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Prologue

[image: ]


Toronto was quiet in the early morning, the kind of quiet that felt earned.

Sarah stood at the kitchen window, one hand wrapped around a mug gone cold, the other resting protectively on the counter as laughter echoed from the living room behind her. The city skyline glowed softly beyond the glass, familiar and comforting—no longer a place of uncertainty, but home.

“Mama,” a small voice called.

“Which one of you?” Sarah smiled without turning.

“Me,” Zara said firmly, followed immediately by—

“No, me!” Zayn argued, indignation far too big for a six-year-old.

Sarah turned, amusement warming her chest. The twins stood side by side, identical dark eyes full of determination, their personalities already worlds apart. Zara, thoughtful and observant, held a book almost as big as her torso. Zayn, fearless and loud, clutched a toy microphone like it was a lifeline.

From the hallway came another sound—footsteps, familiar and grounding.

“Hey,” Zac said softly.

He leaned against the doorway, sleeves rolled up, hair still damp from the shower, the ease of someone who no longer had to perform inside his own home. The world knew him as an international superstar. Stadiums, red carpets, flashing cameras. But here—here he was just Zac. Her Zac.

“Daddy,” Zayn exclaimed, running toward him.

Zac scooped him up effortlessly, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “You practicing for your world tour again?”

Zayn nodded seriously. “Liv says I sing better than you.”

From the couch, Ariel’s laughter rang out. “I never said that,” she called, though her grin said otherwise.

Liv—Ariel and Dylan’s daughter—peeked over the cushions, her eyes lighting up the moment she saw Zayn. She waved shyly. Zayn waved back, suddenly forgetting how to speak.

Sarah caught Zac watching the interaction, something tender and knowing in his gaze.

Trouble already, she murmured.

Zac chuckled. “Karma.”

Sarah turned back to the window as the noise of life filled the apartment again. Ariel teasing Dylan. Dylan pretending not to care. The twins arguing over cereal. Liv insisting she did not like cereal anymore—only pancakes.

This was the ending everyone imagined when they talked about love. The neat, perfect picture.

But Sarah knew better.

Because none of this had come easily.

Years ago—before the marriage, before the twins, before the book deals and sold-out tours—there had been silence. Misunderstandings. Jealousy that burned hotter than anger. Words left unsaid. Words said too late.

There had been moments when she had walked away, convinced love was not supposed to hurt this much.

And moments when Zac had stood alone under blinding stage lights, wondering how success could feel so empty.

They had almost missed each other entirely.

Her phone buzzed softly on the counter.

A notification from her publisher.

Congratulations. The final numbers are in. Bestseller. Again.

Sarah exhaled slowly, a smile forming not from pride, but gratitude. She had not abandoned herself to love. She had not shrunk. Zac had not asked her to.

They had grown—separately, painfully—before growing together.

Zac crossed the room and slipped an arm around her waist, resting his forehead against hers. “You okay?”

She nodded. “Just thinking.”

“Dangerous.”

She laughed quietly. “Do you ever think about how close we came to getting it wrong?”

“All the time,” he admitted. “That is why I do not take this for granted.”

From the living room, Ariel called out, “Are you two being disgustingly in love again?”

“Yes,” Zac answered easily. “Loudly and unapologetically.”

Sarah leaned into him, warmth spreading through her chest. Outside, the city stirred awake. Inside, life continued—messy, loud, imperfect, real.

This was not a love story that had happened overnight.

It had been slow.
Fractured.
Earned.
And it had started years ago—

With a girl who dreamed of words,
A boy who hid behind fame,
And a moment where everything could have gone wrong.
But did not.

This is where it begins.
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Toronto, in late September, had a way of pretending everything was fine.

Sarah liked to believe it too.

She stood on the platform at Union Station, notebook tucked under her arm, headphones in but no music playing. She liked the illusion of distance—the way people assumed you were unreachable when you were not really listening to anything at all.

Around her, the city moved fast. Trains hissed. Shoes scuffed concrete. Conversations overlapped in half-finished sentences. Life did not pause for anyone, and Sarah had learned to survive by moving with it, not against it.

She checked her watch.

Late. Again.

With a quiet sigh, she adjusted the strap of her bag and stepped onto the train just as the doors slid shut behind her. She grabbed the nearest pole, heart still racing, and stared down at the blur of words already scribbled in her notebook.

Half a paragraph. Three crossed-out lines. One sentence she liked.

It was not much—but it was hers.

“Careful.”

The voice came out of nowhere.

Sarah stumbled slightly as the train lurched forward, her shoulder brushing against someone solid. Warm. Definitely human.

“I’m so sorry,” she said automatically, looking up—

—and forgot how to breathe.

He was tall. Effortlessly so. Dark sunglasses hid his eyes, a baseball cap pulled low, hoodie zipped halfway like he was trying very hard not to be noticed.

Which was ironic.

Because he was impossible to ignore.

“It’s fine,” he said, voice low, calm, American.

Their eyes met briefly when he lifted the sunglasses just enough to look at her properly.

Recognition hit her like ice water.

Oh.

Oh no.

She looked away immediately, heat rushing to her face. Of course. Of course Toronto would do this to her on a random Tuesday morning.

Zac Efron.

International superstar. Actor. Singer. The kind of name you did not say casually, because it carried too much weight.

She shifted her grip on the pole. “Didn’t realize you were—”
She stopped herself. I am not a fan-girl. I refuse to be that person.
“—standing there,” she finished lamely.

A corner of his mouth twitched. “Yeah. Happens.”

There was something in his tone—not arrogance, not charm—but tired amusement. Like this was not new. Like he had learned to brace himself for moments exactly like this one.

The train rattled on. No one else seemed to notice him. Or maybe they were pretending not to.

Sarah focused on her notebook again, mortified. Great. First interaction of the day and I nearly face-planted into a celebrity.

She felt his gaze linger.

“You write?” he asked.

She glanced up. “What?”

“The notebook,” he clarified. “You’ve been staring at it like it personally offended you.”

That surprised a laugh out of her. “It kind of did.”

“Writer’s block?”

“Something like that.”

He nodded, like he understood far more than he should. “I get that.”

She raised an eyebrow before she could stop herself. “You write?”

He hesitated—just a fraction of a second too long. “Music.”

That made more sense. Still unexpected, though.

“Huh,” she said. “Guess we’re both losing fights to blank pages.”

“Daily,” he replied.

The train slowed. People shifted, preparing to get off. Sarah felt oddly reluctant to move.

This is ridiculous, she told herself. I don’t know him. He lives in a completely different world.

And yet—

“What are you writing?” he asked.

She shook her head. “That’s classified.”

He smiled then. Really smiled. And it was disarming. Not the polished red-carpet version. Something softer. Private.

“Fair,” he said. “I don’t share unfinished work either.”

The doors opened. Cold air rushed in.

Sarah stepped back onto the platform, heart doing something annoying and irregular. She turned once more, catching him watching her.

“Good luck with the blank page,” he said.

“You too,” she replied.

The doors slid shut between them.

As the train pulled away, Sarah stood frozen for a moment, notebook pressed to her chest.

It’s nothing, she told herself.

Just a stranger.
Just a moment.
Just a coincidence.
She did not know yet that this—this almost-accident, this quiet exchange, this fleeting look—would become the beginning of everything she would later try so hard to forget.

And even harder to hold onto.
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Sarah told herself not to think about him.

It was a rule I'd learned to follow early in life—don’t dwell on things you couldn’t control, couldn’t keep, or couldn’t understand. Zac Efron checked all three boxes.

Still, by the time she reached the small café near her office, his voice lingered like an unfinished sentence.

Good luck with the blank page.

She ordered her usual—black coffee, no sugar—and took the corner table by the window. Outside, Toronto moved the way it always did, indifferent and relentless. Inside, Sarah opened her notebook again.

The sentence she liked stared back at her.

She added another line beneath it.

Then crossed it out.

With a groan, she leaned back and closed her eyes.

"You look like someone just told you your dream was impractical."

Sarah opened her eyes to see Ariel standing across from her, coat half-on, scarf crooked, expression sharp with concern and curiosity.

"Is it that obvious?" Sarah asked.

Ariel slid into the chair opposite her and stole one of the sugar packets. "You have your writer face on."

"That bad?"

"You're chewing the pen like it owes you money."

Sarah dropped the pen immediately. "Rude."

"Accurate," Ariel corrected. "So. What happened?"

Sarah hesitated.

I don’t know why. It’s not a secret. It’s not even important. But saying his name out loud feels like crossing an invisible line.

"I... met someone on the train."

Ariel’s eyes lit up. "Oh?"

"It wasn’t like that."

"That’s always how it starts."

Sarah rolled her eyes. "It was literally thirty seconds of awkward small talk."

Ariel leaned forward. "Did he have a name?"

"Yes."

"And?"

Sarah sighed. "Zac."

Ariel blinked once. Twice. "You don’t mean—"

"I do," Sarah muttered. "Unfortunately."

Ariel let out a sound somewhere between a gasp and a laugh. "As in Zac Efron?"

"As in sunglasses, hoodie, trying-not-to-be-noticed Zac Efron."

Ariel stared at her like she’d just confessed to spotting a unicorn. "Why does this never happen to me?"

"Because you’d scream," Sarah said flatly.

"Fair."

Sarah closed her notebook. "It wasn’t a thing. We talked about writing. That’s it."

Ariel tilted her head. "You never talk to strangers."

"I know."

"And you definitely don’t talk to famous ones."

"I know."

Ariel smiled slowly. "Interesting."

"It’s not," Sarah insisted. "He’s leaving. Or I am. Or Toronto will swallow the whole thing and move on like it always does."

Ariel raised her coffee cup. "To denial."

Sarah clinked hers against it despite herself.

"So... did you tell him he’s ridiculously good-looking or did you keep that to yourself?" Ariel teased.

"I think mentioning it might have gotten me tackled," Sarah muttered, smirking.

"Pfft, you mean you didn’t flirt just a little? Come on, you had thirty seconds!"

"Ariel, it’s Zac Efron. Flirting would’ve been... catastrophic."

"You’re just scared he’d break your brain," Ariel said with mock seriousness.

"Shut up," Sarah laughed, rolling her eyes.

Across the city, Zac sat in the back seat of a black SUV, sunglasses back in place, phone pressed to his ear.

"I’m telling you, man, it’s fine," Dylan’s voice crackled through the speaker. "Toronto’s chill. Nobody bothers you."

"They stared today," Zac replied.

"They always stare."

"Yeah, but this one didn’t."

Dylan paused. "What do you mean?"

Zac leaned his head back against the seat, replaying the moment in his mind—the way she’d looked at him like he was just another guy taking up space on a train.

"She didn’t care," Zac said quietly.

Dylan laughed. "That’s new for you."

"I know."

"And?"

"And nothing," Zac said. "It was just... different."

Different didn’t usually stick with him. Different usually faded the moment he stepped back into the version of himself the world expected.

But later that night, alone in his hotel room, Zac opened his laptop and stared at the half-written song on the screen.

He deleted a line.

Typed another.

Then paused.

Without really knowing why, he added a note in the margin:

Girl on the train. Writer. Didn’t see me—really see me.

He closed the laptop quickly, like the thought might expose him.

On opposite sides of the city, both of them lay awake longer than usual that night.

Both pretending nothing had changed.

Both wrong.
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Sarah didn’t expect to see him again.

Which was why it felt unfair when I did.

It was raining—real Toronto rain, the kind that soaked through coats and moods alike. Sarah hurried down the sidewalk outside the arts centre, umbrella useless against the wind, mind already halfway into the scene she planned to write later that night.

She nearly collided with someone coming out the glass doors.

Again.

"Sorry—" she started, then stopped.

Zac looked just as surprised as she felt. No sunglasses this time. No hoodie pulled tight. Just a dark coat, damp hair curling slightly at the edges, and eyes that were unmistakably his.

"Oh," she said, brilliantly.

"Hey," he replied.

They stood there for a second too long, rain filling the silence between them.

"You stalking me?" she asked before she could stop herself.

His laugh came easy, warm. "I was about to ask you the same thing."

She gestured vaguely behind her. "I work here. Or—adjacent to here. Sometimes."

"Writer," he said, like it was already a fact he carried with him.

You remembered.

"I’m trying to forget things less," he said, then seemed to realize how that sounded. "I mean—yeah. I remembered."

The rain intensified, forcing them closer to the awning. Sarah became acutely aware of the space between them—or rather, the lack of it.

"So," she said, grasping for normalcy. "You just... wander into random buildings now?"

"Meeting," he said. "Music-related. Boring."

She smiled. "I don’t believe that."

"You shouldn’t."

Another pause. Not awkward this time. Just... charged.

She noticed a woman across the street staring openly at him, phone already halfway raised. Zac noticed too. His shoulders tensed almost imperceptibly.

Instinctively, Sarah stepped slightly in front of him.

Small thing. Unconscious. But it made his breath hitch.

"Friend of yours?" she asked casually, nodding toward the woman.

Zac blinked. "No."

"Good," Sarah said. "Because she’s about to pretend she knows you."

The woman hesitated, then lowered her phone and walked away, disappointed.

Zac let out a slow breath. "You didn’t have to do that."

"I know," Sarah said. "But you looked like you wanted to disappear."

He studied her for a moment, something unreadable flickering across his face. "Most people want to be seen."

"Most people aren’t you."

There it was again—that feeling of being understood without explanation.

"I’m grabbing coffee," she added quickly, suddenly aware of how intimate the moment felt. "You don’t have to—"

"I’d like to," he said, too fast.

She hesitated.

This is where I should say no. Where common sense should step in and remind me of headlines and heartbreak and the fact that nothing good ever comes from orbiting someone else’s world.

Instead, she nodded. "Okay."

The café was small and warm, windows fogged from the rain. They took a table near the back, the noise around them a gentle buffer.

"So," Zac said after ordering, "do you always rescue strangers?"

"Only the ones who look like they’re drowning on dry land."

He smiled, then sobered. "You don’t treat me differently."

She shrugged. "You’re a person. That’s usually my starting point."

"That’s... rare."

"Must be exhausting," she said softly.

He looked down at his coffee. "It is."

For a moment, neither of them spoke. Outside, the rain eased into a steady rhythm.

"Why Toronto?" she asked.

He glanced up. "Why not?"

"That’s not an answer."

"Neither is yours," he countered.

She smiled despite herself. "Touché."

He leaned back slightly, studying her the way someone studies a song they’re not sure how to finish. "You don’t ask for anything."

"Should I be?"

"No," he said quickly. "It’s just... new."

Sarah traced the rim of her cup. "I don’t want what you think I might."

"And what’s that?"

She met his gaze, steady. "The version of you the world already has."

Something shifted then. Subtle. Significant.

Across the café, another whisper rippled. A glance. A double-take.

Sarah noticed. Zac definitely did.

"This is where it gets complicated," she said quietly.

He nodded. "Yeah."

Neither of them moved.

Not yet.

They didn’t know it then, but this—this moment, balanced between curiosity and caution—was the first real step.

Not toward love.

But toward trouble.
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Trouble didn’t announce itself.

It crept in quietly, wearing curiosity and coincidence like a disguise.

Sarah noticed it first the following week.

Zac didn’t text—because, of course, he didn’t have her number—but she started seeing him anyway. At the café near her office. Outside the arts centre. Once, absurdly, at the same bookstore she’d been hiding in to avoid the rain.

Each time, they exchanged something small. A look. A smile. A few words that lingered longer than they should have.

Each time, Sarah told herself it meant nothing.

"You’re distracted," Ariel said one evening, kicking off her shoes and flopping onto Sarah’s couch. "And I don’t say that lightly. You’re always distracted."

Sarah pretended to reread the same paragraph on her laptop. "Am not."

"You just scrolled up instead of down."

Sarah sighed. "Okay. Maybe a little."

Ariel sat up. "He’s still here, isn’t he."

Sarah didn’t answer.

Ariel’s eyes widened. "Oh. He’s still here."

"It’s not like that," Sarah said quickly. "We’ve barely talked."

"How barely?"

"Enough to know I shouldn’t be thinking about him," Sarah muttered.

Ariel grinned. "That bad?"

Sarah closed the laptop. "He’s... normal. When it’s just us. And that’s the problem."

Ariel softened. "Sarah."

"I know," she said. "It’s dangerous."

Zac knew it too.

He stood in front of the mirror in his condo that night, staring at his reflection like it belonged to someone else. The face was familiar—too familiar. A mask he’d worn so long it had fused with skin.

Her eyes... they don’t search for me the way everyone else does.

He thought of Sarah.

The way she didn’t fill silences just to ease them. The way she listened like she wasn’t waiting for him to become someone else.

Dylan’s voice echoed in his head from earlier that day.

"You’re smiling again, man. That’s usually a warning sign."

Zac had laughed it off. But now, alone, the truth pressed in.

This isn’t harmless.

This is the beginning of something I don’t know how to protect.

They ran into each other again—of course they did—outside the bookstore on Queen Street. This time, Zac didn’t pretend surprise.

"You follow me here often?" Sarah asked, amused.

"Only on days ending in ‘y.’"

She laughed, then caught herself, glancing around. Two people were whispering nearby. One of them was definitely staring.

Sarah’s smile faded.

Zac noticed immediately. "We don’t have to—"

"No," she said firmly. "I just... need to understand what I’m walking into."

He nodded slowly. "Fair."

They stepped aside, away from the windows.

"This," he said, gesturing vaguely between them, "doesn’t stay small. Not for long."

"I figured."

"I don’t want you caught in something you didn’t choose."

Sarah folded her arms, meeting his gaze. "Then don’t decide for me."

That stopped him.

"I don’t want fame," she continued. "I don’t want access. I don’t want a headline."

"And if you get them anyway?" he asked quietly.

She hesitated—but only for a moment. "Then I walk away. But it’ll be my choice."

Zac searched her face, like he was looking for cracks.

He didn’t find any.

"Coffee?" he asked finally.

She smiled, slow and careful. "Okay."

This time, when they sat across from each other, it felt different.

Less accidental.

More deliberate.

Across the room, a phone lifted subtly.

And somewhere else—Zac’s phone buzzed. Dylan’s text lit up the screen:

"So... you’re smiling again. That usually means trouble. Or you met her. Probably both."

Zac grinned despite himself. "You never miss a thing, do you?"

"Never," Dylan replied instantly. "You’re walking into a mess. I hope she’s worth it."

Zac shook his head, a laugh slipping past. "Always the teaser."

"Always," Dylan answered. "You’ll thank me later... maybe."

Outside, rain began to fall again.

And somewhere—online, unseen—a story was already starting to form.

Not theirs.

But one that would soon try to tear them apart.
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The first headline appeared two days later.

Sarah didn’t see it right away. She was too busy arguing with herself over a sentence that refused to behave, too focused on pretending her phone hadn’t buzzed three times in under a minute.

It was Ariel who sent it.

Please tell me this is fake.

Sarah frowned and opened the link.

The photo was grainy. Badly angled. But unmistakable.

Zac.
Her.
A café window.
Her hand mid-gesture. His head tilted toward her, smiling.
The caption was worse.

ZAC EFRON SPOTTED GETTING COZY WITH MYSTERY WOMAN IN TORONTO

Sarah’s stomach dropped.

She scrolled.

Sources say the actor has been keeping a low profile, but this new romance suggests otherwise. Fans speculate the woman could be a new muse...

"Muse?" Sarah whispered, incredulous.

Her phone rang.

Ariel didn’t wait for her to answer. "Okay. Deep breaths. We can handle this."

"I didn’t sign up for this," Sarah said, voice tight.

"I know. And neither did he."

As if summoned by her thoughts, another message came through.

ZAC: I’m so sorry. I didn’t think they got anything.

Sarah stared at the screen.

There it was.

The moment she’d been pretending wouldn’t come.

She typed.

It’s not your fault.

Deleted it.

I didn’t expect this.

Deleted that too.

Finally:

We should talk.

The reply came instantly.

Whenever you want.

They met that evening by the lake, away from cameras, away from cafés with windows. The sky was heavy with clouds, the water dark and restless.

Zac looked... tense. Not polished. Not composed.

"I should’ve warned you," he said the moment he saw her.

"You did," Sarah replied. "I just didn’t think it would be this fast."

He exhaled sharply. "It always is."

They stood a few feet apart, space charged with things neither of them had said yet.

"I don’t want this to hurt you," he continued. "I can shut it down. Stop seeing you. Say it was nothing."

Her chest tightened at the word.

Nothing.

"And what if it wasn’t?" she asked quietly.

His gaze snapped to hers. "Was it?"

The truth hovered dangerously close to her lips.

"I don’t know," she said instead. "But I know I don’t want to be erased before I even exist."

Zac ran a hand through his hair. "I don’t want that either."

"Then don’t disappear," she said. "But don’t pull me deeper without honesty."

He nodded. "Okay."

A beat.

"Okay," she repeated.

They walked along the water, silence stretching—not uncomfortable, but heavy. A decision hanging in the air.

Across the lake, a group of teenagers laughed, music drifting faintly from a speaker.

The opening notes of Bet On It carried on the wind.

Zac froze.

Sarah noticed. "You okay?"

He gave a humorless smile. "That song... it’s about standing at a crossroads and realizing you can’t keep playing both sides."

Crossroads. That’s exactly it, Sarah thought. She looked at him, really looked at him. "Then choose."

He didn’t answer right away.

But when he finally did, his voice was quiet and resolute.

"I want to keep seeing you," he said. "Even if it’s complicated."

Sarah nodded slowly. "So do I."

They didn’t touch.

They didn’t kiss.

They didn’t promise anything they couldn’t keep.

But as they stood there, city lights flickering on behind them, both of them felt it:

This wasn’t casual anymore.

This was the beginning of a slow, messy, beautiful mistake.

And neither of them was ready to walk away.
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The city noticed before they did.

Or maybe it noticed because they didn’t.

Sarah and Zac slipped into something unspoken over the next few weeks—a rhythm that lived in the margins of their lives. Early-morning texts that didn’t say much. Late-night walks that said too much without words. Conversations that drifted from books to music to childhood memories and carefully avoided the future.

They never held hands in public.

They never sat too close.

And still, people stared.

"Okay, I’m officially annoyed," Ariel announced one afternoon, dropping into the chair across from Sarah at the café. "You two are doing this very intense, very romantic nothing and it’s stressing me out."

Sarah smiled faintly. "Good. Now you know how it feels to be me."

Ariel leaned in. "Are you happy?"

The question caught Sarah off guard.

"I don’t know yet," she admitted. "But I’m... calmer. When I’m with him."

Ariel softened. "Just don’t disappear into him."

"I won’t," Sarah said quickly. "I can’t afford to."

Zac felt the shift differently.

For him, it came in moments—when a song refused to cooperate, when an interview question brushed too close to something real, when he caught himself wanting to tell Sarah things he’d never told anyone else.

Dylan noticed immediately.

"You’re distracted," Dylan said over FaceTime, somewhere between Los Angeles and nowhere in particular. "And before you say it—yes, this is my business."

Zac scoffed. "I’m focused."

"You stared at your phone for thirty seconds without blinking."

Zac sighed. "She challenges me."

Dylan raised an eyebrow. "That’s new."

"She doesn’t want anything from me," Zac said. "And that scares the hell out of me."

"Because you can’t control it?"

"Because I actually care."

Dylan leaned back. "Then don’t mess it up."

Zac laughed without humor. "That’s the problem."

The next headline hit harder.

This time, Sarah saw it herself.

A comparison piece. Old photos. A name dragged out of Zac’s past—an ex, smiling too brightly beside him on a red carpet years ago.

Fans speculate the actor has a type.
Insiders say this phase won’t last.
Sarah closed her laptop slowly.

It shouldn’t matter.

It did.

That night, when Zac met her outside her building, she kept her arms folded, her smile careful.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Just tired," she said.

He hesitated. "Did you see—"

"I don’t want to talk about it," she interrupted.

The hurt flashed across his face before he masked it. "Okay."

They walked in silence.

For the first time, it felt wrong.

At the corner, she stopped. "You don’t owe me explanations."

"I want to give you them," he said quietly.

She looked at him then, frustration and something more tangled swirling together. "That’s what scares me."

He stepped closer—then stopped himself.

"Tell me what you need," he said.

Sarah swallowed. "Time."

He nodded, even though it clearly cost him something. "Take all of it."

As he walked away, she felt the weight of the distance she’d just created.

Inside her apartment, Sarah opened her notebook and wrote without stopping.

Jealousy doesn’t scream.

It whispers.

And misunderstanding doesn’t arrive all at once.

It settles in slowly—

Just enough to change the shape of everything.

Meanwhile, across the continent, Dylan leaned back on his couch, smirking at Zac over FaceTime.

"So... she’s driving you insane, huh?"

"She’s... not easy," Zac admitted, rubbing his temple.

"Not easy?" Dylan laughed. "You mean she’s got you tripping over your own thoughts like a rookie. Admit it—you’re in trouble."

"I care about her," Zac said, trying for nonchalance.

"Exactly," Dylan said, grinning. "Care too much, and suddenly ‘not easy’ becomes ‘totally wrecked.’ Welcome to the club, buddy."

Zac shook his head, smiling despite himself. "You’re impossible."

"And don’t you forget it," Dylan replied, eyes sparkling with mischief. "But hey, at least she’s worth it."

Zac couldn’t argue with that.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
= k-
" Breaking F

J SARAH SHAH

BN
-~ -~

ree





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





