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  To my princess S, say what you think and mean what you say. Be as free and wild as Amber if it makes you happy… Your happiness is what matters, not the judgment of others.




  Chapter 1




  Ah, Paris! That magical city! I was always told it was the capital of love, culture, and fashion. Just hearing its name always made me dream! But I quickly became disillusioned when I moved here six months ago. I think the brochure forgot to mention that more than any of the nice things, it’s also the capital of pollution, bad moods, and dog poop!




  “That’s not possible, a bear must have done that, not a dog!” I exclaim, narrowly avoiding the pile in front of me.




  Marie, my best friend’s girlfriend—who has also become my best friend over time—laughs, but doesn’t contradict me. I keep walking, carefully dodging all the landmines in front of me. And by landmines, I mean both the dog poop and the half-­exposed breasts of every woman flaunting a neckline deeper than the length of their shorts. I suddenly veer to the right, bumping into Marie in the process, to avoid a long smear of poop in front of me. Someone clearly wasn’t lucky enough to avoid stepping in it and slipping. I burst out laughing, imagining the scene. I would’ve loved to witness that. Marie stares at me for a moment, shaking her head with a smile, while Trevor laughs along in his stroller without knowing why. That two-year-old rascal is the love of my life, always laughing with me no matter the moment or reason, completely unbothered by what others think. A man my age couldn’t handle that; I’m proud to stay single and make sure my godson keeps not caring about the world around him. When he’s done laughing, I finally ask him: “Trevor, honey, how do you say poop in French?”




  He tilts his blonde head forward and stares at me. He doesn’t know that one. His dad is teaching him French, but as I suspected, he avoids slang. It’s now my mission to teach him. That’s just the duty of a super godmother!




  “Amber, no,” Marie interjects, though she can’t help but smile.




  She wouldn’t dare teach him such things herself, but it doesn’t really bother her that her little blonde boy learns them. As long as I don’t get vulgar, it’s fine.




  “We say merde,” I finally announce with a big grin. “And whenever you see dog poop on the ground, you say it, okay?”




  Trevor nods, shaking his blonde curls, and laughs again. Then he starts spotting more poop and has fun repeating what I taught him in his adorable Australian accent. This little guy is going to charm all the French girls when he grows up, no doubt about it.




  “Merde!” he shouts, pointing at another pile.




  We’re standing in front of an ice cream shop, patiently waiting our turn to buy Trevor a cone, when a woman in her thirties stops, shocked, and looks at Marie as if she were the one who just swore out loud. Meanwhile, Trevor keeps repeating merde, probably waiting for me to respond. I ruffle his curls with my hand and high-five him as he laughs. Meanwhile, the woman is still there, standing in front of us, not moving an inch. She stares at Marie, who doesn’t bother saying anything to her. But me? I’m starting to get really annoyed, so I finally address her with a smile:




  “Is there a problem?”




  “That child has a foul mouth,” she finally says, surprised by my friendly tone.




  “No, sweetie, what’s vulgar is your shorts, really more of a thong I’d say, that are showing half your butt.”




  Her mouth opens and closes several times; she clearly can’t think of a response and ends up walking away. As I turn to wish her a good day, I see her discreetly tugging at the hem of her shorts. Marie looks at me and laughs before finally ordering an ice cream and handing it to Trevor. We continue on our way. No one pays us any attention now; the little blonde is too busy getting ice cream all over himself to spot more poop.




  “Travis is going to be mad at you again,” Marie suddenly says.




  “Oh, please. He’ll pretend to be mad, then hide his laughter.”




  I know my best friend: if there’s one thing he won’t hold against me, it’s this. He loves that his son learns new things, no matter what. He lets Trevor explore the world around him, jump, run, even throw tantrums sometimes, without ever being harsh, simply explaining things to him with words. Ever the damn writer, he even finds the right words for a toddler. And his parenting style seems to work pretty well when you see how polite this little rascal is for his age, and how he listens to his dad and Marie without ever challenging their authority.




  “Mommy!” the little one suddenly shouts, raising his tiny hand to show us the mess.




  His ice cream is melting fast in this heat, dripping down his arm. Marie stops and starts rummaging through the kiddie bag for something to clean him up with, but before she can reach him, I make a suggestion:




  “Lick it!”




  “No, no, don’t lick it!” Marie says, rushing toward him with wipes.




  But it’s too late; he listens to me and sticks out his tongue to lick his arm, though he ends up smearing more on his face than he cleans off. I can’t help but laugh, and Marie joins in. The little one extends his arm toward her, telling her to taste it.




  She grabs his sticky arm and pretends to bite it. Trevor laughs and squirms before she pulls back. Then he turns to me.




  “Taste, ma’aine!”




  This little guy still can’t pronounce “godmother”, marraine in French, properly, and I love it. It’s so silly, but I find it ­adorable. So, I taste his arm under his delighted gaze before letting Marie clean him up.




  “That’s a new one, isn’t it?” I finally ask her when she’s done.




  She looks at me, raising an eyebrow, clearly not understanding what I mean, so I press on. “The ‘mommy’?”




  She blushes and lowers her head before answering.




  “He kept hearing it at the park yesterday. I explained what it meant, and since then, he’s started calling me that sometimes. Travis hasn’t heard it yet; I don’t know if I should correct him or not.”




  She looks genuinely uncomfortable. I try to put myself in her shoes—it can’t be easy being in her situation. She’s only been with Travis for a few months, and even though I know my best friend inside out, I can’t put myself in his place and guess what he’ll think of the situation. But those two make quite an enviable pair. When you see them, the three of them together, all you see is a real family—not a child adopted by a man along with a woman who joined them later. No one would ever guess that Trevor isn’t their biological son.




  “Merde!” the little blonde interjects, saving Marie from a conversation she clearly doesn’t want to have.




  She glances at her watch and tells me she has to go, asking if I’m still coming over for dinner tonight. I confirm, and she walks away after I kiss Trevor on the cheek. I head in the opposite direction, checking the time: Travis is probably already waiting for me. But he won’t be mad.




  Amber: I’ll be there in five minutes.




  Travis: You know I’ve been waiting for half an hour, right?




  Amber: Love you too!




  I slip my phone into my pocket and hurry to meet him at the address he sent me this morning. I have no idea why I’m going there, but I don’t mind: if my best friend needs me, I come without asking questions. After everything he’s done for me, it’s the least I can do. I find myself in front of a massive building, punch in the code he sent with the address, and head to the elevator to go up to the tenth floor. But just as I step inside, a man comes running.




  “Hold the doors, please!”




  I look at him with a big smile but do nothing as he repeats:




  “The doors!”




  “No hablo ingles!” I tease as the doors close.




  “The door, damn it… puerta?”




  He just manages to catch the doors before they close, even though I didn’t lift a finger to stop them. I hide my smile as I retreat to the back of the elevator while he turns his back to me. I hope he doesn’t try to strike up a conversation in Spanish, because I just used the only full sentence I know in that language. As the elevator begins its ascent, my phone starts ringing. I pull it out of my pocket and see Travis’s name on the screen. I bite my lip before answering. “Hola!”




  “You’re speaking Spanish now?” my friend asks, curious.




  “Sí.”




  Travis sighs and laughs before asking where I am. My gaze drifts to the man standing still in front of me—lingering for a moment on his backside, nicely highlighted by his dark pants. If I answer in English, he’ll definitely realize I didn’t hold the doors on purpose. Oh well, I don’t care. After all, I had every right to want to be alone in this elevator.




  “Calm down, I’m in the elevator. I’m on my way.”




  As I predicted, the man in front of me immediately turns around, and I flash him my brightest smile. Travis, meanwhile, hangs up, cursing me for making him wait. Just as the stranger is about to speak to me, his phone rings too.




  “Yes, I found it. I’m on my way. I’m with a drop-dead gorgeous Spaniard. No, don’t worry, she doesn’t understand English. I’ll take a picture of her to prove angels really exist.”




  He says all this while keeping his eyes locked on me. I laugh and let him hang up before speaking.




  “Taking a picture to prove angels exist? That has to be the worst pickup line I’ve ever heard!”




  “That kind of line is just my Plan A,” he replies with a wink.




  “So what’s Plan B?”




  “Taking you hostage.”




  No sooner has he finished his sentence than the elevator suddenly stops, the lights flicker, and the alarm button starts blinking. I frown and look at the stranger in front of me, ready to beat him to death with whatever I can find in my bag if he tries anything. But as I observe him, I realize he looks just as surprised as I am. My hand instinctively dives into my bag, searching for a potential weapon. I grab a hairbrush and grip it tightly: if he makes a move, I’ll knock him out cold.




  Or at least, I’ll try.




  Chapter 2




  The man sharing these few square meters of elevator space with me quickly presses the alarm button, but nothing happens. He keeps on pressing it until he gets frustrated. He stands there, fuming, while I pull my phone out of my bag and sit down against one of the walls. Stretching my legs out in front of me, I ignore the man cursing and call Travis. He answers on the first ring, which doesn’t surprise me—he must’ve had his phone in hand while pacing around waiting for me. I don’t give him a chance to say anything before I start talking:




  “Would you believe me if I said I’m going to be even later because I got kidnapped by a man?”




  He sighs, and I’m sure he’s running a hand through his hair. The stranger, meanwhile, looks at me with furrowed brows but tries to hide a smile.




  “I’d believe you without a doubt,” Travis replies.




  “Good, because that’s not what happened… at least, I don’t think so.”




  “Amber.”




  I can tell he’s getting irritated. Travis is kind, but there’s a limit to his patience.




  “The elevator’s stuck. But I still have my doubts about whether the man with me had something to do with it.”




  The man continues to examine me, shaking his head before finally sitting down against the opposite wall. His legs stretch out near mine, his black Converse sneakers clashing with his tailored pants. I stare at them openly, then let my gaze travel up his legs. His white shirt is tucked into his pants, his sleeves rolled up to his forearms, and a half-loosened tie hangs on his chest. All he’s missing is the matching jacket to complete the businessman look. The perfect sartorial replica of my ex, with more muscles and less of a belly. Finally, I meet his brown eyes; he’s already watching me and hasn’t missed my little inspection.




  “Are you listening to me?”




  Travis’s voice, still on the phone, snaps me out of my thoughts.




  “No,” I reply without breaking eye contact with the man.




  Travis sighs again, mutters a quick “someone’s on it,” and hangs up. I’m used to this, just as he’s used to my attitude and bluntness. I toss my phone back into the chaos of my bag and lean my head back, closing my eyes.




  “Your shoes don’t match your outfit.”




  I don’t move as I say this, not even bothering to open my eyes. I hear him laugh and sense his legs shift as he responds:




  “I was in a hurry.”




  Before I can say anything else, a crackling voice comes through the elevator’s intercom:




  “A technician is on the way. Don’t panic; you’ll be out in less than thirty minutes.”




  I hear the man move again, feel him stand up, then sit back down. I decide to open my eyes. I watch him as he stares at his hands, twisting his fingers in all directions, almost tearing the skin around his nails. I finally ask, sensing his discomfort:




  “You’re not panicking, are you?”




  “I… I’m not a big fan of small, enclosed spaces.”




  Fantastic, a claustrophobic. Just my luck. I thought I could stay silent during this ordeal, but now I realize I’ll have to distract him if I don’t want to end up with a man having a panic attack. Travis would totally think it was my fault.




  Honestly, it probably could be. But not today. So I force myself to make conversation:




  “I once got stuck in a bathroom.”




  I watch him, and he’s all ears. He looks at me, waiting for me to continue, stopping his self-torture in the process.




  “I banged on the door for five minutes hoping someone would hear me, but there was no one around.”




  “What did you do?”




  “I sat on the floor and fell asleep.”




  He laughs, finally letting go of his hands. Then he looks at me again. I shrug as if to say I had no other choice. “And then? How did you get out?” I bite my lip before admitting:




  “I woke up and tried again. I hadn’t locked the door when I went in, so I locked it while trying to get out, thinking I was unlocking it.”




  He laughs again, openly mocking me, but I don’t mind. At least he doesn’t seem as distressed as he did a few minutes ago. When he finally calms down, his gaze meets mine again.




  “You just made that story up to distract me,” he states, sounding certain.




  “I wish! My back hurt for three days.”




  He shakes his head, looking like he doesn’t believe me, but says nothing more. Silence falls again, and if I don’t want him to start panicking, I’ll have to keep distracting him. Barely five minutes must have passed since the announcement of our impending rescue. So I blurt out the first thing that comes to mind:




  “Do you have any other terrible pickup lines you want to use on me?”




  “I don’t usually use lines like that,” he defends himself.




  I raise an eyebrow, giving him a look that says I don’t believe him. He bites his lower lip, lowers his eyes for a moment, then looks back at me. I take a longer look at his features; his hair is messy, and I’m sure it’s intentional—the classic tousled look. I get lost in his chocolate-brown eyes, which stare at me with an odd intensity.




  “What’s your favorite place in the world?” he suddenly asks.




  I don’t answer; he doesn’t give me the chance as he continues:




  “Because mine is right next to you.”




  I realize he’s trying another line and burst out laughing.




  “That’s so bad! I wouldn’t believe you if you told me you’d ever managed to charm a woman with that. Unless she was really desperate!”




  “No, it doesn’t work,” he admits with a smile. “Can you do better? Equality and all that—it applies to flirting too.”




  I think for a moment, recalling the kinds of things I’ve said in the past just for fun, without expecting anything in return. Usually, I don’t need to flirt for hours to pick up a guy at a bar.




  “I like your last name. Can I have it too? Or… is your first name Waldo? Because it’s hard to find someone like you.”




  He stares at me, smiling, running a hand through his hair.




  “I won’t even ask if that’s ever worked. You don’t need cheesy lines like that for a guy to be interested in you. Just looking at you is enough to fall under your spell.”




  I don’t respond to his compliment. I’m not even sure if he’s being genuine or just continuing with his pickup lines. Instead, I wink at him and dig through my bag for my phone to check the time. A message from Travis is waiting to be read.




  Travis: I hate you. You’re in trouble for being late and leaving me to stress out alone!




  I laugh before replying. If Travis is stressed, it must be something important. The last time I saw him like this was a few months ago, before he managed to win Marie over and get her away from her jerk of a husband.




  Amber: Maybe I’d have been on time if you’d told me why I’m supposed to meet you here… His reply comes quickly.




  Travis: Liar. You’d be late to your own funeral.




  Fair point. I don’t reply; that’ll teach him. Instead, I focus again on the man whose name I haven’t even thought to ask. He’s watching me and doesn’t look away when our eyes meet. I lower my gaze and see that he’s back to picking at his skin. I’m out of ideas to distract him, which is unusual for me. But under his gaze, I feel like I’m losing my edge.




  “Don’t have a panic attack because I don’t know how to do mouth-to-mouth.”




  My comment catches him off guard. He stops fidgeting with his hands again.




  “I don’t think you need mouth-to-mouth for a panic attack,” he points out with a mocking smile.




  He thinks I’m stupid when I’m just trying to keep him entertained, the jerk. I feel like teasing him a bit too. And since we still have a few minutes to kill, we might as well have some fun. I sit up, fold my legs, and kneel before leaning toward him. He must have a clear view of my cleavage, and it doesn’t take long for him to sneak a glance. But he quickly shifts his gaze back to my face.




  “Too bad for you—you just missed the chance to fake one!” I exclaim.




  His eyes flicker between mine and my lips several times, his tongue brushing over his upper lip as he leans closer too. At this point, I’m supposed to pull back and leave him disappointed. Yet I don’t react immediately, and when his hand moves to the back of my neck to hold me still, I don’t resist. I’m lost in his gaze and let him kiss me. My hands rest on his shoulders to keep my balance as my lips move in sync with his. His other hand lands on my hip, while the first stays on my neck, his thumb gently stroking it. When his tongue finally seeks to claim my mouth, I pull back, realizing what I’ve just let happen. It’s not exactly the first time I’ve kissed a stranger, but usually I’m the one in control.




  I sit back, repositioning myself as I was before the kiss. My head against the wall, I close my eyes and say nothing, though I can feel his gaze on me. But he stays silent too. I sense him fidgeting again, and I worry he might start panicking. I’m eager for the technician to do their job, because short of stripping naked I don’t know what else I could do to distract him. I open my eyes and look at him to make sure he’s okay. His hands are tucked under his thighs, and I’m sure he’s doing that to stop himself from picking at his skin. When he notices I’m watching him again, he breaks the silence.




  “Can I invite you out for a drink tonight?”




  At that moment, the elevator jolts and starts moving again. We both stand up at the same time. I refuse the hand he offers to help me up, grabbing my bag instead, and respond to his invitation:




  “No, thank you.”




  He looks surprised, still watching me as I stare at the doors, impatiently waiting for them to open. Travis is on the other side, hands in his pockets, looking more impatient than worried. I join him, ignoring the stranger, but he steps up beside me in front of my best friend. He pulls something out of his pocket and hands it to him. I catch a glimpse of Travis’s wallet and raise an eyebrow at him.




  “Thanks, Eric.”




  My best friend thanks the stranger, who now has a name, before adding in English:




  “I’d forgotten it in his office”




  His smile is mocking, I recognize it easily after seeing it hundreds of times, so I question him in French, hoping that this Eric doesn’t understand this language since he only spoke English in the elevator:




  “— Tu savais qu’il était coincé avec moi là dedans, n’est-ce pas ?”




  “I figured it out pretty quickly,” Travis laughs. “At least he speaks perfect French.”




  He’s openly mocking me, and I curse him. I turn to Eric, who smiles but presses his lips together when he sees me looking at him.




  “I’ll be off,” Eric says, turning away but not before giving me one last glance.




  “Take the stairs—you never know. You won’t have anyone to save you if you panic again!”




  “Who says I wasn’t faking it, just to be rescued? Sometimes, you don’t need traditional flirting.”




  Travis laughs, and I shoot him a glare that quickly shuts him up. Eric starts walking away before my friend stops him:




  “You’re still coming to dinner tonight?”




  Eric nods and disappears through a door I assume leads to the stairs. At least that confirms he was genuinely panicking in the elevator. Or so I hope. I think back to that kiss and shake my head. Damn it—usually when I kiss a stranger, I never see them again. But this time, I know that won’t be the case.




  Chapter 3




  “Why am I here?” I ask Travis as he drags me down a hallway.




  I’d rather ask about that than inquire about who that guy was. I know I’ll find out more tonight, whether I want to or not. And I can smell trouble brewing. The kind of setup where two single people are “coincidentally” introduced. If my friends dare pull that stunt on me, they’ll regret it.




  Travis doesn’t answer, just opens a door and gestures for me to go in first. I freeze when I realize I’ve just stepped into a jewelry store. It’s the first time I’ve ever set foot in one of these hidden, exclusive boutiques. I didn’t even know places like this actually existed. Judging by the displays, I doubt a month’s salary would cover even a single earring. I’m not even sure I could afford the suit one of the sales assistants is wearing. I’m starting to have suspicions about our presence here, but I still ask Travis:




  “What are we doing here?”




  “We’re buying an engagement ring.”




  My friend tries to sound confident with that simple statement, but I can see through his self-assured facade. He’s nervous. He looks at me, clearly hoping I’ll help him relax, reassure him that he’s making the right decision. But I know that all the comforting words in the world won’t help. I know him too well—he needs to laugh first before we get down to the serious conversation we’re inevitably going to have.




  “Oh, Travis!” I exclaim, throwing my arms around his neck. “I knew it was only a matter of time before you proposed to me! I’ve been waiting for this moment for so long!”




  I gush dramatically, planting a kiss on his scruffy cheek. He gently pushes me away, blushing as he notices the stares we’re attracting, but he smiles at me. He murmurs my name in a mock-scolding tone, but I can tell he’s already more at ease.




  “Is this a bad idea?” he asks hesitantly.




  “Her idiot ex still refuses to sign the papers, Travis.”




  His head tilts to the side, avoiding my gaze, and I immediately regret bringing it up. Travis is head over heels for Marie, and I know it’s hard for him to think about the fact that she’s still technically married to that jerk, though she doesn’t love him anymore. It’s a sensitive topic for them, with Nathan constantly delaying the divorce proceedings, making it impossible to finalize their separation.




  “He’ll sign them eventually. But that’s not what’s worrying me.”




  I take his hand and squeeze it, giving him the time he needs to respond.




  Travis sighed, “I don’t know if she’ll ever want to get married again. That relationship with Nathan must have soured her on the whole idea. But I’ve always dreamed of it, you know that.”




  “She’s crazy about you, Travis. You’ll whip up some heartfelt speech from that writer’s brain of yours, and she’ll want to marry you on the spot!”




  I try to reassure him as best I can. But honestly, I have no idea what Marie will think. I’m certain of her feelings for Travis, but she’s never mentioned wanting to remarry. The one time we talked about Nathan, she ended the conversation with, “Marrying him was the biggest mistake of my life.” So I sincerely hope she was talking about the guy, not the ­institution of marriage itself. Travis isn’t wrong—her experience with Nathan must have left a bad taste, but let’s hope it’s not enough to make her swear off marriage entirely. I keep these thoughts to myself. Travis just nods, a faint smile on his lips.




  “Come on! Let’s pick out the ring she won’t be able to say no to.”




  I nudge him toward a display case, but Travis has already made his choice before I even arrived. He just wanted me to see it and give my opinion. Or maybe he just needed reassurance about proposing. He ends up paying for the stunning, ridiculously expensive ring—Marie is one lucky woman; there’s no way she’ll say no to this gem. As Travis pulls out his wallet, my thoughts drift back to Eric. My friend collects the ring box and leads us toward the exit. He should be thrilled about taking this step, about proposing to the woman he loves. Yet, I can still feel the tension building in him.




  “I kissed Eric in the elevator,” I blurt out, hoping to distract him.




  It works like a charm. Travis freezes in the hallway, staring at me with raised eyebrows and pursed lips. I can tell he’s holding back a comment, though it’s clearly killing him not to say something.




  “He was about to have a panic attack. I did what I could to distract him.”




  I start walking toward the elevator again. He catches up and presses the call button for me. I’ve piqued his curiosity; I can feel it. He’s always hoping I’ll finally settle down with someone and build a picture-perfect little family. But that’s not in my plans.




  “You couldn’t have distracted him by talking?”




  “I tried,” I reply as the elevator doors slide open in front of us.




  I hesitate for a moment before stepping in, then follow Travis. At least if it breaks down again, I won’t be alone. And I’m certain I won’t be kissing Travis.




  “Do you know him well?” I ask my friend, who remains silent.




  “He works for my publisher. We became friends quickly. He’s the one who helped me with Marie.”




  The elevator descends smoothly, reaching the ground floor without stopping. The silence between Travis and me persists. I can’t shake the feeling that tonight is a setup.




  “I’m going to have to cancel dinner tonight,” I announce as we step out onto the street.




  He stops, grabs my arm, and turns me to face him. So it really was a setup! His expression gives him away—he’s ­genuinely worried about me not showing up.




  “Damn it, I knew it! You’re setting us up, aren’t you?!”




  “Look, he’s super nice, just as quirky as you… well, okay, maybe a little less,” he backtracks immediately. “He’s totally your type, I swear. And besides, you kissed him, so you must find him attractive.”




  “I find you attractive, and we’ve kissed before. That doesn’t mean we’re dating!”




  I pull away from his grip and start walking without waiting for his response.




  “We were seven years old!”




  “And it’ll always be the best kiss of my life!” I shout without looking back.




  A few people glance my way, but I ignore them. I can hear Travis following me, quickly catching up to walk beside me. I glance at him out of the corner of my eye and see him smiling. He knows perfectly well that our childhood kiss was awful. We barely touched lips before he pulled away, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and loudly declared that girls were gross. After that, I grew up assuming he was in the closet. At least it saved us from ever trying again, and that’s how we stayed friends.




  “I’ll come on one condition.”




  I stop abruptly to face him. Travis halts just in time, nearly bumping into me. I know he won’t drop this, and if I don’t go tonight, they’ll just find another opportunity to ambush me. So I might as well have some fun with it.




  “What condition?” my friend asks, suddenly a bit more apprehensive.




  He knows I won’t let him off the hook easily. I’ve been giving him a hard time since we were kids, and I’m not about to stop now.




  “You’ll wear this tonight,” I declare, turning my head to point at the store we’ve stopped in front of.




  Travis follows my gaze and immediately widens his eyes in shock.




  “No way!”




  I step into the store without acknowledging his protest. I hear him following me, so I head straight for the outfit we saw in the window. I know he’ll cave, so I might as well speed things up. I finally find what I’m looking for, grab the right size with a triumphant grin, and turn to Travis.




  “I’m not wearing that,” he insists, shaking his head.




  “Then I’m not coming tonight—or any other night—if I know you’re trying to set me up with this guy.”




  Travis sighs, and I can’t help but flash a victorious smile.




  I know he’s giving in.




  “You’re going to pay for this.”




  He grumbles as he snatches the hanger from my hands and heads to the register without another word.




  “Don’t you want to try it on first?”




  I tease as I join him at the counter, but he doesn’t respond. He just shoots me a murderous look and mouths a silent “fuck off.” I laugh as I step outside to wait for him. The warmth hits me instantly, and I close my eyes for a moment, savoring the sunlight on my face. While most locals complain about the heat, I think it’s perfect compared to Australian summers. Travis emerges from the store, bag in hand, still glaring at me.




  “What did I do to deserve a friend like you?” he finally asks with a sigh, throwing an arm around my shoulders.
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