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			Chapter One

			Eden

			“Can I ask you something?”

			I glance up from my notebook I’m doodling on to see that one of my best friends, my only real male friend, a guy I’ve known for what feels like forever, Josh Evans is studying me with this intense look on his face. As in, he’s being serious.

			And one thing Josh rarely is, is serious.

			“Sure.” It’s the Friday afternoon before Thanksgiving break, and we’re in study hall, which is a total waste of time. There’s nothing to study for. There are no tests, no homework assignments, no nothing. So we’re all just talking and hanging out. Messing around on our phones. Making plans for the weekend and for the next week, when we’re off from school.

			I’m stuck at home with my boring family, since we don’t go on glamorous vacations or even regular visiting-grandma-type road trips. We’re hosting Thanksgiving dinner this year. Everyone’s coming to our house, which means Mom will put me to work, and if I’m not at home, then I’ll actually be at work. And that…

			Sucks.

			But there are only a few more months until I’m free. I’ll go away to college. Be a new person, do new things, learn new things, meet new people.

			Like new boys. Excuse me, I mean men.

			I can’t freaking wait.

			“This is serious,” he says.

			No duh, I want to tell Josh. He leans forward, that intense expression still on his face. He’s not smiling. He’s not laughing. It’s weird. “You can’t tell anyone else what I’m about to ask you.”

			“I won’t.”

			“Not even Molly.”

			Crap. Molly is my other best friend. The one who knows all my secrets—and Josh’s, too, even if he doesn’t know it.

			All. Of. Them.

			I roll my eyes. Sigh heavily. Make a dorky face and cross my eyes in the hopes he’ll laugh.

			Josh doesn’t even crack a smile. I swear, I think he might even be—sweating?

			“Fine,” I say on a sigh, acting put out. “I won’t tell Molly.”

			“Promise?”

			“Promise.”

			“Pinky swear?” He holds his hand out toward me, his pinky finger extended.

			I hook my pinky around his and tug, just like he does. “Pinky swear.”

			“Okay.” He blows out a harsh breath. Scoots his desk closer to mine. Mr. Ward, the P.E. teacher who supervises our study hall period, doesn’t even lift his head from the book he’s reading. And usually he yells at everyone for one lame reason or another. “This isn’t easy to say.”

			Oh boy. Have I mentioned how…dramatic Josh can be sometimes? And sensitive? Not that he’s weak or anything like that. He’s very athletic, as in he plays every sport out there. He’s smart. He’s driven to the point of being annoying.

			“Go ahead, Josh. Say it.” I scoot my desk closer to his, too, because I think he might be nervous. And he probably doesn’t want anyone else to hear what he’s about to confess, so it must be major.

			“Okay. Here goes,” he mutters under his breath before he turns to look at me. “I really need your help, Edes.”

			Oh. He needs my help? I can do that. “Of course. You know I’ll always help you,” I say in pure, solemn friend mode. “Whatever you need.”

			“Cool. Cool.” He runs a hand through his golden-brown hair, messing it up. He does the cute boy with messy hair look well. “Ineedyoutohelpmelosemyvirginity.”

			My mouth drops open, but no sound comes out. Um…

			“What did you just say?”

			“You heard me.” He doesn’t even blink. I’m starting to think he doesn’t look serious after all—more like he’s terrified.

			“No. I don’t think I heard you correctly.” There is absolutely no way he said what I thought. “Repeat yourself.”

			“You heard right,” he says firmly. “That’s exactly what I need your help with.”

			“But…” My voice drifts, and I think of all the girls. All the many, many girls he’s dated since middle school. Though I know he wasn’t trying to sex up any girls until hmm…ninth grade? Tenth?

			“So Leila Montes?” His first serious girlfriend—and when I say serious, I mean the first girl I caught him groping at a party. At my eighth grade graduation pool party, as a matter of fact.

			He shakes his head, makes a face. “She was a terrible kisser.”

			That’s right. She was. He told me. Too much tongue, I think the problem was.

			“Tati Rodriguez?” She’s beautiful. She graduated last year. They went out when we were juniors and she was a senior. Josh strutted around school like he was the king of all studs, bragging about his older girlfriend who taught him so many things.

			Ugh. I didn’t want to hear about those many, many things she supposedly taught Josh, but he told me anyway.

			So. Gross.

			“She blew me off.” His cheeks actually turn ruddy, and I realize there’s more to that story, but I’ll ask those questions another time.

			I’m saving the big one for last. The one girl he keeps going back to over and over.

			“What about Kaylie?” My other best friend—fine, yes, I have a lot of best friends—who has gone out officially with Josh off and on since we were in the sixth grade.

			The sixth grade.

			It makes sense that they’d finally do it together, just to do it, you know? So they’re each other’s firsts.

			He slowly shakes his head. “Never with Kaylie.”

			“Not even close?” I’m shocked.

			Josh shrugs. “Sort of close. We got as far as her letting me—”

			I hold my hand up. “Please. I don’t want to know any details.”

			He shrugs, his cheeks still pink. “You’re the one who asked.”

			“Well, I take back my question.” God, now my cheeks are going hot. This is an embarrassing conversation, and I can’t believe he’s asking me this in the middle of study hall. Like we’re supposed to casually discuss our sexual status with each other while surrounded by friends. No thanks. “So. Do you want to talk about your—plan later?” Honestly? I so do not want to talk about this plan later.

			More like never.

			“Maybe. I just need to know first. Are you in? Will you help me?”

			“Um.” This sounds like a very bad idea.

			“Come on, Edes.” The nickname is from eighth grade. When we got super close and he became one of my best friends despite everyone telling us it was a bad idea. Girls and guys can’t be friends, they said. It won’t work. It never works.

			Josh and I proved them wrong. We’re friends, and that’s it. I have zero interest in him. Thinking of kissing him…

			A shiver moves through me.

			Ew. It’s too weird to comprehend.

			“Josh…”

			“Just say yes.”

			No way can I agree to this. That he’d even suggest something so outrageous fills me with wariness. The fact that he wants me to readily agree, too, is also wary-making. Josh is crazy. He’s always been a little crazy, but that’s what I like about him. He pushes my limits. He makes things fun.

			Life’s a lot more interesting with Josh Evans in it.

			“Wait a minute.” I sigh and shake my head. “You need to tell me exactly how you want me to help. Then I’ll make my decision.”

			…

			Josh

			I knew she’d ask me that. Eden has to know the how’s and why’s of everything. It’s why she’s so frustrating sometimes.

			There are lots of other ways she’s frustrating, too, but that’s definitely one of them.

			“I want you to help me…” I swallow, still having to force the words out. Doesn’t matter how much I practiced saying these exact words to her, it’s still difficult. “…lose it.”

			“Lose your…” Her voice drops to the barest whisper, and I lean in so I can hear her better. I catch her scent, something light and flowery and familiar. “…virginity?”

			Nodding, I remain quiet.

			“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” she squeaks.

			“Well, yeah.” I know, I know. She’s shocked. So am I, if you want me to be honest. I thought I would’ve gotten rid of this a long time ago, but yeah, I’m a seventeen-year-old virgin. Not without trying though, you know what I mean? Every one of those girls she just mentioned, I thought something would happen with them. That we’d finally do the deed or whatever.

			But I failed. Miserably.

			My virgin status sucks. It sucks bad. None of my guy friends are virgins. No one on the varsity basketball team is a virgin—they’ve all done it, except me. I need to get rid of my V-card before the end of my senior year. I can’t be a virgin college freshman. The humiliation is too much for me to even comprehend.

			I’m going to be eighteen in January. I’d love to get rid of it by then, but I don’t think I can work that fast.

			Well, maybe with Eden’s help…

			“So you want us to…” She wags her index finger between us, like she’s implying that I want to lose my virginity with her.

			“No. No. It’s not what you think, Edes.” She’s my best friend. How awkward would that be? Oh hey, Eden, let’s do it once and then go back to being friends because I want to lose my virginity and I bet you do too because you’re still a virgin, right? 

			Right?

			I frown. Is she still a virgin? I don’t know. She would’ve told me if something happened. We share everything. I mean, everything. I’ve told her things I would never tell anyone else. Stuff my guy friends wouldn’t understand because…they’re guys. They’re jerks. And they take nothing seriously.

			Eden actually listens to me and offers good advice. Advice I can use. She listens to me, and she cares, and that…

			Matters.

			If we ever got involved—like boyfriend/girlfriend involved—it would ruin everything. I need Eden as my friend. I like having her in my life.

			We take it in a different direction? Forget it. A relationship wouldn’t work between us. Even if it could, it would eventually end, because it always ends. Then I’d lose her forever.

			I can’t risk it.

			“So you don’t want to lose it with me.” She blows out a harsh breath. “Thank God.”

			The relief in her voice is obvious. I’m vaguely offended. “Have you done it yet?”

			“Maybe.” She’s not quite looking me in the eyes.

			I give her a look. She’s so full of shit. “You can’t answer maybe. It’s a yes or no question.”

			“Maybe I’m going for mysterious.” She tilts her nose into the air, swinging her long, dark brown hair over her shoulder.

			“That’s dumb. I know everything there is to know about you, Sumner.” It’s true. I know she dated Cole Browning both in the eighth grade and then again for most of our junior year, and only let him get as far as second base. Poor guy had the biggest case of blue balls known to man. I sometimes tease her about it. 

			Cole also happens to be one of my closest friends, so I give him shit about it, too.

			I also like to call her by her last name every once in a while because she hates it. And sometimes it’s my job to drive her crazy.

			It’s a super easy job.

			Eden’s irritated voice snaps me out of my thoughts.

			“You don’t know all my secrets, Josh.”

			“I know a lot of them.”

			“Not the most secret of the secrets,” she replies, her eyebrows up, lips pursed, like she’s challenging me.

			Another one of her irritating traits. She’s always challenging me. Makes me nuts. Can’t she just be agreeable? I like agreeable. Agreeable is pleasant.

			Until it gets boring.

			I shove the niggling thought out of my mind.

			“Don’t forget. We made a pact,” I remind her, because it suddenly hits me. We did make a pact. One I should hold her to.

			She frowns, little wrinkles forming between her eyebrows. It’s kind of cute. Listen, I’m not dead. I can admit Eden is really cute. Beautiful, even.

			Yeah. Okay. She’s beautiful. But she’s just a friend. Doing anything with her would be like doing it with my sister.

			And that’s freaking weird.

			“What pact?” Her nose wrinkles. 

			“You don’t remember?” I try my best to sound extra offended, because yes, now I really am offended. “Come on, Edes.”

			“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

			“Freshman year, our first school dance. I was bummed out. You were bummed out. Kaylie had just dissed me. That one kid you were hot for laughed when you asked him to dance.” I remember every detail of that crappy night, yet there is no recognition happening. I can tell from the blank look on Eden’s face. I can’t believe she doesn’t remember.

			Then realization dawns, and the frown disappears, replaced quickly by shock. And the slightest hint of panic. “You didn’t take that pact seriously. Did you?”

			“I did.” Not really, not at the time. But hey, it seems like a good idea to bring it up now.

			“We were joking!”

			“I wasn’t.”

			“We were frustrated.” She’s whining. Eden’s not a whiner.

			“Hell yeah, we were. That’s why I took it so seriously.” First dance our freshman year and already we were both disappointed in high school in general. Eden had big plans, and she’d convinced me our lives were gonna get so much better when we got into high school.

			Didn’t happen. Not immediately, at least. 

			“You just said a few minutes ago you didn’t mean your, uh, request that way,” she points out.

			“I didn’t. I still don’t. It’s just—a backup plan. And I knew if I brought the pact up, you’d freak out.” Which is true. Eden loves a good freak-out. But I don’t want to lose it with Eden.

			I want her to help me find someone to lose it with.

			“I would not.” She sounds defensive. A little snotty. We’ve had these types of arguments before. This is usually when I kick in and really start giving her a hard time.

			“You would, too.” I lean in close, our heads practically touching, silently daring her to look away. And she doesn’t. She stares at me, her lips parted, her brows scrunched together…

			“The foreplay act between you two is getting way old,” shouts my best friend Abraham Chen. I don’t even look at him, because if we make eye contact, he’ll just get worse. “Just do her already and get it over with, Evans!”

			Eden’s cheeks go pink. My heart rate picks up.

			Because fine. You want to know the truth? Well, guess what? I’m a guy. And I’ve thought about…doing Eden. Who wouldn’t, especially if you’re me? I’ve spent a lot of time with this girl. Hanging out with her in class or at lunch, going over to her house on the weekends, texting her, Snapchatting her, whatever. We talk all the time. People think we’re a couple. We do act like an old married couple. Even my mom says so.

			It’s not like that, though. My friendship with Eden means too much to me to screw it up by…screwing her. We’re just friends and that’s it.

			“Shut up, Abe.” Eden glares at him before turning that glare on me. “We were idiots back then. We’ve changed. You can’t hold me to a pact we agreed on three years ago.”

			My smile is smug. “Watch me.”

			“What are you saying? If I don’t help you find someone you can have sex with for the first time, then you’re going to force me to be the one who pops your cherry?” She starts laughing when I scowl.

			“Yeah, exactly that. Though I wouldn’t force you, Edes. I’m not a rapist.” I’m only making this worse, so I need to shut the hell up. “Come on, I need your help. You in?”

			“Yeah, right.” Eden laughs and shakes her head. “I don’t think so, Josh.”

		


		
			Chapter Two

			Eden

			“Can I come over after school?”

			I shut my locker door with extra force, savoring the loud clang it makes as it slams into home. I keep my back to Josh, because I’m still thinking about what he asked earlier. Like, it’s all I can focus on. 

			Finally, I turn to face him. “Why do you want to come over?”

			“So I can convince you to help me?” The hopeful look on his face is cute; I can admit that.

			But it’s going to take more than cute looks and puppy dog eyes from Josh to convince me that I need to help him find a girl to lose his virginity with.

			“Like I have time to help you with your weird plan.”

			“Fine.” He’s frowning—those cute puppy dog eyes are long gone. “Maybe you could just help me with my list.”

			“List?” I play dumb, taking him in, trying to see something different, but I don’t. He’s just…Josh. Tall, lanky with good shoulders, thick-haired, blue-eyed Josh. Wearing his usual outfit of dark gray Nike sweatshirt and black shorts, even though it’s November and like, fifty degrees outside. “What list are you talking about?”

			“I dunno.” He shrugs those good shoulders, and my gaze goes to them. I’ve cried on those shoulders more than a few times. So have plenty of other girls, including the ones he’s dumped. “I was hoping you could help me make a list.”

			I start walking fast, because school is done for the next nine days, and I don’t want to waste a single second being here when I don’t have to. “A list of what? Girls you want to do?”

			He catches up with me, a scowl on his face. “Geez, Eden. Keep your voice down.”

			“Oh, sorry. Forgot you don’t want everyone to know, considering you asked me in the middle of study hall.” My sarcasm is heavy this afternoon, but seriously. He did ask me in the middle of study hall, surrounded by all sorts of people we know. Or people who like to eavesdrop.

			“No one heard me.”

			“Abe could’ve.” Abe is Josh’s best male friend and so freaking obnoxious he makes me crazy. Plus, he has a big mouth. That also makes me crazy.

			Fine. Abe makes me crazy in all the ways.

			“He didn’t. Like I can tell him anything anyway. He’d blab to everyone.” At least Josh knows his friend’s weak points.

			I stop short just before we reach the double doors that lead to the senior parking lot. “You really want to make a list?”

			I love making lists. Josh knows this. I love planning. Organizing. My favorite store is Paper Source. Or Office Depot. My favorite time of year is back to school, which is weird, I know, I know. But all the notebooks, fancy pens, highlighters, and folders make my organized heart sing.

			“Isn’t that the best way to start this project?” He lifts his brows, his gaze locked on mine.

			Ugh. He just said one of my favorite words.

			Project.

			“Oh, we’re calling it a project now?” I push the door open and walk out into the crisp midafternoon. I can feel the excitement in the air—everyone’s ready for Thanksgiving break, including me.

			“I don’t know what else to call it.” We both stop at the front of the parking lot. “You need a ride?” he asks.

			Molly’s nowhere to be found, so yes, I do need one. Dang it. Now I’m stuck talking about Josh’s so-called project the rest of the drive home. Do I really want to help him? What he wants is crazy. But then again, Josh is a little crazy, so I shouldn’t be surprised.

			I can’t answer so quick, though—can I? I’d rather take some time and mull it over first. Helping my friend find someone to have sex with for the first time is a big deal. Like a major deal, if I’m being honest. This is epic, making memories type of shit.

			“Edes? You need a ride or what?”

			I blink up at him. “You don’t mind?”

			“For you?” He makes a noise. “Never. Come on.”

			I follow him through the parking lot toward his car, really paying attention to the people we pass. Usually I’m running my mouth and not giving a crap who is saying what to Josh.

			But now—now I pay attention. I see the way the girls look at him, with the exception of Kaylie who offers a friendly hi to me as we walk by each other, yet she doesn’t say a word to Josh. She doesn’t even bother looking in his direction.

			That relationship didn’t end well. At all.

			There are plenty of other girls at school. Josh didn’t choose his words lightly. He said list because he knows I’m a total list maker and that would appeal to my organizational side. This is an example of when it’s bad that your friends know you so well. They use your personality traits to their advantage.

			“You really want to come over?” I ask once we’re both in his dad’s old Toyota Tacoma and he’s backing out of the parking space.

			Josh sends me a quick look before putting the truck into gear. “You really want to help me?”

			Not really. “I don’t know. Maybe.” I shrug, then open up the notes section in my phone, staring at the blank page. “Are you thinking of anyone in particular?”

			Did I really just say that? I’m agreeing to help him without actually saying yes. What is wrong with me?

			He remains quiet as we pull out of the parking lot and hit the main road. I live about ten minutes from school. Josh lives in the same neighborhood. This is how we became such good friends. We rode the bus to middle school together, and at first, we totally ignored each other. Because that’s what you do when you’re twelve, right? Boys had cooties, and they were disgusting and said stupid things and always talked about sports and boners and R-rated movies and the raunchy lyrics in their favorite rap songs.

			At least, that’s what the boys in my class used to talk about.

			In the seventh grade, Josh and I had a couple of classes with each other. We paired up for a history project and discovered we actually worked well together. In eighth grade, we shared four classes, and of course, still rode the same bus. We eventually started to sit together in the morning. Then in the afternoon, we did, too. His friends gave him endless grief, saying we were hot for each other, but he denied it. So did I. We were friends. We are friends. That’s it.

			We still have classes together. Lots of mutual friends, as in we hang in the same social circle. We talk every single day. Sometimes it feels like I’m closer to him than I am to anyone else, and that includes Molly.

			“Josh,” I say when he still hasn’t spoken, “is there someone you’re thinking of? Like, do you have a crush on someone?”

			He always has a crush on someone. It’s amazing how quickly he gets over a girl, even Kaylie, though he always circles back to her. If he wants to get back together with her yet again, I don’t know how I feel about that.

			“I think I’m going to leave it up to you,” he finally says when we stop at a red light. “I’ve been making bad choices, so—”

			I snort laugh under my breath, cutting him off. “I’ll say.”

			“Hey,” he sends me an irritated look, but he’s smiling, “I can’t help it if I fall for a pretty face.”

			Gag. 

			“There’s nothing wrong with falling for a pretty face,” I say hesitantly. I don’t want to insult him, so I’m walking a fine line here. “But you have to make sure she has some substance, too.”

			He’s quiet for a moment as he drives, and I stare out the window, worrying over what I said. Yeah, I probably offended him. I’m being serious, though. The girls he chooses aren’t always the best match for him.

			And I like doing that. Playing matchmaker. Can I admit something? My favorite reality show back in the day was The Millionaire Matchmaker. I even told my mom I wanted to own a matchmaking service, like Patti Stanger. Mom just laughed and told me, “We’ll see.”

			Which is Mom code for, “That’s never going to happen.”

			Maybe it can, though. Maybe for Josh, I can be his matchmaker. Find the perfect girl for him, so he’ll fall madly in love, have sex with her, and be with her forever…

			“So you’re telling me the girls I’ve gone out with lack substance,” he finally says, his voice flat.

			I wince. When he says it out loud, the words sound worse. “Sort of.”

			“Like your friend Kaylie. She lacks substance?”

			“She wasn’t the right choice for you.”

			“Tell me about it,” he mutters.

			A thought occurs to me, and I turn to look at him. Like really look at him. “You’re not still into her, are you?”

			“Kaylie? Hell no.” He looks straight ahead, his jaw tight.

			Crap. I know all of his tells. This is what happens when you’re friends with someone for years. And his tells are telling me he still likes her. I can’t freakin’ believe it. “You want to lose it to her?”

			“Lose what?” He glances at me before returning his attention to the road.

			“Oh my God.” I roll my eyes when our gazes meet. “Your virginity, Joshua. You want to lose it with Kaylie?”

			“There’s no with when it comes to Kaylie,” he says mysteriously. He’s being royally confusing.

			“What do you mean?”

			“Because she’s already lost it to someone else.”

			Okay, this is news to me. “Who?”

			…

			Josh

			“I don’t know his name.” That’s the truth. Kaylie admitted it was some college dude she hooked up with last summer. She was working at an ice cream shop downtown and met the guy there. He was a tourist on vacation with his family, they hung out together for a few days at the beach, and they did it in a sand dune under a full moon. She told me it was very romantic, and I just stood there nodding the whole time, not saying a word.

			Her so-called romantic story made me want to puke.

			“So it was a random stranger hookup? Seriously?” Eden shakes her head. “And you fell for that?

			“What are you talking about?” I sound defensive because I feel defensive. I don’t know what Eden’s trying to say, but I don’t like it. “I didn’t fall for anything.”

			“Kaylie is totally lying to you.” She says it so assuredly it’s kind of blowing my mind.

			“How the hell do you know?”

			“Because everyone has that random sexual experience with a stranger story. It happened with someone they don’t know, who’s there and gone within a matter of days. And it’s the most magical experience of their lives,” she explains, like she knows what she’s talking about. “Don’t you have one of those stories?”

			“No.” If I did, that would make me a liar, and I hate liars. My father was a liar, and now he’s gone. He was the one who chose to leave and break up my parents’ marriage. Half the time I think his leaving made me want a long-term relationship. I didn’t want to be the bad guy. I didn’t want to leave.

			But now I’m wondering if that was a mistake. Maybe I should have a quick hookup, a meaningless relationship full of fun and…

			Sex.

			“Oh.” Her eyes go wide, and at that exact moment, I stop for the red light. Which is great because I can look right at her now. “I, um, I have one.”

			“Seriously?” My voice breaks, and I clear my throat. “Tell me.”

			“Josh…”

			“Edes, I deserve to know.” My voice is solemn. She always caves when I pull something like this. “This will bond us forever.”

			Eden pauses, and I know I’ve got her. She always wants me to reaffirm that we’re going to be a part of each other’s lives until the end of time. Guess we both like knowing that no matter what, I’ll be there for Eden, and she’ll be there for me.

			“We’ve been bonded since the eighth grade,” she reminds me.

			“True, but this will make our bond even stronger.” Now I’m dying to know her fake story. “Have you told me this story before and I just—forgot?”

			Doubtful. I know pretty much all of Eden’s stories. I don’t forget them, especially when I’ve heard a lot of them multiple times.

			“No.” Her cheeks are pink, like she’s embarrassed. “I’ve only told a couple of people.”

			“Like…”

			“Um, Cole. I told him.” She looks away, almost like she’s embarrassed.

			For some weird reason I’m offended. No, I’m hurt. Hurt that I don’t know this story, that I had no input in helping her come up with it. We’ve done a lot of crazy things together over the years, and this sounds like something I would’ve loved to help her with.

			I mean, I’m not a fan of liars, but if she wants to come up with some crazy story for someone else, I’m down. Only if she tells me what’s going on, though.

			“You going to come clean?” I ask.

			“I’m not dating you, am I?” Eden smirks.

			Right. We’re not dating, so I guess I’m not worthy. Whatever. “I guess you’re not.”

			“We should definitely come up with a list.”

			Her abrupt change of subject is very Eden-like, so I go along with her. I’ll get her to tell me the magical hookup story another time.

			“Maybe we should go to your house to put it together.”

			“No one’s home,” I remind her. Mom is working. And it’s just her and me now. My older sister and brother are already gone. My brother is married and working in an actual career like an adult, and my sister is in her final year of college. They rarely come home. I think Mom misses them a lot.

			Me? I like having the house all to myself. Mostly. Mom either works all the time, or she’s out with her boyfriend.

			“That’s perfect, because everyone’s home where I live.” Eden has a younger brother—Travis—and her parents both work from home. “It’ll be easier if it’s just the two of us working on the list and not having to worry about Travis butting in with his opinion.”

			Huh. The problem is I actually value Travis’s opinion most of the time, while Eden is always telling him to get the hell away from her—and that’s me using restraint. She says way worse things to her brother, and I always feel sorry for the dude. He takes a lot of abuse from Eden.

			I should probably defend him more, but then Eden would get pissed, and that would cause a lot more trouble than I want to deal with.

			“Let’s go to my house then,” I say, and within minutes, I’m pulling into the driveway, hitting the button on the remote so the garage door slides open.

			We walk into the house together, and I wonder how many times we’ve done this. Hundreds of times? Gone to either her house or mine after school to hang out, do homework, watch movies, sneak booze from her parents’ cabinet, play video games with Travis—she really hates it when I do that, but Travis is a video-game master. We have all the movie channels, so Eden would hang out and watch them with me.

			Our parents swore we’d end up together. Eden’s mom admitted she predicted our relationship when we were in fifth grade and that Eden freaked out. Said she thought I was gross and no way would she ever date me.

			I didn’t even know she existed until seventh grade, so there’s that.

			Eden’s moving around my kitchen like she lives there, and I check out what’s in the fridge while she grabs snacks out of the pantry. We settle in at the counter, Cokes and potato chips our chosen snacks, and Eden’s pulled a notebook out of her backpack, already writing in it.

			I watch her write for a while until I finally have to say something. “Aren’t you going to ask for my input?”

			“Absolutely not.” She studies the paper in front of her, tapping her pen against the edge of the notebook before she writes something. “You’re lucky I’m helping you with this at all. When we left campus, I told myself I wouldn’t do it.”

			“What changed your mind?” I ask, curious.

			“I have a thing for matchmaking reality shows.”

			“Like The Bachelor?” I’m starting to sweat. Why am I starting to sweat?

			“No.” She shakes her head. “Like The Millionaire Matchmaker.”

			I’m frowning. “Never heard of it.”

			“Doesn’t matter.” She waves a hand. “Now. I think it’s best if I come up with the list first, and you tell me which ones you want to get with.”

			“Wait a minute—which ones? As in multiple girls?”

			She sends me a total duh look. “Well, yeah. That’s why we’re making a list. You can’t just narrow this down to one girl and hope she’ll be the one.” 

			“Why not?” That had been my plan from the get-go. Not that I had a real plan. Or had anyone particular in mind. This is why I asked for Eden’s help. She knows everyone, like all sorts of girls, even freshmen. Everyone likes Eden because she’s chill. Like for real. There’s no drama with Eden. What you see is what you get. 

			“That’s not how it works, Josh. You need plenty of options.” She focuses on the paper, scribbles what I assume are a couple more names, and then lifts her gaze to mine. “I’ve got ten so far.”

			“Ten?” I shove a bunch of chips in my mouth and start chewing. Ten girls? I can’t come up with the names of ten hot girls at our school. I mean, I know there are more than ten hot girls on campus, but I don’t know their actual names. “That’s an awful lot,” I say after I swallow.

			“Not really.” She shrugs. “I can add a few more if you want me to.”

			“No way.” I wag my fingers at her in a gimme motion. “Pass it over. Let me see the list.”

			“Wipe your hands first. They’re greasy with chip crumbs.” She wrinkles her nose, and I grab a napkin, wiping each individual finger over and over again until she starts laughing. “Okay, here you go.”

			I take the paper from her and check out the list, frowning as I see each name. “Whitney Gregory?” I glance up to find Eden’s watching me.

			“What’s wrong with Whit?”

			“She’s a sophomore.”

			“Very mature for her age.”

			“I’m not having sex for the first time with a fifteen-year-old.” I swallow hard the moment the words leave my mouth. It’s embarrassing, talking about this, even with Eden. And Eden knows everything about me.

			“She’s almost seventeen.”

			“What? How?”

			“She was held back. She should be a junior; she’ll turn seventeen in March.”

			Huh. Whitney Gregory is hot. She’s a cheerleader. Nice body. Pretty face. I sound like a dick, but I can’t help it. Eden would tell me I’m a pig.

			She’s probably right.

			“Is she nice?” I ask.

			“Whit is lots of fun.”

			“Is she smart?” I like smart girls. I’ve realized this over the years. I like a girl I can hold a real conversation with.

			“Um.”

			I frown.

			“Well…”

			“Don’t lie to me, Edes.”

			“She’s not the smartest girl, but she’s not totally stupid, either.” Eden makes a face. “Sometimes I think she puts on an act. Like she pretends she’s dumb, but she’s really not.”

			Pass. “Cross her off.” I drop the paper onto the counter and push it toward her.

			Eden crosses Whitney Gregory off the list and adds another name to the bottom before passing the paper back to me.

			“You have names on reserve in your brain or what?”

			She smiles before grabbing a couple of chips out of the bag. “Maybe.”

			I read the list again, hating that she added Kaylie as the optional name. “I’m not going back to her.”

			“Oh, come on, Josh. You can admit you still want to be with Kaylie.” Funny, how Eden knew exactly who I was talking about.

			“But I don’t.” Not really. Well, sort of. I don’t know. Maybe? Not that I want to admit that to Eden. She’ll give me endless shit, and what’s worse, I deserve it. How many times have Kaylie and I circled around each other, gotten together, only to fizzle out fast? Too many times to mention.

			It’s embarrassing. My friends are over the two of us together. So is Eden. Hell, so is my mom. 

			“Whatever.” She sounds irritated, but she’s smiling. And that annoys me. I definitely don’t want to go back to Kaylie. I don’t want to be with any girl that’s my usual type. It’s pointless, right? Because we’ll go nowhere, fast.

			“Pick them out for me.” I shove the paper toward her. “Pick a couple of names.”

			“Really?” Her eyes are sparkling, and I can tell she wants to bounce in her seat. “Are you sure you don’t want to choose?”

			“I’ll choose wrong, remember? I don’t pick right. They all lack substance.” I’m smirking, and I know I just made her feel bad.

			Good. That was my goal.

			“Not all of them lack substance…” she starts but I shake my head.

			“Pick them out. Tell me which ones you want me to talk to.” I frown. “And how exactly do you want me to talk to them, anyway?”

			“You need to text them.”

			I frown. “I rarely text anyone but my mom or my sister.”

			“Text them in Snapchat. Or send them a message on Instagram.”

			My frown forms into a smile. “You want me to slide into their DMs?”

			“Yes, that’s exactly what I want you to do.” Eden’s smiling, too. “Get to know them by talking first.”

			“You want me to talk to all the girls you choose?” I mean, I talk to lots of girls on a daily basis. No one can ever call me shy. But when I find one I’m interested in, I focus only on her.

			“There’s no law against talking to girls,” Eden points out, sounding frustratingly logical. “But the minute you get serious about one, you need to dump the rest. Nicely.”

			“How am I dumping them if we were never together?”

			“Good point.” Her gaze drops to my shorts, then drifts up, lingering on my chest. Holy hell, I think she’s checking me out. I’ve never caught her doing that before. “You need new clothes.”

			My ego deflates just like that. “What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?”

			“You’re wearing shorts and a hoodie.”

			“Yeah, so?”

			“You wear shorts and a hoodie, like, every single day.”

			“At least it’s not the same shorts and hoodie, right?” I laugh, but Eden doesn’t, which makes me shut up. “Fine, I’ll get new clothes. I’m due anyway. My mom was just trying to get me to go shopping, but I told her no.”

			“I’ll go shopping with you.” Her gaze settles on my head, which is weird. “You need a haircut, too.”

			Oh. That explains it. “I’ll get a haircut. With you.”

			She’s smiling. “Perfect. Let’s go Monday. I work this weekend.”

			“I’m free Monday.”

			“Great.
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