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  Author's Note


This is the third book of the If You Can series, however if you want to jump into Keep Me If You Can without reading the earlier books or just need a refresher on what happened, a summary of the series  containing spoilers begins on the next page.
There is also a character summary at the back of the book featuring names and basic descriptions of important characters.
Please note that this books is written in Canadian English, which has rules and spellings from both UK and US English. It also contains phrases and words specifically from Québécois French. Translations of those can be found at the end of the book.
Content Warnings: Full content warnings can be found on my website (cherylterra.com/trigger-warning), but please note that the If You Can series contains characters who engage in casual relationships with characters not involved in the main relationship dynamic. This will not include adultery of any kind between the MCs.
This book contains plots surrounding toxic parenting and family situations, slut shaming, references to non-consensual activity, risks of unplanned pregnancy, and multiple explicit scenes. There are also scenes featuring on-page emotional abuse, discussions of neurodiversity including harmful misconceptions (which are corrected on page), and discussions of the death of a friend (does not occur on page or within the timeline of the series). 






  
  The Road So Far


The If You Can series is intended to be read in order, however if you want to jump into Keep Me If You Can without reading the earlier books or just need a refresher on what happened, here is a summary of Nellie’s story so far. 
THIS SECTION CONTAINS MASSIVE SPOILERS FOR THE PREVIOUS BOOKS IN THE IF YOU CAN SERIES. 

To skip this section, click here

If you would rather read the full books, get your copies here: bit.ly/ctb2r

      [image: image-placeholder]The Boy Next Door: The series prequel. Set the summer before Nellie starts university. 
After realizing she can’t afford to pay for university on her own, she asks her insanely wealthy but probably sociopathic father for help behind her mother’s back, not understanding why her mom has told Nellie to cut ties with her dad. With the help of her best friend, Anne-Marie, Nellie decides she doesn’t want to start university as a virgin, but also doesn’t want to get into a relationship after her high school boyfriend spread horrible rumours about her that ruined her reputation. 
After an unsuccessful summer of misadventures and bad dates, Nellie unexpectedly connects with JP, Anne-Marie’s older brother, when she gets locked out of Anne-Marie’s room in nothing but a towel. Telling him about her ex-boyfriend telling everyone she was a slut. JP tells Nellie it’s okay to want sex but not a relationship and Nellie decides she wants to lose her virginity to him, though she doesn’t tell him she’s a virgin until after they’ve started hooking up. When they’re done, Nellie asks him not to tell anyone and rushes away because she’s afraid her religious, conservative father will find out.
Want the full story? Get your copy of The Boy Next Door here: bit.ly/iycprequel

      [image: image-placeholder]Kiss Me If You Can: Three years after The Boy Next Door, Nellie is a self-described “joyfully promiscuous” college student who doesn’t do serious relationships, but does do anyone who seems like a good time... except JP, who she’s successfully avoided seeing since that day in his bedroom when she lost her virginity, despite his attempts to get in touch with her.
After unexpectedly running into JP at a social event, Nellie’s dad tries to get him to convince Nellie to go to law school again since he is now a successful junior associate with his dad’s law firm. Much to Nellie’s dismay, JP offers to tutor her for the LSAT if she doesn’t get the internship. Well aware of her dad’s toxic nature and tired of him trying to control her life, Nellie tells him she’s so certain she’ll get the internship that if she doesn’t, she’ll take him up on the offer so she can take the LSAT and consider going to law school.
Unfortunately, after offending a former flame who has connections to the internship, Nellie isn’t accepted. She decides to hide this from her dad and gets a job at a restaurant to pay her bills, but her dad discovers her lie and tells her that until she takes the LSAT and attends the events he wants her at with a date who Nellie despises, he will withdraw all financial support. Upset, Nellie impulsively spends the weekend hooking up with Ben, her former psychology professor who she’s been regularly flirting with all summer.
Not able to avoid JP any longer, Nellie finally tells him she’s been avoiding him because he kept trying to get in touch with her and she didn’t want a boyfriend. JP tells her just because he wanted to check on her after they hooked up didn’t mean he wanted to be her boyfriend, he just wanted to make sure she was okay. He tells her he only offered to tutor her for the LSAT because he didn’t think she’d need it and encourages her to stand up to her dad. They eventually agree to a friends-with-benefits situation since Nellie will be spending a lot of time in Montreal over the summer and hook up again. With casual hook ups arranged in both Ottawa and Montreal, Nellie is surprisingly looking forward to her summer even if she has to spend more time than she wants with her dad.
Want the full story? Get your copy of Kiss Me If You Can here: bit.ly/iycbook1

      [image: image-placeholder]Hold Me If You Can: Beginning approximately a month after the events of Kiss Me If You Can, Nellie and JP have met up several times as part of their friends-with-benefits arrangement, though Anne-Marie has nearly caught them a few times. Nellie is also still casually seeing Ben, both of them knowing their fling will come to an end when Ben moves to California at the end of the summer.
When Nellie is left scrambling after Bruno, her go-to date so she doesn’t have to go with creepy Clinton Thibault, cancels on her last-minute for an event, she has the brilliant idea to dress her best friend, Sydney, in a tuxedo and fake mustache and take her as a date. Their charade delights some of the party goers, including the mysterious Claire and her fiancée Julie, but Nellie’s dad is livid. As punishment, he tells Nellie she will be attending the final and biggest event of the season, the Diamond Gala, with Clinton. Desperate, Nellie says JP is taking her. Once her father approves, JP agrees to take Nellie on the joking condition that they have anal sex after the gala. 
Nellie is obligated to attend the funeral of a prominent social figure. After inadvertently insulting the billionaire widow of the deceased--a woman Nellie’s dad is trying to impress because he wants to take her on as one of his financial clients--and running into a former teacher who mentions she thought Nellie had ADHD, Nellie sneaks over to the Marchands to ask JP how he got out of attending the funeral with his family. 
JP reveals the last funeral he attended was a for a close friend, Sam, who was killed unexpectedly when he got into a vehicle with a driver he didn’t know was impaired after JP left a party they were at together without him. Nellie begins to realize there may be feelings developing between her and JP. After she returns to Ottawa, she decompresses and discusses the situation with Ben, admitting things aren't quite as casual with JP as they used to be.
At the Diamond Gala, Nellie and JP see the mysterious Claire and Julie one more time. After introducing JP, Claire and Julie discuss their non-monogamous relationship and how Claire has brought her other girlfriend along with Julie to “test the waters” with her mother and make sure their unconventional relationship will be accepted. Nellie commiserates with her about “the things we do for family." She reveals her dad is trying to impress this billionaire client and keeps getting upset with her because she keeps ruining it, not realizing that Claire is actually the daughter of the billionaire until Claire brings Nellie over to introduce her to her mother. Claire’s mother is impressed by Nellie’s quirkiness and agrees to meet with Nellie’s dad about her financial needs.
After the event, Nellie and JP return to her house. JP confesses he was joking about wanting anal sex in exchange for being her date, but Nellie tells him the joke is on him because she’d wanted to try it anyway. After they hook up, there is a moment of emotional connection, but when JP tries to talk to Nellie about it the next day, she denies anything happened and reminds him she doesn’t want a serious relationship. He agrees and she drives off, back to Ottawa and assuming she won’t be returning to Montreal ever again.
In the epilogue, JP panics about realizing he’s in love with Nellie and knowing that he can’t do this “again.” 
Want the full story? Get your copy of Hold Me If You Can here: bit.ly/iycbook2
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Prologue

I Can Do Anything


When JP Marchand had his first kiss, there was popcorn in his hair. 
I shouldn’t have known that. Just like I shouldn’t have known the girl he kissed had a sunburn on her nose, even though it was winter. Or that they were missing the best scene of Jurassic Park, where they see the Brachiosaurus for the first time, but it kinda worked out because the song was playing in the background. Even though I was only eleven, I figured that had to make the whole thing pretty epic.
Everything was epic when the Jurassic Park theme song was playing.
Which I knew because I’d seen the stupid movie before, even though Mr. Marchand said Anne-Marie and I couldn’t watch the movie with the older kids.
“It’s not a movie for young ladies,” he said.
Anne-Marie, who was not used to her dad telling her no for anything, looked both insulted and devastated. “But Daddy—” 
“My dad lets me watch Jurassic Park,” I said loudly.
Mr. Marchand gave me an unimpressed look. “Does your father allow you to talk back to him?”
He didn’t, so I didn’t say anything else. Mr. Marchand turned back to Anne-Marie, who had the corners of her mouth turned down into a sad pout, and shook his head again.
“It is your brother’s birthday party, ma chouette,” Mr. Marchand said. “We said Nellie could sleep over during JP’s party so you did not bothering them—” 
“We won’t bother them!” I said. “They weren’t even paying attention. They were throwing popcorn at that one guy because he wouldn’t shut up!” 
“And if you interrupt me again, you will be sent home,” Mr. Marchand snapped. My face warmed with embarrassment and anger as he turned back to Anne-Marie. “Ma puce, all JP wanted to celebrate his birthday was an evening with his friends to watch movies. You and Nellie can watch Jurassic Park another time. Right now, your mother and I are asking you to please leave them alone.” 
He left us in the living room, the TV playing some boring kids’ movie. 
“This is so unfair.” Anne-Marie flopped forlornly onto the couch. “I cannot believe my parents are so mean. Do they even love me anymore?”
“I’m sure they love you,” I said.
She sniffled, though I didn’t think there were any actual tears in her eyes. “You wouldn’t understand, Nellie. Your parents would give you anything in the world.”
More anger flared up, making my shoulders tense and my jaw tighten. That time, though, I suppressed it before snapping at Anne-Marie to stop being so unbearably dramatic. Which was a big deal, honestly, because lately it seemed like words burst out of me before I even thought them.
I did think them that time, though. I thought that Anne-Marie was being ridiculous. Her dad telling her no about one stupid thing didn’t mean he didn’t love her. It wasn’t like he and her mom told her to pick a restaurant for dinner, but her dad wanted to go somewhere fancy and her mom wanted to go to Tee Dee Daisy’s so they could play air hockey, and her dad said that was immature and her mom said he was immature.
It wasn’t like she tried to tell them she didn’t want to pick a restaurant the whole time they were arguing and that she just wanted things to go back to how they were because she was so sick of them yelling all the time.
It wasn’t like the boiling anger built and built and built and finally burst out and she screamed that she was sick of them fighting and she hated them, she fucking hated both of them more than anything in the world and her mom pointed a finger at the stairs and told her to go to her goddamn room and she was grounded and there was no way in hell she was going over to the Marchands’ for a sleepover with Anne-Marie while her stupid brother had a stupid birthday party.
It wasn’t like any of that at all.
But after my mom had stormed out, my dad had come upstairs and told me I wasn’t grounded and I could go to Anne-Marie’s and that I never had to pick a restaurant again if I didn’t want to. And Anne-Marie was my best friend, and now she was sad because she couldn’t watch a movie.
And I might not have been able to stop my parents from fighting, but I could help Anne-Marie.
“I have an idea,” I said.
Anne-Marie looked up, a heavy look in her warm brown eyes. “You do?”
We snuck into the basement, silent and unnoticed as we crept into the storage room. Once we were there, I pulled the door open and revealed the place that had made me the undefeated hide-and-seek champ at the Marchands’ house since the very first time we’d played.
“This is brilliant!” Anne-Marie breathed as we crept into the hole that led to the crawl space beneath the stairs. 
“I found it by mistake,” I breathed. “I came in through the door in the entertainment room and then went back as far as I could and there was this gap here.”
The crawl space was just large enough to let us sit with our legs crossed and peer through the angled slats of the door. And we should have had a perfect, clear view of the giant TV on the wall, but as usual, JP ruined everything.
“What are they doing?” Anne-Marie whispered.
I shook my head, not daring to speak. In the twenty or so minutes since we’d been kicked out of the basement, JP and his friends had moved the furniture around. The coffee table was pressed up against the door, blocking part of the TV from our view. Instead of sitting on the furniture, they were in a loose circle on the floor, alternating boy-girl all the way around. In the middle, a green Perrier bottle was lying on its side. I could see JP in profile, sitting to my right with his back resting against the couch. He was taller than me, but if he turned his head and looked over at the right angle, we would’ve made eye contact.
“It doesn’t count,” said a boy with flaming red hair, his arms folded across his chest and his frown so deep that his eyebrows were curled into each other.
The boy everyone was throwing popcorn at before Anne-Marie and I got kicked out snickered and nudged the girl sitting beside him. “Tell ‘em it still counts, Courtney. That’s what the rules say.”
​The girl gave him a twisted look. “They’re twins, Logan. You sick freak.”
​“Okay, but Brooke doesn’t get to spin again just because she doesn’t wanna have her first kiss with her brother,” Logan said.
​“Then I guess we’re not playing anymore,” said the red-haired girl with glasses and a sunburn on her nose. Brooke, I guessed, and she mirrored her twin by folding her arms across her chest.
​“I said before we started we’d only play if we didn’t have to…” The red-haired boy trailed off, then gestured vaguely in the air.
“He did say that,” JP said.
​Logan rolled his eyes. ​“Well, she’s gotta kiss someone, and she doesn’t get to spin again. So are you volunteering to be stuck with Brooke for your first kiss?”
​“Kissing?” Anne-Marie breathed beside me, and I could almost hear her eyes widen. Some of the other people in the circle giggled and Brooke recoiled, a hurt expression flashing across her face and her sunburned cheeks going an even brighter shade of red. JP glanced at her, then turned back to Logan.
​“What do you mean, stuck with Brooke?” he asked. “I’d be honoured to kiss Brooke.”
​Logan snorted. “Go for it then, Birthday Boy.”
​So JP got to his knees, shuffled across the circle, and didn’t even hesitate before leaning in to plant a kiss on Brooke’s lips.
It was a brief kiss. The people around them let out soft oooing noises, but they’d barely started giggling when Brooke pulled back, her face and neck now red enough to match her nose. JP smiled, the corners of his eyes crinkling.
“Aw,” Anne-Marie whispered. I guess I could understand why she thought it was cute, even though I sure wouldn’t have wanted to be the one stuck kissing JP. Plus, it was kinda weird that JP hadn’t kissed anyone before. Not that I had, but I knew a couple of people in my class had and JP was a whole teenager and stuff. 
​And then as the Brachiosaurus appeared on the screen, he kissed her again.
And, like. ​
​Kissed her.​
Like, really kissed her
And it made me feel sad.
Because it was so gross, obviously.
It was so gross that it made me sad because that was Brooke’s first kiss and she’d always remember that JP Marchand had popcorn in his hair and that he’d lifted his hand to her cheek to touch it gently and that she’d put her hand on his thigh, probably to steady herself because she was so grossed out. 
Because why else would seeing JP kiss a girl make me sad? I didn’t like JP. Even if I did, he was sixteen. And blonde. And tall. 
But my mom always called him a heartbreaker. Which had to be a bad thing, because who wanted to break hearts?
That was why I was sad, I thought. I felt bad that poor Brooke, with her pretty red hair and her sunburned nose and her cool gold-rimmed glasses, was going to have her heart broken by JP Marchand.
And then all thoughts were ripped from my head as JP put his tongue in her mouth.
His tongue, which was pink. And shiny with spit. And probably felt slimy and tasted like someone else’s chewed gum.
The sight of it made me want to throw up everything in my stomach, including my stomach itself since my parents never did pick a restaurant and I’d only eaten a few crackers off the snack table before Anne-Marie and I got kicked out of the entertainment room. And I tried to stop it, but my whole body lurched and I gagged.
“Nellie!” Anne-Marie hissed from beside me, like that would stop anyone from hearing the retching sound I let out. It didn’t, of course; Brooke had already yanked her face away from JP’s, and the head of every teenager in that room swivelled towards the crawl space door.
Including JP, who was staring into the slats in the door as I stared out of them, his eyes as dark as blackberries and his face as red as Brooke’s hair. Climbing to his feet, he took two steps across the room before shoving the coffee table out of the way and wrenching the crawl space door open.
“What. The. Fuck?” he growled.
It was a question, but apparently not one that JP wanted an answer to, because when I blurted out that I thought it was very nice of him to have his first kiss with Brooke so she didn’t have to kiss her brother, his face went even redder and he turned around and stormed out of the entertainment room. 
“How did you think you were going to get out of this without getting into trouble?” Mr. Marchand demanded after coming downstairs to escort me and Anne-Marie out of the crawl space while JP stood behind him, arms folded across his chest.
“We wouldn’t have gotten in trouble if JP wasn’t a bastard who told on us,” I grumbled.
“You know, when I was your age, my parents would have put soap in my mouth for using that kind of language,” Mr. Marchand said.
“Sounds fucking delicious,” I said, and two minutes later I was trudging home through the rain because Mr. Marchand told me I wouldn’t be welcome back at his house until I could behave myself. 
It shouldn’t have been raining. I don’t know why it was. It was February, after all. Late February, since JP’s school did spring break in February and it was the same week as his birthday so he’d done his party after.
But it was warmer than usual that winter. Even though it wasn’t exactly warm.
I wasn’t supposed to be home, so my parents hadn’t bothered to keep their voices down. They were fighting loud enough that they didn’t hear the door open, either, loud enough that the shouts echoed through the hallway. 
“—undermine what I fucking told her—” my mom yelled.
“You think it was best for her to sit upstairs by herself?” my dad snapped. “You punished her for—”
“For fucking swearing! She can’t use language like that—”
“Can you blame her when you can’t get a sentence out without throwing at least one curse in it, Victoria?” 
“Oh, sure, this is all my fault—”
“Yes, it is!” my dad roared. “I let her go to the Marchands so she could get a goddamn break from all of this! You punished her for not wanting to go to a childish restaurant with you, swore up a storm as you fought with me yet again, and left her here for me to deal with all night. So yes, Victoria, this is your fault.”
Silence followed. Loud silence. Louder than the screaming, the fighting, the swearing. 
“That’s it,” my mom said.
“What is?” my dad asked.
“I want a divorce.”
No one spoke. The silence thundered in my ears like heartbeats.
“No,” my dad said.
“Can you honestly say you’re happy, Max?” 
He said nothing.
“Can you honestly say this is working?”
Still, he stayed quiet.
“Can you honestly say you love me?”
“Yes,” he said immediately.
“You don’t.”
“I do. Victoria, I do. I love you.”
Her voice wavered. “Well, it’s not enough to keep me anymore.”
“It’s enough—” 
“It’s never been enough. We tried, okay? We gave it twelve years. We’re both miserable. We’re so miserable that we’re making Nellie miserable. You know she got another detention last week? Her teacher told me my daughter is misbehaving so much that she thinks Nellie might have a learning disability. She’s going stupid with how much we’re fucking her up, Max.”
“Do not call my daughter stupid,” he said.
“I’m leaving,” my mom said. “And I’m taking her with me.”
“No.” There was heat in my dad’s voice that time. “No, you cannot—”
“It’s over, Max.” 
“You cannot do this.”
“I can do anything.” 
They were quiet for a bit before my mom spoke again.
“I’ll stay in one of the guest rooms tonight,” she said. “I’ll talk to a lawyer tomorrow. Not Jean-Luc Marchand, obviously. I’m assuming you’re using him.”
“I have never given it any thought,” my dad said, his voice quiet.
“You should’ve,” my mom said. “And we’ll have to think of how to tell Nellie. I won’t say anything until we decide. I expect you to do the same.”
“Vicki, please—”
But her light footsteps faded towards the back of the house. A moment later, my dad’s heavier ones started towards the front and without thinking, I opened the front door and slipped out into the rain.
I went to the Marchands’ because I didn’t know where else to go. I knew Mr. Marchand wouldn’t let me back in the house, but that was probably a good thing if my dad used him as a lawyer like my mom said he should. JP had told me once that you weren’t allowed to lie to lawyers and I didn’t want anyone to know what I’d heard, so I just sat on the front step with my backpack of sleepover stuff at my feet, shielded from the rain but letting it numb everything around me. 
And I sat.
And sat.
After a while the front door opened and I nearly jumped out of my skin, only to realize JP’s friends were leaving. I shrank against the wall as best I could, but as invisible as I felt, I wasn’t. After a few of them walked by and some hushed whispers, the door opened again. I winced, preparing myself for Mr. Marchand to yell at me, but he wasn’t the person who spoke.
“Nellie, what are you doing?” JP asked.
Great. Just great.
“Sitting,” I said.
“I can see that.” He sounded as annoyed as he was annoying. “But my dad told you to leave.”
“I know.”
“Then you know you can’t be sitting here.”
“I can do anything,” I said.
“So you can go home.”
My chin trembled. “I… can’t.”
“You can’t walk across the lawn because of a bit of rain?”
“That’s not why.”
“So you can ruin my birthday party, but not walk back to your own house. Is there any particular reason you can’t do that?”
And just like so many words that had fallen out lately, I barely thought before I responded. “My mom said she’s leaving and she’s taking me.”
Then, like a big stupid baby, I started crying.
“Shit,” JP said, then took a couple of steps outside and closed the door. A moment later, he settled on the stairs next to me. “Nellie, I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”
“It’s okay,” I sobbed.
“Can I…  um. Do you, uh… do you want a hug?” he asked.
“Ew.” I sniffled. “No. Gross.”
Then I twisted, my head bowed so it bumped his arm, and a second later he hugged me, and kept hugging me even when the front door opened again and I heard a couple of JP’s friends talking.
“Ohhh,” said the annoying one, Logan. “JP, be careful. Brooke’s gonna get all jealous of your new little girlfriend.”
“Fuck off,” JP said, looking over his shoulder. “Can you go get my dad, please?”
“Wait.” I sat up, pushing him away. “No. He can’t know.” 
“What? Why—”
“He’s a lawyer, you bastard!” 
That seemed like enough of an explanation to me, but JP blinked at me like he was confused. But for better or for worse, he accepted the explanation, because after Logan shouted across the house that JP was cuddling with the bratty kid from next door—which got not only Mr. Marchand’s attention, but Anne-Marie’s, too—JP said I’d been sitting out here for hours because my parents weren’t home and I couldn’t get inside.
And that I hadn’t wanted to knock on the door because Mr. Marchand had kicked me out and I didn’t want to upset him.
And that I’d said I was sorry for bothering them during his party, and that he knew Anne-Marie was in trouble too but could we all just forget about it so I could come inside because I was just a kid and I was freezing cold.
It was raining, after all.
And Mr. Marchand might’ve been super mean sometimes, but he wasn’t evil, so he said of course I could come in and told me that if this happened again, he didn’t mean I wasn’t allowed to ask for help if there was an emergency or something. 
And since Anne-Marie didn’t know the truth either, when we got up to her bedroom and crawled into bed and turned out the lights, she teased me about sitting on the doorstep with her brother, and asked if he’d really been hugging me, and said that maybe I was secretly falling in love with him.
“Of course not!” I snapped, my face burning red in the darkness. “Ew, Annie.”
“Is that why you were so sad when he kissed Brooke?”
“I literally do not care about that,” I said.
“Sure you don’t, chérie.” She giggled again. “I think you have a crush on my big brother, Nellie.”
And I insisted I did not, and I told her it was gross because he was a teenager and I was a kid, and that her brother was ugly and I’d never liked him, not even a bit.
But even though I secretly might’ve thought he was kinda okay sometimes, I knew there was no way I would ever fall in love with a bastard like JP Marchand.
Because I was never gonna let myself fall in love with anyone.
​
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Chapter one
The Pussy Cat Caper


​It wasn’t my fault I didn’t finish my weekly Forensic Science and Law case study.  
That was the fault of whoever thought I was the right person to lead an orientation group without considering the likelihood of me getting distracted by giving sex tips to a library table full of wannabe freshman sluts.
And that was sluts (affectionate), not sluts (derogatory), which was lesson one. Well, lesson one of the Nellie branch of the orientation, since lesson one of the actual orientation had been about balancing school life and social life. But that had quickly devolved into the whole “Okay, listen up, sluts, here’s how to fuck around without finding out,” because good God, they weren’t teaching kids anything these days.
Not that they taught kids anything in my day either, considering I was barely four years older than most of these kids. I mean, I was an entirely self-taught slut. Which meant these students had a unique opportunity to speak with the campus expert about how to embrace their sexuality in a fun and safe way.
Or some bullshit like that.
Look, the point was, someone brought up sex—probably me—and they had questions, so instead of blandly reading out the orientation advice that none of them were going to follow anyway, I gave them my most useful tips.
“Take your socks off,” I said.
“Because it’s not sexy?” asked one girl.
“Because your feet probably smell,” I said. 
A girl with thick brown hair and freckled white skin named Katelyn frowned. “You think he’d notice that?”
I shrugged. “I dunno. That’s not your problem. But if he gets you on your back and puts your legs up on his shoulders so he can start really pounding away, your feet end up pretty close to your own face and then it’s your problem.”
“What about hand jobs?” asked a blonde girl who’d definitely given more than one hand job before.
“What about them?” I asked.
“What’s, like, your top tip for giving a hand job?”
“Put it in your mouth,” I said. “Next question?” 
“How do you make anal hurt less?” asked a person with shaggy black hair and dimples in their cheeks who’d introduced themself as Ridley. 
“Take your time and use lots of lube,” I said.
“Lube?” they repeated, blinking in confusion. “My boyfriend said we don’t need that.”
“Oh, honey.” I shook my head. “Dump him.”
“But—”
“Sort of related to that,” piped up Sierra, a skinny girl with fair white skin who was wearing foundation meant for medium white skin. “He’s not doing it on purpose—like I think maybe his aim is bad—but what if he keeps trying to put it in the wrong hole?”
“Which wrong hole?” I asked.
“The…” She glanced around the table. “The wrong one.”
“Yes, but which hole is the wrong one?” 
She scoffed. “The ass, obviously. What else would it be? It’s not like there are guys out there trying to put it in your belly button.”
Mentally, I flashed back to the dingy mattress I’d told my best friend, Anne-Marie, I’d lost my virginity on, and the nameless guy I’d told her I lost my virginity to so that I didn’t have to tell her I’d fucked her brother earlier that day. Emotionally, I suppressed a shudder at the memory of him trying to stick his tip into my belly button. Physically, I just shook my head.
“You’d be surprised,” I said. “And anyway, the asshole isn’t the wrong hole if that’s the hole you’re aiming for. If it’s not the hole you’re aiming for and you think he’s legitimately got depth perception issues, turn the lights on so he can see better.”
“But what if it’s, like… you know… um…” asked Zara, a pretty eighteen-year-old with brown eyes so dark they were almost black and light brown skin marked by the occasional acne scar. “Like… too big?”
“Too big for what?” I asked.
Her eyes darted to the side. “Like, to… you know. Fit.”
One of the other girls at the table giggled, but I waved a hand to shut her up. “I mean, it’s possible, but not all dicks are like the ones you see in porn, no matter what people claim their measurement is. Some men don’t seem to realize that from an evolutionary perspective, it makes zero sense for the average dick size to be double what the average vagina can accommodate.” I tapped my finger to my temple. “That’s fuckin’ science.” 
“Okay, but won’t it, like… stretch?” asked Madison, who had large blue eyes that peered out from beneath the fringe of her warm brown hair, giving her an angelically innocent sort of look. 
“Yeah,” I said. “It’s a vagina. It’s supposed to stretch.”
“But it never goes back to the same size,” she said. “That’s why women’s hips get wider after sex.”
“After birth, maybe,” I said. “God, did you go to Catholic school or something?”
“Yes,” she said.
“Right.” I shook my head. “Look, if it feels like it’s so big that it hurts, it’s one of three things. One, you’re not turned on enough and need more foreplay. Tell him to put his mouth to use. Two, you’re turned on enough, but you need lube or something because sometimes things don’t get wet enough on their own. If that happens, don’t worry. It’s normal. Or three, it’s actually too big and you can find something else to do.”
“What if he doesn’t want to do something else?” asked Connor, who was the only guy at the table, but who had quietly assured everyone he was gay after Sierra had looked at him nervously.
“Tell him it’s nice to want things, like how you want to keep his boy bits out of your hole of preference.” 
“How do you get a guy to go down on you?” Katelyn asked.
“Tell him to,” I said.
“What if he says no?”
“Tell him his best friend and/or worst enemy offered to do it.”
“I have a question, but it’s not really sex related,” said Sabrina, who had goldish-brown skin and brown ringlet curls with streaky blonde highlights in it. “More relationship related.”
I shook my head. “I’m not the person to ask. I don’t do relationships. See lesson one about being a slut.”
“Oh.” She swallowed hard and nodded, not quite meeting my eyes. “That’s fair.”
A prickling of guilt ran across my chest. “But what’s it about? Maybe we can workshop this as a group.”
“Yeah,” Ridley said. “I’ve had a couple of partners before.” 
“Me too,” Madison said. “Even if we didn’t, um, do it.” 
Sabrina bit her lip, then nodded again.
“Okay, well… I wanted to know if anyone had advice on, like, getting something back from an ex?” 
And then she started crying.
We’d talked about a couple of heavier things during my sex orientation, so it seemed like a weird question to trigger tears. But after a bit of prodding, Sabrina explained she’d followed her now-ex boyfriend to Ottawa, where he’d already been living for a year, after she graduated. She and her cat had moved in with him and his roommate a few weeks earlier.
“This is Salem,” she said, sniffling as she pulled her phone out to show us a picture.
“Salem?” repeated Zara. “Like—”
“Sabrina the Teenage Witch,” Sabrina said, smiling under her tears. “I know. I thought it was funny when I got him.” 
We passed her phone around the table as she explained she’d caught her ex not only sliding into the DMs of nearly every girl in her English class, but failing spectacularly at it.
“Russell says I’m being stupid for breaking up with him because he didn’t cheat on me,” she said. “But it’s only because everyone kept turning him down. So I went to stay with the girl who told me what he was doing and now”—her face crumpled—“he won’t give me Salem back.”
“He stole your cat?” Madison said, her voice surprisingly feral.
“I’ve had him since he was a little kitten.” Sabrina started to sob again and Zara passed me the phone while the group tried to comfort Sabrina.
I looked down at the screen. Salem was a black cat, of course, with startling green eyes. He looked like a little puffball, his coat shiny and well-groomed, and he probably shed like a mother-fucker. Sighing, I put her phone on the table and dug my phone out of my pocket.
“What are his socials?” I asked.
Sabrina looked up, her eyes still wet. “What?”
“And on a scale from one to five, one being Einstein and five being a lobotomized cane toad, how objectively stupid is he?” I continued.
“Probably an eight,” muttered Connor, who had a protective arm around Sabrina’s shoulders.
She let out a shaky giggle. “I mean, objectively, he’s not stupid, but he’s also an idiot. So like, a three?”
“I can work with a three.” I unlocked my screen. “Give me his socials. We’re getting your cat back.”
Two hours later, I was sitting on the couch of a small apartment that smelled like cat pee because being slightly smarter than a lobotomized cane toad did not, in fact, mean that someone was smart enough to know how to clean a litter box. 
“Oh, you have a kitty,” I called as a beautiful black cat jumped onto the couch and sidled up to me. Glancing at the kitchen to make sure Russell was still getting me a can of his finest discount beer, I winced before shying away. “What’s his name?”
“That little brat is Salem,” called Russell. 
I blinked hard as my eyes started watering. “He’s adorable. How long have you had him?”
“A couple of years.” Russell returned to the living room and handed me a beer. “If he’s bothering you, you can shove him off the couch.” 
“Oh, I couldn’t do that,” I said, forcing myself to pat Salem’s head. “Besides, aren’t we, ah… heading to the bedroom right away?” 
I parted my lips, hoping it wasn’t obvious that I was breathing shallowly, and fluttered my eyelashes coyly at Russell. Luckily, Russell’s three on the stupid scale had a “too horny to think” modifier on it, and he grinned before setting his barely sipped beer on the coffee table.
“If you want to get right down to business, don’t let me stop you,” he said, deepening his voice.
“I’m the one who slid into your DMs.” I put my beer down and stood up. “If you don’t like a girl who knows what she wants, I can go.”
“No!” He almost sounded panicked, which was perfect. “No, of course. I’m totally into letting you take charge.”
I lifted an eyebrow. “Is that so?”
He nodded eagerly.
“Because if it is, I have a kinky little idea that you might be into…”
It took a bit of making out and teasing him through his jeans to get there, but ten minutes later, I had Russell’s wrists bound to his bedposts with neckties. By the time I finished blindfolding him with a third necktie, he was hard, his cock tenting the boxers I’d stripped him down to.
“What are you gonna do now?” he asked, his words breathless with excitement.
“Oh, I was thinking of playing with my pussy a little,” I said, glancing around the room.
“But I can’t even see you, baby.”
“You know what they say about anticipation.”
“What do they say?” he asked.
I tried not to roll my eyes, then stepped forward and patted his head. “I’ll tell you when I get back from the bathroom, cutie.”
He jumped at the contact, not realizing I was that close. “I see how it is. You’re making me wait.”
“Imagine that,” I said. “Don’t go anywhere, now.”
“I couldn’t if I tried,” he said.
Which was bullshit. He wasn’t tied that tightly to the bedframe. Russell might be a cat-stealing asshole, but I wasn’t going to put him in danger. And as soon as I grabbed Salem off the couch and got downstairs to Madison’s car, where Sabrina was sitting in the back seat with Ridley and Connor, I grabbed Sabrina’s phone and sent the pre-typed text to Russell’s roommate telling him to go untie Russell.
“…and he did,” I finished. “And that’s the whole tale of the Great Pussy Cat Caper of OttawaTech.” 
“Wow,” said Glitch.
“Right?”
My TA shook their head in disbelief. “I mean, that story had everything.”
“I know. Theft. Sex. A guy learning a valuable lesson about not letting strange women tie him up. Drugs.”
They cocked an eyebrow. “Drugs?”
“Yeah. I took an unholy amount of Claritin after Madison dropped me off in the hopes I could breathe again. I’m super allergic to cats.”
Glitch leaned forward, putting their elbows on their desk and resting their head in their hands. If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve said they were exasperated. But not only were their shoulders shaking with laughter, I also did know better. 
The best way I could describe Glitch was chaos, which they both knew and owned. Even that day during what were supposed to be their professional office hours, they gave off a sort of “stoner chic” air. They were wearing a tight T-shirt with the words “My Pronouns Are May/Hem” on the front tucked into a belted pair of cargo pants. Their waist-length brown hair was pinned back on the sides with one long braid trailing over their left shoulder and they had drawn dark brown freckles on their warm beige-white skin.
Glitch was the coolest TA I’d ever had, which wasn’t saying much. But they were also one of the coolest people I’d ever met, and that was saying a lot since they were a law student. They were the TA for my Forensic Science and Law class, which was bad enough, but it was also taught by a stuck-up lawyer named Bruce Shelby. If it wasn’t for Glitch, me failing the class would’ve been a near certainty considering there was a worrying amount of potential for that to happen anyway.
“Look, it’s an epic story, Nellie,” Glitch said. “And kudos to you for putting your actual health on the line for this girl you just met.”
“Well, and to get payback on a dirty cheater,” I said. “Don’t forget the justice aspect of it. Which directly relates to this class, doesn’t it?”
They tried not to laugh again. “The thing is, I don’t see how you stealing a cat last night caused you to miss class and not be able to hand in your case study today.”
“I took Claritin last night and it makes me drowsy,” I said. “So I overslept.”
“The class starts at eleven.”
“It was a lot of Claritin.”
Glitch failed at holding their laugh in. “Look, best I can do is give you the ten point deduction for submitting a late assignment if you give it to me now.”
I shrugged and opened my backpack, pulling out the case study sheet. “Fair’s fair, I guess.”
Glitch took the paper from me and glanced down at it. “This isn’t even complete.”
“Well, yeah,” I said. “I was volun-told to do the orientation sessions and then got busy stealing a cat last night.”
They shook their head, even though they were smiling, and handed my case study back. “Nice try, but you know Shelby will eat you alive if you hand in an incomplete assignment. No dice, kiddo.”
I sighed and took the paper from them. “It was worth a try, I guess.”
“Totally, but the answer’s no.” They drummed their fingers on their desk, then looked at the door before turning to their laptop. “But look, I think your case study list had a typo on it or something, because it seems to me”—they typed quickly, then hit enter with a flourish—“that this case is next week’s topic. So maybe if you go to the library now, I can pretend I didn’t see anything and you can submit it for your next one.”
“You rock,” I said, putting my paper back in my bag.
“I know. Don’t make me regret it.” They waved a stern finger at me. “Seriously. Get your shit together.” 
I raised my eyebrows, but they’d barely moved before Glitch’s face cracked and they started laughing.
“You can’t even say that with a straight face,” I said.
They snorted. “There’s no hope for you if you think anything about me is capable of being straight.”
“Your hair?” I suggested.
They rolled their eyes. “Go to the library and finish your case study, slacker.”
“Alright, alright,” I said. “I’m going.”
“To the library?” they pressed.
“I’m going to the library,” I said. “I’m on my way. Right now. Ready to spend my Friday night surrounded by books.”​​
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Chapter two
Completely, Totally, Unequivocally Fine


​“It is about damn time!” Anne-Marie exclaimed, bursting out of her seat when I walked up to our table in The Library ten minutes later.  
She threw her arms around my neck before I even put my backpack down, half-strangling me and half-mashing her boobs in my face because she insisted on wearing four-inch heels despite being nearly five-eight. “Weeks I have not seen my best friend, and you decide it is okay to make me wait even longer?! Rude, chérie.”
“I had to talk to my TA about getting an extension,” I said. “Which they said no to, by the way, thanks for the sympathy.” 
“You are still late,” Anne-Marie scolded. “C’est tres impoli.”
“Like, ten minutes late,” I said.
“It’s twenty-six minutes, actually,” Remy said, not looking up from the book in front of him.
“You talked to Glitch for twenty-six minutes?” Sydney asked skeptically. “And they still said no to an extension?”
The answer to that was no, I hadn’t been talking to Glitch for twenty-six minutes. I’d talked to them for close to fifteen minutes, then rushed to meet Anne-Marie, who’d decided a few days earlier to take an impromptu weekend trip to Ottawa with Remy to celebrate their anniversary. But I’d barely made it out of the building when my phone went off.
And of course, instead of being someone I wanted to talk to, it was my dad.
“I can’t come to Montreal,” I’d said after reluctantly accepting the call.
“Good afternoon to you too, ma fille ange,” my dad had said, a subtle sarcasm floating through his otherwise performatively pleasant tone. “I hope you are doing well. How has school been going?”
I’d closed my eyes and took a steadying breath. “It’s been busy. I have a lot of papers already, plus my internship applications, and my final thesis project.”
“Are you not taking fewer classes this semester than usual?”
“Yes. I’m taking the recommended number of classes for a full-time course load instead of overloading my schedule like I did before.” I’d dug my finger into the side of my thumb, using the sensation to ground myself enough to keep my voice even. “But the courses I have this year are a lot more involved.”
“Hmm,” he’d said. “And you are keeping up so far?”
“It’d be pretty bad if I was behind when it’s only the second week of the semester,” I’d said like I hadn’t just left my TA’s office where I’d been pleading for an extension for what wasn’t even the first time. 
“Good,” he’d said. “It would not be too much for you to make a trip out here, then? Perhaps next weekend?”
And I’d said no, and he’d suggested the weekend after that, so I’d had to talk in circles with him for a few minutes before saying I’d see what I could do and hanging up. But the absolute last thing I wanted to do was tell Anne-Marie that. Partly because as much as I loved her, she was the world’s biggest gossip, but mostly because I didn’t want to bring the mood down.
“At least I suggested a cool bar for you to hang out at,” I said to Anne-Marie.
“Certainly, but I know Remy and I would have much rather spent an extra twenty-six minutes visiting with you,” Anne-Marie replied.
“It’s okay,” Remy said. “I’d rather be reading anyway.”
I pressed my lips together, but it didn’t stop my shoulders from shaking as I stifled a laugh. Anne-Marie and Remy had been together since we were about fifteen, but my parents had been divorced for four years by that point and I didn’t live in Montreal. It wasn’t until this past summer that I felt like he’d comfortable enough around me to relax, which was fair. We hadn’t known each other all that well. Now that we did, I knew he didn’t mean it personally; he’d rather read than socialize in general, not just with me.
But knowing that didn’t stop it from being funny.
Anne-Marie sighed, though I could hear the affection in it, and stopped strangling me for a second to reach out and press a touch to Remy’s shoulder.
“​Mon beau loup,” she said. “S’il vous plaît?” 
He looked up, blinking, then stuck a napkin into the book and closed it.
“Hi, Nellie,” he said.
“Hi, Remy,” I replied, the words muffled by Anne-Marie’s chest. “Whatcha reading?”
“A book about the history of the Canadian mint,” he said. “We went on a tour earlier today so when I saw it on the shelf here, I thought it would be interesting to compare the information we got during the tour to what was written. So far, it seems like the tour was more thorough.”
Anne-Marie let go of me. “Did it answer the question you had about the specimen coins?” 
Remy shook his head. “I’ll check online when we get back to the hotel later.”
“I have to say, I was worried when you said you wanted to meet at a library,” Anne-Marie said as I took the empty seat next to Remy while she sat across from him and beside Sydney. “I thought perhaps you’d left Montreal and stopped being fun. But this, chérie?” She gestured around her. “I love it. It makes you seem so… academic.”
The Library was one of OttawaTech’s best kept secrets. Seriously. I’d lived less than six blocks from the place for nearly four years and had only found out about it when Reid wanted to introduce us to his new girlfriend, Hope, but didn’t want to take her to our usual near-campus haunt, Lou’s Pub.
In what would be a shock to no one who had even an ounce of common sense, it was called The Library because of the books, which filled the entirety of the second floor of the two-storey bar. Shorter shelves sat under the windows, potted plants and other knick-knacks sitting on the tops, and the rest of the shelves went to the ceiling. Every single one was stuffed with used books that people could take or exchange with some of their own. It was like a life-size version of the Free Little Libraries that existed in some neighbourhoods.
Which I guess would be a regular library, sort of. 
Whatever. The Library had a great ambiance. It was the kind of place that made me sad I didn’t read more. I’d always wanted to be a reader, but my mind always wandered while I was reading. But for the kind of person who lived and breathed books, The Library was the perfect place. 
They also made an amazing sangria.
“So what’s new, Annie?” I asked, pouring myself some sangria from the pitcher Sydney had bought.
“Oh, not all that much,” she said, which was clearly a bold-faced lie since there was always something new that Anne-Marie wanted to gossip about.
“How’s your family doing?” Sydney asked.
I tried not to let my jaw twitch in annoyance. The conversation would’ve veered that way eventually, but I’d hoped it would be a while so I could pretend I needed to go to the bathroom or something.
But to my surprise, Anne-Marie didn’t launch into hints that I should marry her brother.
“Honestly, that is half the reason we are here,” she said, sighing as she lifted her drink and took a sip through the straw. “I needed a weekend away from home.”
“Why?” I asked, frowning.
“Things have been odd.” She stirred her drink with her straw. “My father and brother are not getting along. It is not like it is the first time they’ve gotten at each other’s throats, but it does not happen very often. My dad is saying it is work-related, which means he cannot tell me because of attorney-client privilege, apparently. And Jean-Paul moved out.”
“I didn’t know JP’s condo was finally ready,” I said.
In an instant, Anne-Marie’s head snapped towards me and a smile so predatory that I half-expected fangs to pop out of her mouth spread across her face.
“Is there a reason you should have known, chérie?” she asked.
Ah, shit. That was the trap.
“I thought you would’ve mentioned it,” I said, running my fingernail along my thumb. “You tell me everything about everyone else.”
“Well, yes.” Anne-Marie tilted her head side to side. “But I thought perhaps my brother told you.”
“Why would you think that?”
“You and Jean-Paul had such a lovely evening together at the Diamond Gala,. I assumed you were friends now,” she said, her voice light with the airiness of delusion. “And since friends talk to each other regularly…”
“He took me to one event as a favour, Annie,” I said. “That was it. We’re not friends.”
She glanced at her nails. “So you say.”
“I haven’t talked to JP since I left Montreal and you have literally no reason to think it was ever anything more than him helping me out of a tough spot.”
“I am teasing, chérie,” Anne-Marie said, waving a hand at me. “I know what you meant. But a girl can wish for her best friend to wake up and realize the man of her dreams has been in front of her face for nearly her entire life.”
“He’s not—”
“But yes, he moved out last weekend,” she continued over my protests. “And something about it was not quite right. He got the call his condo was ready and he was gone within two days. I know he was looking forward to moving out, but Jean-Paul is a planner. He does not impulsively do things. So for him to leave like that…” She trailed off, fidgeting with her straw. “It felt wrong.”
“Maybe you just miss him,” Sydney suggested.
“It is not like he hasn’t moved out before,” Anne-Marie replied. “He lived in residence during university and such. But maybe.” She shrugged. “My mother noticed it too, though.”
“I mean, your dad and JP work together, don’t they?” I said, knowing full well that they did and belatedly remembering that she’d also just said that. “Maybe they spend too much time around each other.”
She tilted her head to the side in consideration. “That could be true. My dad hasn’t said much since he left. Neither has Jean-Paul, and I have been texting him every single day so he doesn’t miss any AMNN broadcasts.”
“What’s AMNN?” Sydney asked.
“The Anne-Marie News Network.” She picked up her margarita and took a sip. “It is my brother’s snarky term for me making sure he stays in the loop about all the latest information. Although, that reminds me!” She perked up, a smile spreading across her face. “Do you think I could be a news reporter? Like a television anchor or something?” 
“I can think of no better job for you,” I said.
Anne-Marie beamed. “Really? Because after I found out Jean-Paul called it that, I thought about it for a while and I think I would be very good at it.”
“You would be good at it,” Remy said, not looking up from his book.
“Remy thinks I should do it if I want to,” Anne-Marie said. “And you know, I was talking to Michele, and her aunt’s sister-in-law’s niece is an entertainment correspondent on a morning show and she said she could get me in contact with her. I do not know if she will, though, since she would probably want a favour in return and the only thing I could think of was trying to get Jean-Paul to take her on a date again. Bu-ut”—she drew the word into two syllables and turned her head towards Sydney so she could look at me out of the corner of her eye—“I do not think my brother would agree to that, since I imagine he is very much enjoying the freedom that having his own home comes with as he can now get laid as much as he likes with complete privacy.”
I sighed. “Anne—”
But she was talking again before I even got the second part of her name out. Across the table, I could see Sydney’s shoulders shake as she laughed, and I threw a glare at her from beneath my eyelashes before picking up my sangria and taking a long sip.
I’d expected Anne-Marie to tease me about JP. After all, she didn’t know we had hooked up. Not once, and not repeatedly. There had been a few harrowing moments where she nearly caught me fucking her brother, but none of those moments had actually tied me to JP. 
She had no reason to suspect I’d been sitting on JP’s face instead of jogging like I’d said the night she insisted I do the Illumi-Nite run. 
There was no reason for her to think the panties she’d found in JP’s room were mine, even though I’d been hiding naked on the floor beside his bed during that harrowing conversation. 
And when he and I had disappeared during the Diamond Gala so he could use my pussy to jerk off into my panties, there was nothing that hinted that was what we were actually doing.
But then JP, asshole that he was, told her that he’d spent the night with someone after the Diamond Gala. And Anne-Marie, desperately pushy and delusional as she was, had clasped at that little joke like it was a frayed safety belt on a roller coaster. 
Luckily, nothing was going to happen if that frayed safety belt snapped. The roller coaster was off, shut down, overgrown in an abandoned amusement park. Anne-Marie was never going to discover anything had happened between me and JP because it was over and we hadn’t spoken in weeks.
Which was fine.
Completely, totally fine. 
Because why would we? Both of us had known our arrangement was a temporary thing, just like my arrangement with Ben had been temporary. And it didn’t bother me that I hadn’t heard from Ben since he left for California. We’d been clear with our expectations and there was no reason for us to get in touch with each other, especially when we hadn’t been texting each other or anything before he left for any reason but to arrange when we were next hanging out.
And sure, JP and I had sometimes texted each other about things that weren’t related to hooking up. Sometimes we’d share gossip or jokes. And maybe sometimes we’d send each other pictures. But not, like, nude pictures.
Well, not completely nude.
Or, well, not full-body nude.
And maybe not we. Maybe it was more I sent him pictures, but only ever of certain nude parts. And he sent me pictures too, sometimes. Not his full dick or anything, but I had a couple of decent shots of his stupidly sculpted body in low-slung shorts with certain kinds of imprints showing through the fabric. He probably would’ve sent me pictures of his dick, too, but he’d made an off-hand comment once that he wouldn’t do that without asking permission first and I’d never actually asked him for one and—
It didn’t matter.
The point was, JP and I both knew it was temporary. I had no intention of going back to Montreal, even though my dad had asked no less than six times if I’d come to a dinner party or a gala or a benefit. 
So there was no reason for me to message JP. And there was no reason for him to message me, either. 
Though I guess if I had to pick a reason, I might’ve thought he’d text to check on me. 
Not because I needed him to. I wanted him to even less than that, but JP had spent three years leaving Post-It notes on my car when I was in Montreal because he wanted to make sure I was okay after I popped my cherry on his dick. So it wouldn’t have been unusual for someone to assume he might message to see how my ass was after he’d fucked it so hard we both nearly passed out.
He hadn’t, though. And that was fine. 
Completely, totally, unequivocally fine. 
And the fact that I was curious about what was going on with him was totally normal. We had spent a good amount of time together over the summer, so it made sense for me to wonder what was going on with him. And to be, like, happy for him that he finally got into his own place after waiting for ages. 
And since Anne-Marie had hinted that he might be having a rough time right now, it would also be totally normal for someone to text him and say congratulations. 
Because it might cheer him up to hear that someone was happy for him. And once in a while, I tried to be a nice person who did nice things for people like cheer them up while they were having a rough time. 
So it was entirely normal that when Remy got up to go to the bathroom while Anne-Marie was talking about… uh…
“—why she is suddenly so interested in trampoline workouts, but my mother says she is having fun with it.” Anne-Marie took a loud slurp of her drink. “Between us, though, I think it has more to do with the instructor being young, Spanish, and known for wearing grey
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