viewers, too. If Jasper and I look at each

  other too long or touch each other too often in a video, the fans of our ship will go crazy.




  

    You guys are such a cute couple!!!


  




  

    Admit it, you’re a couple!


  




  

    Why are you hiding your relationship from us?!


  




  

    The love in their eyes is so obvious! Jasiper feels!!


  




  Sometimes our viewers get carried away. Not all of them are like this, of course. Some people watch our videos simply because we’re entertaining. But it’s the crazy

  ones who stand out the most.




  And it’s not like we ever deny anything happening between us, either. In fact, Jasper and I joke about Jasiper quite often on camera. We think it’s funny that some of our viewers are

  so invested in our nonexistent relationship. We tease them, which is probably what lead up to this somewhat uncalled-for and chicken-worthy dare.




  I laugh somewhat awkwardly and turn to Jasper for help. “Kiss, huh?”




  Jasper looks down at the computer screen to confirm Lenny’s words. “Looks like it.”




  My insides knot up further, and I have to hold back a groan while Lenny muffles laughter on the other side of Jasper.




  “I mean, it’s just a kiss, right?” Jasper checks, nudging me in the side. “No big deal.”




  “Are you kidding?” I scoff in surprise. He’s being remarkably cool about this whole thing. His expression remains neutral, his demeanor bouncy and excited. Kissing is

  kissing. It’s intimate no matter how you look at it. With the opposite sex, friend or not, it surpasses all boundaries.




  “Oh, c’mon, June,” he says with a roll of his eyes. He passes his laptop back over to a still-snickering Lenny and turns his body to face mine. “It’ll be a

  less-than-a-second, quick little lip touch. Besides, we kiss each other on the cheek all the time.”




  My mouth is still agape as I continue to stare at him in disbelief. I have previously saved my mouth kisses for those I had deep feelings for—relationships. What Jasper and I have is

  friendship. And sure, we’re close. We’re neighbors, have had sleepovers, slept in the same bed, changed in the same room. And it’s because of this that I don’t want to cross

  any boundaries. People have already considered us too close as it is.




  “Chicken,” I say simply, and turn my head away from him to look at the camera. “I totally chicken out of this one, TeamJacob3012.”




  Jasper makes a scoffing noise and slaps my shoulder. “Don’t chicken!”




  “Jas, I’m not kissing you,” I say seriously, and cross my arms. “That’s too weird.”




  “Oh, suck it up,” Lenny chimes in. “I ate lime Jell-O in mayonnaise today. You’re getting off easy.”




  Jasper raises his eyebrows, waiting for me to respond to that. I can’t understand why he’s so adamant about doing this dare. I mean, I guess we’ve all been dared to do grosser,

  stranger things. It’s just that this goes against a lot of my personal rules, especially my rules about Jasper.




  “It’s just me.” Jasper shrugs. “Could be worse.”




  Sitting forward, I put my head in my hands and let out a deep sigh. “This is ridiculous.”




  “Is that an okay?” Jasper asks, and I can hear the victorious smile on his lips.




  “Fine,” I groan, sitting up. “It’s just a kiss.”




  “Exactly.” Jasper nods. “It’s just a kiss.”




  “Right,” I say, because now it feels uncomfortably tense in the room, but maybe that’s just me.




  Before you’re about to kiss someone, there is usually that moment. It’s when you both realize you’re thinking about it, you exchange glances, you lean in, lids flutter

  closed, and you wait for their lips to brush yours. It’s romantic and sweet.




  There is nothing romantic and sweet about this.




  I turn toward Jasper and let my hands rest in my lap. He watches me settle in and I see Lenny peek around his shoulder to watch with a goofy half grin on his face—which is about as creepy

  as it sounds.




  Jasper clears his throat then and runs a hand through his hair while I raise my eyebrows. “Okay, ready?”




  “I guess.”




  “Ready . . . go!” Lenny cheers over Jasper’s shoulder.




  It’s all so bizarre that I have to giggle, but I’m a bit too late because Jasper’s already leaned forward and pressed his lips against my smile. It’s quick, like he said

  it would be. A little lip touch that leaves me barely enough time to close my eyes. No goose bumps, no blush. Just a kiss.




  Leaning back, Jasper grins and gives two thumbs-up to the camera. “Only took six years,” he jokes at the camera. “There is hope for the friend zone!”




  I roll my eyes and jab an elbow into his ribs. “Oh, stop. No sparks, everybody!”




  He was right, after all. I had worked myself up over nothing. There was nothing—no sparks I was afraid I’d feel. Simple. Easy.




  Jasper shakes his head. “Lies. We all know June thinks I’m a babe.”




  “Jas . . . ,” I warn, eyes hooding.




  He sighs dramatically but gives in. “Fine, she’s right. Sorry, guys, but no sparks. It was a ship effort, though. That’s what matters.”




  Lenny glances between us and giggles. Then he looks down at the computer screen. “There, challenge complete. Next.”




  Jasper moves over to read the next comment. “It’s truth.” He grins. “And this one is for June.”




  I make an unimpressed face at the camera. “Really, why is it always me?”
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  After filming, Lenny leaves with the footage to edit, but I hang around as always to do homework and hang out with Jasper. I like to stay away from my house as much as possible.

  It’s small and empty a lot of the time. My dad works the night shift and sleeps most of the day, and my mom works during the day and doesn’t get home until my dad is leaving for work.

  So when I’m home, I have to chill out and be quiet. It’s boring, so I stay at Jas’s to keep him company until his mom comes home from work.




  Jasper’s parents are divorced, but he lives exclusively with his mom, who works a thousand and one jobs while going to school for a business degree. That’s why we mostly film at his

  house. It’s empty and we can be as loud as we want. I know Jasper wishes his mom was around more, though. I can’t really blame him. He’s alone a lot, and that’s why I tend

  to stick around.




  When Lenny’s gone, Jasper disappears into the kitchen and I settle into the overly furnished living room with my backpack and make myself comfortable.




  “Dr Pepper or Fanta?” Jasper yells from the kitchen.




  “Dr Pepper!” I call back, and pull out my calculus homework. I’m shit at numbers and Jasper’s good at them and willing to help me with my math homework in exchange for

  history refreshers.




  A moment later, Jasper enters the room with a bag of chips and two cans of Dr Pepper.




  “Hey, did you get problem seven? I don’t think Mr. Wright even taught us how to solve this,” I ask him as soon as he sets the snacks beside my feet on the coffee table. My

  fingers work around one of my strawberry-blond curls as I stare at the problem in frustration.




  “I don’t know. Let me check.” He sits down next to me heavily and digs through his backpack stretched open beside his legs.




  I tap my pencil against my lips and frown at my textbook, thinking how this problem is too hard to be on the upcoming test.




  “Hey,” he says suddenly. “Did we mention next week’s question theme, earlier?”




  I shrug. “I don’t know. Maybe not. We’ll just answer random questions next week. No biggie.”




  The pout in his voice is evident when he says, “It’s more fun with a theme.”




  Dropping my pencil in my textbook, I glance up at him incredulously. “It’s a recipe for disaster.”




  “What?” He pulls a notebook from his backpack and flips it open, not paying me any attention. “Because this time we kissed? So?”




  “It doesn’t bother you?”




  He finally looks up, but slowly, skeptically, his brown eyes zipping across my haggard expression. “No? I thought we were past this. . . .”




  “Our viewers won’t be,” I state bluntly. He lets out a breath and reaches for his soda to sip before answering.




  “They know how we felt about it. Remember? No sparks.”




  “And that was true, right?” I clarify, now moving my schoolwork from my lap to make room for the bag of potato chips. If he lied about that, I don’t know how I’m going to

  handle the situation. My gut says not well.




  “Duh,” he replies, and takes a large gulp of his soda. “We could kiss again and I’m pretty sure I’d still feel the same way about it—not that you’re a

  bad kisser or anything, well, not that what we did could even be considered a proper kiss. But, yeah.”




  “It was an awkward situation,” I add, and shove a couple of chips into my mouth to let the crunching fill the silence. He nods and reaches across me for my textbook to look

  for the corresponding problem to the answer in his notebook.




  After a few moments, he suddenly dumps the books onto the coffee table and grabs the bag of chips from my hands. “Want to make sure?”




  Frowning, I roll forward and reach for the chips. “What are you talking about?” I groan when he pulls the bag away from me.




  “That there’s nothing there—you know, feelings?” Like before, he’s uncharacteristically calm about the subject. His eyes remain steady on mine; there’s no

  involuntary charm. It’s Jasper being serious.




  “I’d rather not find out,” I admit, because once upon a time fourteen-year-old me had a crush on Jasper Lahey, and eighteen-year-old me would rather not find out if it still

  exists. I’m sure it doesn’t. We’ve grown too close for those kinds of feelings to blossom. My reluctance is based on the idea that this could create wiggle room our friendship

  probably doesn’t need.




  “You aren’t curious?” he asks me.




  I laugh a little at the absurdity. “Curious? Jas, bad things happen when friends experiment.”




  “Not if we do it right.” He shrugs and then bumps his leg against mine. “So, what do you say? Want to make sure?” The usual playful twinkle is in his eyes when he says

  this, and I know I’ve got no choice but to give in. Now it’s like a challenge to prove I’m wrong about experimenting.




  I slap my hands on my thighs and turn to him with a pointed look. “All right, fine. Better now than never—because you know that’s not the last kissing-on-camera request

  we’re going to get, right?”




  “That’s why I want to make sure.” He nods and then turns himself completely toward me. “Proper kiss.”




  “This is not normal,” I remind him, and he chuckles.




  “Have we ever been normal, June?”




  I think about this, and well, maybe he’s right. The dynamics of our relationship have been irregular since I can remember, and we’re thrown into weird situations because of our

  chosen hobby—which is also not normal. I guess this was bound to happen anyway.




  “Guess not,” I say.




  “All right then.” He smiles, and with that leans forward to capture my lips with his own.




  This time it’s not a little lip touch. It’s leaning completely forward, turning heads so noses don’t bump, open-mouth kisses but avoiding tongue—because, yeah,

  that’s going too far—and fingers tugging at the back of each other’s necks. It’s long, longer than anticipated, and I know because soon I don’t taste Dr Pepper on his

  lips anymore. I just taste Jasper.




  When we finally pull away, I’m startled to find that I actually don’t mind kissing him—it’s nice and comfortable. And the best part? I can look him in the eye, fingers

  trailing down his shirt, and say, “Nothing.”




  He nods with a cheeky smile and replies, “Me too.”
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  THE VIDEO CAMERA is mine today, as it always is on Fridays. Out of all three of us, I am the one who has the camera the least. Some might say it’s because I film

  uninteresting things, others because I borderline on having short-term memory loss—meaning I often forget I have the camera and therefore don’t end up filming a single thing. The latter

  is often the culprit. It drives Jasper crazy and might just be the reason that we don’t upload anything on Fridays, which isn’t a big deal since our weekends are about as exciting as

  the night shift at a nursing home—minus the demented residents.




  A typical Friday night for us usually goes something like this: Lenny hibernates at his house to watch Desperate Housewives and ogle Eva Longoria. Meanwhile, I go over to Jasper’s

  house to eat his food and force him to give me a foot massage while we watch endless hours of Criminal Minds. This usually results in me spending the night because I’m too paranoid

  to walk across the street back home at midnight.




  So is it even worth filming when I know editing isn’t going to get done and our plans are practically set in stone? Nope.




  I decide to take the video camera from my backpack and place it on the top shelf of my locker, knowing that I won’t film anything today. In mid-replacement of textbooks, the hood of the

  sweatshirt I’m wearing gets forcefully tugged over my head and smothers my wild curls to my forehead.




  “I was wondering where my hoodie went,” Jasper’s voice teases, and he bumps me out of the way of my own locker to snatch the video camera. “Why do I give you this thing

  again?”




  I pull the hood off my head and attempt to straighten my now fuzzy hair with one hand while the other struggles to hold up my heavy backpack. “Because it’s only fair.” I poke

  my tongue out at him and reach for the camera. “Besides, we never do anything on Fridays. Unless, of course, you’d like me to film you being thoroughly whipped tonight while

  you rub my feet.” I smirk and swing my backpack over my shoulder, still trying to retrieve the camera from him before I close my locker.




  He laughs, dodges my arm, and then sends me a sly smile. “And how do you know that tonight will be boring?” he asks, and wiggles his eyebrows. Laughing, I roll my eyes and slap him

  on the shoulder when he leans in and makes a noisy kissy face.




  Pleased with the scene he’s made, he puts the camera back and shuts my locker door for me. Then his eyes glint and he falls against my locker door, leaning into a suggestive pose while

  attempting a sultry expression.




  “You’re an idiot,” I tell him, and he grins boyishly while placing a hand on his hip.




  “Aw, babe,” he murmurs with dark, smoldering eyes as he reaches for one of the tassels hanging from my sweatshirt. “Don’t pretend you don’t love me.”




  He’s a natural actor, always playing up the drama to make someone laugh. I’ve become immune to his performances but am entertained, nonetheless. If anything, I’ve learned to

  play along.




  “You’re right,” I sigh as I walk away. “I’m truly, madly, deeply in love with you.”




  Catching up, he throws one of his long arms over my shoulders and tilts his head down to whisper in my ear. “I knew it.”




  “Mhm,” I hum, and nudge him off. “Anyway, it’s cool if I come over tonight, right?”




  “Totally.” He nods and returns his arm to rest on my shoulders while we walk. “Mom won’t be home until two. No idea how I’m going to occupy myself,

  otherwise.”




  My eyes follow the marbled floor, watching as feet zip in and out of my line of sight. “And Lenny’s ditching us again?” I ask, even though I obviously already know the

  answer.




  “Eva Longoria is far more intriguing.”




  “Right,” I reason, and shake my head critically. “And Criminal Minds is on the agenda?”




  He chuckles at this and pulls me to a halt outside his classroom. “It’s the only way I can get you to spend the night,” he teases with a wink before disappearing inside.
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  Surprisingly, my dad is awake when I drop my school things off at home. The smell of brewing coffee meets me at the door, and I find him leaning against the counter beside the

  coffeepot when I go to investigate. He’s barely awake enough to notice I’ve entered the kitchen, because when he finally looks up he seems startled to see me—and he should be.

  It’s not very often I see my dad in anything other than scrubs. But this afternoon he stands before me in an old T-shirt and plaid pajama pants, wild blond hair and five o’clock shadow

  included.




  “Well, you look dashing,” I comment while trying not to smile. His eyes follow me to the nearest cupboard, where I pull out a granola bar from the bottom shelf and open it quickly to

  feed my gurgling stomach.




  “Hey, June Bug,” he finally says, flinching when the coffee timer goes off. “I had a long night at work.”




  “Crazy people come to the ER?” I ask, mostly used to the hilarious and sometimes disturbing stories about the people who visit the emergency room late at night. Some people go to the

  ER for shits and giggles and waste everyone’s time, but others come in so messed up they stress my dad out and he can’t sleep.




  “Always,” he laughs softly, and then his face goes grim. “We had a burn victim last night. Burns so bad her skin was charcoal black and flaking off. I can’t get her out

  of my head.”




  My face distorts and my stomach suddenly wants to deny my granola bar’s entry. Some of these stories make my skin crawl. And the worst part is sometimes when we have dinner together as a

  family, he’ll tell us all his ER adventures and completely destroy my appetite, like now.




  “What happened to her?”




  “Her and a couple of friends thought it would be a smart idea to play with gasoline and lighters in a game of chicken.” He looks up from his freshly poured coffee and frowns.

  “It makes me worry about you, Lenny, and Jas.”




  I snort. “We’re dumb, but not that dumb.”




  “I know,” he sighs. “I know we’ve talked about peer pressure and all of that, but I still worry. People can get hurt if you take games too far.”




  “We don’t play games like that,” I remind him gently, and cross my legs under the kitchen table. “We vlog. It’s like a video diary. The last dumb thing any of us

  did for laughs was nothing in comparison. Lenny ate a toxic-looking concoction of peaches, mayo, Jell-O, and pickles.”




  Dad sips his coffee carefully, eyes tearing up when he burns his lips. “Just be careful?”




  “Of course,” I say, grinning. He nods and brings his coffee to the table. I watch him pull out the chair beside mine and sit down. “Hey,” I ask, and he glances at me,

  tipping his mug for me to continue. “It’s cool if I hang out with Jas tonight, right?”




  “Are you spending the night, again?”




  “Most likely.”




  He’s silent for a while, lips pursing behind his coffee cup as he stares straight ahead. My eyebrows furrow questioningly, unfamiliar with his hesitation at the request. “You guys

  aren’t having sex, are you?” he asks suddenly, gray eyes sliding over to meet mine narrowly.




  I sputter, taken aback at his suggestion and blushing at the idea. Jasper and me? The boy’s awkward and lanky, too tall for his own good, with a haircut that never seems to look right. He

  wears weird graphic T-shirts, openly burps and farts around me, and says and does things without thinking about how stupid he looks—and my dad is implying that I’d have sex with him? I

  couldn’t even kiss him yesterday without feeling all sorts of uncomfortable until it was over and I realized it really wasn’t that bad. But the point is, the idea of having sex

  with Jasper is enough for me to scrunch up my nose and squawk, “Jasper? Are you kidding me? Gross, Dad!”




  After seeing the absolute alarm on my face and hearing my protests, my dad almost chokes on his coffee with laughter. “He’s a good-looking guy! I had to make sure,” he defends

  himself with a glimmer of humor twinkling in his eyes. “I wasn’t expecting you to be so disgusted.”




  It’s not that Jasper is unattractive; in fact, he’s long past the middle-school phase of long skater hair and Pokémon T-shirts. Now his dark hair is well groomed and his face

  only soiled with blemishes every once in a very great while. To anyone he’s considered good-looking, but I’ve seen him in his darkest hours. I’ve seen more than just his

  exterior, but his dorky interior as well. I love the guy to death, hell, he’s my best friend, but I could never see us being romantically involved. Not now, anyway. Maybe when we were

  fourteen and I had a little freshman crush on the charming class clown who wanted me to be in on his vlogging project, sure. But not anymore. You learn a lot about a person when you spend time with

  them. We’ve grown so comfortable with each other that any romantic feelings would get swallowed up in awkwardness and giggles.




  “We’re just friends,” I insist, and tuck a curl behind my ear. “So it’s okay if I go over there, right?”




  “Sure.” He smiles and turns his eyes down to watch his thumb slide over the rim of his cup. “But, you know. I would be fine with you guys . . . you know . . .”




  “Dad!” I shriek, and bury my face in my arms.




  “What? I like him. I’d want to have a chat with him first, but I’d be totally okay with—”




  “Stop!” I wail, and flip the hood of Jasper’s sweatshirt over my head, tightening the tassels to hide my burning cheeks. “You’re embarrassing me,” I mumble,

  and hear him roar with laughter, clearly forgetting about his burn patient from last night.




  After a few moments of his laughter filling the room and my blush spreading from cheeks to neck, Dad finally slaps me on the back and stands up. “Have fun tonight,” he jokes.
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  I let myself in at Jasper’s house and hear the TV’s volume turned up well past what could be considered comfortab le. Still shivering from the cold autumn air, I

  remove my boots at the door and pull my hands up inside the sleeves of Jasper’s hoodie to warm them up. The hallway light is the only one I see on as I walk down the cutely decorated hallway

  displaying most of the Lahey family photos.




  From the living room entry, I see that I’ve missed the first five minutes of Criminal Minds and that Jasper doesn’t even seem to notice, since he’s thoroughly

  engrossed in the show, with his legs taking up most of the couch and eyes reflecting the screen. I quietly walk toward him, feet sinking into the carpeted floor, and tap his feet with my

  sleeve-covered hands. He moves his legs without even glancing at me and lets me slide right up next to him.
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