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one



“How does she do it?” my best friend, Laura Jewel, asked as we sat leaned against the wall in Charlotte Larson’s basement.

“How does who do what?” I asked, even though I knew exactly who she was talking about and what that person was doing.

“Becca,” Laura said, thrusting a hand toward the center of the room. “She’s like a superstar. She can talk to anyone. Why can’t you do that? I mean, you came from the same egg.”

“Believe me, I’ve been trying to figure that one out for years.” I took a deep breath and forced myself to look across the crowded basement. Sure enough, there was my twin sister, Becca, surrounded by guys under a crappy faux disco ball, flirting with such perfection, she could have produced an instructional video. Tom Jannsen, Dalton High’s most-likely-to-appear-on-Real World-and-still-have-a-real-life-afterward, was completely enthralled by her. And why not? Why shouldn’t the most untouchable, unfazable guy in school be rendered powerless in the face of my twin? She was gorgeous. She was stylish. She was confident. She was, basically, my exact opposite.

Even though we had the same auburn hair, the same pale skin, the same gray eyes, and the same size-six bodies, no one in our small Pennsylvania town ever had trouble telling us apart. Becca was the hot one. I was the nerd. And no matter how many of these parties I came to, that was never going to change. I, Jenna Appleby, was the ultimate wallflower.

Becca giggled and touched Tom’s arm. Her tank top revealed just a touch of cleavage, and as Tom whispered into her ear, she arched her back to reveal a bit more. Instinctively I crossed my arms over my plain black T-shirt. How was she so comfortable showing so much skin? I didn’t get it.

“I can’t wait to get out of here,” I muttered, just as Becca noticed us staring.

“Don’t say that,” Laura said. “I’m gonna miss you so much.”

Becca made her way through the crowd toward us, oblivious to the fact that every guy she passed was checking her out from behind.

“Hey,” I said, standing up straight as she approached.


“All right. That’s it,” Becca announced. She slapped her drink down and grabbed my wrists, trying to pull me away from the wall. “Time to get out there.”

“Becca!” I protested through my teeth, pulling back and digging my feet into the ratty carpet.

“Come on, Jenna!” Becca wheedled. “You promised!”

She was right. I had promised. But I had also promised before last week’s party and a hundred times before that. It was almost a ritual. Whenever we were about to leave the house, Becca would sit me down and make me swear that I would hang out with her and talk to people. And every time I would promise her and myself that this was the night—the party at which I was going to premiere a whole new Jenna.

But every time I stepped into the room, I’d freeze. I hated it, but I couldn’t seem to change it.

“Becca! People are watching,” I said, ducking behind my hair.

Becca finally dropped my arms. “Come on, Jen! This is your last night here! We should be having fun! You know, fun? I’ve seen you have it!”

In a contained environment, I thought.

“Becca’s right,” Laura said. “We need to do something crazy.”

“We do?” I asked.

“Yeah, we do! I still can’t believe you’re leaving me!” Becca said. “We’ve never spent more than one night apart in our entire lives, and now you’re just jetting off to California for the entire summer! What am I supposed to do here without you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Lifeguard, shop, break a couple dozen hearts?” I suggested. Like every other summer on record.

Becca didn’t argue. “I still don’t know why you applied to this stupid program. Who wants to spend all summer studying physics?”

“I do,” I told her. “Besides, it’s not just about school. I’m going to be in Malibu. That’s practically Los Angeles. You know I’ve always wanted to go there.”

“Yeah, but we were supposed to go together,” Becca said, combing her fingers down the length of her hair.

“Come on, Becks. This is gonna be good for me. I’ll see what it’s like to be on my own, maybe even…I don’t know…get a little crazy?”

I said all this as if I was just thinking aloud, but in truth, it was the reason I was going away. I mean, physics is great, but what I really wanted to do was see what my life would be like if I wasn’t always pegged as Becca’s lame sister. I wanted to find out who I could be. It was all I could think about ever since I’d sent in my application to Pepperdine.

“Why do you have to go all the way to California to ‘get crazy’?” Becca asked, rolling her eyes and making air quotes with her fingers.

My cheeks burned. How could I explain to her that as long as she—and everyone else I knew—was watching me, I couldn’t bring myself to take that leap? I knew that I’d feel like a total moron. Like I was trying to be someone I wasn’t, and everyone would know it. In California, no one would know that it wasn’t the real me. It would be so much easier.

“Come on. All you’ve gotta do is break the seal,” Becca said, nudging me with one shoulder. Her gray eyes sparkled with sudden inspiration. “Do one completely not-Jenna thing, and you’ll see how easy it is. I’m serious. I would love to see that! Just one crazy thing.”

Uh-oh. Becca was getting excited about this. That could mean trouble.

“Ooooh! Like what?” Laura asked.

I shot her a look of death. You don’t encourage Becca when she gets a plan going! We both knew that. Laura shrugged apologetically.

“I don’t know…like…” Becca scanned the room. Then her eyes locked on someone, and she smiled mischievously. I felt the blood rush out of my head. All I wanted to do was bolt.

Brandon O’Neal. The Brandon O’Neal. Object of my unrequited affection for the past three years. He was a year older than me—just graduated, in fact—but we had been on the track team together, and he’d always been nice to me. Of course, I had never been sure if he actually liked me or if he was just nice.

“I think you should go talk to Brandon O’Neal,” Becca said. “No, wait! I think you should go kiss Brandon O’Neal!”

She clapped her hands together under her chin, very pleased with herself.


“So not gonna happen,” I said, feeling nauseated.

“What? You claim you want to ‘get crazy,’” Becca said, her eyes wide and innocent as she threw air quotes again. “Here’s your chance!”

My insides squirmed. “Becca…”

“No. You can’t ‘Becca’ your way out of this,” she said sternly. “You have been promising me for years that you were going to stop being such a wallflower and show everyone how cool you actually are. Now you tell me that you’re finally going to do it, but all the way across the country, where I don’t even get to see it. How is that fair?”

“I don’t think it’s fair,” Laura piped in giddily.

I was seriously considering revoking her best-friend status.

“Or maybe you can’t do it,” Becca said, lifting one shoulder dismissively. “Maybe you’re just a big, fat wuss.”

“Oh, very funny. Reverse psychology, Becca? Come on,” I scoffed.

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I’m just trying to help you have a little fun. But if you don’t even want to try, well, then, good luck in Malibu.”

I knew she was playing me, but something inside me snapped. She didn’t think I could put my New Jenna plan into action? The plan I had been pinning all my hopes on for the last six months? I’d show her. I had to show myself. If I couldn’t do this, then I might as well blow off the whole summer.

“Excuse me, ladies,” I said. “I have something I need to do.”


Becca and Laura both froze. “You’re actually going over there?” Laura said in shock.

I narrowed my eyes as my adrenaline really started to pump. “Watch me.”

The second I was away from the safety of my wall, my stomach swooped, but I managed to keep walking. What’re you doing? What’re you doing? What’re you doing? my mind repeated over and over.

Brandon was chatting with one of his buddies, but he looked up and smiled as I approached. God, he was hot. Dark hair, blue eyes, square jaw. He could have been the next Superman.

“Hey, Jenna.”

He remembered my name. Good start.

“Hey,” I said.

Then I put one hand on either of his shoulders and moved in for the kiss. He was so stunned, he didn’t even have a chance to move. My lips touched his, and I heard a couple of guys whistle.

I can’t believe I’m doing this, I thought. I can’t believe I’m actually doing this! Go, me!

And then, all of a sudden, Brandon’s hands were on my waist. And his lips were moving! He was kissing me back! Brandon O’Neal had not shoved me away and vomited his entire dinner into a potted plant. He was actually kissing me back!

Gradually the hooting and hollering grew, and I was finally too embarrassed to keep going. I pulled away from Brandon. He was flushed and blinking rapidly.


“I just wanted to say…good luck at Duke!” I announced giddily.

“Th-thanks,” he stammered.

Then I turned around and walked back to Becca and Laura on trembling legs.

“Oh. My. God!” Becca said, grabbing my arm. “Shut up! You just kissed Brandon O’Neal!”

I gripped her arm as well, trying to keep my knees from buckling. I was hot all over. “I’mgonnadieI’mgonnadieI’mgonnadie!”

“Here! Sit!” Becca said, practically shoving Laura out of the way so I could drop down onto a coffee table pushed against the wall. “I’m in, like, total awe right now.”

“I’m speechless,” Laura said. “If I hadn’t actually seen you do that, I would have never believed it.”

“How was it?” Becca asked.

“It was…” I shivered as I felt Brandon’s lips on mine all over again. “Awesome.”

“Do you think he’ll call you? Omigod, are you going to date Brandon O’Neal?” Laura asked.

My heart inflated at the thought, but I told myself to pop the balloon. I had to be realistic here. “Laura, I’m leaving tomorrow, remember? I’m just…glad I got it out of my system.”

“Wow. Maybe there’s a little heartbreaker inside you after all,” Becca said, her eyes sparkling.

I couldn’t have stopped grinning if the perforated ceiling had collapsed on my head. Becca was right. If I could kiss Brandon O’Neal in the middle of a Dalton graduation party, I could do anything. I had officially busted out of my shell.

This was going to be the best summer ever.

 

I had just finished fitting my last stack of plain T-shirts into my suitcase the next morning when Becca walked in with a mass of colorful clothes in her arms. She dropped the stack onto my bedspread, yanked the carefully folded tees out of the suitcase, and shoved in her clothes in their place. She looked gorgeous as ever in her red lifeguard bathing suit and black shorts, already perfectly tan after spending every weekend in May and June sunning herself in our backyard so she would be pool-patrol ready. As I looked into the suitcase, I started to wonder if all that sun had already melted her brain.

“Is that your pink DKNY tank?” I asked, stunned.

“I figure if you’re gonna go all California daredevil, you’re going to need the right wardrobe,” Becca said.

Some of her favorite things were in there. Miniskirts, sundresses, halter tops, even her signature PRINCESS T-shirt with the gold lettering.

I felt like I was going to cry.

“Becca. Are you sure?” I asked.

She grinned, her eyes shining. “Sure I’m sure. Just…don’t spill spaghetti sauce on them or something, because I won’t be held responsible for my breakdown.”

I grabbed my sister and hugged her, my heart swelling. She hugged me back hard. Maybe this was going to be more difficult than I thought.

“Thanks,” I said.


“You’re welcome.”

We pulled apart, and Becca quickly wiped under one eye as I sniffled.

“Jenna! Say good-bye to your sister! It’s time to hit the road!” my mother shouted up the stairs.

Becca and I looked at each other and my throat tightened. She hugged me again. She couldn’t come to the airport with us because she was starting her first shift at the town pool in less than an hour.

“Be good,” I told her.

“Be bad,” she replied.

We both laughed. I kissed her cheek, and she helped me carry my bags downstairs. Five minutes later I was in the car, waving good-bye…and feeling freer than I ever had in my life.

No more Becca-and-Jenna. From this moment on it was Just Jenna.

 

“My full name is Sundhya, but you can call me Sun. I’ve basically lived in California all my life, but I’ve been all over the world, and every time I go somewhere else, I think, ‘This is where I want to live.’ Like the second I stepped through the doors at Harrods in London, I said, ‘This is where I want to live.’ But eventually everywhere gets boring. Even India gets boring, even though there are forty trillion people there. So eventually I always come back home. San Francisco, to be exact. Where’re you from again?”

I stared at Sundhya Sen, my new, caffeine-addled roommate, as she taped pictures of herself and various friends and family members all over her side of the room. Pictures taken in front of the Taj Mahal, the Eiffel Tower, some non-specific ancient ruins, a deserted beach. This girl really had been everywhere.

“Jenna?”

“Oh, sorry,” I said. “I’m from Pennsylvania, and I’ve never been anywhere, really. Until now.”

I lifted a framed photo of me and Becca out of my bag. The second I placed it down on my desk, Sun jumped to her feet and snatched it up.

“Omigod! You have a twin! I can’t believe you have a twin! That must be so cool!”

“It can be,” I said lightly, picking up a pair of jean shorts.

“Whoa. What was with that tone?” Sun asked, wide-eyed. “You hate her, don’t you? You can tell me. I won’t tell anyone, I swear.”

“No. I do not hate her,” I replied with a laugh. I looked out the window at the palm trees lining the quad. Their long fronds rustled in the breeze, and as they bent and swayed, I could see glimpses of the clear blue ocean beyond. “It’s just hard sometimes,” I said with a shrug. “She’s, you know, prettier, more popular, more—”

“Prettier? Excuse me. Are you, or are you not, identical?” Sun asked, holding the photo closer to her face. “I mean, if anything, you have the better nose.”

I laughed and took the picture from her. “I don’t mean ‘prettier’ exactly. She just has style and…confidence. Two things I’ve never had.”


“Well, that’s ridiculous,” Sun said. “All you need is a little practice.”

“That’s kind of why I came out here,” I admitted. “I was sort of hoping to bust out of the boring-me mold. Have some actual fun for once.”

“I can so help you with that!” Sun cried, slapping her hands together and jumping up and down. “Want to do a makeover? We can start right now!”

She whirled toward her desk, which was already littered with cosmetic products—the first things she had unpacked. Just watching her made me feel exhausted. The energy was shooting off her and bouncing against the walls, ricocheting back at me from every direction. After saying good-bye to my family, taking that long plane ride alone, finding my bags and a cab, and checking in, it was all just a little much.

“Actually, I kind of wanted to walk down to the beach,” I told her. “I saw the ocean for the first time from the cab, and I’m dying to feel the sand between my toes.”

Sun turned to gape at me. “Wait a minute. You’ve never seen the Pacific before?”

I smiled. “Not until today.”

“Okay, that should have been the first thing you said,” she told me. She grabbed my hand and started to pull me out of the room. “Let’s go!”

I had barely enough time to grab my wallet and keys before she flung me into the hallway. Too hyped to wait for the elevator, Sun opted for the stairs. We raced together down the three flights to the lobby and out the back door of our dorm. Outside on the quad, a group of people were gathered around a taller, older guy who was handing out flyers. He looked up when we emerged and smiled. My sandal caught on one of the stones of the pathway and I tripped forward.

Total loser.

“Whoa. Hey. The first step is always the toughest,” the guy said, reaching out an arm as if to steady me. Totally the most gorgeous forearm I have ever seen.

All of this guy was gorgeous. From his carelessly tousled brown hair to his white linen shirt, open at the neck, to his tan skin and teasing blue eyes. He was over six feet tall and had an easy way about him. Like he was perfectly comfortable in his own skin. All the girls around us were practically drooling, and it clearly didn’t faze him one bit.

I cleared my throat and smoothed the front of my T-shirt, then crossed my arms over my chest, uncrossed them, and crossed them again, all the while shifting my weight from one foot to the other and wondering if I’d missed any spots on my legs while shaving.

So much for being comfortable in my own skin.

“Hi. I’m Nicholas,” Gorgeous Boy said.

My mouth opened slightly, but nothing came out.

“I’m Sun, and this is Jenna,” Sundhya said helpfully. “I’m studying creative writing, and she’s in the physics program.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Sun,” he said with a nod. “Jenna.”

Then he eyed me—actually eyed me—up and down in a way that made me almost melt. It was the way people looked at Becca all the time. It made me feel…beautiful. And I hadn’t even changed my clothes or put on makeup!

He handed me a hot-pink flyer. “We’re having a party down at the beach tomorrow night. Some of us old guard welcoming the new blood. We’re just going to chill, do what we do. You should come.”

I stared at the flyer. What would Becca say? Come on, Jenna. Think. Keep it simple. You can do this!

A cell phone beeped. Nicholas slipped a BlackBerry from his pocket and checked the caller ID. “I have to take this. But will I see you tomorrow?” he asked me.

Answer the guy before he thinks you’re a total freak. It’s New Jenna time!

Somehow I took a deep breath, flicked my eyes toward his, and smiled. “We’ll be there.”









two



As I walked across campus to my first physics lecture on Monday, the sun was shining, a light breeze tossed a few puffy white clouds across the blue sky, and I could hear the surf crashing in the distance. How anyone went to school here all year long was beyond me. I bet a lot of class-skipping was going on.

I glanced down at my schedule, just to make sure I had the right time and classroom—even though I’d already quadruple-checked it. Mondays and Wednesdays my class met at noon, but we’d be meeting in the mornings on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I had Fridays completely free. Nothing like three-day weekends to make the most of my California summer.

I managed to navigate the maze of pathways and found the modern building where my class was held. I took a deep breath to calm my first-day jitters and pushed open the glass door. Inside, the air was AC cool. Room 108 mercifully faced away from the beach, and when I walked in, the first thing I noticed was that I could no longer hear—and be distracted by—the waves.

The classroom was huge with five long black tables between me and the windows at the back. A tremendous white dry erase board covered the front wall. A few students were already peppered throughout the room and a couple of girls looked up at my arrival, then went right back to chatting.

I was about to take a seat up front as I always did, when I noticed little name cards on the tables, between pairs of chairs, like place settings at a dinner party. BRECKIN, JUDY and YARIN, DANIEL were on the card in front of me.

A girl with long braids at the second table must have noticed my confusion. “Lab partners,” she said, lifting her chin toward the wipe board. On it was a note written in a messy scrawl: Your lab partner assignments are on the desks. Find your lab partner. Love your lab partner. Lab partners are non-negotiable! Sincerely, Professor Eli Rosenberg.

“This guy is serious,” I joked.

“Tell me about it,” Braids said.

I smiled and slowly made my way up a side aisle, looking for my name. As I walked, I noticed that an extremely cute African-American guy was watching me intently from his seat at the last table. When I arrived at the back of the room without having found my name, he turned fully to face me, leaning one arm on the table. He wore a blue striped T-shirt, tan shorts, and muddy sneakers, and he had the calf muscles of a soccer player. For a moment he just stared, as if he was sizing me up. Then he grabbed the place card in front of him and held it up.

“Are you Appleby, Jenna?” he asked.

“Yep.”

I walked over to him and checked out the card. “And you’re Phillips, Sean.”

He nodded, still studying me, looking almost wary of what he saw. “I’m from New York. You?”

“Pennsylvania,” I said, settling in next to him. I placed my backpack on the floor next to his.

“Well, PA, looks like we’re lab partners. You aced junior physics back home?” he asked.

“Yeah. You?” I asked.

He blew a breath through his lips. Like, please. “How do you find the kinetic energy of a moving object?” he quizzed me, crossing his arms over his chest.

I stared at him for a moment, waiting for him to say he was kidding. He stared back. His deep brown eyes were dead serious.

“How do you find the kinetic energy of a moving object?” he repeated much more slowly.

I rolled my eyes. The old cocky science-geek routine. I suppose he thought he was impressing me, but I knew ten guys back home with the same smarts and the same ego. Only difference between him and them? He was cute. All right, so that was a big difference, but still.

“One half mass times velocity squared,” I replied impatiently. “Gimme a break.”

Sean’s eyes narrowed. “Know anything about thermal physics?”

“Please,” I said, leaning down to pull out my notebook.

“Nuclear?”

“Duh.”

“Fluid?”

“We covered fluid in my first semester last year,” I told him. “Are you satisfied yet?”

Sean nodded, considering. “I think I can work with you.”

“And maybe I can work with you,” I replied with a grin.

Sean laughed for the first time. It was a nice laugh. One that showed he might be more chill than he was letting on.

“So, what part of New York are you from?” I asked, opening my pristine new notebook on the table.

“Brooklyn,” he replied. “What part of PA are you from?”

“Just outside Philly,” I answered.

“I hate the Phillies,” he said.

“Mets fan?”

“You know it.” He pulled out a pencil and flung it onto the table as if he were throwing down a gauntlet. Was there anything this kid didn’t take superseriously?

“I don’t really follow baseball,” I told him. “But my dad is a Phillies fan. In fact, if he knew I was fraternizing with you right now, he might disown me.”

Sean smirked. “Well, then. We’d better not tell him.”

My heart fluttered as if we were sharing an actual secret. Interesting. “We’d better not.” Our eyes locked, and even though my pulse was kind of racing, I was not going to look away first.

But the door swung open and in walked a balding man with a gray moustache and a huge stack of folders under one arm. He wore a short-sleeved plaid shirt, untucked, and cargo shorts. His scrawny legs were covered with whitish-grayish hair.

“Greetings, everyone! And welcome to Advanced Physics!” he announced. “I am Professor Rosenberg! I trust you have all found your lab partners, and I hope you like each other, because if you don’t, I don’t want to hear it! These are your partners. Get used to them!”

“Hear that? You’re stuck with me, PA,” Sean teased, opening his own notebook. “Think you can handle it?”

I couldn’t help grinning in return. “I think I’ll be just fine.”

 

It was a perfectly balmy evening. Not too hot, not too cool, with just a slight breeze off the water. When Sun and I arrived at the beach for Nicholas’s party, there was a roaring fire surrounded by several coolers and stadium chairs. At least thirty people milled around, talking and laughing. A golden-haired girl screeched as some guy tried to catch her and throw her into the water. A group of guys carried a keg on their shoulders toward the crowd. Girls wore miniskirts topped by cozy sweaters, while the guys were in board shorts and sweats. It was just the way I imagined a Cali beach party to be.


“Hey. There he is,” Sun said, pointing.

Instantly my already frayed nerves started to sizzle. I reached down to smooth the front of Becca’s favorite black dress—which Sun had chosen for me before I’d even gotten back from class—but all I saw ahead of me was a group of tan, blond girls with perfect complexions. It looked like a Hawaiian Tropic convention.

“Where?”

“Right there,” she said rather loudly.

One of the girls stepped back to adjust her flip-flop, and I saw him. Nicholas was right there. In the center of all those girls. All those gorgeous California girls, every last one of whom was vying for his attention. Could I ever compete with that?

“Go on. Go over there,” Sun said, nudging me.

I turned my back to him, hoping he wouldn’t spot me. What was I thinking, coming here and imagining that he’d be hoping to see me? “He’s busy,” I said, feeling pathetic.

“Okay, Jenna, this is where you grow a backbone,” Sun said. “All you have to do is go over there and say hello. You put all those Barbies to shame, especially in that outfit. Now, are you going to do this, or are you going to wuss out?”

I tilted my head and squirmed.

“Come on, Jenna. What would your sister do?” Sun demanded.

I stopped squirming. I was here to prove what I could do outside Becca’s shadow. I was about three thousand miles away from that shadow. I needed to start acting like it.


“Fine,” I said. I shook my auburn hair over my shoulders and turned around. Nicholas was nodding as one of the girls chatted his ear off. I ignored the excruciating pounding of blood in my ears, and strode toward the brood. A couple of them shot me dirty looks as I approached, but I just smiled back.

You can do this. You can do this.

“Hi, Nicholas,” I said, stepping into the circle of girls. “Remember me?”

His piercing blue gaze fell onto my face, and for a long, agonizing moment, I was certain that he did not, in fact, remember me. I was about to turn and flee and never look back, when he flashed that incredible smile.

“Of course I do, Jenna,” he said. “Want a beer?”

Relief flooded through me. My first instinct was to turn down the beer, but I hesitated. After all, I had gone against my instincts in coming over here. Maybe that was the key to success—doing the opposite of everything my gut told me to do.

“Sure. Why not?” I said, lifting a shoulder.

“My sentiments exactly,” Nicholas said.

He reached into a nearby cooler for a bottle, then popped the top off on the side. When he handed it to me, he gave me a long, slow look up and down my body. A look that left me throbbing. A few of the blondes rolled their eyes and moved away. Huh. Maybe I did put them to shame. I glanced over my shoulder at Sun, and she flashed me a thumbs-up.

“So, Nicholas,” I said, clutching my beer. The bottle was cold and soaking wet from the ice. “You go to school here?”

“Guilty,” he said with a nod. “Normally I would go home to Seattle for the summer, but I have an internship in LA this year.”

“An internship?” I said.

“I’m a PA for Prospect Pictures,” he said, with an expression that made me think this was something really impressive.

“A PA?” I asked.

His brow knit. Suddenly I felt about two feet tall, just from the way he was looking at me. Apparently I was supposed to know what a PA was.

“A production assistant?” he said. “At a movie company.”

“Oh, wow. That’s so cool! So you work at one of the studios?” I asked.

“Actually we’re on a shoot right now. They’ve given me a lot of responsibility for a first-year PA. I’m pretty much the director’s right-hand man. But they think I can handle it,” he said. He winked and took a sip of his beer. I swear I almost swooned. He pulled his BlackBerry out of his pocket, hit a few buttons, and slipped it back.

“Sorry. I have to check my messages all the time in case they need me for something,” he said.

This guy had a real job with real responsibility. I felt completely out of my league and totally intrigued at the same time.

“What about you? What were you here for again?” he asked.

“Physics,” I told him. “They have this amazing advanced science program here. If you pass, you get college credits so it looks really good on school applications.”

Nicholas nodded absently and started to glance around at the other revelers. I was losing him. And why not? As if a guy like him really wanted to know he was hanging out with a high school science geek.

“Of course I really came out here to party
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