

Table Of Contents



	The Kiss

	Copyright

	About the Author

	Friday, October 4th

	Saturday, October 5th

	Sunday, October 6th

	Monday, October 7th

	Tuesday, October 8th

	Wednesday, October 9th

	Thursday, October 10th

	Friday, October 11th






  Guide

  
    	Contents

    	Start of Content

  























THE KISS

London Prep: Book Three

————————————————————-

JILLIAN DODD

























Copyright © 2020 by Jillian Dodd




All rights reserved.




The author and publisher have provided this e-book to you for your personal use only. You may not make this e-book publicly available in any way. 

Copyright infringement is against the law.




This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.  
Published by Swoonworthy Books, an imprint of Jillian Dodd, Inc. 

www.jilliandodd.net




The Keatyn Chronicles and Jillian Dodd are registered trademarks of Jillian Dodd, Inc.




Editor: Jovana Shirley, Unforeseen Editing







ISBN: 978-1-946793-66-9




ABOUT THE AUTHOR





Jillian Dodd® is a USA Today and Amazon Top 10 best-selling author. She writes fun binge-able romance series with characters her readers fall in love with—from the boy next door in the That Boy series to the daughter of a famous actress in The Keatyn Chronicles® to a spy who might save the world in the Spy Girl® series. Her newest series include London Prep, a prep school series about a drama filled three-week exchange, and the Sex in the City-ish chick lit series, Kitty Valentine.


Jillian is married to her college sweetheart, adores writing big fat happily ever afters, wears a lot of pink, buys way too many shoes, loves to travel, and is distracted by anything covered in glitter.





Connect with me!


Get my NEWSLETTER


Get TEXT notifications from me: Text “Jillian” to 77222


JOIN THE DODD SQUAD! My private Facebook Reader Group


Hang out with me on social media: Instagram Facebook 


Check out my website: www.jilliandodd.net


Come to my online store for signed paperbacks and book related merchandise: www.jilliandoddstore.net


If you are a big fan of The Keatyn Chronicles, go to this special website with book playlists, clothing boards, and other fun added content. www.thekeatynchronicles.net







List of Books by Jillian Dodd




London Prep

 New exchange student Mallory is causing quite the stir at London Prep -- specifically with best friends Harry and Noah. Their fast friendship makes way for a tricky love triangle in this entertaining tale of high school drama!

The Exchange

The Boys' Club

The Kiss

The Key

The Country House




The Keatyn Chronicles® 

 Gossip Girl meets 90210 in this breathless romance series filled with swoon-worthy characters and suspense set in a glittering celebrity world. A USA TODAY BEST-SELLING SERIES.

Stalk Me

Kiss Me

Date Me

Love Me

Adore Me

Hate Me

Get Me

Fame

Power

Money

Sex

Love

Keatyn Unscripted

Aiden




That Boy Series 

 Small-town contemporary romance series about falling in love with the boy next door. 

That Boy

That Wedding

That Baby

That Love

That Ring

That Summer

That Promise

That Forever




Kitty Valentine®  

 When author Kitty Valentine’s latest novel totally bombs, her editor suggests she dates different kinds of men for inspiration in this fun chick-lit romance series.

Kitty Valentine dates a Billionaire

Kitty Valentine dates a Doctor

Kitty Valentine dates a Rockstar

Kitty Valentine dates a Fireman

Kitty Valentine dates an Actor

Kitty Valentine dates the Best Man

Kitty Valentine dates a Cowboy

Kitty Valentine dates a Hockey Player

Kitty Valentine dates Santa




Crawford Brothers

Vegas Love 

Caught up in a firestorm of tabloid gossip, actress Ashlyn Roberts doesn’t expect to end up in Vegas — or to wake up married to the sexy Cash Crawford. A USA TODAY BEST SELLER.

Broken Love

 Does catching the garter and bouquet at a wedding really mean you belong together? For Palmer and Cade it could be the second chance they’re looking for in this sexy romance.

Fake Love

 When the girl that got away shows up at Carter Crawford’s door and asks him to pretend to be in love with her at her sister’s wedding, will he be pretending? 



Spy Girl® Series 

 A sizzling romance series filled with action and adventure. Fans of The Selection and The Hunger Games will discover a heart-pounding thrill ride of espionage and suspense set in glittering high society. (And there’s a really handsome prince.)

The Prince

The Eagle

The Society

The Valiant

The Dauntless

The Phoenix

The Echelon




Girl off the Grid

 Thrown together on an eco-trip to Costa Rica, fashion blogger Camille and photographer Adam instantly hate each other. But as they journey off the grid together, they realize there’s a fine line between love and hate.




Books by my daughter, Kenzie Hart:

The Curious Swan

 A sweet, whimsical romance set in the English countryside with a Jane Austen/Alice in Wonderland vibe. 

I Fall Apart

 This beautiful love story told in verse will take you an emotional journey—from the happiness of falling in love to the sadness of heartbreak.



















Friday, October 4th

Don’t sleep with him tonight.

11:45pm








“I …” I stutter, feeling caught in Noah’s hand. 


Caught in his words. 


Don’t sleep with him tonight. Promise me? 


I can smell Noah all around me. His musk is so thick that I can barely breathe. 


“You can’t ask that of me,” I finally say, tears pooling in my eyes. One escapes, rolling down my cheek and searing a line into my skin.


I wish I were crying because I was angry. Because I was mad at him. 


But I’m crying because … I feel heartbroken. 


At my words. 


At the expression that forms on Noah’s face as he nods his head, understanding. 


Because he looks like he might cry too. 


It looks like with one statement, I’ve shattered him. 


And my stomach feels like it might bounce up and out of my throat or fall through me. 


Noah doesn’t say anything else. He just holds on to my hand, nodding his head, his eyes staying closed. 


He looks perfect. 


Lying in bed, drunk and broken, he still looks perfect. 


“Get some rest,” I whisper, wanting to soothe him. Wanting his expression to relax. I drop his hand, and my lip starts quivering. My heart feels as if it were being ripped out of my chest. 


I rush out the door, wanting to scream at the sensation. Or cry. I’m not sure if I’m hurt or scared or actually injured, but I can’t even distinguish what I’m feeling. 


But then anger rises in me. I want to slap Noah for asking that of me. I want to go back in and yell at him and tell him that I can do whatever I want. 


And that I will. 


He doesn’t have a say in what I do. 


In who I’m with. 


Tears burst from my eyes, and I rush into the nearest bathroom, falling onto the floor in a heap. 


How did everything get so messed up? 


Where did I go wrong?


I cry, knowing I did this to myself. 


I cry because I have real feelings for both Harry and Noah.


And tonight, I let Noah get into my head. I let him get to me. 


I put myself into this situation. 


My whole body shakes as Noah’s words echo in my ears. 


Don’t sleep with him tonight.


Promise me.


I let out a sob, thinking about his expression. About how helpless he looked. Because even if Noah wants me, he will never have me. 


I could never just be his. 


No matter how he feels, Harry cares about me too. 


And despite my connection with Noah, I care about Harry. Which is what makes this so hard. 


So confusing. 


If Harry knew what Noah had just said to me and saw how I’d reacted, he would never speak to me again. He wouldn’t be able to look at me. 


I didn’t promise Noah. But I didn’t tell him off either. 


I just stood there, feeling myself break apart. With Noah, it’s like I’m stuck in limbo, in this space where I can either be nothing or everything. In which Noah wants all of me for a moment. For even a second. 


He wants everything I have to offer. 


Please. 


Don’t sleep with Harry.


We have a connection.


Promise me?


But then, as usual, the moment is gone. 


And he’s asleep. 


And he’s back to being my friend.


Or hating me. 


Or wanting me to be with Harry. 


And that isn’t fair to me.


That isn’t what I want. 


What—or who—I want is Harry. 


The boy who is waiting for me.


The boy who is sweet and gentle.


The boy who isn’t willing to give me up. 


The boy who cherishes me, who says I’m his angel. 


I sit on the bathroom floor and cry, getting it all out. 


I let myself mourn what could have been with Noah. Because I know that it—we—will never be anything. 


Despite my feelings for him, I don’t want that. 


This whole time, we’ve been lying to ourselves. At least, I’ve been lying to myself. I like Noah. I care about him deeply. And there has been more than one moment when I’ve wanted him. 


But nothing has ever happened. 


I’ve never let it. 


And neither has he. 


We’ve been dancing around one another like magnets for so long that, at some point, we’re bound to give in and come together—or break apart. 


And tonight … tonight, I think we broke. 


I don’t know what this means for our friendship. 


Or if we can even have one after this. 


Maybe we shouldn’t.


What I need to do is pull myself together. 


I need to pick myself up and go back to Harry. 


Because despite being dragged through emotional torture, love doesn’t have to feel that way. 


Relationships should be beautiful. 


They don’t have to be earth shattering to be important. 


And tonight can still be special for Harry and me regardless of if we have sex. 


Tonight isn’t ruined because Noah is constantly conflicted.


Because he’s always stuck, trapped by his emotions. 


But I’m not. 


My life can continue on regardless of what we are. 


Regardless of how he feels. 


And I want it to continue with Harry. 


I’m not going to let Noah’s words or his inaction ruin what Harry and I have built. 


I let out a groan, wiping at my face. My insides are twisted up so tightly that I’m stuck between feeling furious and relieved. 


Because Noah never seemed to care what was going on in my relationship with Harry.


But now, once I’m happy, that’s when he decides to speak up? 


When Harry and I have finally found our footing and are starting to get serious, that’s when Noah decides to tell me he wants me? 


After he told me that he retracted his offer? 


Noah says we have chemistry. 


That he wants me. 


That he cares. 


But he asked me not to sleep with someone else even though he knows that he will never sleep—or be—with me. 


And it’s bullshit. 


The thought pisses me off even more.


I get up off the floor, pushing my shoulders back. 


I’m not going to spend another second crying over Noah or his words. Because Noah’s a wreck. 


He’s beautiful and alluring. Timeless. But he will take me down with him, and together we will sink.


I turn on the faucet, bringing a handful of water up to my face. I wash off my makeup, clearing away the streaks of mascara running down my cheeks. 


Once my makeup is gone, I press my hands down over my hair, making sure it’s still in place. I look at myself in the mirror, taking in my reflection. My eyes are red, but my skin is clean. I look like a blank canvas. Like I’ve washed away my makeup, my tears, my disappointment. 


And I needed to. But now, it’s time to turn things around. 


To have fun. To go back to Harry. 


To show myself that I’m not weighed down by Noah’s words.


That he can’t get to me. 




Special, special, special.

12:10am








I walk out of the bathroom, feeling like a different person. I don’t feel like someone who just had their chest cracked open. Like someone who was lying on the floor, crying. I feel like someone who has made a decision. 


I feel like someone who knows exactly what they want. 


I feel powerful. Like nothing can stop me. 


I quicken my steps until I’m back in the billiards room, my whole body searching for Harry. I scan the room, easily finding him. He’s relaxing on a sofa, a glass hanging lazily in his hand. I take in his wide grin, watching as he sits, talking to Mohammad and Olivia. 


I move toward him, past Naomi and George, who are in the middle of a game of pool. She’s leaning over the table, aiming her shot. 


Harry must not notice me because he looks surprised as I sit down on the couch next to him. 


“Hey,” he starts. 


But before he can continue, I kiss him, pressing my lips against his, forcing his mouth open, slipping my tongue in. I place my palm against his jaw as he kisses me back, feeling like I can finally breathe again. 


I break our lips, pulling back to find Harry looking at me happily. I turn my attention to Mohammad and Olivia, who are both gawking. Mohammad’s eyes are the size of saucers, and Olivia’s mouth is about to come unhinged from hanging open so far. 


She forces her mouth shut and narrows her eyes at me. 


“Noah all right?” Harry asks, breaking the silence. 


His blue eyes are on me, and I instantly feel bad for being such a disaster upstairs. 


Because I know this is what I want. 


“He’s fine.” I nod, the reply falling easily out of my mouth. “But now that he’s been put to bed, I’m ready to have some fun.” 


“Anything particular in mind?” Harry asks, cocking his head to the side. 


His eyes are sparkling at me, and I bite my lip, taking in his strong jaw and wide smile. 


“Shots,” I declare, glancing over to Mohammad and Olivia. 


Because I am very ready for a drink. 


The entire drama that just unfolded with Noah had a sobering effect, and at the moment, I can’t think of anything better than feeling happily buzzed. I don’t want to think about Noah or what he said. And now that he’s finally upstairs and asleep, it means I can let loose. I know that he won’t be silently judging me from a corner or longingly looking at me like our lives are some Shakespearean tragedy. 


No. 


I want to have fun with my friends and flirt with Harry. 


I want to be happy. 


And dammit, I’m going to be. 


“Fuck it, let’s do some shots,” Harry says, standing up from the couch. 


I take in Mohammad’s expression, watching the wheels turning behind his eyes. 


“What are you thinking?” I ask, trying to figure out what he’s so focused on. 


“We can’t just do shots,” Mohammad finally says. 


“Don’t tell me you’re already done for the night.” I pout. 


Because Mohammad is probably the most fun out of everyone here, and if he’s having a good time, I know everyone else will too. 


“Hell no, Miss America,” he says, swatting his hand at me like I just insulted him. “I’m thinking one better. Body shots.” 


He wiggles his eyebrows at me, and I grin, not even thinking before I answer, “I’m so down.” 


Harry looks at me, stunned, but before he can say anything, I pull Olivia up off the couch. 


“We’re doing body shots,” I call out, capturing everyone’s attention. 


“That sounds disgusting,” Olivia says at my side as I drag her over to the pool table. 


“It sounds fun,” I correct, not taking her attitude. 


Because if I’m going to have fun, then she needs to have fun too. 


I turn my gaze to George and Naomi, realizing that this is going to interrupt their game. 


“Do you mind if we clear off the table?” I ask. 


“For body shots?” George laughs, already pushing the balls into the pockets. “Not. At. All.” 


I walk over to the liquor cabinet, Mohammad at my side. 


“We need limes,” he says, shifting around the bottles until he finds some tequila. “And salt. Lots of salt.” 


Before I have a chance to say anything, he’s out of the room. I pour myself a shot of tequila, deciding that I might as well do one now, just to take the edge off. 


I down the shot, letting it burn. 


“Already started?” Harry says at my side. 


I can feel his breath on my cheek, and it warms me more than the tequila. 


“Don’t worry. I promise I’ll stay standing long enough to do a shot off of you.” I look up at Harry through my lashes, wishing that it were just the two of us alone in this room. I pour myself another shot, deciding one more won’t hurt. 


“Someone’s getting a little heavy-handed,” Harry says, stopping the shot glass at my lips.


“For you then?” I ask, holding it up for him.


He glances between my lips and the glass, leaning in closer. His blue eyes are on me as he takes the glass from my hand and throws the shot back. 


I smile at him as Mohammad rushes back into the room. 


“All right, we’ve got everything we need,” he says, setting down a plate of lime wedges and a saltshaker next to the tequila. 


“How are we supposed to do body shots when we’re all in dresses?” Naomi asks, now at my side. 


I look between us, realizing she’s right. 


“That’s a fair question,” Olivia adds, crossing her arms. 


And I can tell from her tone that she isn’t too happy about me kissing Harry so openly.


“The boys will have to just make do with licking salt off of us,” I reply, shrugging. 


Because even though body shots sound fun, I’m not about to hike up my dress to let them suck tequila out of my belly button. If anything, the fact that we’re all wearing dresses sort of saves us from getting sticky. 


“That’s not as fun.” Mohammad pouts, pouring tequila into a shot glass. 


“Cheer up. We can still take the shots off of your stomachs.” I smile and raise one eyebrow at him. 


“I think that’s fair,” Harry cuts in, his eyes on me. 


I flush, wishing Mohammad would just let us skip the whole body shot part and move straight to the drinking tequila part. 


“All right, who wants to go first?” I ask. 


I glance between Olivia and Naomi, but neither of them looks convinced. George has a huge smile on his face while Thomas seems more hesitant. Katherine and Collin look excited but stay quiet. 


“Fine, I’ll go.” I push my shoulders back and decide that if I want this to happen, I need to take the initiative. “And I’m calling upon Naomi to be my body.” 


I grin at her. 


She tilts her head at me, a smile forming on her lips. 


“I accept.” She giggles, bouncing up and down like she’s proud to be the first one chosen. 


And I think just about everyone in the room watches her boobs bounce, more distracted by her chest than her excitement. 


Naomi moves to the edge of the pool table, her hands preparing to brace her weight. But before she can jump up, George’s hands wrap around her. He picks her up and then sets her down in one fell swoop. 


“There you go.” He smiles at her, nodding his head in approval. 


She beams back at him. 


I roll my eyes and move past him. 


“All right, lie down,” I instruct. 


Naomi scoots her butt further onto the table, splaying herself across the dark green fabric. Her dress tumbles out around her, and she really does look beautiful. 


“Here,” Mohammad says, handing me a lime. 


“Would you mind holding the shot glass?” I ask. 


I contemplate letting George do it, but I think he might be too distracted to stay focused on the simple task. His eyes have glazed over, and he’s looking at Naomi laid out on the table like he’s never seen anything so perfect. 


And I can’t blame him. 


“No problem,” Mohammad agrees, handing Naomi the salt. 


“Where do you want it?” she asks, leaning up with the saltshaker.


“Wrist.” I lick her wrist and pour some salt onto it. I hand her the lime, instructing her to lie back down and put it into her mouth. 


“Tequila?” Mohammad asks, holding out the shot glass. 


My eyes slip down Naomi as I try to decide where I could set the glass.


“Cleavage, obviously.” I grin at him, poking one of Naomi’s boobs. 


“Hey …” she says, but with the lime in her mouth, it comes out muffled, and she starts laughing instead, her chest shaking. 


Mohammad tries to place the shot glass down on her, but it won’t stay still. 


“No laughing,” I say, willing my voice to be firm. 


But I just end up laughing along with her. And I’m not the only one. Everyone else seems to be chuckling, watching Mohammad struggle to set down the glass. 


“If you don’t stay still, the tequila’s going to end up on you,” Olivia warns, looking amused. 


Naomi nods, finally collecting herself. 


“Ready?” Mohammad asks, his fingers still resting on the shot glass. 


I nod, grabbing Naomi’s wrist and licking the salt off of it. When I set her wrist back down, Mohammad lets go of the shot glass. My lips wrap around the edge of it, and I throw my head back, downing the shot. The taste is strong in my mouth, and I move to take the lime from Naomi’s lips, sucking the juice out. 


Harry lets out a whistle.


“That was exciting,” Naomi says brightly, sitting up. 


“Thanks for being my first body.” I grin at her and then bite my lip, looking toward Harry. 


I take in his brilliant blue eyes and wide smile. 


“You’re next,” I say, cocking my eyebrow at him. I hold his gaze as he takes a step closer to me. 


“We’re supposed to rotate,” Mohammad disagrees. 


But Harry doesn’t say no. 


“I didn’t realize there were rules,” I counter, trying to prove my point. 


“Of course there are rules. Besides, it’s my turn,” Mohammad says at my side. 


I glance over at him and roll my eyes. 


He can wait. 


“I’ll be quick,” I promise, gripping Harry’s sweater. 


I push him against the pool table, his eyes on me the entire time. It’s like everyone else in the room disappears, just leaving the two of us. I vaguely see Mohammad and Olivia from the corner of my eye, watching as Mohammad pours tequila in a shot glass for Naomi to take off of George. Or for George to take off of Naomi. I’m not really sure because I can’t focus on anything, except Harry. 


His gaze is on me as he strips off his sweater and white T-shirt, pulling them both off together, painfully slow. 


My heart is pounding when his shirts finally fall onto the table next to him. 


I take in his long, lean torso, watching as his abs become even more defined as he leans back until, finally, he’s flat on the pool table. He tilts his head to the side, his blue eyes focused on me the entire time. 


And I don’t feel like we’re playing a game anymore. 


This isn’t just fun. 


This is … sexy. 


After how intimate things got on the balcony, I shouldn’t be surprised. 


But that’s what is confusing. 


I want Harry. I really want him. But I expected him to rip off his shirt, laughing the entire time. I expected it to be fun. Crazy.


I thought he and Mohammad would joke together, fighting over who got to pour tequila on who and drinking straight from the bottle. 


But not right now.


Right now, his eyes are glued to mine, and it’s like I’m seeing his bare chest for the first time. 


I shake my head, realizing that we aren’t alone and that I need to pull it together. 


“Hold it still.” 


I hear Naomi laugh next to me. 


She’s struggling to get her mouth around the shot glass because Mohammad keeps moving it. She finally throws it back before her mouth comes down onto George’s, retrieving the lime. She makes a sour face after, but her cheeks are flushed, and she can’t stop looking at George or his megawatt grin. 


“Ready?” Mohammad asks Harry, turning his attention to us. 


“Of course.” Harry nods, but his eyes stay glued on mine. 


Mohammad chuckles, his body shaking with laughter as he pours a shot straight into Harry’s belly button.


“Hey …” I scold, wanting the shot glass. But some of the tequila drips down across Harry’s flat stomach, and my eyes are easily distracted by the droplet. 


“This is more exciting,” Mohammad replies, already looking a little too entertained. 


I lick Harry’s stomach, grab the salt and pour it on his skin, trying to stay focused on the task.


“Hurry up,” Mohammad insists, his eyes glued to Harry’s belly button. 


I think he’s worried about the tequila spilling out. 


I just roll my eyes. There’s always more tequila. 


“Lime?” Harry asks, reminding me of the last thing I need. 


Salt. 


Tequila. 


Lime. 


Harry. 


I nod, placing it into his mouth. 


I lean in, taking in his scent. Cigarettes and alcohol. I lick the salt off of his skin, doing my best to go achingly slow. I want to tease him.


George lets out a whistle, and I hear Naomi giggle next to me. 


Then, I move my mouth down to his stomach and start sucking. Harry’s stomach bounces as he laughs, and I can’t help but laugh too. 


Because it’s not at all as sexy as I was hoping it would be. 


I just end up making a terrible slurping noise, struggling to get the tiny amount of tequila out of his belly button. 


Finally, I’m up to his lips, grabbing the lime from his mouth. 


I suck the juice, my lips pursing at the taste. 


“Whoa,” I breathe out, letting the salt and tequila and lime hit me all at once. 


“That was the funniest feeling,” Harry admits, his nose wrinkling as he sits up. 


“You should have put the salt on his stomach,” Katherine jokes. 


“Care to show her how it’s done?” Collin questions. 


And before I know it, Collin is stripping his shirt off, and Katherine is taking extra care in licking his stomach. George, Naomi, and Thomas are watching her, chuckling to themselves. 


Collin must catch it because he points to Thomas, saying, “You’re next.” 


“I think the belly button was a fail,” I say to Mohammad, setting down the lime. 


“I disagree. It was hilarious,” he replies, shaking his head. 


Mohammad pours another shot of tequila. Katherine decides instead to balance the glass on Collin’s stomach, wrapping her lips around it to down her shot. Suddenly, her mouth is on Collin’s, taking the lime from him. He sits up, grinning. 


Harry’s still sitting at the edge of the pool table, watching, but he moves to get up. 


“Whoa. You’re not going anywhere,” I say, stopping him. “Lie back down.” 


I press my palm against his chest, feeling more relaxed. 


Harry grins at me and complies.


“Olivia, you’re up,” I say, my eyes shifting over to her. 


She has her arms crossed in front of her chest, looking a little too detached and sober. 


“You’re serious?” she asks, her eyes growing wide. 


I roll my eyes at both of them. “Mohammad, she’ll have a double. She can handle it.” 


Mohammad smirks at me, pouring a double of tequila before handing Olivia the salt. She looks at it in her hand, glancing between the salt, me, and Harry.


“Mallory,” Harry says, leaning up on his elbows.


I push him back down. 


“Why not? It’s not like she hasn’t licked you before. Relax. It’s just a shot.” 


I look at Harry, wanting him to know that I’m fine with this. I’m not sure if it’s the shots or all of the shirtless boys or the late hour. Maybe it’s the flush on Naomi’s face and the sparkle in Mohammad’s eyes, but I want Olivia to have that too. She looks rigid, and I just want her to let loose. 


We all deserve to have a good time. 


“Fuck it then,” Harry lightly banters back, not too upset that I just invited his ex to take a shot off of him. “Well, come on, Olivia. Let’s crack on.” 


I nod for her to scoot closer, and for a minute, I wonder if I made a huge mistake. 


But she breaks a smile, and I know that she’s not reading that much into it. 


“Fine,” she says, like she’s not the least bit interested. But she moves to the edge of the pool table and pours a line of salt onto Harry’s stomach. Mohammad places the shot next to the salt. I put a lime in his mouth and smile at him. 


I want him to know that this is okay. 


To have fun. 


His eyes stay on mine, but a second later, Naomi is hooting as Olivia licks the salt, throwing back the double. 


And I have to admit, I’m impressed. 


She grabs the lime from Harry’s lips without issue, and a second later, he’s sitting back up. 


“That was hot,” Mohammad says next to me. 


“What was?” I ask, smiling at him. 


“The way she threw back that double. A true woman.” He nods, looking convinced. 


I pat him on the shoulder. 


“Mohammad, I think you’re next.” Olivia laughs after apparently overhearing him. 


“Hey, whoever wants to put their mouth on me is welcome to,” he says, shooting Olivia a wink.


Olivia rolls her eyes, but she doesn’t look disinterested. 


Harry gets off the table, goes over to Mohammad’s phone, and turns the music back up. 


“I want another,” I say, walking up to him. I bite my lip, taking in his shirtless chest. 


“Is that right?” Harry looks down at me, tapping me on the nose with his finger.


I don’t answer him. I kiss him instead. His breath is warm, and I let my tongue slip against his lips.


“Mmhmm,” Harry says, sounding caught off guard. But I can tell he likes it. 


I bring my hands to his chest, pressing my fingers into his skin. 


“Mallory,” Harry says, breaking our lips apart, his hand coming down onto my waist. 


But I want him. I really want him. 


I lace my hand through his, pulling him out of the billiards room. I lead him down the hallway, trying to find somewhere private, where we can be alone. I skip the sitting room that I took Noah to, going into an empty bathroom. 


“Where are you taking me?” Harry laughs, amused as I shut us in the bathroom. 


“I want privacy.” I grin at him and push him up against the door. 


“Yeah?” he asks, tilting his head at me. 


His expression is light, but I can see the want in his eyes. 


“Yeah,” I repeat before kissing him again. I press my body flat against his, wanting to be as close to him as possible. 


I fumble with my dress, trying to figure out how to get out of it. 


I need to be free of it. 


I can feel Harry smile against my lips, and I start to wonder if he thinks this is funny. But a second later, his hand is cupping my cheek, and he’s kissing down my neck. 


I bring him back to my lips, letting my tongue slip into his mouth. Harry’s kisses are warm and reassuring. 


Which is all I need. 


I move my fingers across his chest and down to his belt. I quickly get it undone, sliding it from around his waist and tossing it onto the floor. 


“Someone’s serious tonight,” Harry says, looking down at me. 


I nod at him, not responding. A second later, I have his pants unbuttoned and am trying to pull them down his legs while still kissing him. 


“Mallory,” Harry whispers again, biting his lip when I finally get them off. 


“No more talking,” I argue, dropping onto my knees. 


I kiss down his stomach, liking the way he tastes like salt and tequila. I sit back on my heels, wanting more of him. I want to show him how much I want him. I let my fingers dance across the edge of his boxers and then glance up at him, connecting our gaze. All I can see is his flat stomach, hard jaw, and glowing eyes looking down at me. 


“Fuck,” he breathes out.


I get my hands wrapped around his boxers, ready to pull them down when Harry lifts me up from the floor.


“Harry,” I whine, “I want you.” I look at him, pouting, not sure why he stopped me. 


“Not here,” he says, shaking his head. 


His face softens, but his blue eyes are still glowing, and I can tell I’ve got him worked up. 


“Here,” I disagree, turning him. 


I push him down, so he’s sitting on the toilet, and I straddle him. My dress slips up my legs, and Harry’s palms instantly move to my exposed skin. 


“I know you want me. I want you too. Now the only thing separating us is this measly fabric.” 


I look down to his boxers, getting a glimpse of my own underwear.


Just two little pieces of fabric that need to disappear.


“What’s going on?” Harry asks, pinching my chin. 


I swat his hand away, not wanting him to treat me like a child. 


“Nothing,” I push out. I stare at him, wondering if he’s going to change his mind. If he’s going to let his hand slip further up my thigh and back into my underwear. 


But he doesn’t. 


I get up, fixing my dress. Because if he doesn’t want to do anything, then we won’t. 


But I’m not going to be happy about it. 


“Come here,” Harry says, taking my hand. 


He pulls me back down onto his lap, kissing me gently. I give in to his lips for a minute but then lean away. 


“I want you,” I insist, sticking out my bottom lip. 


“I want you too,” he agrees. “But not like this. It should be special for you.” 


I roll my eyes. “Special, special, special. I’m in a new dress. I have on lingerie.” 


“You’re not playing fair,” Harry groans, his eyes slipping back down my legs. 


“You weren’t playing fair when you stripped naked in front of me earlier tonight. This is your punishment.” I grin at him. 


I stand up from his lap again, taking in his darkened eyes. 


“You can even have a peek.” I lift up my dress and turn around in a circle in front of him. 


He bites his lip, shaking his head. 


“Very, very unfair.” Harry runs his hand up my thigh, grabbing my ass. 


“Is it working?” 


“It’s definitely working,” he says, his eyes on my legs. “But we still aren’t shagging in the loo.” 


“Fine,” I huff.


Harry pulls his pants back up and rebuttons them. A second later, my cheek is back in his palm, and he’s kissing me. 


“I’m trying to be a gentleman,” he finally says. 


“I appreciate that,” I admit, still trying to figure out how to coerce him into going straight up to his room. 


But a second later, Harry is pulling me out of the bathroom and back into the billiards room. I barely have time to make sure my dress is in place before Mohammad is at my side. 


“Holy shit,” he starts, speaking a mile a minute, “I got to grab a lime wedge out of Olivia’s mouth, and I swear, she looked at me the entire time I was leaning over her!” 


Harry rolls his eyes. 


“I’ll make us a drink,” he comments to me before walking toward the liquor cabinet.


“Really?” I ask Mohammad once it’s just the two of us. 


“Oh yeah,” he agrees, his brows dipping in. “She’s playing hard to get for sure. But I know she’s interested.” 


“Well, that’s good.” And I wonder if maybe that’s what I should do instead with Harry. Play hard to get. 


I glance over at him, and he smiles warmly at me. And I instantly know that the answer to that is no.


Because Harry and I don’t play games. 


I take in his shirtless body. How his muscles snake around him, making him look lean and extended. Everything about him is tight and beautiful. And it’s funny because I’m not sure how someone with such a long, trim body can have such a hard, square jaw. 


But Harry does. 


“Obviously,” Mohammad replies, interrupting my thoughts. 


I fan myself, disconnecting my gaze from Harry’s body. “I might need that condom after all,” I whisper. 


Because I can more than imagine slipping it onto Harry, finally being able to feel every piece of his skin against mine. 


“Miss America,” Mohammad says, turning to me with a grin. He tilts his head, searching my face. 


“I know,” I admit, my eyes going wide. “But I can’t help it. He’s standing over there, shirtless. It’s torture.” 


“Where did you two sneak off to anyway?” Mohammad asks, leaning closer. 


“Well, after the tequila and striptease, I had to get him alone,” I spill out, wanting to talk to Mohammad. My forehead creases as I think about Harry not giving in to me in the bathroom. “But he didn’t want to do anything but kiss.” 


Mohammad throws his arm over my shoulders. “Don’t read into it. I’m sure he just wants to chill before having that kind of fun.” 


But I’m not convinced. 


“You’re telling me that if Olivia pulled you into the bathroom and tried to take off your pants, you’d stop her?” 


“Fuck no, I wouldn’t stop her,” he says, shaking his head. “I think you need another shot.” 


“Can I do one off you?” I ask excitedly, deciding to ignore his comment. 


“Hell yes, you can.” He leads me over to the pool table and removes his shirt, dramatically tossing it onto the ground. 


I half-expect him to start dancing for us. 


“Oh Lord,” I comment, rolling my eyes. 


Mohammad’s pearly whites are out, and I think it’s the first time I’ve ever seen him shirtless. 


And I’m not surprised to find that he has rounded shoulders and a thin, tight waist. 


“Uh-oh,” Naomi says, bounding up to me. “Decided to go for another round?” 


I take in her pink lips and rosy cheeks. George comes up behind her, wrapping his arms around her. I search his face, finding his lips to be tinted the same color as Naomi’s.


Hmm.


“Well, someone demanded I have another shot,” I say, glancing down at Mohammad. 


Olivia walks over to us, looking like she’s lost in a world of her own. She has an easy smile on her face, her eyes drifting across Mohammad’s shirtless torso. 


“Where’d your friends go?” I ask George, not seeing Thomas, Katherine, or Collin anywhere. 


“They headed out,” he replies. But he’s quickly distracted by Naomi’s neck, kissing up to her cheek. 


She lets out a giggle, and Olivia looks like she might burst out laughing, watching them. I’m not sure if she’s repulsed or happy for Naomi, but her expression makes me laugh. 


I turn to Harry, raising an eyebrow at him. “Care to do the honors?” 


“Going again, are we?” Harry asks, pushing off the liquor cabinet. 


He fills up a shot glass while I grab a lime, handing it to Mohammad. 


“We are,” I reply. 


“She’s been putting them back tonight,” Mohammad says enthusiastically, taking the salt. “Where do you want it?” 


“How about your hand?” I comment, keeping my eyes on Harry. 


He brings the shot glass to the table, turning his attention to Mohammad. 


“How about not?” Mohammad replies, wetting down a piece of his stomach, adding salt. 


I narrow my eyes at him, but he just chuckles. 


“Let’s keep it in the shot glass this time. I don’t really feel like sucking tequila out of Mohammad’s belly button. No offense.” 


Besides the fact that it’s slightly gross, I have no idea who else’s mouth has been on him. And I would rather not think about it. 


“None taken,” he replies. “But so you know, every shower I have, I clean my belly button as well. No bits left unscrubbed.” 


I laugh, thinking about Mohammad in the bathroom. I can imagine him fussing over everything—from making sure he gets every part squeaky clean to leaving the conditioner in long enough for it to have its softening effect. 


“Always good to know,” I reply, popping the lime into Mohammad’s mouth. I lick the salt off the side of his stomach and then wrap my mouth around the shot glass, throwing it back. 


The taste is stronger than I remember, and I blink a few times, moving to Mohammad’s mouth to get the lime and kill the taste. 


But all of a sudden, Mohammad starts talking, causing the lime to fall, and I end up with my lips directly on his. 


I stay on his mouth for only a second, momentarily shocked, before ripping my face away. 


My eyes grow into saucers, my mouth falling open. 


“Mohammad!” I start, but he looks equally as stunned. 


His expression is a mixture of shocked and distraught, like he just saw his sister naked on accident or something. 


“You kissed me,” he says, sitting up. 


“I didn’t mean to kiss you,” I argue back. “You dropped the lime!”


Harry buckles over in laughter.


Olivia and Naomi are both laughing now, too, mostly from watching Harry, who is practically crying. 


“You put it in backward,” Mohammad states, raising his hands in front of him. 


I roll my eyes at him. 


He glances over to Harry, a grin pulling at his lips, and I know he’s already come up with a way to twist what just happened. 


“If you wanted to kiss me, you could have just asked, you know,” Mohammad says, practically beaming now.


I shake my head, not letting this feed his ego. 


“You should have seen Mohammad’s face,” Harry says, finally catching his breath. His cheeks are tinted red, his chest still heaving. “His eyes were open the entire time. He looked like he was snogging his gran.” 


“Always appreciate the compliment,” I say under my breath. 


Harry wraps his arm around me, pulling me against his side. 


We move toward the couches. Apparently, me kissing Mohammad took it out of everyone, and we all sit down with a collective sigh. 


I drop onto the couch effortlessly, curling up next to Harry. Mohammad and Olivia sit down on another sofa together, and he drapes his arm around her. She looks tired, and she leans into him. Naomi and George are already kissing. 


“This is nice.” I smile, feeling my eyes form into little slits. I lean my head back, falling against Harry’s strong arm.


I’m not tired, but Harry is warm and it’s dark and I just want to absorb everything. 


To sit here happily with him. 


The alcohol settles into me, and it makes me feel really relaxed. 


I lazily run my hand over Harry’s arm, my eyes slipping up his skin. And suddenly, I can’t stay seated next to him. 


I press my mouth onto his, sliding onto his lap. 


I can’t help it. 


Harry kisses me back, his hand coming up into my hair, running down my back. 


But then he pulls away. 


“I think we need to get you up to bed,” Harry comments, those blue eyes giving nothing away. 


Yes, let’s go to bed!


I wiggle my eyebrows at him, and I’m trying so hard not to burst out into a full grin. “Finally.” 


Harry chuckles at me. “Someone looks like they plan on misbehaving,” he whispers, his arm wrapping around my waist. 


He pulls me up off the couch, and I lean into him, letting him steady me. 


My head feels foggy, but I let the fog stay. Because as long as I have Harry, it doesn’t matter if my head is foggy. Or that my arms and legs seem to be heavier than before, like they’re filled with sand. 


“You’re so helpful,” I sigh, putting my head against his shoulder. 


“It’s not a problem,” Harry says, holding me firmly. 


“Good night,” I call out, waving at everyone still in the room. Which I guess is just Olivia, Naomi, George, and Mohammad. 


Hmm. I’m not sure where the others went. Did George say they left? I can’t remember. 


But I give them a wave, too, just in case I can’t see them. Maybe they will be able to sense it. 


“I’m getting this one up to bed,” Harry says when Mohammad stands up, walking toward us. 


“Good night, Miss America.” Mohammad smiles at me. 


And I instantly want to fall into that smile. 


I pick my head up off Harry’s shoulder, my hands aching to be around Mohammad. I hug him tightly. 


“Steady on,” Harry comments, his hand on my arm. 


“Good night,” I say, squeezing Mohammad. 


I let go of him, letting Harry lead me out of the room. 


“Let’s get some water first,” he says, taking my hand and leading me into the kitchen. 


Next thing I know, he has me seated up on the counter and is digging through the fridge. 


A second later, he has a water bottle in my hand, making me hold it up to my lips. 


“I can do it,” I whine, letting the cold water fill my mouth. 


“I know you can,” Harry says, moving between my thighs. 


He watches the bottle at my lips, and my eyes easily move across his strong jaw. I set the water down, my fingers aching to be on Harry’s cheeks instead. My hands fall down his neck and onto his shoulders, my thumb rubbing across his collarbone. 


Harry lets out a groan, his eyelashes fluttering closed. I watch his blond lashes, pretending that they aren’t inches away from me but tickling my cheeks instead. 


“Mallory,” Harry whispers, gazing directly at me. 


I look between his eyes and his lips, wanting him to make a move. 


Wanting his lips to be the ones to press hard into mine. 


I want to taste how much he wants me.


Because Harry’s the master of nonchalant. It’s like the first day we met. He kissed me right away. He put his hand down my shirt on the double-decker, a silly grin on his face. He’s always doing what he wants but in a way that makes you not sure if he’s just trying to get away with it or if that’s actually what he desires. 


My hands leave his collarbone, my finger coming up to his lips. I trace their outline over and over, my finger moving up before dipping down at the center, just to go up again. His lips are long and beautiful. 


I flick my gaze up to Harry’s just as he takes my wrist in his hand, pulling it away from his lips. 


A second later, his mouth is crashing against mine, his tongue pushing my lips apart. I open my mouth, feeling my skin tingle. He drops my wrist, his arms sliding around me. 


He moves me toward the edge of the counter as I wrap my legs around his waist. 


All I can feel are his hips pressing into mine, and I moan into his mouth at the sensation. 


“I want you naked. Now,” I whisper, biting his lip. 


“Here?” Harry asks, practically panting. 


“What’s a kitchen good for, if not this?” I ask, letting my hands slip up into his hair. 


“Food.” He chuckles against my mouth. 


“I could be your dessert,” I push, my lips trailing down across his jaw. 


“You’re relentless tonight.” 


“I thought you were the one who wanted me naked and covered in chocolate. Or did you have a different idea when you came up with date night delight?”


“You have a good point.” He shakes his head, and then suddenly, his hand is moving under my dress, his fingers slipping into my underwear. 


I gasp at the sensation as his lips press into the skin at the nape of my neck. 


I lean my head back, letting the feeling overcome me. 


Because this is what I’ve been wanting. 


I want sexy, I’m going to stand here and do exactly what I want to you, right here in the kitchen Harry. 


And he’s finally giving me that. 


I squeeze my legs around him tighter, his mouth finding mine. I trail my fingers down over his chest, my nails scraping against his soft skin. 


“Let’s go to bed,” Harry whispers, pulling me down off the counter. 


I wasn’t expecting it, and I stumble a bit. 


I laugh at myself, feeling lighter than normal. 


Everything is moving around me, like the world’s axis is off or something.


I nod at him. 


Harry slowly walks with me to his bedroom, and I feel immense relief when he finally shuts the door behind us. 


“Here, have some more water,” he insists, handing me the bottle from the kitchen. 


I take a few gulps before setting it down on the bedside table. 


Harry’s bedside table. 


I smile to myself because it’s finally just us. No more excuses. No more eat this or have some water or not here. 


No. 


No more excuses. 


I move my hand over my shoulder, trying to grab the zipper at the back of my dress to pull it down. Because if I could just get this dress off, I know that I could easily win Harry over with my lingerie. 


“Here,” Harry says from behind me.


He unzips my dress, but when I turn around, he’s moved. He’s over at his dresser. 


“Let me get you something to sleep in,” he comments, fumbling through one of his drawers as I slip out of my dress.


He turns back to me, holding a T-shirt, finding me standing in nothing but my lingerie. 


His eyes scan across my exposed body, his gaze lingering on my chest. 


I smile at him. “Do you like it?” I try to pop out my hip, wanting to make myself look curvier. 


Harry smiles back at me, tilting his head. He’s looking at me almost like I’m a child. 


“You’re stunning, Mallory,” he says, extending out the top. 


I look down at it, furrowing my brow. 


I’m not sure why he looks so amused or why he’s holding out his shirt to me, but I don’t want it. 


I take the shirt from his hand and then drop it onto the floor. 


Harry cocks his head, his tongue coming out and licking his bottom lip. 


I take a step back, unhooking my bra. 


“I don’t want your clothes,” I start, letting my bra fall to the floor. “In fact, I don’t want to wear anything.” 


I watch Harry suck in a breath as I pull down my underwear, kicking them off from around my feet. 


“What do you want?” Harry asks, swallowing hard. His eyes scan up and down my body, his mouth slightly ajar. 


“I want to be naked in your bed,” I state, looking directly at him. I hold his gaze for a minute and then turn around and walk over to his bed. I crawl onto it and then prop myself up onto my elbows. “And I want you on top of me.” 


I watch Harry blink a few times. He brings his hand up to his cheek, running it down across his face. He lets out a shaky breath, like he’s trying to slow down his heart rate. 


I start to wonder if he might just stay standing like that forever, but a second later, he’s striding toward me. 


I spread my legs apart, so ready for him. 


He climbs on top of me, his weight settling into my body as his mouth finds mine. His hips rest between my legs, and I run my hand down his back, my nails scraping across his skin. 


Harry kisses me wildly, like he’s finally giving in. 


Good. 


His hand moves between us, finding my chest. He teases my skin, his palm gliding across my ribs and down over my hips. My fingers slip around his waist, and I try to grab his butt, but all I feel is fabric. Then I try to push off his pants, wanting to feel every piece of him against me. 


“I want you,” I mumble against his lips, finally just shoving my hand down into his boxers. 


Harry kisses across my jaw, and I can hear his breathing catch in my ear. 


“I know,” he whispers back, his voice shaky. He presses up off my chest, supporting his weight with his elbow. 


I search his eyes, trying to figure out why he’s pulling back. 


“How about, tonight, you just let me kiss you?” he asks, his blue eyes on me. 


“Kiss me …” I mumble, frustrated. 


I need to feel him. 


I want more than just kissing. 


Harry smirks at me, looking amused again. I’m about to tell him off when he drops his mouth down onto mine, softly biting my lip. 


A second later, he’s trailing his mouth down over my neck and across my chest. His mouth is warm and wet, and he pulls at my skin, sucking on one spot before his tongue moves to another. He kisses every inch of my stomach, his teeth teasing me. 


He scoots further down the bed, letting his hands slip up and down my thighs as he bites my hip. I suck in a gasp, the sensation surprising me.


I hear Harry let out a groan as he picks up my legs, resting them over his shoulders. 


I tense up, my body not sure what to expect. 


“Just lay your head back and relax. Or you can watch,” he says, his eyes on me. 


But then his mouth dips between my legs, and my head instantly falls back.


I let out a moan, the feeling better than anything I could have ever imagined. 


Because this is definitely not what I thought when he said let me kiss you.






Saturday, October 5th

What happened last night?

9:30am




I wake up with a headache. A pounding headache. 


Ughhh. 


I sit up in bed, trying to orient myself. I glance around, taking in Harry’s room. I bring my hands up to my eyes and rub them, willing them to open more. 


But everything hurts. 


The light coming in through the window is too bright. The sound of the fan, too loud.


What happened last night? 


But suddenly, everything comes flooding back to me. Well, at least pieces of it. 


Kissing Harry on the balcony. 


Noah’s words. 


Crying in the bathroom.


I squeeze my eyes shut and slip back under the covers, wanting to crawl into a hole. But I kind of already am in one. 


A fluffy one. 


A fluffy one that smells like a boy—that smells like Harry. 


I glance down, realizing that I’m in one of Harry’s shirts. 


I don’t remember putting on his shirt.


I peek out from under the covers, looking around. Because where is Harry? 


I glance over to the bedside table, finding a note that reads: 


In the kitchen. 

Come down when you wake up. 

X 



There’s also a fresh bottle of water and an ibuprofen. I take the tablet into my mouth, trying not to cough when the cold water hits my dry throat. I want to lie in bed all day, never venturing downstairs, but I know that I need to. 


Not only because Harry told me that’s where he would be, but also because if my memory’s right, Naomi might still be here. 


And Mohammad. 


And Noah … 


I let out another grumble, not wanting to face any of this. But I know that I have to. 


I decide to just get up and get it over with. I throw the covers off and move to stand up. But the small amount of motion sends a shooting pain through my head, and I grab on to it, wanting to cry. 


I move slowly to the bathroom, almost tripping over clothes. 


A pair of pants. 


My bra. 


My dress. 


Oh my God. 


My eyes go wide as I take in the state of Harry’s room. Our clothes are littered all across his floor. I pick them up, hoping that at least if I put them into a pile, it won’t seem as bad. 


Well, at least, it won’t look as bad. 


I finally make it to the bathroom, getting toothpaste into my mouth and rinsing off my face. By the time I’m back in Harry’s room and I find a pair of pajama bottoms to throw on, I’m not feeling any more awake.


Or any less hungover. 


I slip out of Harry’s room and can easily hear noise coming into the hallway. I hear a pot banging in the kitchen, and my stomach does a little flip. 


I’m not sure if it’s a you cannot eat a thing right now flip or if it’s a I can eat everything in my path right now flip, but I guess I’ll find out soon enough. 


I’m halfway down the hallway when I hear a door creak open. 


I stop, watching Olivia come out from a bedroom.


And my first instinct is to hide. 


I go around a corner, not ready to face her this morning. Well, not really ready to face anyone. But I peek back around the corner, curious. 


Olivia sort of looks like she woke up with all of her makeup still on. She looks … perfect. Her hair is a little messy, but it’s got volume to it. 


I instinctively bring my hand up to my hair, patting it down. 


She walks in the opposite direction of the kitchen, so I decide it’s probably safe to reenter the hallway. I’m walking past the room she came out of when I run straight into a naked chest. 


A naked chest belonging to Mohammad. 


Holy shit. 


My mouth is gaping open. 


Because he came out of the same room. 


The same room. 


And he’s shirtless. 


Like, shirtless! 


My eyes go wide in shock. Mohammad steadies me and then throws me a quick wink. 


I’m so stunned that I can’t even say anything. 


I just stare at him. 


He squeezes my shoulder before slipping past me and into a bathroom. I try to push words out of my mouth, but I can’t. I end up forcing my jaw closed, deciding I need to get to the kitchen, where it’s safe. 


I move through Harry’s ginormous house, trying to convince myself that that just actually happened. 


Because Olivia came out of the same bedroom as Mohammad.


Mohammad!


Did they just fall asleep together? Maybe she asked him to bring her something? 


Or maybe something did happen … 


By the time I get to the kitchen, I’m too freaked out to continue thinking about it. 


I’ll just have to wait and let Mohammad explain. 


I walk into the room, finding Harry at the stove. He’s stirring the contents of a skillet, and Noah is seated on a barstool at the island, watching him. 


Noah is hunched over, and all I can see is his curved back and messy hair. 


I slide onto the stool next to him, letting out a groan. 


Harry must hear it because he turns around, looking at me brightly. 


“Well, good morning,” he says, sounding way too chipper. His blond hair is brushed, and he has on a long-sleeved shirt and thick sweatpants. 


I glance between him and Noah, not even sure how to form words yet. I’m confused, my head is pounding, and I’m still slightly frightened about seeing Olivia and Mohammad together. 


“Coffee …” I finally get out, creasing my forehead. 


“Someone’s grumpy,” Noah mutters next to me. 


Someone’s grumpy, I internally mock. 


Are those really his first words to me this morning? After everything last night? After he was the grumpiest of them all? 


I would roll my eyes at him, but I’m not sure I have the energy. 


“Someone’s sleepy,” Harry sweetly corrects, coming to my side. He softly kisses my forehead, his hand running down over my hair. He smells fresh and clean but with a hint of food and coffee. “You have the cutest morning hair.” 


I look up, taking in Harry’s easy expression and crisp blue eyes. 


I barely glanced at myself in the mirror this morning, but I know he’s being kind. If anything, my hair looks like that of a wild woman. I mindlessly touch it, feeling it sticking up in the back. I try to give him a smile anyway, but for some reason, my lips pulling across my cheeks adds pressure to my face, and my head starts to hurt again. 


“Ugh,” I mumble, laying my head down into my arms on the counter. 


“Look at you two. Who would have thought that I’d be the only one not hungover?” Harry chuckles, easily moving about the kitchen. 


I peek up at him, taking in the contents spread across the counter. He already has a French press filled with coffee and a box of eggs and a package of frozen potato cakes out. 


“You’re hungover?” Noah asks, finally looking over at me. 


And it’s the first time I’ve actually seen his eyes since last night. I search his face, taking in his pale complexion. He looks tired and worn down, but he doesn’t look half as bad as I expected. Not that I expected him to look bad. I just expected him to look more … hungover. 


“Fuck, I forgot you went to bed. You should have seen her last night.” Harry laughs. He pours me a cup of coffee, setting it down on the counter. 


I give him a thankful smile and take a sip. 


The liquid warms my throat, and instant relief hits me. 


“What?” Noah asks, confused. 


“Harry,” I push, not wanting him to go there. Because, for one, it’s not funny. And two, I don’t really want Noah knowing everything I did last night. 


I don’t even want to know what I did last night.


“She came downstairs after putting your drunken ass to bed and started pounding the liquor,” Harry continues, obviously excited to share the story. He’s looking at me like he’s somehow proud of me, but a second later, his back is to us, and he’s fussing over the stove. 


“Really?” Noah asks, his eyes fully on me now. 


I hold his gaze, taking a sip of coffee.


Because at least if my mouth is full, I don’t have to answer him. 


“Oh, she went wild,” Mohammad confirms, walking into the kitchen. 


“I did not,” I argue, dipping in my brows. 


Because I’m too hungover to get scolded by Noah or made fun of by Mohammad. I want to have my coffee, eat some food, and fall back asleep, wrapped up in Harry’s warm arms. 


“You did,” Harry confirms, examining the package of frozen potato cakes. He rips open the box, dumping them out and onto a baking sheet before Mohammad moves him aside. 


A second later, Harry’s leaning against the counter, watching as Mohammad throws away whatever was in Harry’s skillet on the stove. Mohammad cracks a few eggs, mixing in salt and pepper, and then he turns on the oven and puts the potatoes in. 


Harry continues, addressing Noah, “She started doing body shots. She sucked tequila out of my belly button.” 


“She took a shot from between Naomi’s boobs.” Mohammad smiles. His eyes slip up to the corners, and it looks like he’s reflecting on a fond memory. 


“She even snogged Mohammad,” Harry adds, shooting me a wink. 


I flush, the memories flooding back. Noah’s mouth is hanging open, his eyes still on Harry. 


“You kissed Mohammad?” Noah asks, turning to me. His voice is rough, and his eyes are filled with disbelief. 


“She did,” Mohammad confirms, not letting me answer. “I’m not sure it was intentional though. I mean, she was sort of going for the lime in my mouth, but then I dropped it, and she just kept going—” 


“It was fucking brilliant,” Harry cuts in with a sharp laugh. 


“I might have grazed his lips,” I admit, closing my eyes with my words. 


Because I do not want to be recalling all of this right now. 


“See, Noah,” Mohammad says, walking around the island and wrapping his arm around Noah’s shoulders. “That’s what happens when you get plastered too early and pass out. You miss all the good shit.” 


“Apparently,” Noah mumbles, not seeming at all amused by our conversation. 


“Speaking of fun, where’s Olivia?” I ask, cocking my head at Mohammad. Because I would give anything for this conversation to not be about me anymore. 


And I think if anyone needs to explain themselves, it’s him. 


And I’m curious what he’s going to say. 


Mohammad drops his arm from around Noah, moving back to the eggs. He’s practically beaming. 


“She went to find Naomi and George,” he answers, dumping scrambled eggs onto a plate. He slides it toward me and Noah before adding more eggs to the skillet, checking on the potatoes in the oven. 


“How do you know that?” Noah asks, grabbing a few forks from a nearby drawer. 


“That’s a great question.” Mohammad grins, waggling his eyebrows. He turns the skillet on low, coming to sit down next to me. He steals a sip of my coffee and takes a bite of the eggs. 


“It is a good question,” Harry repeats, like he’s trying to figure out what Mohammad’s answer is going to be. 


I look at him, wondering if he’s going to be happy or upset at whatever did or didn’t happen between them. 


“Well?” I push, but a second later, Olivia comes into the kitchen, causing Harry to roll his eyes, evidently not ready for the interruption. 


“Morning,” Olivia says. 


“Morning,” I reply back because no one else has. 


“A lively bunch,” she comments, walking straight to the coffee. 


She pours herself a cup before looking at the scrambled eggs with distaste. She moves easily through the kitchen, and I watch her, captivated. She grabs milk out of the fridge, adding it to her coffee before pulling open a cabinet to reveal a loaf of bread and then putting a few pieces into the toaster.


“Where’s Naomi?” Mohammad asks next to me when she finally settles, leaning her elbows down onto the island as she waits. 


“Getting ready. I found her asleep in one of the bedrooms,” she replies. 


“No George?” Harry asks, surprised. 


Olivia shakes her head. “Not in her room anyway.” 


“Got some action and then snuck off?” Mohammad asks, confused. 


“Sounds like George,” Olivia offers. 


“He seemed into her last night though,” I disagree, thinking about the way he looked at her.


Olivia shrugs, taking a sip of her coffee. 


Well, okay then. 


She’s either just not chatty or she doesn’t know the answer, but I can’t decide which. Or maybe it’s a slow morning for her too.


Mohammad gets back up, tending to his eggs. He grabs the















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































