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Dear Reader
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​To my husband, always
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To everyone who’s ever flirted under an alias, deleted the message too late, or wondered what might’ve happened if they’d hit send.
Quantum theory says there’s a universe where you did.
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​​Chapter One: Megan
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​

​Megan Sinclair’s cleavage had been opening doors—and the occasional wallet—since she was fifteen. She’d never had to work for attention. A smile usually did it; if not, a strategic lift and a forward lean sealed the deal. 

​

​Her high school friends were mean—movie-mean—but the so-called nice kids were worse. Every time she tried to act normal, they turned on her anyway. She dated plenty, but she had rules. 

​

​Third base was the cutoff—not because she was shy or saintly, but because she had no interest in the grunting, sweating, or horrifying risk of pregnancy. No thanks. Gross.

​

​Her friends all lost their virginity early and tried to talk her into joining the club, but Megan just smiled like she was in on a secret. Her boyfriends were cute and kissed well, but the second they started to sweat or whisper, Hey, baby, let me touch you, she pushed them away.

​

​No one ever wondered what Megan did in her spare time. Everyone assumed she watched rom-coms or doodled hearts in her notebook. In reality, she was obsessed with metaphysics and quantum mechanics—she could spend hours watching MIT lectures and YouTube explainations about time loops and string theory.

​◆◆◆

​The few times she tried to talk about it, people laughed—pat-on-the-head laughed. The kind of look that said, you don’t belong here. So she stopped talking and started quietly auditing online courses. She wasn’t planning to work for a living, but she liked knowing how the universe worked. Sometimes it felt safer to study string theory than people. At least the math didn’t lie.

​◆◆◆

​College came and went, but the rules stayed. By the age of 22, Megan had upgraded to men who could at least provide: dinner, a night out, maybe a weekend trip. Nothing more. She wasn’t about to sleep with any of them, and her boyfriend Brad bought her latest excuse: a rare “medical condition” that meant she couldn’t have sex—supposedly, if her pulse went over a certain rate, her heart would explode.

​

​He believed her. He even made her wear a heart monitor when they made out.

​

​When Brad suggested they move in together so he could really look after her, Megan just smiled.

​

​“Sorry, hon. That would definitely kill me. You know—being that close to you all the time.”

​

​She giggled to sell it, and Brad puffed up instead of deflated. Honestly, she had no idea how she kept a straight face.

​◆◆◆

​Besides, she had something new going on—something she didn’t plan to share.

​

​One of her online courses had a discussion thread, and she’d started chatting with someone named Luke. He texted her like she actually had a brain. They’d never exchanged photos, but every time his name popped up on the screen, her pulse spiked. Almost sweaty. Which, of course, was a problem.

​

​...a problem she suddenly couldn’t stop testing.
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​​Chapter Two: The Birth of Kitty
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​

​Jennifer was fun—and shared Megan’s dating philosophy: find the man, get the meal, keep the freedom.

​

​They had a standing Monday lunch date since high school—because starting the week with cocktails and gossip was a sacred ritual.

​

​They dressed up—or down, depending on your definition of coverage—and claimed a prime table on a busy Toronto patio. 

​

​The patio was a heat trap of perfume, sunscreen, and car exhaust. Umbrellas flapped like half-hearted fans, and the air between tables shimmered with laughter and the clink of glass. Megan tilted her face toward the sun, letting the warmth hit her collarbones—another natural highlighter she didn't have to pay for.

​

​They ordered cocktails that matched their outfits and let nature take its predictable course.

​

​Two drinks in—courtesy of the men now hovering, Steve-Something and John-Whatever—Megan’s phone chimed.

​

​The tone she’d set for Luke’s texts chimed—a sound she’d chosen on purpose.

​

​Heat rushed up her neck, and Jennifer noticed instantly.

​

​“You look interested, Meggie.” Jennifer only used that nickname when she wanted to irritate her. “Do tell—hot guy?”

​

​Megan rolled her eyes. “Obviously. But this guy”—she gestured toward John, or maybe Steve—“is buying our attention. I’d hate to be rude.”

​

​She smiled, and whichever one he was smiled back. Didn’t matter.

​

​“I’m sure they won’t mind,” Jennifer said, snatching Megan’s unlocked phone. “Ooh—HL? Is that short for Hot Lover?”

​

​“Jennifer, give it back.” Megan lunged, but Jennifer danced out of reach, laughing.

​

​“Let me just—”

​

​Ping.

​

​Megan froze. “What did you do?” Her voice dropped—low, sharp, edged with something real. Something Jennifer had never heard from her.

​

​“Relax,” Jennifer said, startled. “I just sent him a quick pic. You look hot. I thought it’d be funny.”

​

​Another ping. Jennifer glanced down, frowning. “He’s typing back... asking who your hot friend is.”

​

​The laughter between them died—like someone had hit mute. Jennifer didn’t understand why Megan suddenly looked caught in a lie she hadn’t meant to tell.

​

​Megan snatched the phone back and typed fast.

​

​Megan: That’s my sister. Just having lunch. Talk later.

​

​Phone off.

​

​She glared at Jennifer, but the twist in her stomach wasn’t just annoyance. Her little safe world—her private, clever corner of the internet—had just been breached.
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​​Chapter Three: Introducing Luke
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​

​Luke's apartment smelled faintly of burnt espresso and old paper. The radiator hissed like it disapproved of his life choices, and half-graded essays leaned precariously beside his laptop.

​

​Luke messaged Megan between essays, half-listening to a physics podcast and nursing coffee gone cold. He wanted to know if she’d be watching the lecture that night. 

​

​What he got instead was a photo.

​

​A woman on a patio, sunlight and cleavage everywhere. The glare off the screen forced him to squint—or maybe it was the cleavage. 

​

​Luke: Who is that?

​

​Megan: That’s my sister. Just having lunch. Talk later.

​

​He blinked. Megan didn’t send pictures. Or hearts. Or sentences that short.

​

​The woman in the picture was... dazzling. Confident.

​

​He guessed the sister had stolen Megan’s phone, because that was definitely not the person who’d just spent three nights arguing with him about Schrödinger’s probability wave.

​

​Megan was a nerd with a capital N—just like him. But that woman? She was a physics experiment all on her own. He’d bet she bent gravity wherever she went.

​

​He smiled despite himself. Maybe Megan would introduce them. And somewhere across the city, Megan was already plotting revenge.

​◆◆◆

​“Jen-Jen,” Megan said sweetly, venom wrapped in velvet, “why don’t you tell Steve and John—was it John and Steve?—about the time you went as a stripper for Hallowe'en?”

​

​Jennifer’s eyes flashed; she hated that story. But the guys perked up, exactly as Megan intended, and while Jennifer relived her humiliation, Megan let her thoughts drift.

​

​Luke thought she was hot.

​◆◆◆

​After prying four drinks and a shared plate of truffle fries out of Steve and John, Megan and Jennifer finally went their separate ways.

​

​Numbers were exchanged—of course; you never knew when you might need a backup dinner or a free drink—but neither of them was particularly invested.

​

​Jennifer, thankfully, was tipsy enough not to start in on HL, and Megan was eager to get home. A live lecture started in an hour, and she didn’t want to miss it. She ordered two Ubers—one for Jennifer, one for herself—and sent her friend off with the usual vague promise to do this again soon.

​

​Her driver tried to convince her that flashing her boobs would earn her a free ride. She just shook her head. Not today.

​

​In the back seat, she checked her phone. Luke’s last message still sat there: Are you watching the lecture tonight? Maybe we can compare notes after.

​

​That was before the picture.

​

​The new one waited beneath it.

​

​Luke: Wow. It must be hard to have a sister that beautiful. But you’re so smart—you probably run circles around her.

​

​Her stomach flipped. Compliment or insult? Maybe both.
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​​Chapter Four: The Set Up
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​

​Megan: Yeah, to hear her talk, you’d think being pretty was a problem.

​

​The concierge opened the door, and she rewarded him with a smile so bright he actually blinked. The tiny power rush steadied her—until her phone buzzed like a trapped wasp. Each vibration pulled another thread loose from the neat little world she'd built.

​

​Luke: Well, it probably is for someone like her. She must get hit on all the time. I don’t mean to be a dick, but... any chance you could introduce me? I know she’s way out of my league, but maybe with you in my corner, she’d say yes to a date?

​

​Cold slid under her skin, curdling into something meaner than anger.

​

​Her apartment smelled faintly of vanilla lotion and printer ink. Outside, sirens cut through the city hum. She thumbed the screen, each tap loud in the silence.

​

​Megan: Sure, Friday work? She’s big on expensive things and a little vapid, so you’ll have to go all out. Think Frito’s or La Danse.

​

​Justice, served chilled.

​

​Petty? Absolutely. But for once, she didn’t care if it was beneath her—it felt good to hold the scalpel.

​◆◆◆

​Luke: I can do that.

​

​Megan: Oh, send me a pic so I can show her who I set her up with. But please keep in mind—she’s dumb. Like, capital-D dumb. So don’t say you weren’t warned.

​

​A second later, her phone chimed, and she nearly dropped it.

​

​Luke was... cute. Not model-hot, but real—clean-cut, strong jaw, eyes the kind of brown that looked like they could see through noise. The kind of guy who smiled with his whole face.

​

​“Too bad you’re just another guy,” she muttered, shaking it off.

​

​Megan: Perfect. Pick her up at six on Friday. Don’t be late—she hates that. And remember, she loves to be spoiled. Expects it, too.

​

​The screen went dark, reflecting her own grin back at her—tight, nervous, and just a little too pleased.

​◆◆◆

​An hour later, revenge had cooled into curiosity. She lost herself in the lecture and texted Luke right after. They went full fangirl over the guest professor—trading quotes, theories, and jokes until it felt like they were in the same room.

​

​The “watching effect” fascinated her, and for once, she didn’t hide it. Luke didn’t either. Two hours later, she finally called it a night, smiling at her phone like a teenager with a crush.

​

​By Friday, her weekend was booked—three dates, zero intentions.

​

​But first, there was the date—Luke’s date with her imaginary sister.

​

​She took her time getting ready. Honestly, any rom-com montage would’ve been proud. She widened her eyes, slicked on lip plumper until her mouth looked outrageously kissable, and practiced her perfect pout—a quiver that whispered protect me while promising good luck surviving me.

​

​Then came the dress. The dress. It lifted, cinched, and threatened to swallow her credit cards whole. The hem hit mid-thigh; the neckline was basically a dare. Knee-high boots, thigh-high stockings, and a flick of her hair later, she was done.

​

​She studied her reflection: wide-eyed, dangerous, irresistible. A reincarnation of Brigitte Bardot—sex kitten, ingénue, and executioner of sexist men everywhere.

​

​She smiled. Let the games begin.
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​​Chapter Five: The Kitty Experience (Kitty)
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​

​“Call me Kitty. Everyone does,” she said as she met Luke in the lobby.

​

​He was better-looking than his photo. Too good, actually. Something in her stomach fluttered.

​

​Stop it, she warned herself. He’s just like everyone else—boobs, face, bed. End of story.

​

​“Nice to meet you, Kitty.”

​

​His voice was low and smooth, the kind that hummed along her skin.

​

​Focus, she warned herself. You’re here to punish, not to swoon.

​

​“Where are we off to?” she asked, looping her arm through his.

​

​“I got us a reservation at La Danse. Hope that’s okay.”

​

​Kitty leaned in, pressing herself against his arm. “That sounds great! I love Mexican.”

​

​She bounced—just enough to weaponize physics—and Luke’s eyes glazed.

​

​“I think La Danse is French,” he said carefully, clearly fighting to maintain eye contact.

​

​“Spain, French, Mexican. All the same to me.”

​

​She added a bright shrug. Poor Luke’s eyes almost fell out of his head, and Megan bit back a laugh.

​◆◆◆

​They slid into the back of the Uber, and Kitty sat close—close enough to be distracting.

​

​“So, Megs tells me you’re really smart. Like, almost as smart as she is.”

​

​Kitty’s mouth fell open in mock surprise, as if the idea of anyone matching Megan’s intellect were unthinkable. Luke took the bait: his shoulders squared, chin lifting just slightly.

​

​“That’s a huge compliment coming from Megan,” he said.

​

​“She’s the smartest person in the class,” he went on. “It’s too bad she can’t attend in person and finish her degree. Honestly, she should be teaching this stuff.”

​

​Kitty’s eyes went wide, and she gave a delighted little giggle. “I’m going to tell her you said that.”

​

​Colour rose in his cheeks, and before he could recover, Kitty leaned over and kissed his cheek—light, practiced, perfect.

​

​“You’re sweet,” she said.

​

​And for once, Megan actually meant it.
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