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Finding true love is as rare as a sky full of moons.

At least, that’s what I believe.

I’m twenty-three years old, and I would know. I’ve dated fifteen boys already. Fifteen. If there were an Olympic event for disastrous relationships, I’d probably have a medal by now.

Some people might hear that number and assume I’m incapable of being alone.

They wouldn’t be entirely wrong.

I’m a lover. A hopeless romantic. The kind of person who still believes there’s someone out there who will make everything click into place. Someone who will look at me and somehow know exactly what I need. Someone who will make all the failed relationships feel worthwhile.

My sketchbook is proof of how seriously I take this.

It’s filled with drawings of the men I’ve dated, men I’ve had crushes on, and men I’ve invented entirely because they looked good in my imagination. Some are quick pencil sketches. Others take pages. I’ve drawn their faces, their hands, their smiles. Sometimes I even write little notes beside them.

Too emotionally unavailable.

Great smile. Terrible personality.

Would absolutely break my heart.

And, occasionally:

Potential.

My biggest goal in life is to find my sky full of moons.

Someone to call my own.

Someone I can kiss beneath grey skies in this perpetually rainy town. Someone who will laugh at my terrible jokes and let me steal the blankets at night. Someone who will hug me when I’m sad and hold my hand when we walk down the street.

Someone who will choose me.

Maybe that sounds ridiculous.

I don’t care.

I want the ridiculous thing.

I’m thinking about all of this when I hear my name shouted across the coffee shop.

“Jessica!”

I look up.

The café is packed, as usual. The espresso machines hiss behind the counter, milk frothers scream intermittently, and the steady hum of conversation fills the room. People are packed into tiny tables with laptops open in front of them, while others stand in line waiting for their drinks.

Rain streaks the windows, turning the streets of Willowmere into a blur of headlights and umbrellas.

And then I see Lucia.

My best friend is weaving through the crowd with two iced lattes in her hands, somehow managing not to spill either of them. She reaches our booth and slides into the seat across from me.

“One of these is yours.”

“You’re a lifesaver.”

“I know.”

I take the latte from her and immediately take a sip.

Sweet coffee floods my mouth.

Perfect.

Lucia watches me for approximately three seconds before leaning forward.

“You won’t believe who came back to town.”

I lower my drink.

“Who?”

“He’s working at our office now.”

I frown.

“Who are you talking about?”

Lucia gives me a look.

The kind of look that tells me I am going to regret asking.

“Zane.”

I nearly choke on my coffee.

“Zane?”

She nods.

I groan and drop my head against the back of the booth.

“I thought he left Willowmere for good.”

“I did too.”

“What is he doing back here?”

“No idea.”

Lucia takes a sip of her latte.

“But he looks great.”

I stare at her.

“What do I care if he looks great?”

She shrugs.

“Maybe because you can finally date him.”

I nearly laugh.

“Not going to happen.”

“Why not?”

“Because I hate that guy.”

Lucia rolls her eyes.

“You’ve hated him since you were seventeen.”

“Exactly.”

“That’s six years of commitment, Jess. At some point, you have to admire the dedication.”

“I don’t admire anything about him.”

That isn’t entirely true. But I’ll never tell Lucia that. Zane Paulman was my high school rival. We competed over everything. Grades. Awards. Debate competitions. Student council elections. Even stupid things that didn’t matter, like who could finish an exam first.

If I got a ninety-six, he’d get a ninety-seven.

If I came first in a competition, he’d come second and spend the next week trying to figure out where I’d beaten him.

If I volunteered for something, he’d somehow end up volunteering too.

We drove each other insane.

And because the universe apparently enjoys torturing me, Zane was also Lucia’s cousin.

Which meant I couldn’t even escape him outside school.

Family dinners? Zane.

Birthday parties? Zane.

Christmas? Zane.

Lucia’s graduation? Zane.

It was like he had been deliberately placed in every corner of my life. Then, after high school, he left Willowmere. For the first time in years, I could breathe. No more smug smiles across classrooms. No more arguments. No more hearing his voice every time I walked into a room. Peace. Beautiful, glorious peace. Until today.

“I thought the rivalry thing was actually pent-up sexual frustration,” Lucia says.

“It was not.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

She raises an eyebrow.

“Because the way you two used to argue—”

“We hated each other.”

“Sure.”

“We did.”

“Okay.”

I narrow my eyes.

“Stop looking at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like you know something I don’t.”

Lucia smiles innocently and takes another sip of her coffee. I hate that smile.

“What is he doing at our office?” I ask.

“He’s working as a software engineer.”

I groan again.

“Great.”

“What?”

“Now I have to see his stupid face in the tech department every day.”

“You don’t have to see him.”

“He works in the same building.”

“So?”

“So I’m going to see him.”

“Then don’t look at him.”

“That is not how eyesight works, Lucia.”

She laughs. I glare at her, but eventually I smile too. This is what our friendship is like. She says something ridiculous. I pretend to be annoyed. She laughs. I secretly enjoy it.

It’s comfortable. Familiar. Safe. My life has been relatively peaceful lately. Okay, maybe not completely peaceful. My fifteenth boyfriend dumped me a month ago. I still miss him. Sometimes I catch myself reaching for my phone because I want to tell him something, only to remember that we’re not together anymore. Sometimes I still scroll through our old photographs even though I know I shouldn’t.

He wasn’t The One.

Obviously. If he had been, he wouldn’t have left. Still, losing him hurt. And I’m tired of starting over. Tired of first dates. Tired of awkward conversations. Tired of pretending I’m fascinated by someone’s favourite sports team.

Tired of wondering whether a man who takes three hours to reply is genuinely busy or simply uninterested. Maybe finding love shouldn’t be this complicated. Maybe the next person will be different. Maybe the next person will finally be the one. I glance out the window.

Rain falls steadily over Willowmere, turning the streets silver beneath the cloudy afternoon sky. I imagine, for just a moment, what it would be like to have someone beside me in weather like this. Someone waiting for me outside. Someone who would hold an umbrella over my head. Someone who would kiss me in the rain.

I smile faintly. Then Lucia ruins the moment.

“Oh, by the way.”

I look back at her.

“What?”

“He starts Monday.”

My smile disappears.

“Monday?”

She nods.

“Yep.”

I stare at her.

Today is Friday.

That gives me exactly three days to mentally prepare myself for the return of the most irritating man I’ve ever met.

Three days.

I pick up my latte again and take a long drink.

Zane was going to put everything in disarray.

I could already feel it.

And for some reason, I had a horrible feeling that my love life was about to become part of the mess.
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Zane Paulman is tall, brunette, and blessed with the most insufferably attractive face I’ve ever had the misfortune of looking at.

He looks like a model.

Which irritates me.

His dark hair is always slightly messy in that effortless way that probably takes twenty minutes in front of a mirror. His green eyes are unfairly bright, his jaw is sharp, and his smile has always had this irritating little arrogance to it.

As if the universe personally designed him to annoy me.

I’ve seen him without a shirt more times than I’d ever admit.

Not intentionally, obviously.

Okay, sometimes intentionally.

But only because he and Lucia’s family used to spend summers at the same lake house, and Zane apparently believed shirts were optional whenever the temperature rose above twenty degrees.

I have counted his abs more times than I care to confess.

He has eight.

I know this because I’ve counted them.

Repeatedly.

Sometimes I’ve even caught myself wondering what it would feel like to run my fingers over them.

For research purposes, of course.

Purely scientific research.

Nothing else.

Unfortunately, the subject of my completely legitimate research is now standing directly in front of me.

“Jessica Dower.”

His voice hasn’t changed.

Still deep. Still smooth. Still annoyingly sexy. I hate that too.

“Haven’t seen you since the Math Olympiad in Grade Twelve.”

I stare at him.

“I wish I could say the same.”

His mouth curves into a smile. There it
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