
Chapter One

			
			A warm cloud of sugary air poofed against Emma’s face as she pushed into the bakery. Despite the fully blasting heat inside the small but cozy space, she pulled her jacket tighter around her, shivering from the chill that lingered from her walk downtown. January in New England was never shy, but she couldn’t remember ever feeling quite this cold before.

			With a shiver—both from the lingering cold and the mix of emotions running through her—Emma took a few tentative steps toward the display case. Her mouth watered instinctively as she inhaled. The scent in the air promised something doughy and heavy on cinnamon coming from an oven tucked out of sight. She tracked her eyes over the colorful items in the case, certain that none of them could provide such an intense aroma. She cocked her head, surprised to see what looked like individual strawberry cobblers. That, she knew for certain, wasn’t your average winter sweet treat. As she calculated the expenses of importing fresh strawberries—because any good baker in their right mind would always prefer to use fresh fruits—she missed the door opening and closing behind her.

			“You in line, hun?”

			Emma jumped back, startled by the gruff voice that held a rasp of Massachusetts. “No, no,” she said quickly, gesturing toward the case. “Not really, I mean. I’m just looking. For now.”

			The elderly man, clearly unfazed by her unclear response, shrugged as he moved past her and rapped the handle of his cane on the counter. “Ya gotta make a little noise around here or ya never get served.”

			“Coming!” a voice called from the back. “One minute, sorry!”

			Emma grinned at the man, who looked at her with an expression that said “Told ya so.” She appreciated his silence as she resumed her perusal of the display case. She wasn’t feeling up to small talk, nor was she in a rush. In fact, Emma had no concept of “rush” at present. She was far more into the dilly-dally stage of life, loath as she was to admit it. At times like this, however, it paid off. She surreptitiously eyed the man, who was growing more and more annoyed with the lack of prompt service.

			He muttered something under his breath just as the vibrant aqua-colored door swung open. A woman in her early thirties, if Emma had to guess (and she didn’t like guessing women’s ages but usually couldn’t help herself), wiped her hands on the front of her apron as she approached the counter.

			“Sam!” The woman beamed at the elderly man, who rapped his cane once more then broke into a grin. “I thought you and Mary had already left for Florida.”

			In a blink, the annoyance vanished from the man’s face, replaced by a genuine smile. “Nah, got a few more days before we get outta here. The grandkids have all their big sports events and…”

			Emma let the conversation dissolve into the background as she focused her attention on a single chocolate cupcake sitting in the case. The sign declared it to be “Devilishly Dark and Dreamy,” which sounded appetizing but gave little information about what the consumer would actually be biting into. She scrunched her nose as she peered closer. Probably a dark chocolate cake, which was one of Emma’s top five favorite flavors, and while the icing was almost equally as dark as the cake, it also had little white flecks interspersed throughout its luscious swirls. Buttercream, most likely, exposing itself with the tell-tale sign of the butter having been too cold when it was mixed with the powdered sugar.

			“Rookie mistake,” Emma said under her breath. She straightened and sucked her gasp in when she came face-to-face with the baker.

			“Welcome to Dough Mama,” the woman said. She smiled easily as she rested her forearms on the top of the case. “First time here?”

			Dough Mama. Emma loved it and hated it—only because she hadn’t come up with it herself. Not that that mattered anymore.

			“Yup!” She swallowed hard, urging the gasp-turned-spiky-air-bubble down instead of out. “Everything looks great.”

			“Thanks.” This time, a tone of weariness crept into the woman’s voice. “We’re a little shorthanded. I know some steps are getting missed and I hate to see it, but…” She shrugged. “Any chance you came in to see about the job?”

			Consumed with fireworks of embarrassment, Emma could only shake her head. The gesture was a lie, of course. The bright yellow “HELP WANTED” sign had beckoned her in, but only because she’d somehow missed any clues about Dough Mama being a bakery. She’d assumed it was a pizza place…Well, assumed or convinced herself, she wasn’t sure.

			And while she did need a job, working here would only remind her of all the failures she was trying to run from. Emma shook her head again as she fumbled for the right words. “I—I’m not the right person.”

			A silence hung over the two women. After several thick seconds of Emma’s burning discomfort, the baker spoke.

			“That’s not the response I was expecting,” she said, each word slow and purposeful, as though she knew anything less measured and gentle would send Emma scampering out the door. “Especially since you outed yourself with that comment about the icing, which is obviously correct. So I’m thinking maybe you are the right person.”

			“I’m not!” Emma tried to grin after the words sprung from her mouth. “But could I please have that devilish cupcake and one of the strawberry cobblers? To go? Please?” Her eyes swept over the case once more because there was no way she was going to make eye contact with the woman standing across from her. “Oh, and one of the Earl Gray scones. Please.”

			“Of course.” The baker busied herself with gathering the items and packing them carefully—lovingly, if Emma were being honest—into a pale purple box.

			The two met again at the register and the silence was torture. Emma didn’t do well with silence in general but this? This would not do.

			“I’m sorry,” she said, the words a tumbling rush. “I feel like I was rude and trust me, I am not a rude person. I—”

			“The butter was too cold.”

			Emma felt her shoulders drop an inch from their clenched, heightened state. “The butter was too cold,” she echoed.

			The woman pressed her palms against the counter and studied Emma. “I have a feeling you are the right person for the job, but maybe now isn’t the right time. I’m Viv,” she said, holding out a hand that was still covered with a film of powdered sugar. “Don’t be a stranger.”

			Emma shook Viv’s hand, then looked down at the sparkle of sugar that had transferred to her own hand. She smiled despite herself, despite the growing bundle of sadness twining in the pit of her belly.

			“Emma,” she said, picking up the box and giving Viv her first real smile. “And thank you.”

			Viv only nodded as Emma turned and walked toward the door. She stepped outside and let the cold seep into her bones, shivering as it effortlessly iced over any lingering warmth from the bakery, the baker, and the baked goods.

			 

			 

			Oh, but the baked goods. Ten minutes later, Emma was wiping crumbs from the corners of her mouth. That strawberry cobbler had lured her in with a siren’s song not twenty paces from the bakery’s door. After giving it an inspection only a practiced eye could deliver, Emma slid the pastry out of the box and took a bite. She’d nearly moaned into the perfect ratio of fruit and dough. Just from one bite, she could tell there was something unique about the flavor profile, but she wasn’t going to figure it out while standing on the corner of Main and Ivy in downtown Chestnut Hill, New Hampshire—especially when the winter clouds were slowly converging in a way that threatened some kind of frigid precipitation.

			So, though it pained her to do so, Emma gently placed the cobbler back in the box. As she removed her hand, the side of her pinkie finger grazed the crumbly scone and, well, who was she to deny lust at first touch? A couple minutes later, more bites than steps taken, the scone had vanished. It wasn’t the best she’d ever had—an execution problem, one she thought could be easily solved by adjusting the temperature of the butter—but that flavor profile was tugging at her, making her question everything she knew about combining ingredients.

			A smile lifted and fell on Emma’s face as she continued walking. She didn’t want to think about Dough Mama, and she really didn’t want to think about throwing ingredients together and watching them rise into beautiful, dare she say supple, baked goods. Nope, she would not be returning to Dough Mama anytime soon.

			“That part of your life is over,” she said under her breath as she continued down Main Street. She tried to push thoughts of baking out of her head, focusing instead on the cobbled sidewalks under her feet. She had no real destination in mind, but the whole “get a job” thing hung over her head, a thicker cloud than the real ones overhead, which were suddenly looking a lot heavier.

			Emma scanned the storefronts as she walked, hoping a sign would jump out into her path. She passed a bar and hesitated, wondering if she could pull off being a bartender. More likely than not, she wouldn’t even be allowed to enter the building: Though she had turned twenty-one right before Thanksgiving, she hadn’t grown past the 5’2” of her high school growth spurt. Add that to what her mom referred to as her “eternal youthful glow,” which was weird because as far as Emma was concerned, she was still a youth—anyway, she knew the explosion of freckles across her face didn’t add any mature years to whatever people first assumed her age to be when they met her.

			So, okay. No bartending for the time being. A single icy drop hit her square on top of the head and she picked up the pace as she crossed Finch Avenue. She tried to resist the urge to look down Finch to where it intersected with Penn Street. There, Pennbrook University began its sprawl over numerous blocks, its old brick buildings stoic and grand. Just before she stepped onto the curb, Emma stole a glance down the street and blinked in the face of her future. Viv’s words echoed in her head: “Maybe now isn’t the right time.” 

			Just as the chilly drops picked up speed, Emma found herself standing in front of a bold red sign that spelled out Cornerstone Books in black font, all caps. She tilted her head, appreciating, as always, the literal use of the location to name the store. If she walked inside and discovered that old, faithful Cornerstone, a Chestnut Hill staple, had lost its charm in order to appeal to the modern masses, Emma was going to be sorely disappointed…Even if she didn’t exactly enjoy reading. Or books in general.

			Emma squealed as a rogue pellet of sleet dropped right down the back of her neck. Not exactly the sign she was looking for, but a moment later, she was standing in the entryway of Cornerstone Books, inhaling that unmistakable, soothing scent of paper, coffee, and an ever-present hint of vanilla.

			Not daring to move further into the store, she turned her head to take in the familiar surroundings. Relief swept through her. It didn’t look like anything had changed since she’d last set foot in Cornerstone (she wasn’t sure when that was, but estimated it was before graduating from high school).

			From where she stood, Emma could see the extensive and precisely organized section of magazines. It was Cornerstone’s feature, the part of the store that always had at least six people browsing about. Emma smirked, remembering a very specific section that featured “art” magazines. In reality, they were lightly pornographic, which was why that area often collected adolescent boys.

			Just beyond the magazine section, the modest café was still tucked neatly into the corner and commandeering the best windows in the store. Emma felt a flutter in her chest as she gazed over the lovingly worn tables and chairs, none of which matched, holding cups of coffee and piles of books. She’d spent countless hours doing homework at those tables, scrunching her nose at whatever elaborate caffeinated drink her friends bought and then barely drank because, well, teenagers.

			Emma tilted her head as she swept her gaze past the café and toward the back of the store. Okay, that was different. It seemed longer, somehow. Definitely more bookshelves, but it didn’t look crowded or tightly smashed together. She looked to her left, then, and appraised the front end of the store: the greeting card section, the pens and journals section, and the random small gift section, all butting up against the register area.

			Assured that the world inside Cornerstone Books hadn’t changed too much, Emma stepped forward and made her way through the store. With no particular destination in mind, she was free to walk slowly, and as she did, her guard dropped lower and lower. There was a wholesomeness to Cornerstone, a comfort that Emma didn’t remember feeling on her previous visits. Maybe it was nostalgia creeping in, but the non-book-lover in her was suddenly feeling very Belle. She giggled to herself, imagining breaking into song and twirling from the finance section to the self-help section, a yellow dress hugging her body, the skirt swirling with each spin of her hips. Her giggle was cut short at the unpleasant thought of a beastly human being holding her captive between the stacks.

			Emma cleared her throat and walked with more of a purpose. She was quite aware that life was not a Disney movie. Besides, she was far more Merida than Belle. Emma brushed her hair from her face. Okay, maybe just in the looks department. And in resourcefulness, but that was mostly due to Emma’s Scorpio nature. They were also both a bit stubborn, at least in the sense that Emma really loved being right, and—

			“No, sorry, but I’m out.”

			“Wait! We can work something out. I know we can.”

			Lured by the tiny explosion of drama, Emma took tentative steps toward the bulging shelf in front of her. She made sure to stay out of sight as she settled in to eavesdrop.

			“There’s nothing to work out.” The person—a woman, Emma thought—sighed heavily. “It’s too much with school. I have to prioritize.”

			“Okay, I understand that.” Another woman, with a voice that was both scratchy and sweet. A little nasally, too, like she was battling a cold. “How about we cut your hours? We can do that. Just give me a number you’re comfortable working.”

			“Zero.”

			The answer came without hesitation or pause, and Emma fought back a laugh.

			“Oh. Okay. Um—”

			“Sadie, I’m sorry.” There was a rustling noise. “Here. Tell Genesis I’m sorry, too.”

			Footsteps moved away from the other side of the shelf. A little sigh that sounded more like an exasperated, and very tired, growl crawled through the sudden silence. Emma didn’t dare move. She stood there for what felt like ten minutes but couldn’t have been more than two. Just as she was summoning up the nerve to walk away, she caught, out of the corner of her eye, rapid movement in the form of a very tall person speeding in her direction.

			
			“Don’t even tell me,” the person said as they sped past Emma and stopped on the other side of the shelf. The young adult section, if Emma remembered correctly. “She quit.”

			“I tried to get her to cut her hours instead.”

			“Great. Fucking great.” A thud.

			“Hey! Don’t kick my books.”

			“I’ll stop kicking your books when you stop hiring people who don’t stay for more than a month.”

			“I thought she had potential,” the woman said, her voice slightly muffled. Emma pictured her squatting down to console the book the other person had kicked.

			“She didn’t, Sadie. I knew that on day two. So can I please do the hiring next time?”

			“You act like there’s a pile of applications and résumés waiting for us to go through,” Sadie said. She sounded tired but not unhappy. “And no, but you can be a part of the interview.”

			“Finally,” her coworker grumbled. “There’s gotta be at least one or two apps we haven’t—”

			With a terrible punch of inspiration and a misdirected need to make others happy, Emma flew around the corner of the shelf, coming face-to-face with a tall Latinx woman and a—whoa.

			“The fuck?” the Latinx woman said, looking from Emma to Sadie. “Have you been hiding your child in the general fiction section?”

			The other woman was holding her hand over her mouth, dark-green eyes wide with surprise. Or shock. Or something in between.

			Emma felt her mouth open and close. She had no idea what to say; it wasn’t every day you came face-to-face with your doppelganger.

			Finally, words popped out: “You could hire me.”

			“Yes!” Sadie said, her tone joyful. She clapped a few times and Emma got a good look at the freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks, darker than the ones on Emma’s face but nearly exact in their placement. “And also, oh my God. Are we related?”

			“She literally looks like your child.”

			Sadie gazed at Emma in wonder. “She really does. And yes! Of course, yes. You’re hired.”

			The other woman groaned. “Sadie, you cannot hire someone on the spot.” She turned to Emma. “We’ll take you up front and you can fill out an application.”

			It was then that Emma registered the apron the Latinx woman was wearing. Confusion nudged her, but she ignored it.

			“Great,” she said. “I can start whenever you need me.”

			“Tomorrow!” Sadie exclaimed.

			“No, not tomorrow. But soon. After we interview you,” the other woman said sternly, shooting eye daggers at Sadie. “I’m Genesis, by the way. The café manager.”

			“Oh,” Emma said, but it came out like a squeak. The apron suddenly made a lot more sense. The café? Coffee? She’d never drank a sip in her life. 

			“Come on,” Sadie said, taking Emma by the arm. “Let’s go find an application for you.”

			And that was how, not fifteen minutes later, Emma found herself walking back to her car through sleet and snow, her mind in knots over the interview she would attend in two days. An interview for a position in the café at Cornerstone, despite the fact that she knew even less about coffee than she knew about books.

			




Chapter Ten

			Aubrey rubbed her arms as she walked through Cornerstone. She had a chill she couldn’t shake. It had crept up on her the previous night, sinking low into her bones as she stared blankly at the movie playing on her laptop. It wasn’t a sick kind of chill; she knew those well from bouts of chronic strep throat when she was younger. No, this was a chill that settled and lingered, pressing icy fingertips into each inhale and squeezing on the exhale.

			It was possible Aubrey had smoked too much last night. It was the only coping mechanism she used lately. It helped her sleep, sure, but she’d started smoking earlier and earlier in the evening. Since Aubrey lived by herself and didn’t glorify smoking on her social media, no one but the guys she bought it from knew how much she was using. She didn’t have a problem, and she wasn’t high all day long. But she didn’t want to get to a place where she felt like she had to smoke in order to function.

			She scrolled through her playlists, searching for the perfect early morning Monday mood. It would have to be something chill with an energetic undertone. Definitely not the right time for Volcano Girls, even though Aubrey could write a dissertation on how it was the perfect playlist for literally any time. She did try to take other people’s Monday morning moods into consideration, so she hit play on Brighter Light, a playlist filled with indie artists from the early 2000s.

			The music worked—of course, Aubrey could only speak for herself—and tasks that had felt impossible when she arrived quickly became routine and simple. She spent extra time in the newest part of the store, the dedicated Pennbrook zone. After the owners had purchased the small storefront next door, they’d merged the buildings, and suddenly Cornerstone had gained much-needed extra space. Sadie had planned carefully, and when Aubrey started working at the store, the additional space had just been unveiled. (Yes, Sadie had a ribbon-cutting ceremony.) The young adult and kids sections had grown and expanded. Poetry and drama got their own space, nestled next to the revamped photography, art, and travel section.

			And at the head of the addition was the Pennbrook zone, unofficially named. Since Cornerstone was technically a college bookstore because it was located a mere block from campus, Sadie had decided they should ramp up the college aspect—but only in that one corner. There were standard texts along with the usual college supplies. Sadie had even sprung for a small selection of apparel. It was obvious to Aubrey that Sadie didn’t love this addition, but it did bring in a nice profit, so everyone in the store tolerated it.

			With the beginning of the spring semester right around the corner, the Pennbrook zone would take a beating. Aubrey lugged over several boxes and spent the majority of her preopening shift rearranging and organizing as she replenished the stock. When she finished, she realized she hadn’t been blessed with Genesis’s cranky morning attitude.

			Broken-down boxes shoved under her arm, Aubrey took the long way back to the stock room so she could check in on Genesis. When she reached the edge of the café, she stopped. No Genesis, unless she was in the back, but the coffee was brewing and the pastry case was stocked. Aubrey moved behind the counter, careful not to knock into anything with the boxes beneath her arm, and stuck her head in the back area of the café. Again, no Genesis, just the industrial sink and refrigerator, plus all the café stock.

			“What the hell,” Aubrey mumbled as she left the café. Her friend—a term she used loosely with Genesis, as they did socialize outside of work, but didn’t often have conversations that stretched beyond the superficial and mundane—had a mighty presence, and a loud one. She couldn’t have slipped past Aubrey, especially since her passionate distaste for mornings announced itself the moment Genesis stepped inside the store.

			She nudged the boxes higher then came to an abrupt stop a few feet away from the Hub. Apparently she hadn’t missed Genesis, but she had somehow missed Emma.

			There she was, standing at the Hub, slowly scrolling the old iPhone, a.k.a the store DJ. She was wearing that horrible black apron and her hair was neatly pulled back into a ponytail. Emma was so focused on—

			The playlists.

			Aubrey froze. The cardboard slid from her grasp and tumbled to the floor. Cardboard hitting a hardwood floor didn’t make a commotion, but it was enough surprise movement to make Emma look up.

			And the moment she turned those warm brown eyes on Aubrey, the floor tilted. Aubrey stepped to the side, trying to find stable ground. She stumbled slightly. Right. The floor hadn’t tilted. She had tilted.

			The only thing Aubrey could do to combat the sudden instability inside of her was to fire off a barrage of questions. “What are you doing? Why are you looking at my playlists? Who let you in? Where’s Genesis?”

			Emma widened her eyes and stepped back. She gestured to the phone. “I—I’m sorry. I didn’t realize that was yours.”

			“Of course it’s mine,” Aubrey grumbled. It wasn’t, but Emma didn’t need to know that.

			
			“I thought it was the store’s,” Emma continued, either truly not hearing Aubrey or giving her the grace of pretending that she hadn’t. “I really like this song and I was surprised to hear it so I came over to see what else was on the playlist.”

			Aubrey took an involuntary step closer to the Hub. Emma liked Arcade Fire? That fact didn’t fit with her internal list of Emma facts, of which, honestly, there were very few. (Namely: she used to play field hockey, she had great hair, she probably had terrible taste in music.)

			Emma aimed a cautious smile toward Aubrey. “And to answer your other questions, Sadie let me in, and Genesis is off duty for morning shifts.” She pointed to herself with her thumb. “Meet your new opening barista.”

			“You,” Aubrey said.

			“Me.”

			As they stared at each other, “In the Backseat” continued playing in the background. Aubrey cursed it for being such a long, but beautiful song—one she and Emma both apparently liked. Since their conversation last week, Aubrey had been trying to piece together other memories of Emma from high school, but she came up empty. If her recollection was correct, they hadn’t had any interactions after Emma’s short stint on the team—not that they’d had much to say to each other then, either. It wasn’t unusual, considering Aubrey had been a senior when Emma was a freshman, and high school politics influenced the boundary between them.

			But Aubrey hadn’t forgotten about her. She simply hadn’t remembered Emma being this…magnetic. Yeah, that was it. And Aubrey held the other magnet in her hand, which was super disconcerting. She had no idea how it had gotten there, let alone what she was meant to do with it.

			“It’s a good playlist,” Emma said, breaking the silence between them. “And I promise I didn’t look at anything else on your phone.”

			Aubrey sighed, feeling her towering defenses droop. “It’s not my phone. Sorry. I overreacted.”

			“Yeah, you did.”

			Oh, and she had spunk. Aubrey bit the inside of her lip to avoid smiling. When she looked up, she expected to see a confident young woman glaring at her, but instead Emma looked like she wanted to run as far away as possible.

			Before Aubrey could get a word out, Emma had turned and started toward the café.

			Oh well. Aubrey gathered up the cardboard she’d dropped. There’s always tomorrow.

			 

			 

			On Tuesday morning, Aubrey paid a little more attention to the preopening playlist. She wanted something invigorating, but nothing that would be hard on still-sleepy ear drums. After scrolling for over ten minutes, she settled on This Is Not Your Wedding Day, a title that had absolutely no relevance to the songs lumped beneath it.

			After she pressed play, Maggie Rogers’s voice accompanied her as she began setting up a display of new releases. She was acutely aware of Emma’s presence over in the café, but the history and biography section provided a thick barrier between them. It was best that way, Aubrey thought. There was something about Emma that made her feel very slippery, like she couldn’t hold a grip on the bricks she’d surrounded herself with. But while she was slip-sliding around, she was dodging bullets of her own curiosity. She didn’t know why Emma was here, in Chestnut Hill, and working at Cornerstone. And she kind of wanted to know the answer.

			It was in the middle of Hozier’s “Almost” that Aubrey stood up and peered over at the café. She’d heard a little crash. She had no intention of saving Emma or even asking if she was okay, but again, that curiosity.

			Emma’s red hair popped up from behind the counter. Her face was flushed and she was holding something in her hands.

			“You good?” Aubrey called.

			Judging by the speed with which she turned her head to look in Aubrey’s direction, her neck should have snapped. “All good,” she said.

			“You sure?”

			Emma made a face, but it wasn’t the “get me the fuck out of here” expression she’d worn the day before, so Aubrey took that as a win. This was more of a “of course I’m okay, didn’t you hear me the first time?” look.

			“Yes, I’m sure.” She paused as she looked back at her hands. Slowly, Emma lifted up a piece of ceramic. “I may have broken a mug.”

			Aubrey shrugged. “Happens all the time. Toss it and let Genesis know.”

			“Okay.” After another hesitation, Emma nodded. “Thanks.”

			“No problem.”

			Aubrey waited a beat, selfishly hoping for a comment about the playlist, but Emma went about the business of tossing the broken mug and sweeping up the remnants on the floor.

			 

			 

			Wednesday morning brought a storm of flurries that looked like they might add up to something shovelable. Aubrey was moving as slowly as the clouds. She’d slept like shit. Getting out of bed at six a.m. had been a monumental feat. She was wishing she could have stayed in bed, but if she didn’t go to work, she didn’t get paid.

			So there she was, yawning mightily while she stood at the Hub. One part of her brain wished for hard, full-volume indie-rock, while the other part wanted nothing more than to envelop itself in the falling snow. The soft side won out, and Aubrey started up Cold Dream, her standard winter weather playlist. This one was filled with lo-fi ambient tunes, a veritable marshmallow for the ears.

			Another yawn stretched the limits of Aubrey’s jaw. She rubbed her eyes and groaned, knowing what she had to do. With the speed of a sloth heading toward a meal, she made her way to the empty café.

			Once there, she hesitated. She and Genesis had an agreement that Aubrey could make herself a drink before the store opened. But now that Emma had replaced Genesis, she wasn’t sure what move to make.

			Fortunately, Emma bustled out from the back room before she had to decide. She glanced at Aubrey as she slid croissants into the pastry case. “The music fits the mood,” she said by way of greeting. “Nice job.”

			“It’s a talent,” Aubrey said, then winced. “I mean, it’s something I like doing.”

			Emma grinned, and it was the most genuine expression Aubrey had seen yet. “You can be cocky about it. You’re good.”

			Aubrey fought back a blush. This girl, Emma Gallagher, had no reason to make Aubrey blush. It wasn’t the person, Aubrey assured herself. It was what she’d said. Yes. Right.

			With that in mind, she snuck another glance at Emma, who was filling the espresso grinder. Okay. Fine. Aubrey could admit to herself that Emma was attractive. It didn’t mean a damn thing, it was simply science.

			“So,” Aubrey said, focusing on the counter instead of Emma’s pretty face. “I—”

			“Need a drink?”

			She sagged in relief. “Yes. Badly.”

			“Genesis said you sometimes come over in the morning. I’ve kinda been waiting for you.”

			Those words, innocent and honest, perfectly in tune to the conversation and definitely not holding any extraneous meaning, should not have fizzled in Aubrey’s stomach the way they did. She shooed them away.

			“Do you want to make it?” She purposely left off “for me,” knowing that could sound unintentionally flirty. Stick to the facts, Glass. “Or, uh, I could.”

			Emma stuck her hands on her hips and eyed Aubrey. “She left out the part about you making your own drinks.”

			Aubrey leaned against the counter. “I pretty much only do that when she’s busy. So you can make it. Totally fine.”

			With a nod, Emma moved toward Bernard. Aubrey watched as she prepped a shot of espresso, then bent over to pull milk from the fridge. Aubrey opened her mouth then closed it when she saw the skim milk container in Emma’s hand.

			“She left me instructions,” Emma explained as she added one pump of vanilla syrup and two of caramel into a large cup. She set the cup down and prepped a second shot of espresso.

			Emma gave Aubrey a pointed look as she poured exactly one and a half shots into the cup, then topped them with hot skim milk. She snapped a lid on and placed the cup on the counter, gently pushing it toward Aubrey.

			“It’s lukewarm, just like you like it.”

			Aubrey, shocked by both Genesis’s thoughtfulness and Emma’s seamless movement around the art of drink making, mumbled a thank-you. She tested the drink, wanting to make sure Emma was right about the temperature, then took a long, full swig.

			“It’s perfect,” she said after swallowing. “Maybe even better than Genesis’s.”

			Emma’s eyes glittered beneath the dim café lights. “I won’t tell her if you won’t.”

			“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

			 

			 

			Sadie rested her chin in her hand. Her eyes glazed over as they always did when she gazed around her beloved store. “I’m glad you’re becoming friends with Emma.”

			Aubrey coughed, nearly choking on the iced tea she’d tried to swallow. “What? No. That’s not a thing.”

			“I saw you two talking yesterday morning.” Sadie smiled. “I’m pretty sure that constitutes the beginning of a friendship.”

			
			Aubrey flashed back to the previous morning, when Emma had made her the best caramel vanilla latte she’d ever had. She hadn’t lingered, since they both had work to do, but she could have easily stayed longer and asked Emma something, anything, about her life. “Uh, no? People can just talk.”

			“Well, sure. But sometimes people talk and they both look happy while they’re talking.” Sadie ruffled Aubrey’s hair. “Why shouldn’t you be friends? Don’t fight it, Aub.”

			She wasn’t fighting it. She just wasn’t sure it was a good idea.

			Later that day, Aubrey was in the magazine section. Their Thursday shipment had come late, so she was spending the end of her shift elbow-deep in Croquet Gazette and Water Polo World. It was a reasonably busy day, which made up for Wednesday’s lackluster sales. It hadn’t snowed much, just enough to encourage people to stay home.

			Aubrey had just slid last month’s remaining issues of Mini Extravaganza (usually a big seller; lots of people were interested in all things miniature) into the recycle box when she heard Emma’s voice much closer than it should be.

			“Oh. Hi. I mean—hello.”

			A group of laughing teenage boys hovered behind Aubrey just long enough for her to miss what came next. When the hyenas moved along, an unfamiliar voice had taken over the conversation.

			“…I was hoping you’d come by again.”

			Aubrey straightened up, immediately spotting Emma about five feet away. Standing with her was a woman who looked a little younger than Sadie. She was probably around Penelope’s age. At the thought of Pen, Aubrey sighed. They hadn’t talked since her mother’s house, and Aubrey didn’t know if that was just circumstance, or if her damn mother had said something out of line to Pen.

			Lost in her own thoughts, Aubrey missed what Emma said back to the woman. Not immune to the beauty of any woman, Aubrey took quick notice of how attractive this particular woman was. Her body was all curves, all feminine warmth. She had dark, curly hair piled on top of her head. But there was something about the way she moved that was especially sexy.

			Aubrey shook her head and bent down to pick up the recycle box. She didn’t need to know anything more about the random woman Emma apparently knew well enough to prompt her to ask why Emma hadn’t been by—where, Aubrey didn’t know—recently. For so many reasons, Aubrey needed not to care one bit about that woman.

			But as she began the slow walk back to the stockroom, she thought it would be a good idea to walk past Emma and the woman, just to make sure everything was copacetic. She didn’t know Emma well enough to read her body language, but there was definitely a sign of unease in the way she was standing with her arms folded behind her back, fingers clenched around her elbows.

			The two women were speaking quietly. That’s all Aubrey could discern. It didn’t seem intimate—not that it mattered! In any way at all!—but it also didn’t seem contentious. Maybe a little awkward?

			Aubrey didn’t love the weird feeling that settled in the pit of her stomach as she kicked open the door to the stockroom. Nothing about Emma’s life was any of her business.

			“Stop it,” she muttered as she left the stockroom and walked into the break room. She really did not need to care about Emma Gallagher. And she didn’t. Did she? No. How could she? She didn’t even know her.

			But she did—a little, anyway. Throughout the week, they’d made comments back and forth about the playlists and the songs. Aubrey learned enough to delete “probably has terrible taste in music” from her bank of Emma knowledge. It turned out Emma had great taste in music. She also knew Emma was a really, really good barista, which was weird because Genesis had told her Emma didn’t have any coffee-making experience prior to coming to Cornerstone.

			Aubrey also knew that Emma had a way of making her feel like she could talk to her. She didn’t, of course, because that was out of bounds for Aubrey. But she had a feeling that she could. If she wanted to. And if she did, Emma would listen.

			And finally, there was that unavoidable truth that Emma had fully grown out of the awkward, very young-looking ninth-grader Aubrey remembered. This Emma seemed to have no idea how pretty she was, and Aubrey very much liked that about her.

			As Aubrey tugged on her coat, she heard the door open and close behind her. Emma, flushed but not in an angry way, stood there, holding her balled up apron in her hands.

			“Oh,” she said, seeming surprised to see Aubrey. “Hi.”

			“Hey.” So much for that feeling that she could talk to Emma; Aubrey was struck mute.

			“What a day,” Emma said, graciously filling in Aubrey’s silence. “It was so busy. Is that a Thursday thing?”

			“It was probably because of the snow yesterday.”

			
			Emma stuffed her apron into her locker. “Oh, right. That makes sense.” She pulled on her coat, then pulled out her hair tie and shook out her hair. Aubrey was momentarily mesmerized by the auburn strands that flew about Emma’s head before settling perfectly down her back. “I always reek like coffee when I leave here. I swear the espresso attaches itself to my hair.”

			“Kinda sucks for someone who doesn’t even like coffee.”

			Aubrey was gifted with a wide smile. “Yeah, honestly. But this job isn’t going to break me. I shall emerge a noncoffee drinker, just as I entered.”

			Something clenched in Aubrey’s gut. “Are you quitting?”

			“Oh, no. I can’t.” Emma laughed. “I mean, I need a job. And my schedule here works perfectly with my class schedule.”

			That was news to Aubrey. “Class?”

			“Pennbrook,” Emma said. “I…I have to finish my degree.” She looked like she wanted to say more, but also like doing so would be physically painful.

			Aubrey knew enough about that dueling feeling to let it go. “Well, at least you can save money by living at home while you finish up.” She cringed. She had no idea what she was talking about, but it seemed a safe enough assumption.

			“I’m not living at home,” Emma rushed to say. “Not exactly, I mean. I’m staying with my brother.” She sighed heavily. “It’s a long story, sorry. I don’t want to bore you to death with it.”

			Aubrey doubted Emma could bore her, but there was a more pressing matter. “Your brother? Not Liam.”

			“Uh, yes Liam?”

			“Liam Gallagher is your brother?” Aubrey felt like a total shit for not knowing this. In her defense, they really looked nothing alike, and she’d never been to Liam’s house when they were in high school. He also, typical high school boy that he’d been, never bothered to mention he had a younger sister.

			Okay, actually, it was entirely possible that he had, and Aubrey hadn’t paid attention to that announcement because at the time, it hadn’t meant anything to her.

			“Yes,” Emma said, suddenly looking annoyed. “Liam is my brother. Did you guys, like, date or something?”

			Aubrey laughed so suddenly and so hard that she actually doubled over. “No! Holy shit, no. We definitely did not date.”

			“I almost believe you.”

			Between laughs, Aubrey managed to say, “Emma, trust me. Never happened. Never will.”

			Something about the words must have settled Emma because her annoyance disappeared. “Okay. I’ll trust you. This time.”

			The two walked out of the break room and made their way through the store, which was still bustling with activity. Sadie, parked at the registers, waved as they left. She also held eye contact with Aubrey and gave her a knowing smile, to which Aubrey rolled her eyes.

			The snow from Wednesday had mostly melted away, but the wind was charging in, bringing dropping temperatures. Both Emma and Aubrey stuffed their hands in the pockets of their coats.

			“See you tom—”

			“Who was that woman?”

			Emma, effectively cut off from her departing words, shot a look at Aubrey. “What woman?”

			“The one you were having that top-secret conversation with.” None of your business, Glass. But she couldn’t help herself.

			“It wasn’t—were you spying on me?” But there was a playful lilt in Emma’s voice.

			“Uh, no, it can’t be considered spying when you’re having a conversation in the middle of the book floor where your coworkers are working.”

			Emma gave a little laugh. “Okay, fair. That was Viv. She’s the owner of Dough Mama.”

			“Which is literally the best bakery in the state,” Aubrey stated. The pieces clicked into place and she realized she did know Viv—at least the vision of her standing behind the counter at Dough Mama.

			“Is it?”

			“Yeah. I feel like you should know that.”

			Something shifted in Emma’s expression, a sweep of emotion that flew in as quickly as it left. “And why should I know that?”

			Aubrey raised her eyebrows. “Because you know Viv?”

			After a beat, Emma nodded. “Right. Yeah.”

			Aubrey got the sense their suddenly awkward conversation needed to end. “I gotta go.”

			
			“Me too.”

			They stood for another moment, the sound of the wind whirling around them. Finally, Emma shot Aubrey a smile, then disappeared into the darkness down the street.

			




Chapter Eleven

			Emma threw another pair of jeans across the bedroom. She’d finally unpacked and settled into Liam’s guest room, but couldn’t bring herself to call it “her room.” At least not yet. Maybe when she got some decorations up; for now, it still felt like a space she was existing in instead of living in.

			One could argue that, however, since approximately twenty percent of her wardrobe was strewn across the room, making it look very lived-in. She didn’t normally stress so much about getting dressed, but it was a big night: Emma was going out.

			She still wasn’t sure if she was technically invited, but she was going. Genesis had casually mentioned that a group was going out to a local bar—one Emma had never been to, mostly because she’d just turned twenty-one—and that if she felt like stopping by, that would be “chill.” So, not a real invitation. But Emma, tired of sitting in Liam’s living room every night, was taking it. She’d even taken a nap when she got home from work, because Genesis had said no one would be there until around ten p.m., which sounded insane, but, alas, when in Rome.

			There was a quick knock on the door before Collins’s head poked in.

			“I’m so glad you called!” she squealed, hurrying into the room. She stopped a few feet in and looked around. “Wow, Emmalynn. Where do we even begin?”

			Emma threw another cardigan into the “nope” pile. “I have no idea. I’ve never felt so clueless in my short life.” She eyed Collins’s outfit, which was more casual than the one she’d worn last week, but still tipping the scales of classy. Emma groaned, slammed with hopelessness. “How do you manage to look so good all the time?”

			“Oh, please. I don’t. And besides, our styles are totally different.” Collins went about picking through the clothing lying around the room. “What kind of look are you going for?”

			“Casual,” Emma said quickly. “But fun? I don’t know, I feel like my usual outfits aren’t the kind of thing I should wear to a bar.”

			“And what bar are you going to?”

			“Lotus.”

			Collins paused, a pair of black pants dangling from her fingertips. “Never heard of it. It’s here? In town?”

			“Yeah, it’s down on Main, a couple blocks off campus.”

			“What do we think the vibe is?”

			Emma shrugged. “Cool? Genesis said it’s got, like, a club situation downstairs. I have no idea what happens upstairs.”

			Collins wiggled her eyebrows. “But your sweet little innocent ass is gonna find out.” She handed Emma a pair of jeans. “Put these on.”

			She kept her grumble to herself, trusting the Collins outfit-selecting process. Emma hated jeans and only wore them to work. But this was exactly why she’d panic-called Collins: If left to her own devices, Emma would have rolled up to Lotus wearing her usual dark-academia-inspired clothing. She saw nothing wrong with that, and actually did not care one bit if anyone else saw something wrong with it, but she wanted to fit in tonight. Not stand out.

			The next item Collins passed over, however, required a bit of a fight.

			“Absolutely not.” Emma pushed the shirt back.

			“Emmalynn. Put it on. Honestly,” Collins said, grinning, “I’m surprised you even own a shirt like this.”

			“Can’t remember why I do,” Emma mumbled, the words muffled as she took off her crewneck sweatshirt—a relic from her days at the vegan butcher, with smiling cartoon animals printed on the front—and flung it on the bed.

			“Who are we trying to impress, by the way?”

			Emma balked. She held the stupid white crop top over her face for a moment. “No one,” she finally said, tugging the shirt down.

			Collins gave her a look of disbelief, then gestured toward Emma’s chest. “Bra off.”

			“What? No! Not happening.”

			“Listen, Gallagher. One of us has been blessed with the ability to go out without wearing a bra, so please, for my sake, take advantage of it.”

			Emma shivered. “It’s February.”

			“Your nipples will be fine,” she said dismissively. “And—aha, here we go.” With a triumphant smile, Collins handed Emma a black motorcycle jacket, made of the finest pleather Target had to offer. “This’ll keep ’em toasty.”

			“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Emma said as she smoothly removed her bra without fully taking off her shirt. Not that she cared if Collins saw her topless, because she already had, many times. It was just the reality of being an athlete.

			Emma slipped into the jacket, half-listening as Collins rambled about her imminent return to school. Now was the perfect time for Emma to ask the little question poking at the recesses of her brain, but she couldn’t think of a neat segue and was worried she’d blurt, “How’d you figure out you’re bi?”

			She was curious, that’s all. And the curiosity was borne from Collins’s all-boys-all-the-time approach to high school. She’d never given an inkling of being anything but straight, so to casually announce she now also dated girls…It was a surprise.

			“So are these work people you’re going with?”

			“Not going with,” Emma said, turning so Collins could assess the outfit. “I’m meeting them there.”

			“Same difference.” Collins nodded her approval. “You look hot, Emmalynn. You should ditch the cardigans more often. Wait a minute,” she said, dropping onto the bed, eyes bright. “Is Aubrey Glass gonna be there?”

			Ever since Emma had told her that yes, Aubrey was working at a bookstore, and yes, it happened to be the bookstore where Emma was also working, Collins had been on an Aubrey Glass bender. From a gossip perspective, Collins was dying to know why and how Aubrey had ended up back in Chestnut Hill. She’d been encouraging Emma all week to talk to Aubrey, which, in combination with Liam’s little nudge, had helped her put aside her irrational negative feelings so she could actually do so. And she had, here and there.

			But honestly, Emma was so tired of everyone being obsessed with Aubrey Glass. Liam had asked about her multiple times. At work, someone mentioned Aubrey’s name at least five times per day. Emma couldn’t escape the damn girl.

			“I don’t know.” And she didn’t. She suspected Aubrey might be there, but it hadn’t come up in their mini conversations all week, and she hadn’t seen Aubrey when she left work earlier.

			Collins swung her legs back and forth, looking very proud of herself. “I hope she is, because I bet she’ll love your outfit.”

			Emma suddenly felt very hot. “Okay,” she said, totally unsure how to navigate this new path of conversation. Why would Aubrey even look twice at her outfit?

			“Wait wait wait. You don’t know?”

			“Don’t know what?”

			“Aubrey Glass is a lesbian.” Collins’s voice barely contained her excitement.

			Emma swallowed, refusing to look at Collins. This news didn’t matter at all. It was entirely inconsequential to Emma. Good for Aubrey, for living her truth. Sure, it was kind of unexpected, because Emma definitely wouldn’t have guessed that about her in high school. But if Emma had to be judgmental, she’d agree that Aubrey’s outfits—and yes, she noticed them every day which did not mean anything at all—basically yelled “gay woman!”

			“There’s some wild backstory,” Collins continued. “But no one knows the details. It’s very weird, very secretive. But she’s totally out now.”

			“Are you going to date her?” Emma blurted. Great, yes, there was that excellent segue she’d been searching for.

			Collins’s eyes damn near glittered. “Oh, I definitely would. Do you think she’d date me?”

			That damn hot sensation crashed through Emma once again. “Probably,” she said. “So she’s your type?”

			“Not really,” Collins admitted. “But it’s Aubrey Glass, Emma. Aubrey. Glass.”

			Yeah, yeah. Aubrey Glass. Emma knew who she was, what she looked like, how she carried herself, what music she listened to when she was tired, what music she listened to when she looked like she wanted to disappear into thin air. She knew the way the bottom of Aubrey’s pants constantly got caught between her heel and her Birkenstock clogs, the way she often smelled like smoky vanilla. And she knew that Aubrey Glass had eyes the color of pine trees that held steady when she looked at Emma, even when they flickered with darkness around the edges.

			Yes. Emma knew a little bit about Aubrey Glass.

			“If she’s out tonight, you have to get a pic with her.” Collins bounced off the bed. “You look amazing, Emmalynn. Go have some fun, okay? You deserve it.”

			With a kiss on the cheek, Collins said her goodbyes and moments later, Emma heard her feet pounding down the stairs.

			Emma caught her reflection in the mirror and stood for a moment, gazing at the young woman she was just getting to know. The outfit made her look different. Older, maybe. A touch more sophisticated but also way more fun. No, not fun—like someone who would make risky decisions. How very un-Emma. She would probably never wear an outfit like this again, but she could do it for one night.

			
			Putting Aubrey Glass and the entire world’s preoccupation with her out of her mind, Emma grabbed her black mini backpack (Collins probably wouldn’t approve, but it was the only option at the moment) and made her way downstairs.

			 

			 

			Lotus was unlike any bar or club Emma had ever been in, which wasn’t saying much since she’d been in, like, three. From the moment she passed through the entryway and handed over her ID, she was consumed with the steady thump thump thump booming from the DJ booth. She peered through the foggy darkness of the club, trying to locate the dance floor. There, toward the back of the room, briefly illuminated by passing strobe lights. It gave major den of iniquity vibes, and Emma felt strangely drawn to it. 

			Before she could take four steps toward the dance pit, Emma heard Genesis’s voice filter into the intense crescendo of the music. Squinting, her eyes not yet adjusted to the indecent lack of lighting, she caught sight of Genesis’s hair and made her way through the crowd.

			“Just Emma!” Genesis grinned. “You made it!”

			“Hey,” Emma said. She’d never been so thankful for Genesis’s height and her larger-than-life energy; she was certain she’d be stumbling around like a lost child in a crowded mall if Genesis wasn’t so…so obvious.

			“Drink?”

			“Sure, yeah.” Emma leaned against the bar, wincing when her hand met something sticky. She waited an eternity before the bartender, a supremely handsome guy who was wearing…Wait. What the fuck is that guy wearing?

			Incredibly short and obscenely tight neon-blue spandex shorts, apparently. And not much else.

			Emma refrained from gawking as she ordered a vodka soda with lime. He was very nice, Tiny Shorts Man, and clearly very well…endowed. Emma looked away as quickly as possible without being rude and came face-to-face with Genesis’s gleeful expression.

			“It’s her first time,” Genesis said to the handful of people around her, none of whom looked familiar.

			Emma smiled, hoping she didn’t look as awkward as she suddenly felt, and took a moment to really scope her surroundings now that her eyes had adjusted. Thankfully, the bartender was the only person lacking clothing. Everyone else was dressed, and in a wide range of styles. There was a lot of hair color that defied nature, and a lot of piercings. And right there behind Genesis were two men, thoroughly making out.

			Emma felt her pulse jump. Hold on.

			She looked around again as the things she’d missed became clearer. There, a giant rainbow flag hanging behind the bar. How had she missed that? Right next to it was the blue and pink trans flag. Lots of male couples dotted the seats at the bar, laughing and swilling drinks. In fact, there were hardly any women at all.

			When Emma’s drink arrived, she graciously accepted it and downed half as soon as she got her hands on it. Her nerves were swimming upstream and she really wished she’d taken a minute to Google Lotus before hopping in her car and driving here.

			She didn’t care that it was a gay bar. She just wished she would have known what she was walking into.

			On the plus side, Emma thought as she drained her glass in another big swallow, none of these men would look twice at her nipples.

			She waited for the bartender to come back, and was pleased when he came quickly. She ordered another drink and he winked at her, as though they were conspirators. On second thought—Emma looked down, and sure enough, her nipples were front and center.

			All she could do was laugh. Collins was right—of the two of them, Emma could get away with going braless. She was small breasted and perky, the combined blessings of her genetics and being in her early twenties. She would have never made the decision to wear this slightly cropped white T-shirt without a bra, but now that she was here, in the comfort of a bar where the majority of the patrons had zero interest in her, she was going to enjoy the little display of her features.

			New drink secured, Emma swung back around and nearly lost her footing.

			Aubrey. In front of her. Staring right at her.

			Instead of a hello, Aubrey’s eyes traveled from Emma’s face down to her chest. Had Emma not already thrown back a menacingly heavily poured vodka soda, she might have hurried to pull her jacket over her two protruding friends. Alas, the drink had been drunk.

			Aubrey’s eyes snapped back up to Emma’s face. It was possible she hadn’t even noticed. Emma dared a look down. Oh, yeah, no, she couldn’t have not noticed.

			“Hi,” Emma said, breaking the sudden silence they found themselves in despite the crunch and crash of the techno song encasing the room. “I didn’t know you were coming.”

			
			“I didn’t know you were coming,” Aubrey retorted. She crossed her arms across her chest. Emma didn’t mimic the movement. She may have even accidentally pushed her own chest out instead.

			“Well we’re all here now, so deal with it,” Genesis interrupted, throwing an arm around Aubrey.

			Emma took a drink while Aubrey stared her down. She didn’t look mad, but she didn’t look happy, either. The expression on Aubrey’s face was as confusing as she was. Emma, a lightweight who should never have more than two drinks, was already feeling the vodka and decided it would be a great time to start talking.

			“There’s a really sick gay bar in Philly,” she began, totally unsure of where she was going but, sans seatbelt, had her foot slammed on the gas. “One of my roommates used to go every week, and she said they had the best shots. I never actually went, wasn’t old enough or whatever, but I just, like, lived vicariously through her. She wasn’t gay, though. She just loved hanging out with gay people.” Emma tilted her head. “She might be gay now. Not sure. We haven’t talked for a while. You never know, right?”

			Aubrey had moved next to Emma. She was half-sitting, half-standing, one leg cemented to the floor and the other dangling, aimlessly kicking the footrest on the stool.

			“She went for Halloween last year and the pictures were insane,” Emma continued. “I mean, most of the costumes didn’t involve a lot of actual, uh, costuming. More like a ton of body paint. I saw some things.” Emma giggled then hiccupped. She looked at her glass, surprised to see it was almost empty.

			“Just Emma! Drink?”

			Emma hesitated. Then, very slowly, she nodded at Genesis. She glanced at Aubrey, expecting to see her placing an order. But she was sitting like a stone in a river, stubbornly immobile as the waters rushed around her.

			“You’re not drinking?”

			“Not at the moment.” Her voice was different, scratchier maybe.

			“Do you like beer or liquor?”

			Aubrey shrugged. “Neither.”

			Emma waited until Aubrey turned to look at her. It was then that she noticed the redness in Aubrey’s eyes. For a split second, her heart thumped sideways, thinking Aubrey had been crying. Her heart righted itself when she realized, no, Aubrey was just high.

			She was a little surprised about that. It certainly didn’t fit with high school Aubrey Glass. Then again, Emma was on the fast track to learning that the Aubrey everyone thought they knew in high school had very little in common with the Aubrey sitting next to her at a gay bar called Lotus in their hometown, where neither of them expected Emma to be.

			“I’m not friends with her anymore,” Emma said, needing something to keep her brain moving.

			“Who?”

			“My roommate. The one who went to the gay bar all the time.” She waited for Aubrey to ask for details, but she didn’t, so Emma plowed on as soon as Genesis handed her a fresh drink—which would absolutely be Emma’s last.

			“I was dating someone.” She could have sworn Aubrey perked up at that statement. “Obviously my roommate knew because we would hang out at the apartment. So we would all hang out and eventually I noticed my roommate was always home when we were
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