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For the ones who deserve to be loved but haven’t. Just hold on.

It’ll come.
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Don’t Be Infatuated by a British Accent—Adelaide


I hated remaining sedentary. Sitting in a lecture hall in Boston, staring out a window at falling leaves and then soon enough, dreaded snow, sounded whimsical and did indeed set an academic scene similar to Dead Poets Society. But it wasn’t England.

Don’t get me wrong, if you wanted to live somewhere where the seasons turned as they did in London, and exist in an area that had that old, vintage feeling of Cambridge, then Cambridge, Massachusetts (a Boston suburb) was the place to go to college. But when you lived in the area your whole life, it started to feel old. And not in the Shakespearean way.

Hence why I practically tripped up the stairs in the business building on my way to my Global Marketing exam in April. A window-sized cork board with a neon pink flyer made me pause. In big bold letters with an image of Big Ben behind it, it read:

STUDY ABROAD OPPORTUNITY: EXPLORE LONDON AND RECEIVE CREDIT.

I met with my advisor the next day and applied. One month later, they either made a mistake or really enjoyed my essay on London’s fashion, because I was accepted.

Senior Year. In London.

I screamed with excitement until my throat burned. Almost even sent my roommate into cardiac arrest—the poor thing was already a computer science major, she had enough to be on edge about.

June came and I was boarding a cramped flight to London Heathrow to study marketing at one of the most prestigious colleges in the world: Townsen University. My back was as stiff as a board, the airplane chicken was cold, and I regretted not packing my sixth black skirt. But none of it really mattered because I was going to London.

The London from The Holiday and Harry Potter. The home of tea and scones. An epicenter for fashion week twice a year.

Fast-forward to now—the end of August—where I was wishing I could go back to the day I landed in Heathrow in June, taking a black cab to my flat, to do it all over again. It kickstarted a summer with my two new roommates, Sabrina and Mia, exploring the city, staying up late eating British sweets, and divulging every secret.

Mia, a journalism major from Washington who hated to be out of bed before 10 a.m. and gave every emotion away with her eyes, walked beside me with an arm looped around my elbow. She was a woman on a mission, directing us toward a club that may or may not be the site of our future death.

“It’s safe! One of the Townsen students posted about it!” she defended herself but still tightened her grip on her purse. “I’m not turning this opportunity down—invite-only—do you hear me?”

“I’m pretty sure cults are invite-only too.” I narrowed my eyes. If Sabrina was here right now, she would’ve agreed. Fortunately for Sabrina, both her dads had forced her into attending another networking event tonight.

One of her dads was the owner of several luxury hotel chains across the UK and Europe, so he was always at glamorous parties.

Her upbringing was no different than most of the students at Townsen.

About ninety-five percent of the students came from rich families who were either known in Hollywood, a political party, or were just incredibly wealthy for investing in something like tech or zippers.

Which put in me the other five percent: the students who came from households with no money and relied on scholarships.

“We’re here, we’re here, stop mentioning cults,” Mia shushed me, tugging me into a pub. She ran for the bar before the door could close. I watched as she leaned over the barstools, grabbed the bartender’s attention—frightened him a bit—to whisper something to him. She reared back after a moment and came running back to pull me in a new direction with no explanation.

“I’m going to take a guess and assume he granted your wish,” I questioned.

“The invitation worked!” she sang. “He said we just go through this door down the hall and down the stairs—”

“And into the creepy dungeon?”

She opened said door. It was like opening Pandora’s box. If the box was filled with music and clinking glassware.

Mia turned and gave me a I was right and you were wrong look.

I rolled my eyes. “Let’s just get on with this,” I said, giving her a slight push. I was on a mission to get home early to mentally prepare for the first day of classes on Monday.

She ran down the staircase, forcing me to chase after her before—oof. “Mia, my head,” I complained, rubbing my forehead after running straight into the back of her skull.

I looked up to find her staring in awe at what appeared to be a jazz bar.

A band of older gentlemen played music on a short stage for the audience of young dancers twirling in mini dresses. Women wearing stiletto heels held onto men with gelled-back hair and button-downs. While others sat at petite wooden tables decorated by antique lamps made of yellow stained glass, emitting a low light in the dusk room.

A plethora of people spanning a range of ages held glasses of liquor like purses. They wore sapphires on their pinkies, and relaxed smiles on their faces. The bar stretched behind us to the left, covering the entire back wall. Mirrors acted like portraits hanging above the alcohol.

“Maybe we can find Sabrina a new guy here,” Mia commented, eyeing down men.

“Don’t waste your time,” I sighed. “She has no interest in finding someone new.”

“She doesn’t even know him.” She threw her arms up. “That’s like me being in love with the man that reads the weather on the TV back home.”

“But you are in love with the man who reads the weather.”

“But I don’t talk about him as if he put the sun in the sky! She’ll talk about him but then clam up when we ask for a photo or if they’ve ever spoken. We don’t even know his last name. He could be fake for all I know.”

“She has a crush. It’ll wear out.” Hopefully.

Concern for my new friend had become an annoying neighbor, reappearing every time she mentioned this guy. But I wasn’t going to push her away with my whole philosophy on love. Especially not when her entire being was as delicate as a hydrangea. I loved her for it. But I also wanted to wrap her in cellophane as I explained that thinking about men was the equivalent to watching paint dry. Useless and it’d always end up disappointing in the end.

My eye for picking paint wasn’t great.

Mia groaned. “Dorian. Honestly, how hot could this guy possibly be?”

She worried for Sabrina too, but sometimes that was bypassed by her impatience to listen to people that weren’t doers. Brina wasn’t looking to do anything about her crush on Dorian. She was a hoper. Someone that hoped for the rom-com moment where she dropped her books in the hallway, and he was there to swoop them up. Next thing you knew, they were married, straddled with kids, with a vacation home in Tuscany, and a wiener dog that only ate salmon-based food.

“I don’t know,” I sighed. I scanned the room for an empty table. As I came up empty, I searched faces, wondering if any of these people would be my classmates in two days.

The acceptance rate for Townsen was something like five percent. As someone from a college where students woke up at 7 a.m. to study for an 8 a.m. exam and still passed, I was nervous. None of these students would come from homes whose mother had to quit her medical career to stay home to parent while her husband took every construction job he was offered.

Academics and working would be my number one priority while I lived in London. This scholarship was the only way I could afford being here.

Mia said, “Let’s go sit—”

“Excuse me.” Her proposal was cut short by a really handsome guy. The kind of handsome that made you check the hinges on your jaw.

He stood several inches above me with a sly smile and a dimple on his left cheek. The color of his eyes and hair matched the color of black coffee, sitting neatly above his ears. His skin was a few shades lighter than his hair; a tan that complimented his dark brown eyes.

Then he opened his mouth, and this unfairly beautiful British accent came out.
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Don’t Converse with Men Who Look

Like Hugh Grant—Adelaide


The first rule I made with myself before coming to England was that I would stick to my morals and not get involved in anything romantic. Nada. It didn’t matter if 1999 Notting Hill Hugh Grant approached me; I wouldn’t succumb.

Was that difficult when a beautiful six foot British man approached you and said excuse me in his British accent? Obviously. But it was easier when I remembered the second rule: love didn’t last. And what if he was looking for love? Of course, he’d never admit that. He’d probably start by asking if I wanted to dance, which would turn into a flirtatious conversation, which would lead to a date, and then a kiss.

I would just end up breaking his heart!

I was getting ahead of myself, yes. This Brit (bloke?) was probably just looking for a dance, not my hand in marriage. But avoiding these interactions altogether saved me time and complexities I didn’t have space for in my to-do list.

“Do you want to dance?” he asked. Mia made some type of Poltergeist-choking noise from behind me.

I smiled awkwardly. “Actually, I was just about to sit with my friend…” I waited for him to fill in his name.

“Rye,” he extended his hand.

I shook it. “Like the bread?”

“More like the town two hours south of here.” He almost let a laugh slip.

“Oh. That’s interesting. I’ll have to look that up later. But I’m actually about to sit down with my friend.” I began to turn but his hand slipped around my wrist.

“You can’t,” he said in a slight panic.

I blew out a breath. “To think I thought the guys in Boston were stubborn.”

“I’m not some perv. Do I look like one?” he asked, slightly horrified.

“Depends.” I made an effort to look at his hand on my wrist.

He dropped my arm instantly. “I have a bet going with my mate over there.” He gestured to someone sitting at a table across the room. He looked just as tall, but other than that, he was the complete opposite of his companion. Darker eyes. Lighter skin. Silver hair the color of the first snow in New England. “He thinks you’d say no to a dance with me.”

“Well, it looks like your friend won,” I replied, I turned to grab Mia—

“So you’re saying no?” he asked, touching my elbow. He smelled like fresh espresso and sandalwood, a piece of his dark hair dangled over his left brow.

“It’s really not my thing.”

“Can’t dance?” he asked.

“Oh, I can dance,” I argued.

“Doesn’t seem like it,” he contended.

“Are you trying to bait me into winning this bet?” I narrowed my eyes.

“Is it working?”

“Possibly.”

“What if I bought you a drink after?” he asked.

“Well, you should’ve just started with that. And I want two drinks.”

“Two drinks it is.” He put his hand out for me to take, his sleeve retracting to expose a tattoo on the inside of his arm.

What was I doing?

It’s called having fun, my subconscious argued.

Well, this was a horrendous attempt at trying to have fun. Fun wasn’t supposed to have uncalloused hands, pretty eyes, and back muscles that were apparent through his shirt. Fun was supposed to be whimsical charms hanging off a new purse and the taste of a thick vanilla frappe on a movie night.

Too late now!

I followed him through a sea of people where the music flowed, and pairs danced. What am I doing? What am I doing? What am I doing? What am I do—

I was pulled into his chest, and we were dancing. Chest to chest, hips against hips, his hand on my back and mine in his palm. It pulled the air right out of my chest.

“Do you do this often?” I asked.

“Dance with beautiful women?”

“Make bets to coerce women into dancing with you?”

“I usually don’t have to coerce women.”

“You didn’t answer the bet part of the question.”

“What do you want to know next—my home address?”

“I’m sure that’s easy enough to find online, especially if you’re seeing women this often,” I explained.

“I’m not some womanizer. I don’t even know your name, matter of fact.” He narrowed his eyes. “You could be the threat here.”

I stared at him back. “Adelaide. But I’m not telling you my last name.”

“Alright, Adelaide With No Last Name, where are you from?”

“I think you know the answer to that.”

“Yes, evidently the States, I’m not an idiot. I meant which one.”

“Massachusetts.”

“When do you fly back?” he asked curiously.

“I’m actually living in London right now,” I admitted.

“Where are you staying?”

“Plan on breaking in and rummaging through my things to find out my last name?”

He rolled his eyes. “I live in London as well. Kensington.” He waited for me to return the same response.

“Marylebone, is that close to Kensington?”

“I wouldn’t recommend walking, but it’s half the time via the Tube. Have you taken the Tube?”

“The public transportation? By myself? Definitely not.” I’d only been here two and a half months, so I wasn’t ashamed that I hadn’t tried the Tube yet. Sabrina was the only British person I knew but even living in London without her parents was a new beast for her.

“It’s easy. I don’t know much about Massachusetts, but I know the Tube is better than the subway in New York. What are you doing after this?” he asked with a cunning look.

“Are you recommending we go for a ride on the Tube?” I laughed.

“Why not? You can’t live in London and not know how to use the train system.”

It felt spontaneous to say yes. To put myself out there.

I may have moved across the world to live in a foreign place, but I still wouldn’t call myself spontaneous.

Though… I guess this wouldn’t interfere with the rules. If anything were to happen it wouldn’t go anywhere. And I’d get a knowledgeable lesson on how to use the Tube from a local.

“Alright, let’s go,” I said.
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Don’t Be So Sure of the First Name

You’re Given—Adelaide


“Why am I even surprised?” Mia laughed, walking into the kitchen in her pajamas the next morning, spotting me at the kitchen table with a glass of water and The New Yorker. “You were out until almost two in the morning last night and are, somehow, still awake before everyone and look ready for a Pilates class with single moms.” She rubbed the gook out of her eyes.

Not knowing whether that last comment was a compliment or not, I said, “We start classes tomorrow! I couldn’t sleep.”

She sat down across from me, taking a big sip of her coffee with both hands. “So no immediate mention of last night? Because I know going on the Tube was not the only thing that happened. I want to hear every single detail.” She leaned forward with curiosity.

Running to the Tube in my heels with Rye’s coat on my shoulders felt like a scene from a movie. He paid for both of our rides with his Oyster card and showed me how to pay with my own card for the future. Then he latched onto my hand, pulling me onto the departing train before its doors could close, and explained all the colorful lines that made up the routes on the roof of the Tube.

One minute we were racing up and down the empty train, and the next, I was bumping into him when it came to a full stop. I perfectly landed on him in the plastic seat. My face hovered above his, giving me the ability to explore the angles of his cheeks, and the flecks of gold and valleys of chestnut brown appearing in his eyes when only inches away from them. Before I realized it, I was kissing him and going to his—

“Every detail of what! What did you guys do last night?” Sabrina yelled from the hallway in her charming accent. Her voice grew as she walked into the kitchen, pulling her short hair into a pony, and ruffling her bangs. Champagne-colored pajamas made of silk hung from her frame. The opposite of Mia’s gray sweatpants and a black Washington State University hoodie.

“Adelaide danced with the hottest man I’d ever laid my eyes on,” Mia announced in glee.

“That hot?” Sabrina gasped in amusement. Her eyes were wide, genuinely curious.

“That hot!”

“Well, I want to hear every single detai—oh my gosh!” Sabrina began screaming in front of the coffee machine, clutching her phone, jumping up and down.

“What!” Mia and I shouted in unison, not knowing whether to be fearful or excited.

“Look!” She ran to the kitchen table, shoving her phone in our faces. “Dorian Blackwood is back in London! He was spotted in London last night at a jazz club! He must be returning to Townsen this semester!” she screamed, jumping with excitement so violently that her long blond bob fell out of its elastic.

My heart plummeted. All my pumping blood evacuated the premises and fled to my face. It stole the air right out of my lungs and wrapped it around my throat in suffocation.

The photo. That photo—of Dorian Blackwood—the man Sabrina hadn’t stopped talking about since the day I met her.

I turned to Mia for confirmation, and I found the same look of horror in her dropped jaw.

That was a photo of Rye on her phone.

“That’s Dorian Blackwood?” Mia looked up in question. I sat still, processing this nightmare. Rye is Dorian Blackwood. I slept with Dorian Blackwood. As in the Dorian Blackwood they call the UK Bachelor. As in the man my newest best friend is in love with.

“What’s wrong?” Sabrina’s excitement diminished, looking

between me and Mia.

“Oh—oh! Nothing, nothing! I’m just stunned, he’s cuter than I imagined,” Mia spoke quickly, smiling up at her.

“I know! I can’t believe we’ll be attending university with him now! He’s been abroad for the past year so it’s as if he wasn’t even a student. Maybe I’ll get the chance to introduce myself.” Her shoulders were high, and her smile reached the furthest depths of her cheeks. The way she squeezed her coffee mug and continued to talk in a high-pitched tone was enough to prove her feelings for Rye—Dorian. I had yet to see her smile this big before.

Oh my god. She couldn’t know what happened last night. She could never know. She would be heartbroken. I already knew how she thought of herself; the way she rejected compliments and used self-deprecating humor. If she was gathering the confidence to talk to him, then I needed to be her support system, not her reason to give up.

The last thing she needed was to find out that her best friend slept with the guy she was in love with.

Sabrina loved him, and I couldn’t be the one to ruin that.

I… I could simply avoid him at school. There was a minimal chance I’d ever see him! And there was an extremely high chance he had enough alcohol in his system last night to not even remember me.

I wouldn’t ruin this for her. I wouldn’t let him jeopardize this friendship.

It was only one night anyways.
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Don’t Make Deals with Rich Men—Adelaide


Approaching the university on Monday morning was mesmerizing. Towering above us was a castle of limestone wrapped in climbing ivy and vines, with archaic archways and roofs that met in triangular peaks reaching into the sky.

Townsen University sat on the edge of London, with the front courtyard of the school immersed in the city, and the back surrounded by acres of green grass, gardens, and courtyards.

Students in blazers, trousers, and tweed skirts waltzed up the front entrance of the school; a wide staircase that ascended towards a set of doors fit for a horse-drawn carriage.

Since this was Sabrina’s second year at Townsen, she helped us navigate the rotating schedules and various entrances. She wore a dreaded look as she broke it down.

The poor thing was a biology major who hated Biology. It was the compromise she and her dads made when they let her transfer to Townsen last year; they’d pay the tuition and let her minor in interior design if she studied biology.

“The left and right hallways will bring you to professors’ and administrators’ offices, which also lead to the courtyards and gardens at the back of the building,” she explained slowly. “Now let me see your schedules so we can get to class on time.”

Even after she rifled through everything in great detail, twice, I was still confused. But she ushered us off to our classes anyway, dropping me at a large doorway that was supposedly my Social Media Marketing class.

Windows covered the left wall of the class, looking into one of the courtyards. While a podium and chalkboard stood at the front. The room smelt of fresh wood and ink. About half of the class was already seated. I took the first seat I saw right as the professor walked in.

“Good morning, students,” she sang.

“Good morning, Professor Emmerson,” everyone greeted.

Sylvie Emmerson. In real life. Not on my dingey computer screen.

The corporate mogul was in her late 50s sporting a tan pantsuit and passionate smile, with dark blond hair chopped short. Everyone who worked in marketing or wanted to, knew her. She worked for several luxury brands, building up their brand identity and loyalty for over three decades. After retiring, she began teaching at Townsen. I had dreamt of having her as a mentor ever since.

She spread out papers on the podium. “Welcome to—”

“Apologies, Sylvie!”

The entire class turned to the voice, some even gasping. At least all the women in the class had because it was—

“Dorian, it’s Professor Emmerson,” she corrected.

Holy shit. I held onto my chin to keep my jaw in place. Please tell me my vision has taken a turn for the worst and that’s not actually him?

Maybe he wouldn’t recognize me… What were the chances of him not recognizing me?

I just needed to sit still and be quiet, just like they did with dinosaurs in the movies.

“Yes, Professor Emmerson,” he said smiling, nodding his head.

He brushed a hand through his hair, moving pieces out of his face like he was in a romance movie. Clad in black trousers and a rustled button-down (with a few buttons at the top undone). He didn’t look as clean-cut as he had Saturday night, but this time he looked rich. It was in the lavish fabric of his clothes and how he carried himself in front of everyone in the class. Casual. Haughty.

The way every movement felt like a slow-motion moment.

Like when Hugh Grant entered Bridget Jones’s Diary.

I could still feel the softness of that hair when it had brushed my forehead on the train and at his flat.

I cleared my throat. It went unnoticed. I could stand on my desk and start reciting the four Ps of marketing and go undetected. Everyone’s eyes were glued to the notorious Dorian Blackwood who hadn’t been spotted in London since the start of the year, according to The Scandal Sheet.

London Today, ModeSense, RBY, Celeb Chronicle, and every other news outlet I read from last night described Dorian Blackwood as the UK’s most coveted bachelor, despite the fact that he was only in his early twenties.

Rising to the limelight for his “physical attributes,” dating life, and oh—extremely famous parents: actress, Anna Blackwood, and film director, Finn Blackwood.

The parent part was buried under numerous headlines of who he was (allegedly) dating. Models, singers, daughters of iconic 90s actors, daughters of iconic 90s models.

Apparently, the men in England were as bad as the ones in America. Wonderful.

“Now take a seat so I can finally start class,” Professor Emmerson said.

Dorian finally moved away from the entryway. I turned my head down immediately.

His stare moved across the room deciding which empty seat to fill. Quickly scanning the desks, his gaze almost skipped me, almost. His eyebrows slightly rose, followed by the tilt of his head, walking toward the empty desk in front of me, and taking a seat.

There goes the dinosaur tactic.

“It’s you,” he whispered. His face bloomed with surprise. It made his lips look even fuller, making it difficult to remember that this wasn’t the person I met the other night, but the person I read about online.

My spine stiffened. I hadn’t planned for this.

“Sit down, Mr. Blackwood,” Professor Emmerson ordered.

I’d need a plan. Because apparently, I was going to have to fix this. No more hoping to go unnoticed when he was in the same class as me for an entire semester.

As excited as I was for this class, it was impossible to pay attention now. I wrote down the words coming out of Professor Emmerson’s mouth about the semester-long project, but I didn’t register any of it. The back of Dorian’s head kept pulling me back to Saturday night when we ran along the Thames River, moonlight flickering off the top of his head as if to create a constant halo.

I needed to get as far away from him as possible.

Maybe it was possible that he could be a gentleman about this situation and never speak a word about the other night. But I wasn’t taking any chances.

The moment the class hour was up, I followed him out of the room. Time for crisis management.

His long legs were difficult to keep up with. But I did my best to rush without looking like a maniac to catch up. Then the hall flooded with students as a nearby room emptied out.

I lost him.

Ugh. I brushed a hair out of my face and continued down the corridor. I squeezed through the groups of students, whose fancy tweed and wool brushed my shoulders. I’d have to leave the Dorian-situation alone until I could talk it over with Mia. She’d help me formulate a plan.

Pulling my phone from my bag, I began typing a message in our group chat, until a hand latched onto my arm and yanked me into an empty classroom.

“What happened the other night?” Rye—Dorian asked, closing the door behind me.

“Excuse me?” I asked, pulling my arm from his grasp.

“The other night: the club, the dancing, the Tube, my flat. You left while I was sleeping.” He waited for my reaction or some realization.

Maybe I could convince him that he had the wrong person. He’s probably dated enough women to mix them up.

“I’m sorry, you have the wrong person,” I apologized. I turned and grabbed the doorknob. But he was speaking again.

“I may’ve drank but I wasn’t that pissed, Jesus. You wore that same skirt. And I remember because I took—”

“Fine, fine, you caught me. I may’ve lied about not remembering you, but you lied about your name.”

His eyebrows scrunched together. “I didn’t lie about my name—it’s a nickname. They don’t have those back in the States?” Smartass tone.

“Who gives someone they’re meeting for the first time a nickname?” I questioned.

“A person with privacy problems.” He crossed his arms. “Who pretends not to recognize someone they slept with?”

“Someone who obviously thinks it was a mistake.”

His brow ticked upward with surprise. “I could’ve sworn I wasn’t the only one who had a good time.”

“Piss-drunk though, remember?” I shrugged my shoulders. “Now, I’d prefer if you never spoke to me again. Or acted like we’d never met. Yes, that would be better. So it was nice meeting you, but no.” Opening the door—

He placed a hand above mine, shutting it. “Woah, what? Why not?” he asked.

Looking up at him, all that filled me was an abundance of agitation. I huffed, “It’s complicated.”

“I can be very persuasive.”

How could someone be handsome enough that I wanted to lean into their cologne-like coffee scent, while also being equally maddening? I wanted to push him off the London Bridge and let the problem float away.

“Are you always like this?” I asked.

“An amusing conversationalist?”

I narrowed my gaze. “Do you know what people say about you? They call you the ‘UK Bachelor.’ ‘The Man That Doesn’t Repeat.’ One article even called you a drunk pig.”

“I don’t remember it being a crime to drink.”

“Maybe not, but it’s an unappealing look.”

“Unappealing to whom?” he argued. “Couldn’t have been you.”

“Maybe I was just looking for a good night!” I admitted.

“Says the woman who didn’t want to dance.”

“What do you want me to say, Rye—” I shut my mouth.

His eyes darted over my face. “I want you to say that you remember Saturday night the way I did.”

“Not all of us are great at understanding when a woman is no longer interested, and that’s okay,” I reassured him, patting his chest.

“You’re really not going to say why we can’t know each other?” he asked.

“Did my previous responses not answer that question already?” My hand waited on the doorknob.

“What do I have to do to get you to go on a date with me?” he asked with purpose, finally removing his hand from the door, and stuffing it into his pocket.

“A date? Are you insane?” I gawked.

“That’s not the usual response I get.”

“What do I have to do for you to leave me alone?” I asked with a lack of patience. I could feel my cheeks turning burning with frustration.

A moment of silence passed. God, I didn’t think he was actually going to take a moment to consider my question. What could this man possibly want from me? Wasn’t being rich enough?

He opened his mouth. “I’ll make a deal with you: I’ll keep our night quiet if you help me pass this class.”

“The class just started…”

“I’ve taken it before, so as you can imagine, it didn’t go well.”

“I work almost every day after class. So you’d have to come to me.”

“That’s fine.” He waited for me to say yes.

I considered his offer, trying to calculate how this plan could go wrong. It took only two seconds to compile the list of things that could go awry. But the bottom line was that no one could know what happened between us.

Hence why I said, “Okay.”
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Don’t Confide in Your Siblings—Dorian


“I met someone,” I said.

“Dorian, you meet someone every weekend,” Jasmine said.

“You know what, I don’t quite remember why I called—”

“Don’t hang up! Don’t hang up!”

I waited for her reason.

“I told Tristan I had an important phone call, so I’m hiding in the bathroom hoping he’ll realize I’m busy and then just leave. If he hears that I’ve stopped talking, then he’ll never go.”

“Tristan? The guy Mum set you up with last month? You’re still seeing him? I thought you said he smelled like spicy crisps?”

She groaned. “I did. I just feel bad.”

“That he smells like crisps?” I readjusted the phone between my ear and shoulder as I tightened the easel against the canvas before sitting down. Everyone in the art studio—sitting in our large circle of easels facing one another—had already begun on their paintings since I was late “as usual” (according to Poppy, the owner).

“No, no, I’m talking about Mum. You know how she is with the whole ‘I want you to fall in love like I did’ crap. I can’t tell her no now,” she complained.

“Yes, you can.”

“Oh yeah, like how you tell Mum no all the time.”

“That’s different,” I argued, picking up a pencil and beginning to sketch a silhouette.

“Is it though?”

“One, I live in the same country as her. Two, me not caring about university compared to you not wanting to date some guy are completely different situations.” I put the pencil down. “Aren’t you supposed to be helpful? Older sister and all?”

“I was referring to Victoria when it came to saying no, but alright, I see we’re still avoiding that problem until she’s London-bound. And by the way, I am being helpful.”

“Well, it’s a good thing you’re not a therapist.”

“That’s why I make pottery for a living smartarse.”

I responded to her with silence.

“Fine, I’ll humor you. Who’s this woman you’ve met?” she asked.

“I think I rather just hang up. Is the crisp boy gone yet?”

“No come on,” she whined. “I want to know now.”

I sighed, erasing the nose and restarting. “I met her this weekend. We went out, had a nice time, and then two days later, I find her in my class.”

“That’s a bit eerie.”

“You’d think but I wanted to see her again, so it felt like fate in a way? That was until she pretended like she’d never met me.”

I pulled the phone away as her laugh rang through my ear. “That has to be the funniest shit I’ve ever heard. What did you do to her?” she shrieked.

“Nothing! I thought we had a good night! I tried asking her out and she told me no.”

“Oh, Dorian.” She felt bad, but I could hear her holding back another laugh. “So now you’re stuck in class with her all semester? That’s embarrassing.”

I scratched the back of my neck. “Actually, she’s tutoring me as well.”

“And why would she agree to that?”

“You ask a lot of questions for someone who wasn’t interested ten seconds ago.”

“How do you even know she’s any good?”

“Because I looked her up. She’s had a number of scholarships and internships in marketing that make a Harvard business student look like a failure. We met at her work yesterday to go over the semester project—you’d think she already took the class.”

“What’s her name?”

“Why?”

“I want to see a picture of her.”

“Adelaide Adorno,” I said hesitantly.

A pause and then, “She’s really pretty.”

“I know,” I exhaled.

“This is a terrible idea,” she tsked.

“James was a lot nicer about this when I told him. Supportive even.”

“Well, that’s James for ya.” A door-like creak sounded behind her. “I think he left,” she celebrated with a high-pitched whisper.

“Happy I could provide some help.”

“Eternally grateful.” A muffled noise passed over the speaker before she returned. “Alright, I’ll talk to you later. I have to get back to this mug set.”

“Send me a picture when you’re done.”

“Will do—oh, and Dorian.”

“Yeah?”

Her voice switched to her Semi-Responsible Sister Tone. “Be careful. You only just met this girl. I just… I don’t want it to end up like Victoria.”
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The first two tutoring sessions were… fine. He didn’t laugh in my face when I showed him my vibrant graphics that broke down a social media marketing plan—paid vs organic media, campaigns, social media SEO, branding—so I guess that was something.

All that mattered was that it wasn’t going to interfere with my shifts at the bookstore. The job that Mia and I had Sabrina to thank for since she was close with the two women—Iris and Dotty—who owned the place. We’d only been working there for three weeks but I could live in the shelves if the offer was extended. My clothes would probably smell like dusty paper and the scented firewood plugin Iris insisted on keeping in at all times. But at least it meant more time with Iris and Dotty every day.

The older women lived together, trading jewelry and watching the same reality TV every night like exhausted college roommates. Iris’s husband passed away ten years ago, and her two daughters and three grandchildren lived outside London. She moved in with Dotty after that, who had lived alone her entire adult life, never marrying. Living the dream, Dotty had said.

For bosses, they were laid back. Or at least Iris was because she was the only one who signed off on Dorian staying while I worked. She was alarmingly excited. Apparently, she kept up with the tabloids.

It was concerning.

Nonetheless, Dorian promised he’d do the work I assigned him from the semester project while I continued my shift at the bookstore. Whether or not he planned to keep that promise when Monday rolled around, I didn’t know.

That was a tomorrow problem.

My main concern right now was trying to find where the Entertainment Media class was. I would’ve asked Mia to help me get there since we’re both in the class, but every time we had a moment to talk this week, I was so focused on updating her about Dorian.

She was both horrified, and envious. He’s in your class, recognized you immediately, tried asking you on a date, and then blackmailed you into tutoring him? Why haven’t I found any guys like that?

Today’s class together would be a nice distraction from the Dorian situation. If I could figure how to get there.

I should’ve taped the locations to the bottoms of my boots to make sure I wasn’t late for class. But Townsen was set up like a hedge maze made of stone. And I didn’t do closed spaces with zero direction.

All the buildings were connected through corridors and outdoor hallways that led to gardens and courtyards. Not a single building stood alone. It was confusing.

I pulled my phone from my bag to reread the class location. And… I was going in the completely wrong direction. Wonderful. I took an abrupt right into the next corridor and shit.

The fall backwards was long with my heeled loafers. Landing on my tailbone, my bag and books hit the marble floor. Ouch.

“I am so sorry, that was completely my fault—” I stopped short, taking in the familiar person sitting across from me on the floor. He had a head of hair that was as white as snow.

In a soft British accent, he replied without looking up. “No, no, it’s alright—” Lifting his head up, realization spread across his face. “I know you, don’t I?” He pushed himself up from the ground.

“I, uh…” Say something. Lie!

He began collecting my books. “Adelaide, right?” There went that. “We met at the pub Saturday—or at least you and Dorian did,” he laughed.

I stood, flattening out my sweater, and plucking the books out of his arms. “I think you have the wrong person—”

He clutched onto the book I was trying to take. “Hey, it’s alright, Dorian filled me in,” he explained, rather kindly too. As if it was our secret now. Phenomenal. Another problem.

“Did he now?” I asked flabbergasted. I made a deal with Dorian not to tell anyone about our night and here he was telling friends.

I rearranged the books in my arms and focused on getting out of here immediately. But as I scrambled for an excuse to go, my Entertainment Media textbook slipped out of my grasp. The smack against the floor was a good interruption for our conversation, but he bent down to pick it up.

“Two-thousand and one Beverly Spring collection.” He gestured to my shoes, standing back up and handing over the book.

“How—how do you know that?” I stammered.

“My mother works for Beverly.” He stated it as if it wasn’t single-handedly the coolest job ever.

Not at Beverly, but for Beverly.

He said it so nonchalantly that I considered for a moment whether we were talking about the same company.

The Beverly. The most iconic fashion house of all time. The one I dreamed about even when I wasn’t sleeping. The one I’ve spent the past eight years achieving a perfect GPA for in hopes of joining their marketing team.

“My name’s James, by the way,” he remembered, giving me his hand.

I shook it. “Adelaide… But you already know that.” He smiled shyly in response. It was so warm and kind. Something that could’ve melted ice. An odd contrast to the grimace his friend wore the two times I saw him this week.

“Don’t worry by the way, I would never say anything about you and Dorian.”

I wanted to throw my palm against my forehead. “Do you happen to know who else he told?”

His eyes widened. “There is no one else. He would never do that. We’re practically attached at the hip, so I usually know too much. Which can be unfortunate at times,” he pondered.

“Oh, alright,” I exhaled, while also trying to piece together which parts would be unfortunate. “I’m sorry again for running into you. I’m still trying to figure out what makes this brown hallway different from that brown hallway.” I blew a strand of hair out of my face.

“Which class are you trying to get to?” he asked.

“Entertainment Media in the Archer building.”

“With Professor Dover?”

“Yes, that one! Have you had her before?”

“I’m in that class too,” he said. “I guess you can just follow me this way then.”

Walking side and side, we headed in the completely opposite direction that I had been going. The light coming in through the skylight above us flickered over our shoes as we walked through the outdoor pathway to the other building. I took my strides wide to keep up with his footsteps.

I attempted to listen to the words coming out of James’s mouth about the history of the buildings, but I was more focused on memorizing this path and trying to figure out if he was trustworthy (all while ignoring how pretty his mouth happened to be).

Green flag #1: He seemed sweet.

Red flag #1: He was a friend of Dorian’s.

Green flag #2: He appeared to be the complete opposite of Dorian, despite the similar height and dark eyes.

Red flag #2: He chose to spend time with Dorian.

Green flag #3: He had a really pretty smile. Maybe that was a beige flag since it intervened with the No Dating rule.

“Are you a senior?” he asked.

“Yes,” I responded, trying not to let my thoughts paint themselves across my face. “I transferred here from Boston.”

“Me too—well, I’m in my final year too,” he rushed to clarify. “Not from Boston, clearly.” He blushed. I suppressed a laugh. I didn’t need to make his shade of crimson any worse.

He cleared his throat. “So why here?”

“Study abroad opportunity. I always wanted to live in London though.” The romanticization of movies set here may have contributed heavily. “Tea, scones, rolling countryside hills, a reason to carry an umbrella every day.” And there was nothing left for me back in Boston. “Townsen also has one of the best marketing programs in the world.”

“So you gave up burgers and American holidays for stale scones and rain?” He was baffled.

I shrugged. “I don’t care much for the holidays.”

“Nonsense,” he argued.

“Just days on a calendar,” I pointed out.

“So, you’re an American who hates holidays, likes the rain, is willing to travel for a scone, and… majors in marketing,” he hummed as we entered a building with a plaque labeled ARCHER above, walnut walls welcoming us.

“Public relations,” I clarified.

“Anywhere in London you’re hoping to intern?”

“I’m not sure yet,” I lied.

“I would ask more but we’re here,” he confessed, stopping in front of a large oak door. “Same hallway next Thursday?”

It wasn’t as if I could say
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