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    For Stephanie and Craig.


    Fist bump.










A Note to My CoHorts


So many amazing things have happened over the past two years, and it’s all thanks to each and every one of my readers. I originally released Finding Cinderella online for free as a thank-you to everyone who has made my life what it is today.


Never did I expect the reaction Finding Cinderella received. The feedback was one thing, but the fact that you all rallied together and begged for it in print was something I never expected. Here you all were with a free ebook in your hands. You had already read it, yet you still wanted it in paperback to grace your shelves. That is the highest compliment an author can receive, knowing her words mean that much to her readers.


After months of pleas, I have never been more excited for the release of a book than I am for this one. Because this one isn’t on shelves because of me. It’s on shelves because of you.


I dedicate this book to all of the awesomely insane CoHorts for their endless, unmatched support. I love you all!










My Cinderella Story


Two years ago I was living in a mobile home with my husband and three sons, and working at a job that paid $9 per hour. I was happy with what I had been given, but it was not exactly the life I had envisioned for my family or myself.


Since childhood, I dreamed of being a writer, but for thirty-one years I made excuse after excuse as to why I couldn’t be one:




“I have no spare time.”


“My writing isn’t good enough.”


“I’ll never get published.”


“I’m too busy writing excuses to write a novel.”





In reality, the only reason I was not pursuing my dream was because I thought dreams were just that… dreams. Intangible. Unrealistic. Childish.


I’ve always been a realist, never looking at the glass half empty or half full. I’m the type of person who is just thankful to have a glass at all. That was exactly how I viewed my life two years ago. I never allowed myself to be ungrateful or wish for more.


My husband and I both come from low-income families, and we did our best to make ends meet and put ourselves through college. I took out student loans and we both worked full-time, trading days off so we didn’t have to pay for child care. I received a Bachelor of Social Work from Texas A&M University–Commerce in December 2005, two months before giving birth to our third child.


After a few years of our moving around from rent-house to rent-house and my working as a social worker, my parents helped us buy a three-bedroom, two-bath singlewide mobile home that was barely more than one thousand square feet. I felt blessed to have three healthy children, a wonderful, supportive husband, and a roof over our heads.


As happy as I was, I felt like something was missing. That childhood dream of writing a book kept resurfacing and I kept pushing it back down with more excuses.


Then in October 2011, after watching one of my own children follow one of his dreams, I began to entertain the thought that maybe dreams are tangible.


My middle child, who was eight years old at the time, wanted to audition for the local community theater. I was thrilled at his bravery, but when he actually got the part, I was forced to face reality. There was no way I could work eleven-hour days and take him to rehearsals five evenings a week. My husband was working as a long-haul truck driver at the time and was home only a few days each month, so I was essentially a single mother. However, my children’s happiness has always been my priority, and I was not about to let my son down. I received help from a friend who dropped him off at my work after school so we could make it to his rehearsals, while my mother watched my other two children.


For the next two months, I sat in the audience for three hours each evening watching rehearsals. I watched my son on stage and was filled with pride at seeing him pursue his passion at such a young age. Those moments prompted me to think about my own childhood passions and how much I dreamed of becoming a writer. When I was younger, I wrote during every free moment and on any surface I could find. My mother would enthusiastically read my “Mystery Bob” stories that I penned from crayon on scraps of paper stapled together. I continued to write for fun throughout high school and even pursued journalism my first year in college. However, after I married my high school sweetheart and had our first son by the age of twenty, my childhood dream began to fade as the responsibilities of real life set in. As much as I wanted to be a writer, it seemed impossible. Instead, I held on to my self-doubt and insecurities for ten years, allowing responsibility after responsibility to become my crutch.


As I sat in the audience of my son’s rehearsals, I saw something in him that had long been dormant in myself—creative passion.


While it was a remarkable moment to see my son pursuing his dream, it was also a rude awakening. I was doing my children a disservice by setting the example that it’s okay to put yourself last… to put your own desires on the back burner while you take care of everyone else. I made a promise to myself that night that I would start writing again, even if it was only for my own enjoyment. After coming to this realization, I began to find inspiration and motivation from other areas.


One of my biggest motivators came from an Avett Brothers concert I attended with my sister. It was one of the best experiences of my life, not because we were in the front row, but because of a few powerful seconds during their song “Head Full of Doubt, Road Full of Promise.” I had heard these lyrics sung many times before, yet the meaning had never resonated with me until that very moment.


“Decide what to be, and go be it.”


The sentence was simple and straightforward; yet it left a profound impression on me. For days, the words continued to repeat in my head until they finally sunk in: if I wanted to be a writer, there was no reason I couldn’t “go be it.” I pulled out my laptop at one of the play rehearsals, and I wrote the very first line to Slammed:


“Kel and I load the last two boxes into the U-Haul.”


It was the first sentence to the book that would change my life.


At the time, I was writing the book only for myself, but my mother was a huge supporter of my writing. After all, she still had the riveting “Mystery Bob” stories I’d written in crayon. Even though I knew her opinion would be biased, I let her read what I had completed. She loved it, as any good mother would, and began pestering me for the next chapters.


I also allowed my boss and both of my sisters to read the first several chapters and they, too, asked for more. The fact that they wanted more of the story gave me the inspiration to continue. I enjoyed it so much that I wrote at every opportunity. I would put my children to bed at night, write until well after midnight and then have to be at work at seven o’clock the next morning. By the end of December, I had traded so much sleep in favor of writing that I had a complete manuscript. I also had three children who were now very adept at working a microwave.


When I reached those two final words, The End, I felt like I had just achieved my childhood dream, despite not having a real book, a publisher, or even an audience.


After word spread that I had written a book, friends and family began requesting to read it. I couldn’t afford to have paperbacks printed, so I researched and found Amazon’s Kindle Direct Publishing program. After days of more research and attempting to learn everything I could about self-publishing, I uploaded my book to Amazon.


I had no expectations. I never even tried to get the book traditionally published, because in my mind I had already achieved my dream of writing the book. I didn’t think there was a chance that people who didn’t know me would ever read it.


The opposite happened. Hundreds of people, complete strangers, started to order my book. I began receiving requests for a sequel from those readers and, since I enjoyed writing the first book so much, I was more than thrilled to deliver a sequel. I released Point of Retreat in February 2012. Soon after, I began receiving royalty payments. Everything was happening so fast, I held on to every moment, afraid it would all end overnight. Since the sales weren’t guaranteed, I refused to accept the possibility that things could improve from there. I was waiting for the excitement, positive reviews, and requests for more books to come to an end, because it was all too good to be true.


But it didn’t end. Every day brought new readers until the books eventually hit the New York Times Best Sellers List. Publishers took notice of the rapid success of both books and, after signing up with a literary agent, I accepted a publishing offer from Atria Books.


My life became so busy that I had to quit my job in order to focus on writing full-time. I was worried there wouldn’t be enough money in it to support my family, but with the release of my third book, Hopeless, in December 2012, I was finally convinced that this was now my career. Hopeless went on to hit #1 on the New York Times Best Sellers List and was Amazon’s best selling self-published e-book of 2013, and their sixteenth bestselling e-book overall of 2013.


We moved out of our mobile home less than ten months ago and now live in a lake house that we never thought could be ours. Each morning I wake up and I’m consumed with disbelief that this is now our life. We’ve been able to pay off all our debt and create college funds for our boys. We’ve also donated to several charities as a way to give back for all the incredible things that have happened to us.


In the past two years, I have gone from a mother who refused to believe that a childhood fantasy could become a reality, to a writer with five books that have all become New York Times Best Sellers, a free novella, and two more novels to be published this year.


Each of those books is tangible proof that if you have the courage to make them happen, dreams are very real and attainable. All you have to do is find what inspires you, which can be something as simple as a song lyric or a child’s smile on stage. Then you have to make the long, brave effort, which can be as daunting as sitting down at a computer, facing a blank page, and not giving up until you reach the finish line.


Despite all the great experiences and accomplishments that have come after it, I still consider my proudest moment to be the first time I typed the words The End.


For that was my beginning.


Colleen Hoover










Prologue


“You got a tattoo?”


It’s the third time I’ve asked Holder the same question, but I just don’t believe it. It’s out of character for him. Especially since I’m not the one who encouraged it.


“Jesus, Daniel,” he groans on the other end of the line. “Stop. And stop asking me why.”


“It’s just a weird thing to tattoo on yourself. Hopeless. It’s a very depressing term. But still, I’m impressed.”


“I gotta go. I’ll call you later this week.”


I sigh into the phone. “God, this sucks, man. The only good thing about this entire school since you moved is fifth period.”


“What’s fifth period?” Holder asks.


“Nothing. They forgot to assign me a class, so I hide out in this maintenance closet every day for an hour.”


Holder laughs. I realize as I’m listening to it that it’s the first time I’ve heard him laugh since Les died two months ago. Maybe moving to Austin will actually be good for him.


The bell rings and I hold the phone with my shoulder and fold up my jacket, then drop it to the floor of the maintenance closet. I flip off the light. “I’ll talk to you later. Nap time.”


“Later,” Holder says.


I end the call and set my alarm for fifty minutes later, then place my phone on the counter. I lower myself to the floor and lie down. I close my eyes and think about how much this year sucks. I hate that Holder is going through what he’s having to go through and there isn’t a damn thing I can do about it. No one that close to me has ever died, much less someone as close as one of my sisters. A twin sister to be exact.


I don’t even try to offer him advice, but I think he likes that. I think he needs me to just continue being myself, because God knows everyone else in this whole damn school has no clue how to act around him. If they weren’t all such stupid assholes he’d probably still be here and school wouldn’t suck half as bad as it does.


But it does suck. Everyone in this place sucks and I hate them all. I hate everybody but Holder and they’re the reason he isn’t here anymore.


I stretch my legs out in front of me and cross my ankles, then fold my arm over my eyes. At least I have fifth period.


Fifth period is nice.





My eyes flick open and I groan when something lands on me. I hear the sound of the door slam shut.


What the hell?


I place my hands on whatever just fell on me and begin to roll it off me when my hands graze a head full of soft hair.


It’s a human?


A girl?


A chick just fell on me. In the maintenance closet. And she’s crying.


“Who the hell are you?” I ask cautiously. Whoever she is, she tries to push off me but we both seem to be taking turns moving in the same direction. I lift up and try to roll her to my side but our heads crash together.


“Shit,” she says.


I fall back onto my makeshift pillow and grab my forehead. “Sorry,” I mumble.


Neither one of us moves this time. I can hear her sniffling, trying not to cry. I can’t see two inches in front of me because the light is still out but I suddenly don’t mind that she’s still on top of me because she smells incredible.


“I think I’m lost,” she says. “I thought I was walking into the bathroom.”


I shake my head, even though I know she can’t see it. “Not a bathroom,” I say. “But why are you crying? Did you hurt yourself when you fell?”


I feel her whole body sigh on top of me. Even though I have no idea who she is or what she looks like, I can feel the sadness in her and it makes me a little sad in return. I’m not sure how it happens, but my arms go around her and her cheek falls against my chest. In the course of five seconds we go from extremely awkward to kind of comfortable, like we do this all the time.


It’s weird and normal and hot and sad and strange and I don’t really want to let go. It feels kind of euphoric, like we’re in some sort of fairytale. Like she’s Tinkerbell and I’m Peter Pan.


No, wait. I don’t want to be Peter Pan.


Maybe she can be like Cinderella and I’ll be her Prince Charming.


Yeah, I like that fantasy better. Cinderella’s hot when she’s all poor and sweaty and slaving over the stove. She also looks good in her ball gown. It also doesn’t hurt that we’re meeting in a broom closet. Very fitting.


I feel her pull a hand up to her face, more than likely wiping away a tear. “I hate them,” she says softly.


“Who?”


“Everybody,” she says. “I hate everybody.”


I close my eyes and lift my hand, then run it down her hair, doing my best to comfort her. Finally, someone who actually gets it. I’m not sure why she hates everybody but I have a feeling she’s got a pretty valid reason.


“I hate everybody too, Cinderella.”


She laughs softly, probably confused as to why I just referred to her as Cinderella, but at least it’s not more tears. Her laugh is intoxicating and I try to think of how I can get her to do it again. I’m trying to think of something funny to say when she lifts her face off my chest and I feel her scoot forward. Before I know it, I feel lips on mine and I’m not sure if I should shove her away or roll on top of her. I begin to lift my hands to her face, but she pulls back just as quick as she kissed me.


“Sorry,” she says. “I should go.” She places her palms beside me on the floor and starts to lift up, but I grab her face and pull her back down on top of me.


“No,” I say. I bring her mouth back to mine and I kiss her. I keep our lips pressed firmly together as I lower her to my side. I pull her against me so that her head is resting on my jacket. Her breath tastes like Starburst and it makes me want to keep kissing her until I can identify every single flavor.


Her hand touches my arm and she gives it a tight squeeze just as my tongue slips inside her mouth. That would be strawberry on the tip of her tongue.


She keeps her hand on my arm, periodically moving it to the back of my head, then returning it to my arm. I keep my hand on her waist, never once moving it to touch any other part of her. The only thing we explore is each other’s mouths. We kiss without making another sound. We kiss until the alarm sounds on my phone. Despite the noise, neither of us stops kissing. We don’t even hesitate. We kiss for another solid minute until the bell rings in the hallway outside and suddenly lockers are slamming shut and people are talking and everything about our moment is stolen from us by all the inconvenient external factors of school.


I still my lips against hers, then slowly pull back.


“I have to get to class,” she whispers.


I nod, even though she can’t see me. “Me, too,” I reply.


She begins to scoot out from beneath me. When I roll onto my back, I feel her move closer to me. Her mouth briefly meets mine one more time, then she pulls away and stands up. The second she opens the door, the light from the hallway pours in and I squeeze my eyes shut, throwing my arm over my face.


I hear the door shut behind her and by the time I adjust to the brightness, the light is gone again.


I sigh heavily. I also remain on the floor until my physical reaction to her subsides. I don’t know who the hell she was or why the hell she ended up here, but I hope to God she comes back. I need a whole hell of a lot more of that.





She didn’t come back the next day. Or the day after that. In fact, today marks exactly a week since she literally fell into my arms, and I’ve convinced myself that maybe that whole day was a dream. I did stay up most of the night before watching zombie movies with Chunk, but even though I was going on two hours of sleep, I don’t know that I would have been able to imagine that. My fantasies aren’t that fun.


Whether she comes back or not, I still don’t have a fifth period and until someone calls me out on it, I’ll keep hiding out in here. I actually slept way too much last night, so I’m not tired. I pull my phone out to text Holder when the door to the closet begins to open.


“Are you in here, kid?” I hear her whisper.


My heart immediately picks up pace and I can’t tell if it’s that she came back or if it’s because the light is on and I’m not really sure I want to see what she looks like when she opens this door.


“I’m here,” I say.


The door is still barely cracked. She slips a hand inside and slides it around the wall until she finds the light, then she flicks it off. The door opens and she slips into the room, then quickly shuts it behind her.


“Can I hide with you?” she asks. Her voice sounds a little different than last time. It sounds happier.


“You’re not crying today,” I say.


I feel her make her way over to me. She grazes my leg and can feel that I’m seated on a countertop, so she feels around me until she finds a clear spot. She pushes herself up beside me and takes a seat next to me.


“I’m not sad today,” she says, her voice much closer this time.


“Good.” It’s quiet for several seconds, but it’s nice. I’m not sure why she came back or why it took her a week, but I’m glad she’s here.


“Why were you in here last week?” she asks. “And why are you in here now?”


“Schedule mishap. I was never assigned a fifth period, so I hide out and hope administration doesn’t notice.”


She laughs. “Smart.”


“Yep.”


It’s quiet again for a minute or so. Our hands are gripping the edge of the counter and every time she swings her legs, her fingers barely touch mine. I eventually just move my hand on top of hers and pull it onto my lap. It seems odd to just grab her hand like this, but we pretty much made out for fifteen minutes straight last week so holding hands is actually reversing a base.


She slides her fingers between mine and our palms meet, then I fold my fingers over hers. “This is nice,” she says. “I’ve never held anyone’s hand before.”


I freeze.


How the hell old is she?


“You’re not in junior high, are you?”


“God no. I’ve just never held anyone’s hand before. The guys I’ve been with seem to forget this part. But it’s nice. I like it.”


“Yeah,” I agree. “It is nice.”


“Wait,” she says. “You aren’t in junior high, are you?”


“No. Not yet,” I say.


She swings her leg out to the side and kicks me, then we both laugh.


“This is kind of weird, isn’t it?” she asks.


“Elaborate. Lots of things could be considered weird, so I’m not sure what you’re referring to.”


I feel her shoulders shrug. “I don’t know. This. Us. Kissing and talking and holding hands and we don’t even know what the other looks like.”


“I’m really good looking,” I say.


She laughs.


“I’m serious. If you could see me right now, you’d be on your knees begging me to be your boyfriend so you could flaunt me around the school.”


“Highly unlikely,” she says. “I don’t do boyfriends. Overrated.”


“If you don’t hold hands and you don’t do boyfriends, then what do you do?”


She sighs. “Pretty much everything else. I’ve got quite a reputation, you know. In fact, it’s possible the two of us may have had sex before and we don’t even realize it.”


“Not possible. You’d remember me.”


She laughs again and as much as I’m having fun talking to her, that laugh makes me want to drag her to the floor with me and do nothing but kiss her again.


“Are you actually good looking?” she asks skeptically.


“Terribly good looking,” I reply.


“Let me guess. Dark hair, brown eyes, great abs, white teeth, Abercrombie & Fitch.”


“Close,” I say. “Light brown hair, correct on the eyes, abs, and teeth, but American Eagle Outfitters all the way.”


“Impressive,” she says.


“My turn,” I say. “Thick blonde hair, big blue eyes, an adorable little white dress with a matching hat, royal blue skin, and you’re about two feet tall.”


She laughs loudly. “You have a thing for Smurfette?”


“A guy can dream.”


The sound of her laughter actually makes my heart hurt. It hurts because I really want to know who this chick is but I know once I find out, I more than likely won’t want her like I want her right now.


She inhales a breath and then the room becomes quiet. So quiet, it’s almost uncomfortable.


“I’m not coming back in here after today,” she says softly.


I squeeze her hand, surprised by the sadness I feel at that confession.


“I’m moving. Not right away, but soon. This summer. I just think it’d be silly if I came back here, because eventually we’ll have to turn on the light or we’ll slip up and say our names and I just don’t think I want to know who you are.”


I graze my thumb over her hand. “Why’d you come back today, then?”


She exhales a delicate breath. “I wanted to thank you.”


“For what? Kissing you? That’s all I did.”


“Yeah,” she says, matter-of-fact. “Exactly. For kissing me. For just kissing me. Do you know how long it’s been since a guy has actually just kissed me? After I left last week I tried to remember, but I couldn’t. Every time a guy has ever kissed me, he’s always been in such a hurry to move on to what comes after the kisses that I don’t think anyone has ever taken the time to give me an honest to God, genuine kiss before.”


I shake my head. “That’s really depressing,” I say. “But don’t give me too much credit. I’ve been known to want to rush past that part in the past. I just didn’t really care to rush past it last week because you’re a pretty phenomenal kisser.”


“Yeah,” she says confidently. “I know. Imagine what making love to me could feel like.”


I swallow the sudden lump in my throat. “Believe me, I have. For about seven days straight now.”


Her legs stop swinging next to me. I don’t know if I just made her uncomfortable with that comment.


“You know what else is sad?” she asks. “No one’s ever made love to me before.”


This conversation is headed in a weird direction. I can already tell.


“You’re young. Plenty of time for that. Virginity is actually a turn-on, so you have nothing to worry about.”


She laughs, but it’s a sad laugh this time.


Weird how I can already differentiate her laughs.


“I am so not a virgin,” she says. “That’s why it’s sad. I’m pretty skilled in the sex department, but looking back… I’ve never loved any of them. None of them have ever loved me, either. Sometimes I wonder if sex with someone who actually loves you is different. Better.”


I think about her question and realize that I don’t have an answer. I’ve never loved anyone, either. “Good question,” I say. “It’s kind of sad that we’ve both had sex, multiple times it sounds like, but neither of us has ever loved anyone we’ve done it with. Says a lot about our characters, don’t you think?”


“Yeah,” she says quietly. “Sure does. A lot of sad truth.”


It’s quiet for a while and I still have hold of her hand. I can’t stop thinking about the fact that no one’s ever held her hand before. It makes me wonder if I’ve ever held the hands of any of the girls I’ve had sex with. Not that there have been a ton, but enough that I should be able to recall holding one of their hands.


“I might be one of those guys,” I ashamedly admit. “I don’t know if I’ve ever held a girl’s hand before.”


“You’re holding mine,” she says.


I nod slowly. “So I am.”


A few more beats of silence pass before she speaks again.


“What if I leave here in forty-five minutes and never hold another guy’s hand again? What if I go through life like I am right now? What if guys continue to take me for granted and I do nothing to change it and I’ll have lots of sex, but never know what it’s like to make love?”


“So don’t do that. Find you a good guy and tie him down and make love to him every night.”


She groans. “That terrifies me. As curious as I am about the difference between making love and having sex, my stance on relationships makes it impossible to find out.”


I think about her comment for a while. It’s weird, because she sounds a little like the female version of me. I’m not sure I’m as opposed to relationships as she is, but I’ve definitely never told a girl I loved her and I really hope that doesn’t happen for a hell of a long time.


“You’re really never coming back?” I ask.


“I’m really not coming back,” she says.


I let go of her hand and press my palms onto the cabinet, then jump down. I move and stand in front of her, then place my hands on either side of her. “Let’s solve our dilemma right now.”


She leans back. “Which dilemma?”


I move my hands and place them on her hips, then pull her to me. “We have a good forty-five minutes to work with. I’m pretty sure I could make love to you in forty-five minutes. We can see what it’s like and if it’s even worth going through relationships in the future. That way when you leave here, you won’t worry about never knowing what it’s like.”


She laughs nervously, then leans toward me again. “How do you make love to someone you aren’t in love with?”


I lean forward until my mouth is next to her ear. “We pretend.”


I can hear the breath catch in her lungs. She turns her face slightly toward mine and I feel her lips graze my cheek. “What if we’re bad actors?” she whispers.


I close my eyes, because the possibility that I might actually be making love to this chick in a matter of minutes is almost too much to take in.


“You should audition for me,” she says. “If you’re convincing then I just might agree to this absurd idea of yours.”


“Deal,” I say.


I take a step back and remove my shirt, then lay it on the floor. I grab my jacket off the counter and unfold it, then lay it on the floor as well. I turn back to the counter, then scoop her up. She locks herself around me, burying her head in my neck.


“Where’s your shirt?” she asks, running her hands across my shoulder. I lower her to the floor, onto her back. I ease myself to her side and pull her against me.


“You’re lying on it,” I respond.


“Oh,” she says. “That was considerate of you.”


I bring my hand up to her cheek. “That’s what people do when they’re this in love.”


I feel her smile. “How in love are we?”


“All the way,” I say.


“Why? What is it about me you love so much?”


“Your laugh,” I say immediately, not sure how much of that is actually made up. “I love your humor. I also love the way you tuck your hair behind your ears when you’re reading. And I love how you hate to talk on the phone almost as much as I do. I really love that you leave me those little notes all the time in your adorable handwriting. And I love that you love my dog so much, because he really likes you. I also love taking showers with you. Those are always fun.”


I slide my hand from her cheek to the nape of her neck. I ease my mouth forward and rest my lips against hers.


“Wow,” she says against my mouth. “You’re really convincing.”


I smile and pull away. “Stop breaking character,” I tease. “Now it’s your turn. What do you love about me?”


“I do love your dog,” she says. “He’s a great dog. I also love how you open doors for me even though I’m supposed to want to open doors for myself. I love that you don’t try to pretend you like old black and white movies like everyone else does, because they bore the hell out of me. I also love it when I’m at your house and every time your parents turn the other way, you steal little kisses from me. My favorite part about you though is when I catch you staring at me. I love that you don’t look away and you stare unapologetically, like you aren’t ashamed that you can’t stop watching me. It’s all you want to do because you think I’m the most amazing thing you’ve ever laid eyes on. I love how much you love me.”


“You’re absolutely right,” I whisper. “I love staring at you.”


I kiss her mouth, then trail kisses across her cheek and up her jawline. I press my lips against her ear and even though I know we’re pretending, my mouth runs dry at the thought of the words about to pass my lips. I hesitate, almost deciding against it. But an even bigger part of me wants to say it. A huge part of me wishes I could mean it and a small part of me thinks I probably could.


I run my hands up and through her hair. “I love you,” I whisper.


The next breath she draws in is a deep one. My heart is hammering against my chest and I’m quiet, waiting on her next move. I have no idea what comes next. Then again, neither does she.


Her hands move from my shoulders and slowly make their way up to my neck. She tilts her head until her mouth is flush against my ear. “I love you more,” she whispers. I can feel the smile on her lips and I wonder if it matches the smile on my face. I don’t know why I’m suddenly enjoying this so much, but I am.


“You’re so beautiful,” I whisper, moving my lips closer to her mouth. “So damn beautiful. And every single one of those guys who somehow passed this up is a complete fool.”
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