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1 LEWIS


As we pull onto campus, I stifle a sigh of relief. This trip is killing me—I can feel my neurons shriveling up, and I’m pretty sure I look like death.

I cut the engine. Fucking finally. A mile more and I’d be crawling out of my Dodge on my hands and knees.

“Glad to be of service, ma’am,” I say brightly.

The girl arches an eyebrow. “That was fast.”

Was it?

It makes sense, though. She spent the entire ride giggling at every single goddamn thing her boyfriend said—rubbing her nose against his, melting into his arms. That kind of thing. I must’ve dry-heaved at least three times. I kept things pro, though.

“Thanks for the ride.”

“Any time! You guys are cute together.”

“That’s so sweet of you!” The girl’s eyes are shining. “We’ll be sure to hit you up next time we need a driver.”

“You betcha.”

Man, the shit you gotta do to make a living…

I hop out and scan the scene. The other drivers are hanging out by their cars: Lane and Adam laughing over one of their phones; Donovan grinning as I make my way over to the gang.

“What happened, man? Looking pretty green, there.” He laughs. “Let me guess… Passenger puke on your seats?”

“Nope, but I nearly did. What’s up with all the couples around here recently? Absolute disgrace, dude.” I shake my head. “It’s bad enough I have to put up with your girlfriends…”

“What can I say? You’re the last man standing.” Adam fist-bumps me.

“ ‘I’m a survivor, I’m not gon’ give up!’ ” I sing, absolutely butchering the Destiny’s Child song.

Seriously, though—talk about a lone knight. I’m basically an endangered species, what with the whole Lois Lane thing, and then the Wolinski power couple situation… Sycamore Heights is cursed.

I would’ve bet money on Donovan staying the same old fangirl magnet he’s always been, but then he went and fell in love with Wolinski 2.0—a romance binge-reader with a mean streak. Adam left me hanging, too. He’s hooking up with Don’s little sister and didn’t even get his ass kicked for it. Adam is Adam, though, I reason. Everyone loves him, and I don’t really want my best friends falling out—especially not over a girl. Their girlfriends are cool and all, but I don’t get why they need to rush into relationships so fast—to me, it just feels like a whole lot of crap to deal with. Too much explaining, too much effort.

Relationships take up valuable headspace, and considering I hardly get a second to myself these days, I can’t imagine adding a girl into the mix. The idea is enough to give me a nosebleed. There’s the Campus Drivers, the finals, and the NBA Draft just around the corner, which means girlfriend stuff’s definitively off the table. My approach is to just stay focused on my goals and go for an easy hookup when I need one.

I run through the head count and frown.

“Hey, where are the girls?”

“Amelia went back to DC,” says Adam.

Lane pipes up. “Lois and Carrie are on their way.”

I lean against Don’s hood and peer at the thing he’s turning around in his hand.

“What the hell is that?”

He holds it up for us to see. “A sleep shirt for Carrie!”

“Wow. A sleep shirt, huh?” I drawl.

“Check out the back, though.”

Don flips it around to show us the letters on the other side—WOLINSKI—and pumps his fist in the air. “Boom, baby!”

Donny has officially left the building. RIP, man.

“This has gotta be enough to snag me the trophy.”

“The trophy?” Lane frowns. “The hell you talking about? Don’t tell me this has something to do with your bullshit thing with Carrie. Like, ‘who’s the better partner?’ ”

Don nods. “It does. I made a winner’s trophy thing, and I’ve won it twice now. I’m dominating this.”

I roll my eyes. “Absolute disgrace, dude. Why don’t you just focus on your game? This is such a time suck.”

“You’re a time suck, Lewis Conley. I am focused on my game, and anyway… Every second with Wolinski 2.0 feels amazing. Just wait till you’re all grown up. Then maybe you’ll get it.”

“When that day comes, I’m getting front-row tickets.” Adam snorts.

“Shut up, traitor! Never going to happen.” I spot Lois and Carrie wandering over to join us, and I wave. “Hey, Loiiis!”

She curls her lip at me, but I know that, deep down, she loves it.

“How’s it going, honeys?” I croon.

Lois just about cracks a smile before she lunges for Lane, and Carrie gives me something vaguely like a half wave. I grab her wrist.

“What even was that? Come say hi properly!”

I fold her into my arms, pressing her to my chest and mussing up her bun. Don’s right—the girl has amazing hair.

“Don!” she squeals. “Help a girl out!”

He laughs but doesn’t budge, and I decide to let her go before she knees me in the balls.

Carrie smooths down her hair, scowling. “How come Lois doesn’t get trolled like that?”

Lois looks panicked. “Hey, you leave me out of it!”

I shrug. “Me and Lois are already Super Buddies. Me and you, though, it’s early days in what looks set to be the start of a beautiful friendship. The game plan is to slowly wear you down with compliments and hugs.”

“What did I do to deserve this?”

Don beckons her over. “Girlfriend needed in aisle four.”

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” She rummages in her bag, shooting him a grin. “I’ve got the trophy!” she singsongs, holding it up in the air. “So, I think the phrase you’re looking for is—‘best girlfriend ever needed in aisle four.’ ”

“That trophy’s coming home where it belongs.” Don smiles smugly. “I’ve got something for you.”

“Wait a minute…” I narrow my eyes. “Is that… a milk carton? With eyes and a mouth and everything? And a dumbass cape?”

“Yeah.” Don holds it closer. “I even added a ‘W.’ See?”

“Oh hell no!” Lois shakes her head. “We’re Lois Lane. Capes are our thing.”

“Just give me my goddamn gift!” Carrie calls out.

Donovan winks at her, slowly bringing his hands around from behind him.

“It’s a sleep shirt!” He beams. “A Wolinski special.”

My gaze flits between them. Shit. These guys just hit rock bottom.

Don smirks. “Ready to admit defeat?”

Lois elbows her friend. “Not a fair trade. The trophy for a T-shirt? Seriously?”

“I do love sleep shirts, though,” Carrie muses.

“And there’s more.” Don turns back to his car and leans into the passenger seat.

“Oh my God! Matching socks?” Carrie’s hands go flying to her cheeks. “Okay, you win!”

This is out of fucking control.

I duck as the milk carton goes flying from Carrie to Donovan, its cape streaming in the air.

Milk’s a pretty good image for how I see relationships—something that quickly sours.

“I’m outta here,” I say. “You guys are officially insane. I have no idea whether this is normal or what, but… I’m getting way too much information right now.” I gesture back and forth between them. “This love thing? It’s sick. Absolute disgrace, dudes.”

I stride over to the bench across the path, desperate to put a little space between us, ignoring Lane’s gaze as he pulls Lois into him.

“You keep on trucking, Lewis,” he says, wrapping his arms around her waist. “But I’m telling you—one day, you’re gonna fall hard on your ass for some girl.”

Lois gazes up at him, misty-eyed. “My boyfriend, the poet.”

He plants a butterfly kiss on her nose and looks back at me again.

Urgh. Just leave me alone!

“And when that day comes, we’ll be there with you. Watching. Waiting.”

“Kinda like right now, huh?” I mutter.

Lane winks. “Kinda. But way worse.”

“Way worse!” the group chimes as one.

“I call bullshit.” I sigh. “And anyway, we’ll have graduated by then. So you can stop creaming your pants over me. If everything goes according to plan, you’ll find me on some beach somewhere, with a babe on each arm, kicking back between Heat games because I’ll be the Miami captain.”

“And that’s not sick at all.” Carrie rolls her eyes.

Lane wiggles his eyebrows. “Speaking of graduating… You talk to Firebird yet?”

Here we go again.

“Why are you so obsessed, dude?”

Firebird is our nickname for a girl we’ve seen driving around in… a Firebird. Yeah, we’re creative like that. The guys are thinking they want to hire her as part of next year’s Campus Drivers team—the crew that’ll be taking over from us old dogs.

This is our senior year, and I know it’s time to let go and share the love, but I’m finding it triggering. I’m not ready to go headhunting. Not just yet. These past few years have been the best years of my life, and it feels like I’m abandoning a tiny little baby to a cohort of new parents. They’ll never love the app the way we do. How could they? We started it from scratch.

I turn my attention back to Lane. “Did I talk to Firebird yet? Negative.”

“Oh, man…” He shakes his head. “You get we have, like, only a semester to find and train up the new guys, right?”

“You talk to her, then.”

“I’m training Lois’s brother. He’s planning on coming up to Sycamore Heights every vacation.”

“Every vacation? Plenty of time to focus on Firebird,” I fire back.

“We agreed we would each mentor a newbie.”

“Correction—you guys agreed. I don’t remember signing up to do a damn thing, and I have way too much going on, anyway.”

“Bullshit, Conley!” Don laughs, launching a second pebble at my head. “We get it, you’re busy—so what? I’m super busy, too. But this is important. If we figure this shit out, we could carry on making money from the app, passive income–style. This is your chance to actually shape the future. I know it’s not easy, but the more you drag your feet, the bigger the risk of this whole thing getting fucked up.”

Fuck my life. The guy has a point.

Nobody’s easing up on this one, and I know I’ve been backed into a corner. But…

“A girl, though? For real? I’ve got a bad feeling about this.” I frown. “This isn’t, like, exactly a woman-friendly gig. Imagine she picks up some total asshat. It’s too risky. What happens at closing time, when she has to go pick up some drunk guy and he tries to make a move?”

“I hate myself for saying this, but he’s right,” Lois murmurs.

Carrie pretends to be shell-shocked. “Did Lewis just make a totally valid and reasonable point?”

“We could make it so she only ever picks up girls. Like a female-only night service,” Adam counters.

Lane claps his hands. “Problem solved! Now get your ass over there and go say hi. There she is now.”

“Where?” Lois and Carrie ask together.

I follow his gaze. The ride rolling past us now is unreal, and I have to admit, that car is one hell of a flex. From where I’m standing, the owner keeps it in pristine shape, too—red paint gleaming in the sunshine, engine a soft, powerful purr.

I hate my friends.

Lane waves at her before turning back to me. “Come on, buddy. Take a deep breath in, and go impress the girl.”

I flip him the finger, my eyes still locked on the Firebird as the engine falls quiet. It takes a solid two minutes before its owner slips out of the driver’s seat.

“Nice ass.” I nod approvingly.

Lois eyeballs me. “Glad to see you haven’t changed, Lewis.”

“How does she even drive in heels that high?” Carrie stands on her tiptoes, trying it out for size.

I tilt my head. “A seriously nice ass.”

“No screwing the recruits, Lewis.”

“Oh, come on, Donny. Think of it as return on investment.”

“When it comes to business, no fucking around.” Don frowns. “On second thought, maybe we should assign her to Adam.”

“Too late. For some reason, I’m suddenly feeling a hell of a lot more excited.”

That’s a lie—but it pisses him off, so it’s worth it.

I jump to my feet, pretending to adjust a nonexistent tie, and salute the gang before striding off across the parking lot. This is no big deal. All I have to do is go over and say hey, then offer her the job, making sure I focus exclusively on the downsides. Throw in one or two seedy jokes, and the job’s as good as done. I’ve got this.







2 AMY


I’m a mess, I’m a loser, I’m a hater, I’m a user…”

I flick the stereo down as I cruise onto campus. I always have the music blasting when I drive, not because I’m trying to act all rebel or anything, and not because I have hearing problems, either. The truth is that heavy bass soothes me. That might seem counterintuitive, but that’s just the way it is.

Campus is crawling with people at this time of day, and I’m aiming for low-key. I’ve been a student at SHU for three months now, and things are going pretty well. No fights, no problems, no nothing. The dean was crystal clear when he green-lighted my transfer—my grades are solid, but considering my baggage, the smallest slipup and it’s game over for me. Getting kicked out of college would literally mean my life is over. Or kind of literally, anyway. He’s got his eye on me, and my sister does, too—though I notice she’s missed her morning check-in.

My phone blares out, and I pull over, suppressing a sigh.

Guess I spoke too soon.

“Hey.”

“Amy, it’s Raven.”

No shit. She realizes I have her number saved, right?

“Oh my God! Raven?” I gasp. “For real?”

“Yup!”

“Raven, as in my-older-sister Raven? That Raven?”

“The one and only!”

She doesn’t seem to get sarcasm today. Pregnancy-brain vibes.

“I didn’t hear you leave this morning.”

“Well, you were snoring like a wild pig,” I protest. “You’d have slept through a nuclear explosion.”

“Hey, apparently you snore louder when you’re pregnant. It’s a thing.”

“It’s an amazing excuse, you mean. Like, ‘Oh, sorry, I forgot to buy milk—I’m pregnant.’ Or ‘Oh, sorry, I left my crappy-ass underwear on your pillow—I’m pregnant.’ ”

I can practically hear her rolling her eyes.

Raven clears her throat. “Where are you right now?”

“Just pulling onto campus. Can’t you tell from the tracker I’m guessing you put on my car?” I tut. “You know you don’t have to stalk me every morning, right?”

“I’m just checking in with my baby sister, that’s all.”

“We live together, Raven. We see each other every day.”

“You didn’t come home for dinner last night.”

I sigh. “That’s because I was working late on a Cadillac with RJ. You know, just downstairs. You literally could’ve stuck your head out the window and said hi.”

RJ is the most amazing mechanic with the most perfect garage—the kind of place I’d love to have in a few years. He owns the apartment we rent right above his shop, and I spend most of my free time working on cars with him. Just one of my little… hobbies.

“Did you call Joey to make sure he got to school, too?”

“I don’t need to. He’s six years old; Charlotte dropped him off.”

“And I’m twenty years old, so you can stop wiping my ass for me now.”

“Nuh-uh. I plan on calling you until the end of our days.”

Frustration flickers at my edges. “You have a kid; you’ve got a second on the way. Don’t you have shit to be getting on with?”

“Can you pick up some barbecue sauce on your way home?” she asks, neatly sidestepping the point. She’s good at that.

“What happened to the three bottles I brought home last week?”

“There’s one left, but better safe than sorry, right?” She pauses. “Remember what happened last time I ran out?”

Hell yes, I remember… Raven was clawing at my door like a wildcat. Somehow it ended in screaming and threats.

I sigh. “When’s your due date, again?”

“Have a great day! Work hard and be nice to your teachers.”

She hangs up before I can tell her she’s impossible.

Why is she so annoying?

Truth is, I know why. If I hadn’t fucked up so badly in New York, we wouldn’t have had to move here to begin with. SHU was the only college that agreed to even look at my application.

That’s not the only reason we moved, I remind myself, but I feel guilty all the same. Still—life is better here. Life is better away from Brooklyn.

I hit the road again, and turning into the parking lot, it doesn’t take long for me to notice three sweet rides—a Camaro, a Road Runner, and a Chevrolet Bel Air. Nice. I scan the lineup, searching for a glimpse of the Dodge, but it’s nowhere to be seen. Were you hoping to see the Dodge, or the Dodge’s insanely hot driver?

I can feel all eyes on my Firebird as I cruise by. Did one of them just wave at me? What was his name again? I rack my brain. Lane, I think. It’s the first time any of them has even acknowledged me—and socially awkward me just ignores him.

I noticed them as soon as I arrived, way back in September, before I even knew their deal. The Campus Drivers. I’ve had my eye on them for a while now, and if I’m being totally honest, I’d say there’s one of the four who unfortunately interests me a little more than the rest. Too bad he’s not here today.

When I drive past them, my stomach does a somersault. There, on the bench… It’s him. Lewis Conley. No problems remembering his name, huh? Every time I see him, I get this weird anxious rush of energy. His eyes slide to my car, and my heart skips a beat.

Focus on driving. Focus on not hitting a pedestrian.

I pull into the nearest spot and kill the engine, steadying my breath as best I can. I can tell he’s still looking at me, and I hate the unfamiliar, unsettled way it makes my body react. I’m not exactly lacking options when it comes to men, but that guy makes my thoughts short-circuit every time he enters my field of vision. And that’s a first.

I stare at myself in the rearview mirror, trying to hype myself up.

Stop being such a goddamn mess. You’re Amy Hitman, badass extraordinaire—act like it.

I roll my eyes at my reflection before pushing back my seat, kicking off my sneakers, and slipping on my heeled booties. I slide out of the car, keeping my back to the Campus Drivers and doing my best to ignore them. They like classic cars—it’s no surprise they’re drooling over my Firebird, I remind myself.

I bend down and scoop up my bag, slamming the door shut and shooting them a quick glance before I head off to class.

What the…?

Lewis Conley.

Lewis Conley is making a beeline for me, his arms swinging as he strides.

I’m urging my legs on, but my brain is in total meltdown. I nearly twist my ankle in my scramble to get away, and I’m still teetering forward when I sense him moving in behind me.

“Hey!”

It’s a good thing I’ve got my back to him—just that one syllable is enough to give me goose bumps. What the hell is wrong with me? I’m considering just ignoring him, but it’s like my body is freestyling. Slowly, I turn, and my walls slam up. I take a moment to size him up—the guy’s huge, but with these heels I’m wearing, I’m almost eye level with him. He’s cut his hair since I last saw him at Thanksgiving, I notice. It’s shorter now. He looks… Oh my God, enough already!

I exhale sharply. He’s waiting for me to say hey back, I know, but I’m literally speechless.

“Lewis Conley.”

Come on, Amy. Think of something snappy. Or scratch that—maybe just introduce yourself. You know, like a normal person.

He tilts his head. “And you’re…?”

“From Brooklyn,” I say, my voice catching in my throat.

Fuck.

“Okay…” He cocks an eyebrow, and I cringe inwardly. “Your Firebird is unreal. Adam says it’s a 1968?”

“Who’s Adam? The Road Runner guy?”

“Nope. The Bel Air. You’ve been scoping out our rides, huh?” He nods approvingly. “You’ve got good taste.”

“Actually, it’s a 1969.”

“It’s fire.”

He sweeps a finger over the hood, and I flinch. I’ll have to deal with those smears later. Lucky for him, he whips his hand away before I try to break it.

“You heard of the Campus Drivers?”

“Rings a bell.”

“I don’t think I’ve seen you on our client list.”

I snort. “I don’t need a driver.”

He laughs, and I don’t get it—it’s already December. Why is he only just introducing himself?

“I need to get to class.” I look at him. “Was there something you wanted?”

Like maybe dinner and drinks?

His brown eyes flick between me and my car, and maybe it’s my imagination, but I get the sense he’s undecided about something.

“My friends think you’d make a great Campus Driver.”

I’m sorry—what?

“We’re all seniors,” he continues. “We’re putting together a team to take over next September. You a freshman?”

“I’m a sophomore, actually.”

“Really?” He frowns. “But you’re new at SHU, right? Where were you last year?”

“You want me to drive for you guys?” I say, ignoring him.

“Not big on answering questions, huh?”

He doesn’t sound offended. Just curious.

I eyeball him. This is the first time we’ve ever been this close, so yeah—I’m checking him out. Sue me. I’ve been wondering what exactly it is about him that gets under my skin, and now that I’ve got a close-up view, I’m still not too sure.

“Let’s just say we’re at the scouting stage right now,” he says smoothly. “So, I’m not saying this is a sure thing, or anything. We’ve set the bar pretty high, you know? There’ll be tests, plus hard-core training.”

I let out a bark of laughter. “Training? You guys genuinely think you need to teach me to drive?”

I’d be willing to learn a bunch of new things with this guy, but changing gears isn’t one of them.

“Nothing to do with learning to drive.” He shakes his head. “Everything to do with learning how to adapt to clients. Embracing the right attitude, customer service. This isn’t a hobby, you know? This is a business.” He shoots me a hard stare. “We have a brand name to live up to.”

He’s talking, but I’m hardly listening. The cogs in my brain are whirring. I need money—facts. And spending the whole day cruising around in my Firebird sounds like a dream come true. Plus, this work would actually be legal, which makes a nice change.

Fuck. This is one side gig Raven can get behind.

“I’m looking for the right trainee,” he continues.

Wait, what?

I swallow hard, raking my fingers through my bangs. The idea of spending time with him makes me feel… a whole bunch of confusing things.

“There are some downsides, though,” he says, his voice sharper now.

“Meaning?”

“You won’t have a life. And the inside of your car is gonna end up looking like a junkyard—think puke on the back seat. Puke with chunky bits,” he adds.

What’s his deal?

“As Campus Drivers, our clients are stressed-out, horny students with minimal bladder control…”

He carries on running me through an endless list of negatives.

If he’s trying to sell this gig, he’s doing the worst job ever.

To make matters worse, he’s fingering my paintwork again. No matter how hot he may be, that’s a step too far.

“Don’t touch my car.”

He ignores the warning, and I can feel my irritation rising.

“The dean makes us do pee tests—so no drugs, obviously,” he continues, and I listen to him rant on about just how shit this side hustle is.

“Also, there’s a high chance of getting groped by total perverts, if that’s your thing. Just one of the perks of the job, you know?”

“You done?” I interrupt, shifting my bag on my shoulder.

“We take turns doing the graveyard shift—picking students up from the clubs, mostly shit-faced guys, you get the idea. I don’t want to freak you out or anything, but I have to level with you.”

I smile to myself. He has no idea. I’m Amy Hitman, and he’s never met a right hook quite like mine. I don’t plan on telling him that, though—don’t want to freak him out or anything.

“I’m good,” I reply coolly.

“So, that’s a no—right? Makes sense.” He shoots me a smile. “It’s a lot of responsibility, so I get it. You—”

“Stop touching my car.”

Finally, he seems to get that he’s pissing me off—but he’s not showing any signs of slowing down.

“Sorry. That glossy red paint, though… It’s turning me on.”

“Are you trolling me?”

He laughs. “Do you feel trolled?”

Okay, the guy is actively trying to piss me off.

Part of me really likes that cute little lopsided smile he’s got going on, but there’s another part of me—a stronger, louder part—that’s cold as ice. I step toward him and grab his wrist, twisting his arm behind his back, shoving my palm against his cheek to slam him down against the hood. Hey—he did say he liked that paint. Moving behind him, I lean over. He smells good, and I like how close we are right now, but I need to focus on what really matters.

“Yes, I feel trolled,” I whisper.

I let the words hover in the space between us. And then slowly, I push back and release him.

People are staring.

Shit, maybe I overreacted.

“Don’t make waves, Hitman”—wasn’t that the plan?

“You didn’t tell me you had ninja moves,” he gasps.

“Just a quick demo to put your mind at rest. You don’t need to worry about wasted students. I’ve got this.”

“I’m starting to get that.”

He slaps his hands together and glances over at his friends. I follow his gaze. They’re all doubled over laughing. The two girls even flash me a thumbs-up.

I guess I did always have a talent for making an entrance.

I suddenly feel exposed. I need to get out of here… Get some space, clear my head.

“You’re—”

“I’m late.” I shrug. “See you around.”

I whip around, my heels clicking as I stride, and it’s only when I’m halfway across the parking lot that it dawns on me—I didn’t even accept his offer.

The truth is, I don’t need to weigh this one up. I’m in—even though I’ve got the feeling he’d prefer me to say no.







3 LEWIS


I keep my eyes on her back until she disappears out of sight. My instinct was right. She definitely has an amazing ass. In any other situation, I would’ve offered to take her out sometime. But…

That whole conversation was weird as hell.

I did a pretty good job, though. Or, at least, I think I did. I shared the most fucked-up stories I could think of, and I pushed her buttons by smearing my fingers all over her Pontiac. There’s no way she’s saying yes now. No way! Especially not after that whole scene when she bent me over her car. I glance over at the Firebird, scanning for traces of my cheek against the bodywork. Damn. The girl has an iron grip; I’ll give her that. It’d almost be a turn-on, if I weren’t trying so damn hard to shake her off.

I slope back over to the gang, rubbing my shoulder as I go.

“Did she just whip your ass?” Carrie grins.

“I need a friend like that.” Lois nods. “She’s our very own superhero.”

“She nearly broke my arm,” I mutter.

Carrie cackles. “She nearly broke your spine, you mean.”

I glare at them. “Thanks for the backup, guys.”

“Hey, you must’ve said something pretty messed-up to trigger her like that.”

“Yeah, Adam’s right—what exactly did you say to her?”

“Relax, Carrie.” I hold up a hand. “I was just telling her what life’s really like as a Campus Driver, that’s all.”

“I saw you touch her car,” Lane interrupts, shooting me a disapproving look. “Not cool, man. That’s like touching a random guy’s dick.”

“I touched a random guy’s dick,” Lois says, wiggling her eyebrows. She catches Lane’s eye. “What! You were basically random.”

“They said ‘dick,’ ” Don whispers to Carrie.

I sigh. “You guys are exhausting.”

“So, anyway—is she in?” Adam asks.

“Sorry, dude, I couldn’t make out her reply, what with my head slammed up against a car, and all.”

I rifle back through my memory. She didn’t say a word, I realize. I’m pretty sure if she’d been interested, she would’ve made it clear.

“What’s her name?”

“No idea.”

Don rolls his eyes. “In other words, you went on a mission and came back totally empty-handed?”

“Listen…”

“No, you listen. You need to start taking this shit seriously, Lewis. Dragging your feet isn’t going to make this go away—you get that, right?”

I start fake crying. “Don’t yell at me!” I pause to think. “I’ll do better next time, I swear. I’ll work on my spiel.”

At some point. Maybe. In a year or two.

I take a few steps back. “I need to get going. Practicals in twenty. See you back at base after practice? We can talk more then.”

“Sure.” My roomie smiles. “I’ll tell you about the two guys I’ve got my eye on. You free tonight, Lane?”

“Yup.” Lane glances at his girlfriend. “How ’bout you?”

“I’ll bring smoothies!” Lois nods.

I glance over at Carrie. “What’re you bringing to the party?”

“It’s a real shame, but I’m going to book club.”

“Come by later, then. You can read us one of your porny bedtime stories.” I wink.

“Sure.” She shrugs. “I’m reading one about a succubus who kills men in their sleep. I think you’ll really relate.”

I pull a face. “You’re really selling the girlfriend thing.”



I HEAD INTO MY MODELING workshop and spend a couple of hours working on the mock-up for my tree house cabin. This is one of my favorite classes, where we roll up our sleeves and hone the hard skills we’ll be needing as architects and designers.

I’m planning on starting up my own cabin business, just like Dad. I mean, the goal is to get drafted into the NBA first, but I need to think ahead and cover my bases—figure out what I’ll do after that. Basketball players don’t stay pro forever—you need to know when it’s time to check out, plus you never know when injury can strike… and I’m the kind of guy who has a plan B, a plan C, and possibly even a plan D.

“Nice work, Conley. Maybe take another look at that angle.”

The teacher gives me a quick pat on the shoulder before wandering off.

At the start, she just kind of assumed I was a jock, but she quickly realized she’d misjudged me. No hard feelings—I’m used to it. People don’t usually expect me to be as focused as I actually am. When I set my heart on something, I really go for it.

Site planning class and lunch fly by, and by the time I head to my car, I’m swiping right on my next ride. The guy is already waiting for me in the parking lot. I double-check his profile pic in the app. Yup—definitely him. I unlock the doors and usher him to the back seat before firing up the engine.

“How’s life, Amir?”

“Good. You?”

“With a car like this, life feels pretty sweet!”

“Hell yes!” He nods eagerly. “I’ve got a Dodge, too. Not a Challenger, though. A 1972 Charger. A real fireball.”

“For real?”

“Yup. Midnight blue. Sick ride.”

“You keep it on campus?”

“No, I left it back home. I’m planning on driving it back up after Christmas. I miss driving.”

I glance at my passenger in the rearview mirror. Neat and tidy. Smiley, yet non-creepy. The most amazing idea just came careening round the bend, leaving Firebird in the dust. I smile to myself. The guys want a heavy hitter? I’ve got just the dude.

“You a freshman?”

He nods.

“The Campus Drivers are hiring, you know. You’d be starting in September. Interested?”

His eyes widen. “Wow. I mean, that’s insane. I’d be down, but I’d need to get my class schedule first…”

Organized, too. He’s perfect.

“For sure. It’s all about that work-life balance.” I nod. “How about this—I drop you where you need to be, and on the way, I’ll tell you a little about how we roll. You can tell me about yourself and then just go and think things through.” I smile at him encouragingly. “Then, once you’ve got your car back in January, we can talk business.”

“Sounds great!”

I spend a solid fifteen minutes chatting to Amir, and he feels like the right fit. He’d make an amazing driver. Plus, the guy drives a Dodge. We’re basically made for each other. He speaks three languages and doesn’t drink. Daddy Don is going to fall hard for him. Don’t get me wrong, Firebird is cool and everything. But if there’s one thing I hate, it’s being told what to do.

Once I’ve walked my new trainee through the details and dropped him off, I head to the gym. I’d been planning on squeezing in another couple of rides but decide against it—I definitely can’t roll up late for practice.



MY FAVORITE TEAMMATE CORNERS ME in the locker room, frowning as he peels off his T-shirt. “What’s with the good mood?”

“It’s a surprise,” I singsong. “I’ll tell you tonight.”

Don shoots me a suspicious look, but he knows better than to push it—he knows I won’t crack. I get changed and trot over to the court, where our assistant coach is waiting for us, whistle clenched between his teeth.

“Just a month to go until Dad’s back out on the streets.” Don sighs.

His dad would normally be here coaching us, but ever since his heart attack in June, he’s been on bed rest—or bed arrest, more like.

I grab a ball and toss it to my roomie.

“I can’t wait. There’s no one like Coach Wolinski. I mean, Williams is great, but he’s got zero sense of humor. Absolute disgrace, dude.”

“I heard that, Conley!” the coach yells over.

“Just joshing, Coach!” I laugh, before dropping my voice. “Like I said… Zero sense of humor.”

“We’re playing Iowa on Sunday,” Coach Williams growls. “Shit is about to get very real for you guys.”

“And he’s got a potty mouth—”

“Ten laps around the court, Conley.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “Oh, come on!”

“Make that twenty,” he snaps.

“I’m—”

“Thirty.”

I start to run. Williams was a prison warden in a past life, I’m sure of it. I can feel his eyes burning into my back, and when I try to slope back to the team after my twenty-first lap, he’s straight on my case.

A million drills later, and Don and I head back home to collapse onto the couch. Lois is already elbow-deep in blender blitzing.

The girl needs help.

“Make it stop, Lane!” I call over. “I literally can’t hear myself think!”

“I didn’t realize that was something you did,” Lois screeches over the grinding.

Don nudges me. “So, what was that surprise you mentioned?”

“You’re not gonna believe it…”

“What’s going on?” Adam asks, easing into the space beside me.

I grin, savoring every second of the cliff-hanger. “You guys sitting comfortably?”

Don raises an eyebrow. “Looks that way.”

Lois appears in front of us, balancing a tray of smoothies in her hands.

“That looks amazing,” Lane says unconvincingly.

I roll my eyes. “Are you guys ready for this, or are we gonna spend the night talking fruit?”

“You’re unstable, dude,” Lois mutters, sucking on her straw.

“I’ve found my trainee,” I start.

Don splutters on his smoothie. I shoot Lois a meaningful look.

“You’ve found a trainee?” he repeats.

“Yessir.”

Lane cocks an eyebrow. “I didn’t even know he was looking for one. I thought it was gonna be Firebird.”

“Did she say no?” Adam asks.

I shrug. “No idea. The point is, I found the perfect student for us. His name’s Amir, and get this—he drives a Dodge, too!”

This would be the perfect time for confetti, but we’re all out of toilet paper.

“I’m gonna check back in with him in January. Isn’t that great?” I beam.

I was expecting a round of applause and a group hug at the very least, but the silence is deafening.

“This is the part where you guys clap,” I prompt.

Lane frowns. “What about the girl, though?”

“Adam can take her.”

Adam shakes his head. “Adam already has a trainee.”

“And you need to finish what you started,” Don says.

“I didn’t start shit.”

“You spoke to her.”

“Because you forced me to. Shit, guys. I tell you I’ve found an amazing driver, and your response is to just carry on breaking my balls over some girl?” I suck my teeth. “She’s not interested, anyway. I’d bet money on it.”

“How’d you figure that, with your face smooshed into her car?”

“Dude! She got me in an armlock,” I protest. “A fucking armlock. Does that scream ‘I’d love to work with you’ to you?”

“At least get a straight-up no out of her first. You can’t just bait and switch like that. It’s bad for optics, Lewis.”

“She got me in an armlock,” I repeat, slower this time. “How’d you like those for optics?”

“Well, at least we know we don’t have to worry about her safety. No dude is going to fuck with her, that’s for sure.”

“She’s a badass.” Lois nods eagerly. “I’m team Firebird. Plus, her shoes are giving.”

“That’s a great point, Lois.” I flash her a thumbs-up. “You’re so right, shoes are what matter here. Anyway, whatever—I already spoke to Amir, and there’s no way I’m taking on two of them.”

Adam pauses. “Maybe one extra driver isn’t such a bad idea, come to think of it. We’re always booked up—a fifth Campus Driver would let us meet growing demand, at least.”

“Hey, aren’t you supposed to be on my side?” I frown. “We were basically breastfed together. By your mom,” I add with a smile.

“Eww!” Lois crinkles her nose and drifts back to the kitchen.

“Adam’s right, and anyway—we’ll be putting the trainees through their paces all the way through to June. Some of them will drop off, so we might as well take on a few extra. I’m totally sold on having a girl on the team—it’ll be amazing for business,” Lane says.

“I’m not taking on two of them, Lane. I’m just not.”

He shrugs. “You said Firebird didn’t seem too excited, right? So, what are you worried about? You said she’ll probably say no.”

I gulp down my smoothie. These guys are running circles around me, and they know it.

“I’ve got a whole training plan mapped out,” Donovan pipes up. “We can train the newbies on the job, so it doesn’t mess with our schedules. We just need to make sure our rides match up with their classes.”

“Jeff’ll only be in town during vacations, so I can cover for you guys the rest of the time.”

“Amazing, Laney.” Donovan turns to me. “So? What do you say, Lewis?”

“Mmmyeah.”

Don raises a brow. “Meaning?”

Adam beams. “He’s saying he loves it. We’ve been friends for twenty years—I’m fluent in Lewis mumbling.”

“Yeahscrewyou.”

“I heard that!” Don calls out.

Then he proceeds to talk us through the two students he’s got his eye on, while I sit there, quietly stewing. Nobody’s backing me up, so I might as well get on board with it. I don’t have a choice. There’s a month to go until I hook up with Amir again, which definitely gives me enough time to see what Firebird’s got going on. In theory, it’s up to her to come sniff me out, since she ditched me without saying yes or no. My personal plan is to play dead.

“I’m taking my car into the shop tomorrow morning. Can one of you drive me back?” Don asks.

I jerk my head up. “What’s wrong with it?”

“Nothing. It’s just that RJ got my new leather seats in; he’s working on it this weekend. Since we’ve got the game on Sunday, I’ll need it ready to go the next day.”

“You think he can get it done by Monday?”

“Yeah. He’s got help, apparently.”

“Sounds good.” I nod. “I’ll come with you. My Dodge doesn’t sound great—could be the release bearing. Maybe he’ll let me use his lift to take a look.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

I eye him. He better not use our drive together as an excuse to break my balls over the Firebird situation.



RJ’S GARAGE IS THE BEST. It’s huddled on the edge of town, and the guy himself is a total gem—he knows his classic cars inside out, but he’s pretty handy with all the latest bells and whistles, too. He’s always there when we need him, and he lets us dip in and out of his gear. He’s definitely the only guy we trust to handle our cars.

Stepping inside the shop, I let out a whistle. “Check out the Cadillac, Don.”

“RJ? You there?”

A voice echoes through the sprawling space. “Coming!”

RJ steps out of his office on the metal walkway spanning the shop’s entire top floor, the iron trembling under his weight.

“How’s it going, kids?” he calls out as he trips his way down the stairs.

He’s in his forties but looks at least a decade older.

“You put the Road Runner round the back?”

“Yup!” Don tosses him the key.

“How’re Lane and Adam?”

“Doing great. They say hi, by the way.”

RJ nods. “Tell Lane to give me a call sometime. I’ve thought of something for his Camaro.”

My gaze drifts over to the car lift. “Can I check something on the Dodge while we’re here?”

“Make yourself at home, Lewis.” RJ gestures at Don. “Let’s go see your leather.”

I head back out to pick up my car, and once I’ve lined it up on the machine, I jack it up a few inches before lowering myself onto the creeper and disappearing underneath it.

I’m still lying on the ground, working away on the Dodge, when I hear the garage door slide open and footsteps stomping across the floor.

“Yo, RJ? Next time you send me to go collect money from some three-hundred-pound dude, maybe give me a heads-up?”

I turn just in time to see a pair of sneakers flash by. Sounds like a girl. And it sounds like she’s pissed.

The stairs squeak overhead as RJ picks his way down to the shop floor.

“Yeah, I bet you were real scared,” he drawls. “Don! Get your ass over here. I want to introduce you to somebody.”

“What’s that Dodge thing doing here?” Her voice suddenly sounds different.

I bristle. Dodge thing? Girl, please…

I shove myself to the side and roll out from under the car. Well, well, well… If it isn’t—

“Firebird!” Donovan yelps.

She flinches at the nickname, and I watch as her eyes slide over to me. She blinks hard, as if she can’t quite believe it. That makes two of us.

Don holds out a hand for me to grab, and I jump to my feet, wiping my fingers down on a rag. What were the chances I’d run into her again so soon? And what the hell is she doing here, anyway?

RJ’s eyebrows shoot up. “You guys know each other?”

“No, but I do know her car,” my friend explains. “1969 Pontiac Firebird.”

RJ laughs. “I should’ve guessed. Come on, Amy—remember your manners. Say hi to the nice man. We’re working on Donovan’s car this weekend.”

“Hi,” she says dully.

“Remember the assistant I told you about?” RJ pats her shoulder. “Amy here helps me out from time to time. You can trust her, I promise.”

She’s a mechanic?

She’s wearing a red grease suit to match her nails; the sleeves knotted around her waist. It pains me to admit it, but she looks damn good.

RJ heads back to the office to answer the phone, and I can feel Don staring at me, a dumbass smirk plastered over his face. I know exactly what he’s thinking—she’d make the perfect Campus Driver. I should never have agreed to come.







4 AMY


I’m standing there in the middle of the shop, looking back and forth between Lewis and his friend.

RJ sent me off on one of his quests this morning—the kind of quest that involves me getting a guy three times my size to pay up. Mission complete. It’s the kind of bread-and-butter job I can do in my sleep, so why am I standing here now, freaking out? I might not look it, but deep down inside, I’m a mess. Panic stirs in me. I hate this.

“I’m Donovan Wolinski,” the guy says, offering a hand. “Think you’ve already met Lewis…”

My gaze shifts back to the Dodge driver, and this time, my handshake is limper. I can’t help but recoil when I feel his skin pressing into mine.

“She’s got one hell of a handshake, huh?” Donovan smirks, and Lewis frowns in response.

I snatch back my hand.

What the hell is he doing here? This garage is my safe space. My turf. A dude-free zone.

RJ doesn’t count. He’s my landlord, boss, and friend all rolled into one, but he’s also more like a father figure to me, what with him being a friend of my dad’s, and all. When Dad died, he kind of stepped in—especially since I left Brooklyn.

Speak of the devil.

I hear his heavy footsteps thumping down the stairs, and I glance up.

“Raven gave me a call. She just wanted to check up on you,” he adds with a smile.

“For a change,” I mutter under my breath. “I’ll call her back. Let her know that I’m still alive since we last spoke two hours ago.”

Lewis has rattled me, and as I take a step back, my foot collides with a tire, my elbow sending a toolbox clattering to the ground.

“Jeez, Amy. What’s up with you?”

“What’s up with me is that this shop is a total shit show. I mean, look at this place—it’s basically a death trap!”

There’s also the fact that the Campus Driver seems to be messing with my head. It’s insane—the guy must be releasing some kind of jammer hormone, or something.

RJ turns back to the other two. “Ignore the tantrums—you get used to them. She’s just like her dad, only with boobs.”

“Gross, Ronald Junior.” I shoot him a dirty look.

Donovan raises an eyebrow. “ ‘Ronald’?”

“Nope,” he says.

“Ronald Junior,” I repeat.

He glares at me. “You’re fired.”

I shrug. “Your call.”

RJ “fires” me every other day. That’s just how we roll.

I bend down to scoop up the tools, silently grateful for an excuse not to have to make eye contact with Lewis Conley. He’s trying to catch my eye, though—I can sense it. In fact, he’s staring at me like I just told him I’m the Virgin Mary, and I can feel myself freaking out. A wrench slips free from my hand.

“You sure she’s okay to work on our cars?” Lewis asks RJ. “Looks like she’s got trouble with her coordination.”

Just as I’m about to slide the wrench back into the toolbox, I freeze, slowly straightening and turning to look at him.

“Shit. Don’t poke the bear, man.”

Donovan snickers. “Last time he pissed her off, she popped his shoulder.”

I take a step closer, raising the wrench in challenge. Today’s a heel-free day, so I’m shorter than him—but since when has that ever stopped me? Times like this, all my self-control goes flying out the window.

“Want me to show you just how coordinated I can get?”

I jerk my chin at his fly, flashing him a knowing look. He did come looking for someone to get working on his nuts and bolts, after all…

“A nineteen-millimeter?” He laughs. “Yeah, that’s not gonna cut it.”

I know perfectly well that the diameter of his dick has to be more than those nineteen millimeters, but there’s no way I’m letting him win this round.

“I’ve got a feeling it’ll be more than enough.”

“Trust me—it won’t.”

“Trust me—it will.”

He sighs. “Fine. I’ll just have to show you how wrong you are.”

“Ready when you are.”

There’s a fire starting in the pit of my belly, my fingers wrapping tighter around the wrench, but I hold his gaze all the same.

“Okay, kids. Take it easy,” RJ calls over. “Lewis, keep your pants on. Amy, drop the weapon.”

“Aww, man!” Donovan pipes up. “I wanted to see her in action.”

RJ snatches the tool away from me, while I keep my eyes locked on Lewis. I can’t look away. Now that the pressure is dropping, all I can think is just how drawn I am to him. It’s unsettling, to say the least. I don’t even know him, but it’s already the second time he’s wound me up, and no matter how much he pisses me off, my heart is racing hard. It’s like I’ve suddenly got this split personality—the Amy I know by heart, and some other random girl who just popped up out of nowhere. This is out of control.

Donovan clears his throat. “Did you have time to think over Lewis’s offer, Firebird?”

I glance back and forth between them, taking in the two very different expressions plastered over their faces—Donovan’s eager, excited; Lewis’s impossible to read.

“What’re you guys talking about?” RJ asks.

“We need new drivers for next year.”

The mechanic shoots me a quick look, and I know exactly what he’s thinking—the work would be way lower key than my usual side hustles.

“That’s a great idea.” He nods eagerly.

Donovan flashes a thumbs-up. “Agreed. So, what do you think?”

“I already accepted.”

“For real?”

He and Lewis stare at me.

I cross my arms over my chest. “Don’t you remember? I whispered it in your ear. Maybe you were kinda distracted, though.”

“Maybe I was kinda too busy getting assaulted.”

“That wasn’t assault,” I snort. “That was me demonstrating how I can handle myself.”

Donovan slaps his friend’s shoulder. “So, is that a deal? You think you could start onboarding next week, Lewis?”

“She’s my trainee, dude. I’ll decide when we start.”

“Your trainee, huh?” Don cocks an eyebrow.

“Back off, buddy.”

“Okay, okay…” Don holds up his hands. “Sorry, man. You’re the boss.”

I don’t get the looks they keep shooting each other, and I’m even more confused when Lewis’s brown eyes slide over to me. I can’t meet his gaze. Not without a flush creeping over my cheeks, anyway.

Urgh. Make it stop.

“Monday, twelve thirty. The south parking lot,” Lewis rasps.

“Okay.”

“Don’t be late.”

“Okay.”

“And drop the attitude, too.”

I laugh. “How about you drop the”—hotness?—“warm and welcoming vibes,” I finish, smirking at him. “You’re just too nice, you know? Makes a girl feel awkward.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

“Same here,” I snap back.

“Wonderful.”

“Amazing.”

“Have a great day, Firebird.”

“Right back at you, Campus Driver.”

And with that, I drop my gaze and turn on my heel without so much as a glance at the other two, crossing the shop in a few quick strides, taking the steps in threes until I reach the safety of my apartment. I need to punch something. Hard.

“I think this could be the start of something special,” Donovan yells out to Lewis.

“Shut up, man!”

Stepping into the hallway, I swing open the door so fast it bounces against the living room wall.

“You trying to get my water to break early?” my sister shouts from the couch. “Can’t you at least try to slip in quietly? You scared the crap out of me!”

“Maybe you need a good strong shot of barbecue sauce to steady your nerves,” I offer.

I make a beeline for the fridge, ignoring my sister’s hard stare as I cross the open-plan kitchen and grab myself a soda, gulping down its sweetness. This whole Campus Drivers thing—is it really a good idea? In terms of money and rep, it’s solid. But in terms of mental health, I have my doubts.

“Weren’t you supposed to be working with Ronny today?”

“I am. I’m just waiting for his two customers to beat it, and then I’ll head back down.”

“They’re cute.” She smiles at me. “Is that why you’re freaking out?”

“I’m not freaking out!”

“Honey, I’ve literally known you since the day you were born—you’re freaking out.”

I shake my head. “How do you even know they’re cute?”

“I just swung by to see whether you got home okay.”

“You need help, Raven.”

“You left early this morning. Where were you?”

Here we go again… Officer Raven, reporting for duty.

She knows I help RJ out when he needs a hand calling in his debts. And she hates it. I try to keep a low profile so she doesn’t worry more than she already does.

“I went to pick up a part from a supplier.”

“What kind of part?”

“A transmission.”

She eyeballs me. “Right.”

“ ‘Right’? What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing. Just ‘right.’ ”

“Right…”

I drain my soda and toss the bottle in the trash.

“That goes in the recycling.” My sister frowns. “Green for glass—remember? Charlotte and I are trying to teach Joey about the planet. Lead by example, Aunty Amy!”

“Oh my God!” I slap a hand over my forehead. “I forgot all about your latest baby-brain obsession. You know, I never thought I’d say this, but I’m gonna: I actually think this pregnancy is worse than your first one.”

As soon as I say the words, I regret them. I cringe silently, stooping to put the bottle in the right trash can, keeping my back turned to her. Bringing up the time she was pregnant with Joey is triggering for her, and I get it—those were bad times.

“I’m going to my room. Lemme know when the coast’s clear?”

“Those guys really are freaking you out, aren’t they?”

I hear her laugh trailing off as I slope out, shutting my bedroom door behind me and cranking up the music before falling back onto my bed and gazing up at the ceiling.

Am I freaking out? No—it’s worse than a freak-out.

I can’t think of the right word. Whenever I find myself backed into a corner, my strategy is always the same—go heavy or go home. It might not be the best personality trait, but it’s all I’ve got. My mind drifts back to Lewis, to how my body reacts every time I see him, to the week ahead. I’m not freaking out—I’m a ticking time bomb.



12:29 P.M., AND I’M READY. I spot Lewis leaning against his car, flipping a coin in the air, waiting for me. He’s punctual, that’s for sure. And he’s even cuter when he’s focused. Fucking annoying.

“Come on, Amy,” I grumble to myself, clenching my fists.

I’m not going to let some guy ruin my day—even if he is tall, dark, and superhot. I give myself a mental bitch slap. You’re Amy Hitman, remember? Badass extraordinaire…

Apparently, my self-empowerment skills are taking the day off. I spent the entire weekend obsessing over these training sessions, to the point where I’ve completely exhausted myself.

“Just get your shit together, and get it done,” I try again. “Focus on the cash. Focus on showing the dean what a great job you can do.”

Focus on all that quality time you’ll be getting with your hot-ass mentor.

No! Absolutely not. I refuse to act like some lovesick preteen.

And yet, I need to face the facts—here I am, practically drooling over what I can only describe as… a crush.

I shudder.

Taking a deep breath in, I start striding across the parking lot, brushing past two guys who recoil like I’m swinging a shotgun as I go, and I make a mental note to lose the resting bitch face.

Someone calls out to Lewis from the other end of the parking lot. He glances up and waves, before suddenly spotting me. I don’t shoot him a smile. He’s not smiling at me, either. Actually, he’s staring at me so intently my throat tightens.

“Right on time.”

I nod in reply, puffing out my cheeks. I need all the oxygen I can get.

“So, what’s the plan?” I start. No point beating around the bush.

“Today, you’ll be driving. I want to see how you handle yourself.”

I slap a smile on my face. I can’t wait for him to see the magic I work behind the wheel.

“I’m parked over there.”

Before he has time to respond, I’m on the move, and I can hear him running to catch up. As trial runs go, this one isn’t off to the greatest of starts, but I’m doing my best here.

I swing open my car door and freeze. On the other side of the Firebird, Lewis mirrors me. We stand there for a moment, staring each other down, and he’s the first to speak.

“Okay, listen. Before we hit the road, let’s get a few things straight,” he starts. “We got off on the wrong foot.”

“You think?” I shrug. “Actually, I thought that was a big, beautiful moment we shared back on that first day.”

“A big, beautiful car, more like. I got a pretty close view.”

“Next time, you might get even closer.”

He shoots me a dark look.

Okay, maybe that was a little too much, even for me.

“You have a point, though,” I concede. “We did get off on the wrong foot.”

“So, let’s rewind—my name’s Lewis Conley.”

As he stretches out a hand, my muscles tighten. The last time he shook my hand, I almost forgot to breathe. I steady my nerves and grip his fingers in mine.

My body zeroes on that single point of contact.

“And you are…?” he drawls.

“Pleased to meet you.”

He rolls his eyes. “You know that’s not the textbook answer to someone asking your name, right?”

“Right…”

“And that as a Campus Driver, being able to introduce yourself is kinda important?”

“Wait, I’m a Campus Driver?”

“Nope.”

“Meaning I still have time to work on my personality.”

“Something tells me that could take a while.”

I sneak a look at him. “I can be pretty surprising, you know.”

It’s childish, but I need to get the last word in.

“I can be pretty stubborn,” he fires back.

Seems like he does, too.

“I can also be pretty violent.”

“Wrong answer, Firebird. You’re just losing points left, right, and center, aren’t you?”

And with that, he ducks down into the passenger seat, leaving me standing there, grappling for words.

Aaaand breathe, Amy.

I take a minute to collect my thoughts, staring into space, breathing in through my nose. I’ve noticed Lewis since classes started, and now here he is, sitting in my car.

“Ready when you are, Firebird!”

Guess that nickname is sticking around.

And the worst part is, I like it.

I’ve just about got my shit together when some student yells out at my mentor from the sidewalk, a grin spreading across his face. I’m instantly suspicious.

“Hey, Lewis!”

The guy trots over to us, waving at me politely while I stand there speechless, dazzled by the whiteness of his teeth. I must be glaring, because his smile slowly fades as he leans into the passenger seat, a hand resting lightly on my roof. I’m watching him like a hawk. I can’t say why, exactly, but my hackles are rising.

Get your paws off my car, buddy.

“Amir!” Lewis sounds surprised. “What’s up, man?”

“Life’s pretty good! I just wanted to let you know that I’m ready to roll! As soon as I’ve got my Dodge, I’ll be good to go.”

What is he even talking about?

I bend down and glance at Lewis through the window. He’s frowning, like he’s suddenly confused, and when he looks at me, there’s the weirdest expression on his face. I squint at him, and he raises his eyebrows before turning back to the guy.

“Great! Give me a call in January.”

He’s trying to wrap the conversation up, I realize. I was right to be wary.

“Got it. See you around!”

Amir thumps my car—twice—before sloping off. I’m getting a bad vibe from this guy, and I keep my eyes locked on his feet, willing him to trip or sprain his ankle or something.

I slip behind the wheel and turn to Lewis.

“Who’s the dude?”

“My private Taco Bell bitch.”

Right.

Something tells me Amir is a backup driver, but I know better than to push it right now. I have a better idea, anyway—I plan on running my own shadow investigation. If that guy is the competition, then bring it on—I’ve already got some solid ideas as to how to bring him down.

“So, can we do this?”

Lewis sounds impatient, and so I tuck Amir away in a special file at the back of my mind and refocus. My nerves are fizzing again. Here I am, in the car next to Lewis, my muscles suddenly feeling like Jell-O as I revert to the basic bitch I never thought I would ever be.

I grab my flat boots from the back seat and tug them on before buckling my seat belt and gripping the wheel, the leather smooth and comforting beneath my fingers, the thrum of the outside world filling my ears. I flip down the sunshield to check my lipstick.

“Donovan got his baby back this morning, by the way,” Lewis says. “Amazing job. The seats look as good as new.”

“Don’t I know it.”

Oh my God, Amy. Loosen up a little.

I soften. “I spent most of last night working on it so it’d be done in time. RJ’s getting old—he’s not as fast as he used to be.”

“You guys known each other long?”

I nod. That’s all he’s getting from me. I slide the key into the starter, my clammy fingers slipping as I work the lock. Amir and Lewis have done a great job sending me off the rails today.

“Having trouble there?”

“It’s just a little stiff,” I lie, as the engine rumbles into life.

Get a fucking grip, will you?

It’s early December, but I’ve broken into a sweat. I feel so awkward, with him sitting there to my right like that. Nobody rides shotgun with me. Ever. I’ve had too many people giving me too many directions in my life. There’s no way I’m letting it happen in my car, too. This is my world, the place where I call all the shots—end of conversation. But with Lewis sitting there, his face set like stone as he watches me shift into first, it’s like I’ve suddenly almost forgotten how to drive.

“Did you just stall?”

I guess there’s no “almost” about it.
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