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    First Edition


Chapter 3

	The drill began. Summer was playing a casualty with an injured leg, and when Declan Reyes hauled her up onto his back and charged out, she hadn't quite caught up with what was happening — her chest pressed to his back, she could almost feel his breathing, and the danger all around.

	"Three minutes thirty-four seconds. Not bad, Declan — first place again."

	That fast? Summer had thought a long time had passed. She watched him clear an obstacle and dodge simulated gunfire to reach her side.

	Replaying every frame of the scene now, she realized he looked even more handsome in that uniform.

	A few of the more sociable boys at her school were carrying a medical stretcher, racing each other to see who was fastest.

	Not paying attention, Summer was bumped and accidentally knocked off balance. She staggered back a step and toppled straight into Declan Reyes's arms, stepping on a pebble underfoot.

	She frowned, and decided she might as well not get up. "Ow, ow… I twisted my ankle…"

	Declan Reyes, steadying the girl's arm from the momentum, looked at her tightly knit brow and pained expression. "Which foot?"

	Summer thought about it. "Left."

	He said nothing, and simply scooped her up by the waist. "To the infirmary."

	Someone started jeering. Declan Reyes shot them a look, and they shut their mouths.

	The whole way there, Summer rested her head against his chest. "Cadet Reyes, your heart's beating so fast."

	Declan Reyes's steps paused slightly. He said in a low voice, "You're too heavy."

	"…"

	"Then you could walk slower."

	"No."

	"You care about me?"

	"No. I'm worried that if I go slower, your injury will heal."

	"…"

	Summer was so annoyed she didn't say another word. The infirmary doctor examined her and said it was nothing serious, then — probably seeing how miserable her face looked — added, "Stay for observation for two hours."

	Yes!

	Summer half-leaned all of herself against the man, hobbling, and Declan Reyes had no choice but to carry her to the bed again. "Stay put. I'll be back in a bit."

	"Where are you going?"

	Declan Reyes lowered his head, and because of the bending posture, the two of them were breathing very close. He froze for an instant, then slowly straightened. "To change clothes."

	Summer nodded, watching his utterly unlingering back, her heart heavy, a touch of defeat with it.

	Suddenly.

	"Summer?"

	The person who came into view, in training fatigues, was her high-school classmate. "Mason Cole?"

	"You actually still remember my name. Impressive."

	Summer felt a little awkward. "Small world."

	Mason Cole smiled and came closer. The two of them chatted about a lot, and only then did she learn that police-academy students had to apply to go off campus, and had to return by a set time.

	The more they talked, the more there was to say. She stood to make an excuse to slip off to the restroom, and didn't expect a warm hand at her arm — Mason Cole had stepped in to steady her.

	"Do you have a boyfriend right now?"

	Summer blanked for a moment. Before she could speak, Mason Cole greeted someone at the door. "Hello, senior."

	She followed his gaze, and her eyes lit up. "This is my boyfriend."

	Her voice was delicate, almost proud.

	Declan Reyes glanced at the two of them, arms close together, and silently handed her a bottle of water.

	Now it was Mason Cole's turn to feel awkward. Then, a realization dawning — feeling the man's gaze — he hurriedly let go and tucked his hand behind his back. "I'll — I'll head off first."

	The area went quiet.

	"Could you apply to go off campus and walk me home?"

	She was twisting at the bottle cap, her fingertips a little red. Declan Reyes had genuinely gotten used to this girl's fussiness by now. He took it straight from her and unscrewed it. "Already applied."

	Summer pressed her lips together, secretly delighted at these small gestures. "So that's why you were gone so long — you were specifically applying for off-campus leave?"

	The man's voice held no ripple. "You seemed to be having a nice chat too."

	She frowned, casting back over when, exactly, the chat had been nice, and then a smile spread to the corners of her eyes. "You're jealous? Declan Reyes?"

	"No."

	"I turned down his confession before, but he seems to have gotten better-looking, I—"

	Declan Reyes watched her mouth opening and closing. She'd done the whole drill, then sat two hours in the infirmary, hadn't touched a drop of water, and could still say this much.

	He cut her off. "Talk less. Drink your water."

	His tone was cold, utterly indifferent. Summer suddenly felt a little wronged. She wanted to ask what type of girl he actually liked, but was afraid he'd just sneer, certainly not your type.

	"Let's go."

	The whole way, no one spoke. Summer had gone suddenly so quiet — quiet enough that it began to bother him.

	Downstairs from her building, she tipped her head up, all consideration. "Go back. Don't miss your curfew."

	Declan Reyes looked at her in silence, some string tugging in his heart. In the end he gave a soft tsk and, tentatively, reached to take her hand.

	Sure enough, she dodged it.

	The girl turned her head away, sulking, saying nothing.

	Declan Reyes was a little helpless. He slowly drew her into his arms and said low, "What are you fussing about."

	She struggled a little, her whole cheek against his chest, aggrieved. "Whose boyfriend cares this little about his own girlfriend."

	Declan Reyes seemed to have guessed it. He lifted a hand and rubbed the back of her head. "You turned him down already. What is there for me to care about."

	His voice was gentle, low and resonant, the kind that made a person sink in deeper and deeper.

	Because of his explanation, Summer's gloom was swept clean away. She lifted her arms and hugged him. "Declan Reyes, I'm not your first love, am I?"

	His gaze paused. He awkwardly changed the subject. "Hungry?"

	"I want you to cook for me."

	"…"

	


Chapter 14

	The moment she opened the door, the little girl came running up, a shoulder-length wig on her head, her cheeks fair, so cute a person wanted to pinch them.

	How could two people share the same surname and be this different.

	She spent the whole afternoon playing with the little girl. Partway through, Summer got a call from Garrett Vale — nothing but questions about the matchmaking date — and, finding it tedious, she pushed all responsibility onto Declan Reyes.

	To her surprise, Garrett Vale said nothing this time, and even muttered to himself that a police cadet's prospects weren't bad.

	"…"

	Come dinnertime, she noticed Mr. Reyes still wasn't back, and on asking learned that Declan Reyes's father was a criminal investigator, out on an operation tonight.

	At the table, Mrs. Reyes kept putting food in her bowl. "Declan doesn't like to talk, and whatever's on his mind he won't express. I'll trouble you to understand him a little more."

	Of course she understood. Thank goodness he didn't like to talk — when this man did talk, he was snide and dreadful!

	Summer's thoughts paused. Declan Reyes still hadn't told his family about the breakup?

	After dinner she meant to leave, and after an instant's hesitation came clean to the woman standing in the entryway. "Ma'am, the truth is, we've already separated."

	Mrs. Reyes's smile froze. She shot Declan Reyes a glare. Receiving the look, he explained awkwardly, "I wasn't the one who brought it up."

	"…"

	On the road, Summer didn't much want him seeing her off. "Tessa asked me to go sing karaoke. You head back."

	Declan Reyes didn't move, his face looking none too good. "It's on the way. I'll drop you."

	Summer was full of doubt, unable to stop overthinking — why was this man so out of character. But on arriving she learned Declan Reyes genuinely was just on the way: his private room was right next to theirs.

	A near-misunderstanding. She couldn't help mocking herself. It was nearly ten at night; after chatting a while she said goodbye to Tessa and left.

	The moment she reached the corridor, the door of the next room opened too. Declan Reyes was looking at his phone, his friends jeering around him.

	"Declan's mind isn't on the drinks at all."

	"Quiet — Declan's reporting his itinerary to his girlfriend!"

	Amid the laughter, the man didn't refute it, only gave a low mm.

	Summer was struck a little blank. The next second her phone lit up.

	The screen showed an unread message.

	She hesitated, then opened it.

	Declan Reyes: Waiting for you at the door.

	Her lashes trembled faintly. She lifted her eyes and called his name straight out.

	The man turned, their eyes meeting, and his friends tactfully drifted away.

	Summer drew closer, and only then saw the tips of his ears were faintly red. "How much did you drink."

	"Not much."

	"Not much, and you're talking nonsense." She lifted her phone, a touch wronged in her heart. "Declan Reyes, we've already broken up. Is it fun for you, making other people misunderstand like this?"

	The words had barely landed when a warmth covered her wrist, and her whole body was drawn into his arms, her breath catching with it.

	He had indeed had a few drinks, but not to the point of talking nonsense. Until the moment he held her, those restless thoughts of the past days went quiet in an instant, all that agitation eased.

	Clear-headed, he watched himself sink, again and again. His chin against the curve of her neck, the rims of his eyes faintly red, his voice gone hoarse with it. "You're the one who reeled me in, and you're the one walking away. Be a little reasonable, would you."

	The voice slid into her ear, sending wave after wave of soft tingling through her. Summer stood frozen, letting him hold her. "You've had too much… let me take you home…"

	The area went quiet. Declan Reyes didn't let go. "Mm. To your home."

	"…Why."

	"I've had too much to drink."

	"…"

	Summer admitted she'd gone soft for a moment, and that her eyes had been thoroughly clouded by a handsome face. The man probably genuinely had drunk too much; leaning against the sofa, one arm laid over his eyes, he looked very unwell.

	She handed over a hangover pill, cold-faced. "Take this, rest a bit, and you can go."

	No response. She just went to shower. Coming out, she found Declan Reyes asleep. Recalling that line he'd said — when had she ever not wanted him? She'd only not wanted him to keep doing things he didn't like.

	She found a blanket and gently laid it over him, then leaned down to test the waters. "Declan Reyes? Are you asleep?"

	Still no response. Summer grew bold. "A grown man, drinks too much and just sleeps over at a girl's place like this. Lucky for you I'm a person of honor — otherwise I would absolutely have my wicked way with you!"

	Then she saw the faint tremble of the man's lashes. The two of them, just like that, locked eyes. Awkward. Summer, on a reflex, tried to bolt — and her wrist was caught, and she was pulled straight down onto his lap.

	The air went charged and reckless. Declan Reyes met her eyes at level height, his black gaze fathomless, heavy with gloom. "How were you planning to have your way with me?"

	She swallowed, dodging the man's gaze. "A melon wrenched off the vine isn't sweet…"

	Declan Reyes laughed. He lifted a hand and brushed the loose hair from her forehead. "What a coincidence. I don't care for sweet things."

	Summer didn't quite catch up. "What do you mean?"

	He was silent a moment. Since he couldn't stand to see her with another man, then there was no need for him to keep up the front. He lowered his eyes and said it word by word. "Summer, you should know — with those little tricks of yours, I could have ignored
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