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French Kissing
Camryn Ellis knows exactly what she wants in life- a career in fashion, a fling with a hot French man, and good times with friends. 

That's exactly why she's going to Paris for a semester to work for a famous designer.
But when she gets to Paris, life has other plans. She meets the enigmatic photographer, Evan Carter, and he is determined to 

seduce her into his shadowy world. Then Jace Wellington, the handsome and charming tennis player, sets his eyes on Camryn. She finds 
herself attracted to both men and distracted from everything else. When one man betrays her trust, she realizes that she has completely lost 
track of her heart's true desire.

Paris is the City of Light, but for Camryn it has become the place where her life took a dark turn. She finds a way to turn things 
around when she puts aside all the drama and focuses on chasing her dream. When she manages to find love despite the odds, she learns that 
dreams really can come true.
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AUGUST

Summers in Chicago were amazing. Endless days of sunshine, cool breezes from the lake, and hot bodies on the 
beaches. It was only August, but it already felt like fall was creeping in on us. We needed to enjoy our last few days in 
the city.

That’s why all of us had agreed to meet for dinner and drinks. This was our last chance to gather as a group 
before we would be scattering across the globe.

“How many French guys do you plan to hook up with while you’re there?” Payton asked over our first glass 
of sangria.

“The hot ones,” I replied without need to think. If you couldn’t live a little on the wild side, what was the 
point of studying abroad in France?

“Be careful,” Olivia scolded. “Try not to get into too much trouble over there.”
“Yeah, you don’t want to deliver a French baby in nine months.” Payton nodded. “You’ll have to give him 

some French name, like Marco.”
“Marco? Really?” I gave her a sympathetic look. “It’s a good thing you are pretty.”
“Thank you,” Payton said, smiling broadly. “Speaking of insanely good looking people, where’s Taylor?”
It would’ve sounded like a compliment to most people, but since we had been friends with both of them for 

many years, we knew that Payton was really complimenting herself. She and Taylor were identical twins. They 
looked so similar that I still sometimes got them mixed up after a few drinks.

As if she heard us talking about her, Taylor entered the bar in a hurry. We all started clapping and cheering 
as she approached the table.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m here.” She faked a curtsey.
“You need to work on that. I’m pretty sure the Queen will have you run out of town with a sloppy curtsey 

like that.” I said, tossing my dark hair over my shoulder.
“I’m not worried about meeting the Queen,” Taylor said, pulling out the only empty chair at the table. 

“Where’s my drink?”
“Sangria.” Payton passed a drink to her with a smile. “To prepare us for our reunion in Spain.”
“We haven’t even left yet,” Taylor reminded her twin. She held up her glass, toasting all of us. 
In addition to Taylor and Payton, we were joined by Scottie and Olivia. The five of us had been friends since 

we were in Miss Cleary’s first grade class. We had scattered a bit for college, but we still saw each other as frequently 
as possible. For the last three months, we had been inseparable. 

Payton and Taylor attended college in the city with Olivia. Scottie had taken an internship for the summer 
and was staying with Olivia.

Meanwhile, I had been couch surfing with various friends all summer. Staying in one place for too long 
bored me and I was always looking for my next adventure. Hence, France.

But our time together was about to end. 
“I can’t believe we will all be gone in less than a week.” Scottie was our quiet friend. She preferred to listen to 

our troubles rather than share her own. “You have to promise to email every day.”
“No way!” I slammed down my empty glass. “I will be too busy hitting on French guys and eating crepes.”
“And going to class? And immersing yourself into French culture? And practicing the language?” Payton 

asked, laughing when I stared at her blankly.
“This isn’t about education, Pay,” I said. “This is about finding a hot French guy to be the father of my 

babies.”
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Everyone knew I was mostly just talk. I talked a big game, but I knew that once I got to Paris my confidence 
would fade. I hated being alone, not knowing anyone. My first months of college had been torture for me. I had 
taken a tennis scholarship at a school five hours from home where I hadn’t known a single person. In a few weeks, I 
had made a ton of friends, but those first few days had shaken my confidence.

Olivia had been abnormally quiet, but now she moaned. “I cannot believe that all of you are leaving me. This 
is so unfair.”

“We didn’t plan it, Livs. This just kind of happened,” Taylor said.
We all still felt a little guilty that we made plans to study or live abroad for the next four months while Olivia 

would be left behind in Chicago.
It was our last year of college and we were all growing restless, ready to see the world. Taylor was going to 

spend a semester studying in London and getting to know her family better. Payton was less inclined to spend time 
with family and she was going to spend her semester in Rome, learning the language and eating gelato. She also 
claimed to be registered for some classes, but we were unconvinced. Of the twins, she was the most likely to drop out 
of school to explore Europe.

I had gotten an internship with a designer in Paris. My mother had some connections, and I wasn’t ashamed 
to use them. I had been designing and making my own clothes since we were just kids.

Scottie, quiet and smart Scottie, had already graduated. Ever the studious girl, she had taken summer classes 
all throughout college to graduate early. Her reward was a trip to Ireland to stay with her father. Her parents had 
divorced when we were kids and now her father was remarrying an Irish woman. They were happily in love, and 
Scottie had reluctantly agreed to spend a few months with her new family.

That left poor Olivia alone in Chicago. She was focused on getting into law school and didn’t want to be 
distracted with fancy trips abroad. At least, that’s what she had said when we were all making plans. Now, it was 
obvious that she was beginning to regret her decision.

“I bought us something,” Olivia announced, plopping her oversized purse on the table.
“Us?” I frowned. “I prefer solo gifts.”
“Still haven’t learned to share, Cam?” Payton teased, helping herself to some of her sister’s sangria. Her own 

glass had been empty less than a minute.
Olivia pulled a book from her bag and set it on the table. “I got us a journal.”
“Why?” Taylor asked, speaking before thinking like always.
“So we can write to each other!” Olivia smiled proudly. “We’ll take turns. You write an entry, then mail it to 

the next person. When you all get back in December, we’ll have a complete account of everyone’s trips.”
“Nobody writes in journals anymore,” I said, eyeing it suspiciously. “Can’t we just email?”
Olivia shook her head. “That’s so impersonal. This is much more meaningful.”
“I think it’s a nice idea,” Scottie said, reaching for it. She flipped through the blank pages. “Emails just get 

buried in inboxes, but this is more permanent.”
“Also known as blackmail,” I said. “Do I really need my sins recorded for posterity?”
“Yes!” they all said with a laugh.
I threw my hands in the air. “Fine. Have it your way. But I guarantee you that you are going to regret this.”
“If you die with no regrets, then you lived a really boring life,” Payton declared.
The waitress had returned with an extra-large pitcher of sangria and after our glasses were appropriately 

refilled, Scottie demanded a toast.
“What are we cheersing to?” I asked, already slightly tipsy.
“To regrets,” said Payton.
“To hot foreign men!” I chirped.
Scottie added shyly, “To friends.”
“To another lame semester,” Olivia lamented.
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Taylor cleared her throat and spoke louder than the others. “To us!”
Three glasses of sangria later, the girls cut me off and put me in a cab. It was probably for the best since I was 

catching a flight the next day and I still needed to pack.
I managed to stumble up the stairs to my friend Xander’s apartment and after quite a bit of fumbling, I got 

the door unlocked. He had been out of town for the last two weeks so I’d pretty much taken over the one-bedroom. 
On my way to the kitchen, my foot got hooked on a wayward bra and I nearly fell down.

My phone started ringing in one of my pockets and I finally managed to track it down.
“Speak!”
My sister paused. “Camryn. Are you drunk?”
She knew me too well. “Just a little. I had some going away drinks with the girls.”
“Right.” She sounded confused. “I just wanted to make sure you don’t need anything before you leave.”
Jen was a sweet sister. She was always looking out for me, even now that we were both grown adults. Our 

mother traveled a lot for work, and with no father in the picture, she was pretty much the only person that ever 
cared about my well-being. I appreciated the concern, but it had been in overdrive lately.

A year earlier, Jen had moved in with her boyfriend, leaving me more or less on my own. I knew she felt 
guilty about that, but I wanted her to live her life. It was part of the reason I had decided to go so far away.

“I’m good, Jen. Just need to pack a few more things.”
I looked down guiltily at my empty suitcase. If Jen was here with me, she would have everything packed in 

less than fifteen minutes.
“Okay. I probably won’t speak to you before you leave tomorrow, but I wanted to tell you to have fun. Stay 

out of trouble. Learn something. And please, come back in one piece.”
“You worry too much, sister,” I said, smiling fondly.
“That’s my job.” She sounded resigned to that fact.
I wished she was there so I could give her a big hug. Instead, I said, “Stop talking to me and go kiss your 

man.”
“I love you, Cam.” She sounded like she was about to cry.
“I love you, too, Jen. I’ll call you when I get there.”
“Do me a favor?” Jen sounded even more quiet than usual.
“Anything.”
“Have an amazing time.”
That was an easy enough request. “Consider it done.”
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SEPTEMBER

When people first met me, they assumed that I loved being the center of attention. I was the first one to admit that I 
was often loud and crass, oversharing and prying. But usually that was only because I was covering up for how 
awkward I felt. I would rather overshare than sit in awkward silence.

But that was a problem now that I was in a different country where I didn’t know the language.
For as long as I could remember, I had wanted to be a fashion designer. Buying clothes in a mall bored me, so 

I started making my own. For my tenth birthday, Mom gave me a sewing machine. In high school, I designed my 
friends’ prom dresses. So when my mother told me that one of her friends needed an intern in Paris for a few 
months, I jumped at the chance.

It wasn’t until after I accepted the position that I really started to think about what that would mean for me. 
Yes, it was an amazing opportunity. But it was also absolutely terrifying. By the time I landed in Paris, I was on the 
verge of a nervous breakdown. I had flashes from the movie Taken running through my head.

But Paris turned out to not be quite as scary as that. I took a cab from the airport to the apartment I would 
be living in for the next few months. My mother was a famous stylist and had worked in the fashion industry for 
over two decades. It worked out well for me because she had connections all over the word. In addition to getting me 
a job, she had another friend that was on a safari in Africa for a few months and had generously agreed to rent me her 
place while she was gone.

With all of the stars aligned in my favor, I had to believe that everything was going to work out. It helped 
when I learned that the apartment I was renting was in one of the nicest parts of town. My cab driver spoke in 
heavily accented English as he commented on the neighborhood.

The apartment was just as nice as the neighborhood. It was only one bedroom, but that was all I needed. 
When I swung open the French doors and stepped onto the old, metal balcony, I was amazed to see the Eiffel Tower 
far in the distance.

My job started right away, before I even had a chance to get settled. Another stroke of luck meant that my 
office was in walking distance of my apartment, so at least I didn’t have to figure out public transportation 
immediately. 

I woke up early for my first day of work and carefully chose my outfit. It hadn’t been hard to be the best 
dressed person in a room back in the Midwest, but I suspected that was about to change. Black seemed like a safe 
color, so I dressed in it from head to toe, accented only with a red scarf.

A three-story walk-up, the studio was a far cry from the high rise buildings in most cities. Evelyn Rose 
Fashions took up the entire loft space. I was overwhelmed by the amount of activity and noise that whirled around 
me. Models were walking around half-naked with assistants following them with stacks of straight pins. Other 
people sat at desks, talking on phones and typing furiously. In the midst of it all, racks of clothes created a maze-like 
obstacle course that everyone had to maneuver through just to cross the room.

I loved it.
“Models wait over there,” a woman said, pointing furiously as she ran past me.
“I’m not a model-”
She was already gone, vanished behind a rack of skirts.
My mother had been friends with Evelyn Rose for years, but I’d only met her once, five years earlier. So I 

wasn’t sure what to expect when I heard an American voice call my name.
“Camryn, darling!”
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I turned around just in time to be rewarded with a kiss on each cheek from a beautiful, middle-age woman. 
Even having only met her one time, I would’ve been able to pick her out in a crowd. She was exactly the kind of 
woman my mother would be friends with- fashionable, classy, and fabulous.

“My goodness!” She held me at arm’s length. “You are beautiful, Camryn. You should be a model.”
“Mom said you were a sweet woman,” I said, bashfully ducking my head.
“That’s only because she’s a notorious liar!” Evelyn laughed loudly. “What do you think of Paris so far?”
“It’s very...French.” I wasn’t sure why I was suddenly struggling so hard with the English language. “I like it 

so far.”
Evelyn winked at me. “Wait until you experience the men.”
“Oh.”
She laughed again. “Come on. I’ll show you around.”
It didn’t take long to get the full tour. Despite her four-inch heels, Evelyn walked very fast. In fifteen 

minutes, she had me folding and boxing up last season’s clothing line. Most of the people around me were speaking 
French, but a young girl at the table across from me was chatting on the phone in English. When the call was over, 
she hung up and turned to me.

“Camryn, right?” Her distinct, southern accent was so out of place that it made me smile.
“That’s me.”
“Macy.” She leaned over the table between us. “Where are you from?”
I took a break from folding tank tops. “Chicago. You?”
“Alabama.”
“How long have you been in Paris?”
She thought for a second. “About six months now, I guess. Seems longer.”
“When does it get less intimidating?”
“I’ll let you know when it happens,” she said, laughing. “You’re a quick folder.  That will come in handy 

around here.”
I frowned down at the half-filled box. “I hope this isn’t all I’ll be doing.”
“You’ll also be organizing hangers and making coffee,” she said with a big smile. “And we have the fashion 

show next week, so we’ll all be busy getting ready for that.”
“That sounds fun.” I stayed calm on the outside, but I was giddy on the inside. Working a Paris fashion show 

was a dream come true.
“Wait until you see the guest list,” she said conspiratorially.
Macy wheeled her chair to her computer and tapped the keys quickly. When she was done, she swiveled the 

monitor in my direction.
The list looked like a celebrity phonebook. I couldn’t believe how many movie stars, musicians, and 

celebrities would be in attendance.
“That’s a pretty impressive list,” I said once I overcame my shock.
“If you get assigned to the doors, you’ll get to meet all of them.” She turned the monitor back around. “I 

wouldn’t get your hopes up though. Maxine always finds a way to get that job.”
I detected something in Macy’s voice. “Maxine?”
“Over there.” She pointed a finger adorned with bright pink polish at a desk in the middle of the room. 

“She’s been with Evelyn for years and basically orders the rest of us around.”
“She’s Evelyn’s assistant?”
“Something like that.” Macy’s nose wrinkled. “Mostly she’s just a b-. Oh, hey. How’s it going, Maxine?”
We were given a harsh stare through narrowed eyes and the faintest of head nods.
“She seems pleasant,” I muttered as she walked away.
“You have no idea,” Macy added grimly. “I’m famished. We should get lunch. Are you hungry?”
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I smiled. “I could eat.”
Somehow I hand managed to make a friend on my very first day at work. It was definitely a personal record 

for me. Macy took me to her favorite café where we munched on baguettes and she filled me in on all her favorite 
Parisian hot spots. By the time we returned to the studio, we’d already made plans to hang out on the weekend. 

I was beginning to think that maybe moving to Paris hadn’t been such a crazy idea after all. 

September 16
Paris is amazing! I mean it, Scottie. I absolutely love it here. I know it’s only been a couple of weeks, but I feel like 

this is where I am meant to be. The city is beautiful- exactly like in the movies. The food is delicious and the men are 
gorgeous. And the fashion! Don’t even get me started on the fashion. I’m easily the worst dressed person at work.

I made a new friend at the studio named Macy. She’s crazy and has this ridiculous southern accent that makes 
the locals stare, but I think I adore her. She has only lived here a few months, but she already knows all the best places and 
has a bunch of friends. I think one of her friends is even a Countess.

Have you talked to Taylor? It sounds like she’s met someone. Not just anyone- Dexter Sanders! I hope they get 
married at some exotic location and fly us there on a private jet.

Speaking of guys... I’ve sort of met someone, too. He’s this totally hot photographer from New York named Evan. 
I met him at an Evelyn Rose fashion show and it was totally love at first sight.  He’s 32, but I’ve always been into older 
men anyway so I don’t think the age difference will be a problem. Evan sure doesn’t seem to mind. I have a date with him 
this weekend. He won’t tell me what he has planned, but I’m sure it’s going to be super romantic. Everything in Paris is 
romantic.

Anyway, how’s Ireland? Hopefully you aren’t spending all of your time with the dreadful step-mother and kids. 
Go out. Find a local pub and make out with a hot Irishman. That’s an order! 

By all accounts, the fashion show was a huge success. Maxine kept door duties to herself as predicted, but Evelyn 
singled me out to do final checks on the models before sending them out on stage. It was a huge responsibility. The 
minute the music started, I was completely focused on the task at hand. My only job was to make Evelyn look good 
and I wasn’t about to let her down.

The show ended to thunderous applause and while the boss took her curtain call, the rest of us scrambled to 
get everything put away. Evelyn was hosting an after-party at the gallery next door, but we couldn’t attend until all of 
the clothes were properly packed up.

“The girls looked great,” Macy said when she found me backstage. She had been tasked with escorting 
everyone to their seats.

“How was the audience?” I had barely been able to see anything from behind the curtain.
“Hot.” Macy grinned. “Lots of beautiful, famous people. I can’t wait to mingle at the party.”
It was incentive enough for me to hurry through the packing. We were finished in less than an hour. After a 

quick stop in the ladies’ room to make sure we looked presentable, we hustled to the party.
It was just as glamorous as I had thought it would be. Champagne was flowing, hard to pronounce appetizers 

floated past on silver platters, and naked models peered down at us from the art display.
“These are all done by Evan Carter,” Macy explained as I stared open-mouthed at a full-frontal photo of an 

intimate couple. “Where I’m from, they call this pornography. In Paris, they call it art.”
I laughed and took the champagne flute she handed me. Hopefully, no one else could notice my shaking 

hand. “It certainly is different.”
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“Yeah, different.” Macy turned away from the wall of art. “I’d much rather worry about the hot men in the 
room than the ones in the pictures.”

“Good plan.” With a glass of champagne down, I felt slightly less panicked. 
Macy used her questionable knowledge of the French language to introduce me to a group of the models 

from the show. They acknowledged us with faint head nods before resuming their conversation in French. Any 
words that I might have understood were quickly swept away by dozens of words I didn’t know. Macy nodded and 
laughed along with them even though I was certain she didn’t understand much more than I did.

Less than ten minutes later, I was ready to move on. Macy was still listening attentively, so I mouthed that I 
needed to pee and scampered away. Two wrong turns later, I was nowhere near a bathroom. But I had managed to 
find even more scandalous artwork.

“Oh my,” I gasped, not sure of what I was actually seeing. If I had to guess, it was the reverse cowgirl.
“You like?”
Alarmed, I whirled around, my face bright red. “It’s, um... I thought...”
“I startled you. My apologies.” The man who had interrupted my immersion in the arts smiled. “I couldn’t 

help myself.”
“That’s okay.” I pointed a thumb over my shoulder. “You weren’t nearly as startling as the exhibit.”
His laugh was deep and warm. “It’s very contemporary.”
I was surprised to realize that I was having a conversation in my native language. So far, Evelyn and Macy 

had been the only Americans I had met in Paris. While most of the other people I had met spoke at least some 
English, it was usually reluctantly offered only after I displayed my own terrible knowledge of French.

“Is contemporary another word for pornographic?”
“I’ve seen way worse,” he said, then winced. “That came out wrong.”
“Did it?” I challenged.
He stuck out his hand. “Let’s start again. I’m Jake.”
“Camryn.” His hand was warm and calloused, his grip strong. “Do I know you?”
“I have a familiar face,” he said. “Are you hiding from someone or do you just have a social disorder?”
“Neither. I got lost.” I shrugged helplessly. “I have a bad sense of direction.”
Jake grinned. “But an excellent sense of art.”
“That remains to be seen.” The truth was that I had only stepped a few feet inside the room. The cowgirl 

photo had stopped me from seeing more. I gestured to the empty room. “Shall we?”
He nodded. “I don’t see how we could possibly turn away.”
So we took a slow lap of the room, stopping in front of each piece and surveying it with what we determined 

was the appropriate amount of respect. I had a hard time judging just how seriously Jake was observing the art. His 
face was impossible to read, serious eyes and tightly pressed lips.

“This one looks...” I paused to think of a suitable word.
“Painful,” he finished decisively. “That is not something I will be adding to my repertoire.”
“As opposed to the other ones?” I said, an eyebrow shooting up in surprise.
His eyebrows waggled mischievously. “I may have made some mental notes.”
“Hopefully your girlfriend is flexible.” I stopped in front of the next photograph, head tilted as I took it in.
“If you play your cards right, it could be you.” Jace’s arm brushed mine as he stepped next to me.
My checks flushed hotly and my arm tingled where it pressed against his. So far, our banter had been light 

and harmless. In fact, I hadn’t even thought of attempting to flirt with him. But now I found my eyes darting over, 
wondering if I had missed something with Jake.

He was staring straight ahead, those unreadable eyes scanning the artwork. His profile was a sculpture in its 
own right. His nose was sloped at just the right angle, his eyelashes long and dark. He was more than cute- he was 
handsome. I don’t know how I hadn’t noticed that earlier.
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“Are you flirting with me?” I asked, sounding surprised.
“I must not be doing it very well if you have to ask.” He looked at me with a boyish smile on his face. “Let me 

guess- you have a boyfriend?”
He sounded so certain that I almost hated to prove him wrong. Almost. “No, I don’t have a boyfriend.”
“Good.” His smile spread. “Now you can agree to go out with me.”
“Just because I can doesn’t mean I will.” Now it was my turn to smile. “I don’t even know your last name.”
He paused, just for a second. “Wellington.”
“Jake Wellington?” Just like that, it clicked. I knew why this strange man looked familiar to me. “The Grand 

Slam winning tennis player?”
“My friends just call me Jake.” He shifted uncomfortably. “You’re a tennis fan?”
I had been playing tennis since I learned to walk. By the time I was ten, I was beating adults. Four years of 

high school state championships. A full-ride athletic scholarship for college. Tennis was my life.
“Yes, but that’s not why I know who you are.” The fact was, everyone knew Jake Wellington. He had been 

dominating tournaments for the last three years. Nearly every commercial for shoes, watches, and cars featured his 
face. And last year, he had dated three different celebrities. “You’re the King of the Court.”

“Ugh,” he groaned. “Please, don’t.”
With a name like Jake Wellington, it was only a matter of time before someone decided to give him a royal 

title. King of the Court was fitting considering his absolute domination in the tennis world.
“Oh, poor you. All those beautiful women wanting to date you, sponsors throwing money at you, and 

children wanting to be like you. Rough.” My eyes rolled freely. “Don’t tell me you actually expect me to feel sorry for 
you.”

“I don’t want your pity, Camryn.” His eyes were surprisingly cold. “But don’t pretend that you have any idea 
what it’s like to be me.”

Clearly, I had hit a sore spot. As always, I had managed to ruin a new friendship before it even began. “Sorry. 
You’re right. I don’t know anything about you.”

“You don’t.” He finally looked away, shrugging. “It’s my own fault; I don’t make it easy for people to get to 
know me.”

“I would imagine that you have to be careful around new people.” I took a few slow steps toward the next 
photograph. “Probably a lot of people out there don’t have your best interest at heart.”

“You have no idea.” Jake turned toward me, but kept his distance. “You never accepted my offer.”
“Your offer?” My brow wrinkled in confusion. “You mean about the date?”
He nodded.
“When? Where?” For some reason I was having a really hard time saying yes to this gorgeous man.
“Leave the details to me. Just say yes.”
I took a deep breath and said, “Okay. Yes.”
“Excellent.” His face relaxed and he smiled again. “You won’t regret it. I’m about to rock your world.”
“It’s going to be hard to top this,” I said, gesturing around the room.
Jace’s lips pulled upward in a crooked smile as he said, “Challenge accepted.”
Unfortunately, our flirtation was short-lived. He had another party to attend and he was already running 

late. I was a little consoled when he carefully entered my number into his phone and made me promise that I 
wouldn’t screen his call. But then he was gone, and I was alone in a foreign land again.

When I headed back to the party, I made a point to try and not be a total loser. I found some people from 
work, and after a couple of drinks, I didn’t feel   quite as out of place. Twenty minutes later, I noticed that Macy was 
standing a few yards away talking to a sharply dressed man. They were staring in my direction and Macy looked 
downright giddy. My heart started to race as they headed in my direction.
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“Camryn, darling.” She greeted me like we hadn’t seen each other in years. “There’s someone you should 
meet.”

I felt my palms grow clammy just as the man stuck out his hand. Hesitantly, I shook it.
“Evan Carter,” he said with no trace of an accent.
My mouth dropped open. “The photographer?”
“You’ve seen my work?” He smiled knowingly. “Did you see anything you liked?”
I had just spent almost an hour staring at his work, but I couldn’t say that I’d actually liked any of it. It had 

been more like a train wreck that I couldn’t stop watching.
“Your work is very unique,” I said, playing it safe.
“It’s an acquired taste.” His smile turned playful. “You would make a wonderful muse for my art.”
I blushed fiercely. “I don’t really like having my picture taken.”
“Shame.” His eyes pierced into mine. “What’s your name, beautiful?”
“Camryn.”
The look he gave me was an attempt at sultry, but it gave me chills instead. I told myself to stop being so 

sensitive and when he asked if I wanted to tour his exhibit with him, I agreed. His charm offensive was relentless, 
and after a couple more drinks, he managed to knock down my defensive wall. He carefully explained each 
photograph, somehow twisting them from smutty to artistic. I found myself nodding along as he pointed out 
contrast and angles.

At the end of the night, when he asked for my number, I gave it to him without a second thought. It didn’t 
hurt that Macy couldn’t stop talking about Evan as we walked home and throughout the next work day. He called 
the next evening to set up our first date, only telling me a time. The rest, he said, was a surprise.

It was impossible not to be distracted the rest of the week. I tried to imagine all the possible scenarios for our 
date, but considering I hardly knew anything about Paris, it was a futile endeavor. Macy was convinced it would be 
something extravagant and expensive, but I was less certain. Evan was an artist; a successful one, sure, but nothing 
about his appearance had alluded to extravagance. I was expecting something simpler, more intimate.

Turns out we were both right. Evan picked me up in his car, a modest compact vehicle. It did have leather 
seats, though.

“That dress is very becoming on you,” he said, eyeing me sideways as he put the car into drive.
I actually expected him to make a dirty joke immediately after the compliment, but instead he said, “I hope 

you like wine.”
And that’s when I remembered that I wasn’t going to the local dive bar with a fraternity boy. I was on a date 

with a mature, confident man.
“I do,” I said, smoothing down the hem of my dress. I hadn’t been sure what to wear for our date, but Macy 

had reminded me that you could never go wrong with a little black dress. “How was your week?”
“Fruitful,” he said, grinning at me. “I got a lot of work done.”
“That’s good.” I tried not to think too hard about his line of work. It was weird to think that I was on a date 

with a man who spent most of his time photographing naked people. “Are you working on a new exhibit?”
“I am. There’s a gallery in Rome than wants to show my work, but they are insisting on a premiere showing. 

Fortunately, I’ve already been working on the new collection for a few months.” He whipped the car effortlessly 
through the crowded streets. “Have you had a chance to see much of Paris?”

“A little. Mostly whatever is around my apartment or the studio.” The fact was that I hadn’t had a chance to 
see much of anything. Work was taking up more time than I had anticipated. On the few occasions when I had gone 
out with Macy, we’d stuck pretty close to home.

“We’ll have to fix that, won’t we?” Evan squealed to a halt to allow a group of pedestrians to cross in front of 
us. When he looked at me, his dark eyes were solemn. “I have a lot to show you.”
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I swallowed hard as my heart raced. It wasn’t entirely clear that he was talking about the city anymore. “We 
could start tonight.”

“And so we shall.” He winked, then turned back to the road.
My unfamiliarity with the city and complete lack of directional skills left me completely confused about 

where we were headed. Evan seemed to know every turn well, so at least I felt like I was in good hands. When he 
finally stopped in front of an old, rustic building, I was surprised.

“Hopefully you won’t be too disappointed staying in tonight.” He turned off the engine and faced me.
“This is your place?” I asked stupidly. It had never occurred to me that he might take me back to his 

apartment.
“I know what you’re thinking,” he said, smiling. “Don’t worry- no expectations. I just really wanted to cook 

you dinner.”
My mouth dropped open in surprise. “Oh.”
“We don’t have to,” he said quickly. “If you’re not comfortable with this, or if you’d rather go somewhere 

else, we can do that.”
“No, no. It’s fine.” I tried to sound excited. “It sounds like a wonderful idea.”
Evan relaxed. “Good. Okay, let’s go in then.”
We took an elevator to the top floor of the building and exited directly into Evan’s place. He had the entire 

floor and it was an open floor plan. From the entryway, I could see his bedroom, kitchen, and art studio.
“This place is amazing,” I said in awe.
“Make yourself at home,” he said, tossing his keys onto a small glass table. “I’d give you the tour, but you’re 

pretty much looking at it.”
I followed him into the kitchen, trying hard not to scuff his beautiful wood floors with my heels. “How long 

have you lived here?”
“I bought this place last summer. It took six months to get it rehabbed into livable shape.”
“Bought? So you own it?”  I wasn’t an expert in Parisian real estate, but this place had to have cost a pretty 

penny.
“I got a good deal,” he insisted, pointing to a bar stool at the kitchen island. “Sit. Relax. I’ll open the wine.”
It was a special treat to be able to watch Evan prepare dinner. It was clear that he liked cooking and wasn’t 

just doing it to impress me. But I was impressed nevertheless. While he chopped and stirred and sautéed, I sipped on 
wine and munched on freshly made bread.

“Do you still visit New York often?” I asked, halfway through my second glass of wine.
We had spent most of the evening so far talking about me, but I wanted to know Evan better. Thus far, he 

hadn’t shown any bad habits or negative personality traits. But everyone had flaws, and I was determined to find his.
“I visit home every few months. Not as often as I’d like,” he admitted, adding the last pile of vegetables to the 

skillet. “We need to let the sauce simmer.”
“If you say so.” I smiled as he took a seat across from me and reached for the wine.
He topped of my glass first and then poured one for himself. “Make sure you finish that entire glass.”
“I’ve already had two glasses,” I protested.
“I know. I’m hoping you’ll have enough that you won’t notice if I ruin the meal.” He stared hard at me over 

the top of his wine glass.
“I have complete confidence in you.” I sniffed the air purposefully. “It smells delicious.”
He shrugged away my compliment. “It’s just a basic meal. Nothing fancy. I have other skills that are more 

impressive.”
“Can I use your bathroom?” I asked, suddenly feeling very warm.
“Over there,” he said, pointing to the far end of the space. 
I stood up slowly, adjusting to my slightly intoxicated state. “I’ll be right back.”
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As I walked away, I could feel Evan’s eyes following me. It took all of my concentration not to stumble or 
shuffle my feet awkwardly.

The bathroom was just as nice as the rest of Evan’s place. Lots of shiny, clean tile and porcelain. Even his 
hand soap felt luxurious. As I was drying my hands on a neatly folded towel, I couldn’t help but feel like everything 
was just a little too perfect. Intentionally, left one of the towels crooked.

When I stepped back into the main room, I could see that Evan was busy cooking again. Rather than 
immediately return to the kitchen, I decided to take a quick lap of the floor. In the living area, I found a magazine on 
his coffee table that made me pause. Jake Welllington’s face stared back at me from atop his ridiculously sculpted 
body. It was a sports magazine, so it’s presence in Evan’s home was actually quite logical, but I still found it odd.

Jake hadn’t bothered calling me even though he had demanded my number at the gallery. At first, I had been 
annoyed. We had hit it off, or so I thought. But maybe I had read too much into our brief time together. And then 
when Evan had called to set up our date, I’d forced myself to stop thinking about Jake all-together. If he didn’t want 
me, someone else did.

But part of me still wished that he would call.
I left the living area and headed over to Evan’s work area. The black and white photographs around the 

room had to be the new pieces he had been working on all week. Despite the scantily clothed models, I had to admit 
that they were quiet beautiful.

“What do you think?”
Evan was standing behind me, looking nervous. It hadn’t occurred to me that he might be sensitive when it 

came to his art. He was normally so confident.
“You are very talented,” I said, picking up a snapshot of a naked woman. “How do you find people to pose 

for you?”
“I have a lot of connections in the modeling business. Some models won’t do nude, but many of them will 

for the right price.” He took the photo from me, glanced at it with disinterest, and tossed it back on the table. 
“You’d be surprised how many people secretly enjoy posing for me.”

I realized that we were standing dangerously close together. I thought carefully before asking my next 
question. “How do you stay focused? I mean, with all the naked women, do you ever... get distracted?”

He laughed. “You mean, do I ever want to sleep with the models?”
Embarrassed, I nodded.
“No. This is work, Camryn. It’s no different than if I was taking pictures of sunsets and fruit bowls.”
“It’s a little different than that,” I protested softly.
“To me it isn’t.” He picked up a camera lens and turned it over in his hands. “When I look at people through 

one of these, it’s like I disappear. I’m just the medium capturing a moment, not a person that’s part of the moment.”
I thought about that for a few seconds. “That’s very philosophical.”
“What can I say, I’m a deep guy.” He held the lens in front of his eye and looked at me through it. “You 

would be a beautiful subject for one of my pieces.”
Gulp.
“No.” It was the only word I could manage.
“I don’t expect you to say yes now. But keep your mind open to it. I think you would actually quite enjoy 

posing for me.” His hand grazed over my arm, tickling my skin. “Vous êtes belle.”
You are beautiful.
“The food is going to burn,” I said, trying to sound firm. But Evan’s hand was still skimming over my skin 

and his eyes hadn’t left mine.
“Let it burn,” he said.
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His mouth closed over mine, hard. It took me by surprise, but after only a momentary pause, I kissed him 
back. I would’ve been okay with skipping dinner and going straight to dessert, but Evan had more self-control than I 
did. He got us back to the kitchen just in time to save our dinner.

The food was the second best thing to pass over my lips that night. It was a shame that my stomach was so 
twisted in knots that I didn’t even get to enjoy the meal. We were coming to that time of the night when I needed to 
make a decision- stay or leave. It was a no win situation for me.

If I went home after dinner, I would seem like a prude. And if I left too soon after dinner, I might also seem 
like I wasn’t interested in Evan at all. But if I stayed, it might be presumptuous. If we hooked up, I would seem easy. 
Evan might lose respect for me, or even lose interest in me completely. Sometimes being a girl sucked.

Evan wouldn’t let me help clear the table. He handed me another glass of wine and sent me to the living area 
to put on some music. It took me an embarrassingly long amount of time to figure out how to work his stereo and 
when I finally did, soft jazz filled the room.

“Well done,” Evan said as he entered the room. He went directly to the window and pulled open the 
curtains. “It’s really starting to rain out there.”

“I guess we’ll just have to stay in here then,” I said, glad that the decision had been made for me, at least for 
now.

I made myself comfortable on the leather sofa, kicking off my heels and tucking my feet underneath me. 
Evan settled next to me, his arm resting behind me. We spent the next hour talking quietly, telling stories about our 
pasts. Most of them were funny stories, or tales of adventure. I got the feeling that Evan didn’t like to talk about 
serious things and I was okay with that. At least I wouldn’t have to tell him about my own depressing baggage.

Evan had traveled all over the world in the last few years and I enjoyed listening to his stories, but after a 
while I started to zone out. I could only hear about fancy restaurants and exclusive clubs for so long before I wanted 
to fall asleep.

“I’m boring you,” he said, catching the glazed look in my eye.
“No,” I protested pathetically.
“I can take you home now if you’d like.”
I glanced toward the window just in time to catch a flash of lightening. “You don’t need to do that. I can 

take a cab. No need for you to go out in the rain.”
“Why don’t you stay here?” he suggested. “You can have the bed. I’ll take the couch.”
“I don’t know,” I hesitated.
“I’ll be good,” he promised with a smile. “Scout’s honor.”
“Oh, well, in that case...” I returned his smile. “Okay.”
Evan insisted on giving me some of his clothes to wear, in addition to giving up his bed. I tried to insist on 

taking the couch, but he wouldn’t hear of it. He handed me a pair of boxers and t-shirt.
“Hopefully you’ll be able to get some sleep. The bed is pretty comfortable.”
A moment was about to happen between us. We would either say goodnight and go to our separate sleeping 

areas, or I would throw aside caution and give into my impulses.
If I’d had one less glass of wine, my choice would’ve probably been different.
I tossed the clothes onto the bed. “The bed looks too big for just one person.”
“I’m sure you’ll make due,” he replied, but he made no attempt to walk away.
When I reached for him, he responded without hesitation. His arms circled my waist and pulled me hard 

against his body. My brain tried to tell my body that it was moving too fast, that I barely knew this man. But my 
body didn’t care. My body wanted to be held and caressed, and when Evan unzipped my dress, I quickly hurried out 
of it.
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We tumbled onto the bed recklessly, nearly missing it completely. At some point, my brain reared up again 
and told me that I was making a big mistake, but then I turned it off completely, letting my body take complete 
control. 
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OCTOBER

October 15
Scottie, I’m a huge idiot. Like, negative IQ idiot. I’ve done some really stupid things in my life, but these last few 

weeks have been astoundingly terrible. It’s like I’ve forgotten how to use my brain. I’m not even sure I brought it to Paris 
with me.

I suck when it comes to relationships and guys. You and girls always tease me about it. Maybe I shouldn’t be 
surprised anymore when these things end badly. But I really thought it would be different this time. I really thought that 
I was different this time.

You once told me that I do these things because of my messed up childhood. My dad dying in front of me at such a 
young age, my mom basically abandoning me and my sister as we were growing up. I guess that could have something to 
do with my ridiculous attempts at forming connections. But at some point I have to stop blaming other people, right?

I guess if you’re going to answer that, you need to hear the full story. Get comfortable. Grab some coffee, a warm 
blanket, and a plush chair. Don’t quit reading until the end.

It all started the night I went out with Evan Carter...

The morning after my night with Evan, I woke with a pounding headache and regret in my heart. What had seemed 
like a good idea the night before was clearly a poor decision by the light of day. This was further confirmed when I 
rolled my head to the side and found the bed next to me empty.

A faint shuffling on the other side of the bed caused me to roll in that direction. Evan stood in front of the 
window, wearing nothing but a smile and holding a camera.

“I was right,” he said, an interesting choice of greeting. “The camera loves you.”
“What?” My brain was still thick with sleep. “Were you taking pictures of me?”
He shrugged. “Just a few. You have this amazing sense of peace when you’re sleeping.”
“I’m naked, Evan,” I snapped, reaching for the sheet that was pooled around my feet. “This is not okay.”
“Don’t get so worked up. I’m not going to do anything with them.” He calmly set down the camera. “Unless 

you decide you want me to...”
“Not gonna happen.” I sat up, keeping the sheet around me and looking around the room for my clothes. I 

spotted my dress on the floor, but I was missing a key item- underwear.
Evan came over and sat next to me on the bed. “I’m sorry if I upset you. I can’t help myself. When I see 

something beautiful, I feel the need to capture it.”
“That sounds very creepy,” I said, relaxing just a bit. He really did seem to feel bad. “Just promise me you will 

delete them?”
“Of course.” He kissed me on the cheek. “I may be creepy, but I’m not a total jerk. Most of the time.”
When he smiled at me like that, I forgot why I was so mad in the first place. Especially when he was sitting 

next to me completely naked. “What does your day look like?”
“Busy, actually.” His hand stroked my cheek. “You can stay if you’d like, but I need to head out for a meeting 

soon.”
That was his polite way of asking me to leave. I wasn’t too proud to take a hint.
“I should go. I’ve got a busy day, too.” I needed to be at the studio in a couple of hours to help prep for a 

photo shoot. “Can you call me a cab?”
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“Nah,” he stood and reached for his boxers. “I’ll drive you.”
Evan was in good spirits as he drove me to my apartment. The camera incident seemed forgotten and I had 

already made up my mind to forgive him. I had overreacted.
He kissed me goodbye and promised to call and I had no reason to suspect that he wouldn’t. I had been 

smitten by him, but he seemed downright enamored with me. That was further confirmed when a giant bouquet of 
roses arrived for me at work later that day.

“He’s a keeper,” Macy declared as she leaned over to smell them. “If you decide you don’t want him, let me 
know and I’ll take him.”

“He’s not property, Mace.” I laughed at the absurdity of me handing him over to her. She was right- he was a 
keeper.

“So we’ve determined that he’s talented, sweet, a good cook... what about his bedroom skills?”
She at least had the decency to lean close as she asked, perching on the edge of my desk. No one else seemed 

to care about our conversation when I looked around the room before answering.
“Good.” I thought for a second. “Really good.”
“You don’t sound very enthusiastic.” Her brow wrinkled in confusion. “Was he, you know, small?”
“No, no. Nothing like that.” I clarified. “Something just felt off. Probably just first-time jitters. Plus we had 

both had quite a bit of wine.”
She nodded knowingly. “Next time will be better. I assume that there will be a next time?”
“We’ll see if he calls.”
I was so certain that he would call that when my phone rang a few hours later, I expected it to be him. But 

the male voice on the other end did not belong to Evan.
“Finally!” he said.
“Hello?” I asked, thoroughly confused. Maybe it was a wrong number.
“It’s Jake. Jake Wellington.”
“Oh!”
I had completely forgotten about Jake. Over a week had passed since the party and he hadn’t called even 

once. I had assumed that he had forgotten about me the minute he left the gallery.
“Sorry for the delay. I lost my phone the night of the party.” He sighed dramatically. “It just figures that I 

finally convince a pretty girl to give me her number and then I lose it shortly thereafter. Do you forgive me?”
“Sure.” I was having a hard time keeping up.
He let out another sigh, this one relieved. “Fantastic. But you haven’t even heard the best part yet. I actually 

ended up finding my phone in my car this morning. How embarrassing is that?”
“Very.” I leaned back in my chair, a smile on my face. I had forgotten how easy it had been to talk to Jake 

even though he was pretty much a stranger.
“Right. But it ended up working out because now I have your number again and we are chatting. This is 

shaping up to be one of my best days ever.”
“I’m super happy for you.” I chuckled softly. “I’m sure finding your phone was marginally more exciting than 

when you won Wimbledon last year.”
He grunted. “You have no idea. That trophy is very hard to carry around over your head. I almost threw out 

my back.”
“Talk about embarrassing.”
“So, anyway, the reason I called... What are you doing right now?”
“Um, I’m working.” I looked around again and still no one was paying attention to me. Macy was on her 

phone, deep in conversation.
Jake was undeterred. “Lunch break?”
“It’s 10:00 in the morning.”
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“Fine. Coffee?”
I didn’t know if I should say yes. It seemed like something was developing between me and Evan and I wasn’t 

sure it was right to meet up with Jake. I might give him the wrong idea, or get his hopes up. But then again, Evan and 
I had only been on one date. Jake was just asking to have coffee. It seemed innocent enough and even more 
convincing was the fact that I actually wanted to see him.

“Okay.”
We met up twenty minutes later at a café around the corner. Jake looked good in his faded jeans, worn t-

shirt, and battered baseball hat. He stuck out among the well-dressed Parisians, but his natural good looks put them 
all to shame.

“You came!” He sounded both surprised and pleased as he stood to greet me. It was a sweet, gentlemanly 
gesture that did not go unnoticed. “This day just continues to get better and better.”

“You have very low standards for what constitutes a good day.” I lowered myself into the seat he held out for 
me.

When he sat across from me, his body moved in a confident but casual manner. He was a man that was 
100% comfortable in his own skin.

“I took the liberty of ordering you a drink,” he said, pointing to the coffee in front of me. “It’s the house 
special.”

“Thank you.” I smiled at him warmly. “I’m glad you called.”
“Really?” An eyebrow shot up. “I wasn’t sure you would be.”
“Why is that?”
He shrugged. “I heard a rumor that you might be seeing Evan Carter.”
“Oh.”
How had word gotten around so fast? Was it possible that people in Paris gossiped more than people in 

small towns?
“My hitting partner knows your friend Macy. She mentioned that one of her coworkers was going on a date 

with the photographer from the party,” he explained.
“We had dinner last night,” I said, hoping that my cheeks weren’t burning too brightly. “Just one date.”
“So there’s no wedding on the horizon?” he said, lips turning into a playful smile. “Maybe I still have a 

chance with the beautiful American girl?”
I looked down at my drink. Did he have a chance? What was happening with Evan? I didn’t know.
As much as I liked men and tended to move fast, I had never dated more than one guy at a time. I had never, 

ever cheated on anyone. 
“I like Evan,” I said, deciding that honesty was the best policy. “But we’ve only gone out once and I don’t 

even know how he feels about me.”
“He’s an idiot if he isn’t crazy about you.” Jake had a way of continuously surprising me. “You’re telling me 

this because you don’t want to lead me on?”
I nodded. “I think I might like you, too, Jake. But I want you to know that I’m seeing someone else.”
“Fair enough.” He took a long sip of his coffee. “We can still be friends, correct?”
It seemed like a trick question, but there was only one acceptable answer. “Sure. We can still be friends.”
“Cool.” He smacked his hands together like he was sealing the deal. “Then I say that today, as friends, we 

spend the entire day together.”
“What?” I laughed. “The entire day?”
“Why not? Do you have to work? You should call in sick.”
The truth was that I had gone into work on my day off just to be busy. Evan had made it clear that he had his 

own life, and I had wanted to prove that I had one, too. But in reality, I didn’t have to go back to the studio. I could 
hang out with Jake all day, just like he asked. But was that the right thing to do?
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“I don’t know, Jake. That seems like a pretty aggressive friend situation.”
“Stop.” He glared at me. “Don’t make this into a big deal. I just want to hang out, show you around town a 

bit. It’s not a thing.”
“A thing?”
“A ploy. A scheme. A nefarious plan. It’s just me asking you to hang out as friends.” He looked at me with 

wide, innocent eyes. “What do you say?”
When he put it that way, I felt stupid thinking about saying no. It wasn’t like I already had a bunch of 

friends and didn’t have time for one more.
“Okay. Let’s do it.”
“Yes.” He pumped his fist triumphantly. “You pretend that you are a tough girl, but you’re a total softie and 

you can’t resist me.”
“I pity you,” I clarified.
He stuck his tongue out at me. “Meanie.”
“Wow. That was incredibly childish. I may be too mature to be your friend.”
“Too late. You already agreed.” He checked the time on his phone. “It’s not even 11:00 yet. We have so 

much time to get to know each other better.”
“I’m slightly terrified.” I yelped as he kicked my foot under the table. “Now who is being mean?”
“Would you please finish that coffee so we can get on with our day?” He pretended to be annoyed by me.
I took my time finishing the last few sips of coffee, determined to annoy him as much as possible. When I 

was finally done, he jumped to his feet.
“That was painful,” he said, waiting for me to stand up. “If you keep doing everything that slowly, we’ll be 

lucky to make it to the corner before dark.”
“You just said you wanted to spend the day together. Now all of sudden you are being demanding about how 

we spend our time. I call that a bait and switch.”
“Time is precious, Camryn,” he replied urgently.
The deep look on his face said he wasn’t just teasing me anymore. Unlike Evan, Jake didn’t seem to mind 

showing me that he had layers.
“Where are we going?” I asked as we stepped onto the street.
“I’m going to show you Paris,” he said with a promising smile.
We started at the Louvre. It turned out that Jake was a big art nerd. I had to admit that I was surprised. The 

destination would’ve made more sense if it was Evan that had picked it, but I wasn’t going to complain. I liked 
listening to Jake prattle on about this painting and that sculpture.

“So, a lot of people come here just to see the Mona Lisa,” he said as we navigated our way around a group of 
school children. “But there’s so much more.”

In addition to Mona, we stopped to visit the Venus de Milo, the Raft of Medusa, and Madonna on the 
Rocks. The crowds were overwhelming and loud.

“Is it always like this?” I asked, cringing as a baby started screaming inches from my ear.
“More or less.” He gave me a sympathetic look. “We’ve hit the highlights. We can go now if you want.”
“Show me your favorite piece first,” I suggested as a compromise. It was pretty obvious that he enjoyed being 

there and I didn’t want to ruin his fun.
He cringed noticeably. “You’ve already seen it.”
“Really?” I was shocked. Based on his level of interest in art, I had expected him to favor some lessor known 

piece, something that didn’t have gaggles of tourists staring at it.
“It’s Mona,” he admitted. “I know. It’s so cliché.”
“I’m a little disappointed in you,” I said gravely. “I didn’t think she was anything special.”
“She’s not,” he said emphatically. “That’s the whole point.”
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I flinched. “You’ve lost me.”
“Mona is plain and boring, even drab. If she was a live woman, she wouldn’t win any beauty pageants. But 

still. Thousands of people come here every year to look at her. People connect with her. You have to admit that’s 
pretty awesome.”

I shook my head in wonder. “You are a total dork.”
“Fine.” He threw up his hands. “Let’s go do something less dorky.”
“Don’t be so offended. I happen to like dorky,” I said with a coy smile.
Jake exhaled deeply. “Whew. I thought I had ruined my chances already.”
I chose to ignore the obviousness of his comment. I still hadn’t made up my mind on whether he had a 

chance or not.
He didn’t seem deterred as he valiantly guided me around town. We took a slow stroll through a peaceful 

garden, observing fountains and statues. I happily followed Jake, smiling as he pointed out his favorite places and 
laughing at stories about his failed attempts with the local language. 

“Wait. You ordered a scone but ended up with a fish sandwich?” I laughed loudly. “How is that even 
possible?”

“Clearly the waitress had poor hearing. It couldn’t possibly have been my fault.” Jake ignored my skeptical 
look. “Do you like crepes?”

“Do monkeys like bananas?”
“Nice.” Jake pointed across the street. “They have the best crepes in Paris right over there.”
I happily followed him into the tiny restaurant. In less than twenty minutes, we had devoured four different 

crepes. He was right- they were amazing.
Between the long waits at the Louvre, our long walk through town, and the break for crepes, we had worked 

our way through early evening. The sky was already turning dark as we circled around and headed toward the Eiffel 
Tower.

“You should know that I have some... issues with heights,” Jake told me as we got closer to the famous 
landmark.

“Issues?” I laughed. “Is that tough guy talk for saying you are scared of heights?”
“I’m not scared of them,” he protested. “It’s not like I scream or cry little a baby around them. I just prefer to 

avoid them whenever possible.”
I nodded seriously. “I see the difference. Thanks for clarifying.”
We stopped at bottom of the tower and looked up. I had to admit- it lived up to the hype. I was far more 

impressed by it than I had been by old Mona.
“What now?” I asked, starting to feel dizzy.
“We go up,” Jake said.
He gave me a hesitant look.
“Really? Even though you have issues with heights?” I tilted my head. “Why in the world would you want to 

go up to the top?”
“Because the view is supposed to be amazing. You deserve amazing.” He gave me a half smile. “And I’m also 

hoping you will be endeared by my vulnerability.”
He looked so innocent and anxious- like a child. It was more than a little endearing.
“I promise not to laugh if you wet yourself,” I said.
It was decided that we would go immediately to the observatory. I offered to settle for one of the stops on a 

lower level, but Jake declined. If he was going to do it, he wanted to go all the way. I had to respect that.
Over 900 feet above ground, we stepped off the lift. I was so excited that I hurried to the observation deck 

windows without stopping to see how Jake was holding up. When I finally remembered and turned around, he was 
only a few feet behind me.
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“Okay?” I asked.
“Not panicking yet,” he replied through tight lips.
“Come here.” I held out my hand, like a mother coaxing a small child. “It’s not that scary. I promise.”
His hand slipped over mine, covering it easily.
“There you go. Good boy.”
“Funny.” He glared at me, but he kept holding my hand as he stepped closer. I could hear his breathing 

become more hurried.
“You’re doing great,” I said, playfully bumping against him. “You don’t at all look like you are being 

tortured.”
It took him a few minutes to adjust, but eventually his hand stopped gripping mine so hard it was cutting off 

the circulation to my fingers. 
“Are you ready to step outside,” I asked.
He looked at me in panic. “Outside?”
“If we want to get the full effect, I really think we need to go out there.” I pointed to the people standing 

outside. “I think you can do this.”
“I think you are giving me too much credit.” Jake was squeezing my hand hard again.
“It’s dark outside. Our day together is pretty much over.” I looked out the window thoughtfully. “If you 

come outside with me, I’ll give you the night, too. Until midnight.”
“Midnight?” His eyes sparkled. “I knew you were going to fall for my charms.”
“I haven’t yet.” I took a step toward the outdoor balcony, tugging him forward. “Come outside.”
More than anyone, I knew the importance of facing your fears. I wasn’t trying to put him in an 

uncomfortable situation, but I really felt like once he got outside, he would be glad I encouraged him to do it.
Very reluctantly, he followed me, stopping just before stepping onto the outdoor observatory.
“It’s going to be fine,” I said, gripping his hand tighter. “Better than fine, actually. I believe you promised me 

amazing.”
He sighed. I had him now. He couldn’t go back on his word.
We started off by taking just a couple of steps outside, slowly getting used to it. Jake kept his eyes focused 

way off in the distance, almost at the sky.
“Wow.” I had to admit that the view was pretty spectacular. Without even realizing it, I pulled my hand free 

and walked over to the edge.
The Palais de Chaillot was below, looking small, but majestic. I could see the V-shaped streets surrounding 

it. Over on the Champ de Mars, people that looked like ants buzzed around.
When I turned around and looked up, I could see the tower’s strong, latticework above us.
“Jake?” I whirled, surprised that he wasn’t standing where I had left him.
Instead, he had walked a few more feet outside, while still keeping a distance from the edge.
“Not bad, huh?” he asked, and I wasn’t sure if he was talking about the view or his own progress.
“You didn’t disappoint,” I responded, an answer suitable for both. But even though he was putting up a 

brave front, I could tell that he was still tense and anxious. “We can go down now.”
He stuck out his chin stubbornly. “I’m fine.”
“I’m sure,” I said with a small smile. “But I’ve seen enough. Let’s go.”
I didn’t have to encourage him again. Jake was back on the elevator in less than ten seconds. I was pretty sure 

he was holding his breath the entire ten minutes it took us to get back on solid ground.
“You did it!” I held up my hand for a high five.
He smacked my hand weakly. “Let’s keep the rest of our activities safe and boring, okay?”
“Wow. I did not expect that from you.” I shook my head, feigning disappointment. “Good thing I was 

already planning to end the night at midnight anyway.”
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“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Back up. That’s not what I meant...”
“No take backs.” I laughed at the tragic look on his face. “Where to next, Safe and Boring?”
He thought for a second. “How do you feel about water?”
“Water?” I immediately assumed perverted intentions. “No. I will not skinny dip with you.”
“Please.” He rolled his eyes. “Just follow me, Negative Nancy.”
I ended up following him onto a boat. We joined about twenty other people on a night cruise on the Seine 

River. Paris was illuminated with lights, the Eiffel Tower included, and even I had to admit that it was incredibly 
romantic.

“Today has felt like a little more than friends just hanging out,” I said quietly.
We had taken a seat at the back of the boat and probably couldn’t be overheard, but I didn’t want to take a 

chance.
“Maybe that’s because of all those warm and fuzzy feelings you have towards me,” Jake said, not completely 

teasing.
“Jake, I told you where I stand.” I tried to be stern, but with his adorable smile and inviting eyes just a few 

inches from mine, it was almost impossible.
“Evan Carter doesn’t deserve you,” he said, those same eyes turning cold.
I wasn’t in the mood to fight about it. “That’s for me to decide. Not you.”
“I’m just looking out for you. As a friend.” That last word came out bitterly.
“If you really wanted to be my friend, you would respect my decisions. Even if you don’t agree with them.” I 

was able to match his bitterness. “Now butt out.”
“Fine.” He turned away, looking out over the city lights.
His jaw was clenched tight, his shoulders tense. I wasn’t sure why he felt so strongly about Evan. It wasn’t 

like Jake even knew him. But then again, I also wasn’t sure why I felt so strongly about Evan.
The rest of the boat ride was quiet and uncomfortable. It was only 9:00 when we were back on dry land, but 

neither of us felt like extending our time together.
“Let me walk you home,” Jake insisted.
I did. Our conversation was stilted as we walked, and when it was time to say goodbye, our hug was formal. 

Feeling bad about how things had ended after it being such a lovely day, I gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.
“I had a nice time today, Jake.” I gave him a soft smile.
“I’m glad.” His look was meaningful. “I still think you deserve amazing, Camryn. Even if it’s not with me.”
He walked away with his head up and his shoulders back.
Jake didn’t have any regrets tonight, but I did.
The next morning, after just a few hours of tossing and turning, I woke to find a text from Evan saying that 

he was going to be in Rome for a few days working on his new exhibit. He promised to call when he got back, but I 
was still disappointed.

After laying awake thinking about the last couple of days, I had realized why I was so invested in Evan. It 
wasn’t necessarily because of a magical connection. Frankly, we didn’t have much in common and the sex had been 
awkward. But I had made so many mistakes with guys in the past. Always leaping before looking. And when I had 
made up my mind to come to Paris, I had decided that I was going to change that behavior. And then after less a 
month, I had returned to my old ways.

What was wrong with me?
I needed advice. While I loved all of my friends equally, I knew that only one of them would truly 

understand.
Taylor was a relationship girl. She didn’t hook up with random guys or participate in one night stands. 

Scottie was a good girl. She was pure and cautious. Olivia had been dating the same guy since sophomore year of high 
school. This wasn’t a predicament she could understand.
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But Payton was a kindred spirit. She was always making rash decisions and wouldn’t cringe or judge me if I 
told her about Evan.

Payton answered on the third ring, sounding hung-over. But she listened patiently as I recapped the past 48 
hours, and when I was done, she was quick to summarize.

“You slept with one hot guy and now another hot guy wants to sleep with you? Sounds rough.”
“Pay. Come one. This is serious.” But I had to admit that the way she put it didn’t sound that bad. “Why do 

I keep doing this to myself?”
“Honest opinion?” She chomped loudly on a chip directly into the phone.
“Please.”
She exhaled dramatically. “This is all because of your father.”
“My father?”
“His death when you were so young was a defining moment in your life. And now you keep expecting men 

to leave you, so you can’t form attachments. You go after the guy that will sleep with you and leave town instead of 
the guy that worships you and wants to be with you forever.”

I scoffed. “You don’t know that Jake wants to be with me forever.”
“I was speaking metaphorically, but it’s interesting that you immediately assumed I was talking about Mr. 

Wimbledon.”
“It was pretty much implied.” I wasn’t sure what to think now. Maybe she had a point. I had been really close 

to my dad and when he died, it had destroyed me. Not long after that, Mom also took off because of her job and Jen 
and I had mostly been raised by our aunt. Maybe I did have difficulty forming attachments.

“I think we can both agree that I’ve pretty much nailed this therapy session. I’ll send you a bill in the mail.”
I groaned. “But you didn’t give me any answers. What should I do?”
“Follow your heart. Duh.” Payton sounded impatient. “Look, I think you already know what you want to do 

and you’re just scared. My advice is- get over it.”
It wasn’t the most thoughtful or insightful advice. It wasn’t even all that helpful. But I had a feeling that it 

was exactly the advice I needed to hear.
I had made Jake face his fear of heights; now I had to face my own fear.
“Your friend Payton may be right,” Macy admitted the next day at work. “But maybe it’s the other way 

around. Maybe you really do like Evan and you’re fooling yourself with this Jake guy. Using him to push Evan away.”
“Do you really think that’s possible?” It didn’t sound right to me, but I was beginning to accept that I was 

pretty clueless about my own life. “What if they are both actually good guys that I have a connection with? How do I 
choose?”

“I don’t think you’ll have to,” Macy said, her eyes widening as she looked at the door. “Evan might have just 
chosen for you.”

Another beautiful bouquet of roses was delivered to my desk. This one did have a card, but all it said was: 
Thanks for a perfect evening.

I couldn’t believe that Evan sent me flowers two days in a row. It totally made up for him spontaneously 
leaving town. But it also had the effect of making it even more difficult to decipher my feelings.

Jake called later in the day to invite me to his tennis match on Saturday. It was the opening round so he 
didn’t think it would be very exciting for me, but I was thrilled by the invitation. Not only did I love playing tennis, I 
also loved watching hot guys play tennis. Especially one that was as talented as Jake.

Macy happily agreed to tag along. She was hoping to pick up a tennis player of her own.
Jake had reserved us excellent seats and it was a perfect day to watch tennis. The sun was out and there was a 

light breeze. We settled in comfortably and waited for the players to step onto the court.
“So he’s a good player?” Macy asked skeptically as she slipped on designer sunglasses.
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“The best, actually.” I had checked the rankings in the morning and Jake was still in the number 1 slot. He 
was the guy to beat. “He has the fastest serve ever and an amazing forehand.”

“Is that code for something sexual?” Macy raised an eyebrow and smirked.
I just shook my head at her. “I can’t take you anywhere, can I?”
“And yet you also can’t stay away from me.”
“Like a bad addiction.” My breath hitched as Jake came into view.
He was wearing white tennis shorts and a white polo- standard uniform for his line of work. His dark hair 

ruffled in the breeze and he dropped his bag next to one of two chairs. While he unzipped the bag, his eyes scanned 
the stands, stopping only when they found me.

The smile he gave me was dazzling.
“Whoa,” Macy muttered, leaning forward involuntarily. “He’s beautiful.”
“Yes, he is,” I agreed, giving him a small wave of my fingers.
“Like Greek god beautiful.” She turned to me. “You completely undersold this guy.”
That was an understatement. I had been underselling Jake to myself because I had been convinced I was 

meant to end up with Evan. But Jake had been undeniably wonderful and there was no doubt that I had feelings for 
him.

Once the match started, Jake was all business. He kept his focus on the game, not in the stands. I couldn’t 
take my eyes off of him. His skill and grace on the court was something to behold.

The match itself was a slaughter. Jake won every game, closing it out in three sets. Many of the fans left early, 
but I watched the whole thing from the edge of my seat. When it was over, Jake headed to the sidelines and looked 
into the crowd for only the second time. This time, when his eyes found mine, he didn’t smile.

He stopped and stared for what felt like an hour, but was probably less than a minute.  For me, it seemed like 
time was standing still. Then he looked away and I realized that I had been holding my breath the entire time.

“He totally has the hots for you!” Macy said, elbowing me hard in the side. “If you decide you don’t want 
him, I’ll take him.”

Right at that moment, I absolutely wanted Jake Wellington.
He was busy after the match, showering and doing interviews. I sent him a congratulatory text and 

begrudgingly left without getting a chance to talk to him in person.
Ten minutes after I got home, my phone rang. It was Evan.
He had to pop back to Paris for a day to pick up one of his cameras and he wanted to know if I was free for 

the evening. It caught me completely by surprise, and the fact of the matter was that my evening was completely 
open. I had no good reason to say no to him, so I didn’t.

Almost immediately after hanging up with Evan, Jake called.
“Hey.” He sounded like his usual, collected self. “Thanks for coming today.”
“Thanks for inviting me.” I remembered that look he had given me and I wondered if he was going to 

address it. “You looked good out there today.”
“I always look good,” he joked. Then he cleared his throat and asked more seriously. “What are you up to 

tonight?”
I held back a groan. Of course this was happening. “I’m heading out to meet someone actually.”
“Someone?” He sounded like he already knew exactly who I was meeting.
No sense in lying to him.
“Evan. He’s in town for the night.”
There was a long pause on his end of the line. Finally, he said, “What is it about this guy? He comes into 

town for one night and you immediately jump to answer his booty call?”
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“That’s not fair, Jake.” I tried to keep my tone level by reminding myself that he was just hurt and wasn’t 
trying to be a jerk. “You knew that I was seeing Evan. I told you that I have feelings for him.” Never mind that I also 
had feelings for Jake.

Another long pause.
“I guess I should let you go. Wouldn’t want to stop you from pursuing those feelings.”
“Jake.” I wanted to say something that would make this less terrible. “What about tomorrow? Are you free 

tomorrow?”
He scoffed. “I don’t want to be your consolation prize, Camryn. You seeing me only when this Evan guy 

leaves town again- no thanks.”
“You’re not a consolation prize, Jake. Really.” But that’s exactly what it felt like. I wondered, if Jake had 

called first, would things be different? Or would I still have dropped everything to meet up with Evan? “I like being 
with you.”

“Just not more than you like being with him.” He sighed. “Call me tomorrow.”
I sat and stared at the phone for ten minutes, wondering just what I had gotten myself into and how I was 

going to sort out this mess.
I exited Evan’s elevator two hours later with knots in my stomach. I wasn’t really sure what to expect, but 

Evan greeted me with a big hug and a long kiss.
“You look even better than I remember.” He looked me up and down. “Wine? I brought some back from 

Italy.”
“Okay.” I had already made a promise with myself on the way over that I wouldn’t have more than one glass 

of wine. Any more than that and I couldn’t guarantee that I would be able to make rational decisions.
Evan immediately started telling me about all of the restaurants he had gone to in Rome, complete with 

graphic detail of food and beverage. I tried to feign interest as I watched him fill a wine glass nearly to the top before 
handing it to me.

“When do you leave again?” I asked, simply to change the topic.
“Tomorrow afternoon. Quick turnaround.” He didn’t seem too bothered by the brevity, however. “Let’s get 

comfortable in the other room.”
That was easier said than done. Evan sat next to me on the couch, arm around me and rubbing my shoulder. 

I was surprised by the affection, but I can’t say it was entirely unwelcomed.
Even though I had been second guessing things with Evan, it still felt nice to be with him. He was attentive 

and sweet, and I was a sucker for a man with a great smile. But when he leaned over and kissed me, I immediately 
thought of Jake.

“Is everything okay?” Evan asked, astutely picking up on my lack of enthusiasm.
No. Everything wasn’t okay.
“Sorry. I’m just a little distracted tonight.”
Evan grinned. “I can help take your mind off things.”
Despite all of the promises I had made to myself about not acting rash tonight, I convinced myself to let him 

try. It would be nice to turn off the thinking part of my brain. But when Evan started to take off my shirt, my brain 
turned on again, instantly going back to Jake.

“Evan, stop.” I pushed his hands away. “I’m sorry. This just isn’t working.”
He looked at me with wide eyes, astounded. “What do you mean?”
“I think we should spend some time getting to know each other before we jump into bed again.” I shrugged 

helplessly. “Maybe try actually dating?”
“Dating?” His lips twitched, either from humor or annoyance. I couldn’t tell which. “I thought that’s what 

we were doing.”
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“Are you being serious?” I really couldn’t tell. “So far, our time together has consisted of me coming over at 
night, drinking some wine, and then having sex.”

Evan nodded. “Yes. Exactly. Dating.”
I froze. Was he being serious? He was smiling, but I could tell from his eyes that he meant what he said.
“I should go.” I put down my wine glass and stood up, smoothing down my shirt. “This isn’t a good idea.”
“Camryn, relax. I was kidding.” Evan stood up and grabbed my elbow. “Don’t go. We can just sit and talk.”
“I appreciate the offer, but I really think I should go home.” I tried to politely extract my arm from his grip.
Evan stared hard at me, debating. Finally, he nodded. “Okay. I’ll call you cab.”
When it arrived, he walked me to the elevator, kissed me on the cheek, and told me to have a good night.
I expected that to be the end of things with Evan. I had shot him down and he hadn’t seemed too pleased 

about it. But he texted me the next day and said that it had been great to see me again and that he would call when 
he was back in Paris next week. The text certainly didn’t help with my confusion.

“I’m sick of your boy drama,” Macy announced on Monday morning. She had listened to my story with a 
perturbed look on her face. “Pick one. Set the other one free so I can date him.”

“I know, I know. Poor me.” Even I was tired of hearing about my drama. “What shall we talk about instead?”
“How about the photo shoot we going to this afternoon. It should be awesome.”
Macy and I had been chosen to represent Evelyn Rose Fashions at a magazine shoot. It was kind of a big deal, 

and a lot of our coworkers were jealous of our opportunity.
“Who is the photographer?” I asked, hoping it was someone ridiculously famous.
“I’m not sure, but Couture Magazine only works with the very best.” Macy glanced over my shoulder, her 

eyes narrowing. “More flowers?”
It was true. Another bouquet of roses was placed on my desk, much to the dismay of the single women 

around me. My desk now appeared to be hidden in a rose garden.
Another short note: Sorry about last night.
Evan was certainly making it hard for me to stay mad about his standoffish behavior the previous night.
“Three days of roses in a row?” Macy’s eyebrows raised. “You must be amazing in bed.”
“Well, I am. But I’m not sure that’s what all of this is about,” I said, gesturing to the floral spread.
“You are being wooed.” Macy stood up to walk back to her desk. “Enjoy it while it lasts. Once he starts 

regularly getting the milk for free, the roses will stop.”
In a couple of hours, we were organizing outfits on a rooftop in the heart of Paris. Roses were long forgotten 

as I worked on quickly hemming a skirt. The models were busy getting their hair and makeup done and the 
photographer was busy studying the lighting. I don’t know why, but I was surprised that the photographer was 
female.

“That’s Clara Beringer. She’s in the top five for female photographers in Europe,” Macy explained as she 
detangled a stack of gold necklaces.

“I’ve never heard of her,” I admitted.
Clara was a typical French beauty; long, dark hair. Pouty lips. Curvy body. I was sure that she had no 

problem finding dates on a Friday night.
“Ladies!” She waved to both of us, her words heavily accented when she said, “A little help, please.”
So Macy and I stood in for the models while Clara made adjustments with her equipment.
“Two steps to the left, darling.”
We stepped this way, leaned that way. Lifted and tucked and turned. It was quite fun, actually, pretending to 

be a model.
Clara said as she looked through the lens, “You should be a model.”
“Oh, no.” I blushed hard. “I could never master the catwalk.”
“The camera loves you,” she said.
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“You sound like Evan,” I muttered.
Clara lowered the camera. “You don’t mean Evan Carter?”
I hadn’t expected her to get the reference. But then I remembered that they were both photographers, so 

maybe I should’ve been more careful.
“I do, actually.” I tried not to be bothered by the way she looked at me. “Do you know Evan?
“We used to be involved romantically,” she said, lips pressed tight together.
“Oh.” Now I was starting to feel self-conscious. Not only was Clara beautiful, she also had photography in 

common with Evan. She understood him in a way that I never could.
Clara smirked. “Good luck, darling. He’s quite a handful.”
I wanted to ask what she meant, but the models were ready now and we were wasting precious daylight 

hours.
Clara was an efficient photographer. She hurried through the shoot until she got to the last outfit. “This 

does not look right,” she said, squinting into one of her monitors. She turned to me. “You. Put it on.”
“Me?” I squeaked. “Put the dress on?”
“Yes.”
She acted like it was the most obvious thing in the world. I was stupefied.
“Why?”
Clara gave me an annoyed look that I was sure she had perfected when she was just a baby. “Because I say so. 

Okay?”
Macy wisely grabbed my arm and pulled me over to the changing area. She hurried to strip the model of the 

dress while I stood stubbornly with my arms crossed over my chest.
“You better undress,” Macy said, giving me a worried look. “If you don’t cooperate, I think Clara might 

throw you off this roof.”
“Don’t be dramatic.” But I shot a nervous glance in Clara’s direction.
“Listen, Cam. Clara Beringer thinks you should be a model. Don’t ask questions, don’t put up a protest. Just 

do it.”
I didn’t have the energy to put up a fight. When Macy made up her mind about something, it was almost 

impossible to change it. So I hurried into the dress and begrudgingly took my place in front of the camera.
Apparently my uncomfortableness and annoyance were a good partnership because Clara insisted that 

whatever I was doing was working. She offered to show me the shots afterward but I was too embarrassed to look. 
Macy hovered anxiously over her shoulder and gave me a double thumbs up.

“These are hot!”
I quickly redressed in my normal, boring clothes. While Macy continued to scour the photos, I got busy 

packing up the wardrobe. We had the roof top reserved for only an hour more so we didn’t have a lot of time to mess 
around.

“Mace, we need to get moving.”
“Yeah, yeah. Alright.”
She eventually came over to help, but not without also grilling me about my lack of desire to become a 

model.
“It’s just weird. That’s all. Most girls dream of growing up to do something like that and you are acting like 

you just had a root canal. Without drugs.”
“I know.” She had a point. Maybe I was overreacting. “I’ve just only ever wanted to be a designer. Modeling 

isn’t really my thing.”
“Well, those pictures tell a different story.” She grinned at me. “Besides, who says you can only do one? Why 

not be a designer and a model?”
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I thought about what Macy said all night. The truth was that so far in Paris, I hadn’t been doing any 
designing at all. I had hoped that with my internship with Evelyn Rose, I would get a chance to show her some of my 
designs and get some tips. But the reality was the Evelyn was barely ever in the studio, and when she was there, she 
was far too busy to look at my sketches.

If I was going to pursue my dream, I needed to make opportunities for myself instead of waiting for other 
people to notice my talent. 

The next day, I cornered Macy at lunch and showed her some of my designs. I made her promise to give me 
honest feedback, and I knew that she would. She wasn’t one to mince words, even if it meant saving my feelings.

“These are good, Cam,” she said, sounding surprise. “Really good. I would wear this stuff.”
For Macy, that was the highest of compliments. She was incredibly picky when it came to her wardrobe 

choices. She exclusively wore designer clothing, nothing off the rack. I wasn’t sure she even know how to say the 
word sale.

“And you aren’t just saying that to be nice?” I asked nervously.
“Me? Nice?” She scoffed. “That’s not something you ever have to worry about. You should show these to 

Evelyn. She might be able to give you some advice.”
I shook my head. “No. I’m sure she gets this kind of stuff all the time. I don’t want to bother her.”
“Okay, but if you don’t try, you’ll never succeed.”
“But I also won’t fail,” I pointed out.
Her head tilted. “Then what was the point of doing it in the first place?”
I was really getting tired of Macy constantly pointing out how foolish I was being with everything in my life. 

First guys, then modeling, and now my life’s passion.
Because we had stayed late the previous night finishing up the shoot, I was able to leave work early. I could’ve 

done a dozen different things with my time, but when I really thought about what I wanted to do, I reached for my 
phone.

“You still have my number?” Jake asked when he answered the phone.
“Lucky you. What are you up to?” I took a seat on a metal park bench, watching the lunch crowd pass by. It 

was another beautiful Parisian day.
“Getting ready for hitting practice.”
I was disappointed. “Darn. Guess that means we can’t stand in line at the Louvre for four hours together.”
“Ha.” He quickly asked, “Why don’t you come?”
“To your practice? Why?”
“So that you can see me, of course.” He sighed like he was annoyed that he even had to explain it. “You play 

tennis, don’t you?”
I started to understand what he was really asking. “Don’t get any ideas. I’m not playing tennis with you.”
“Why not?”
“Because you are the number one professional tennis player in the world, and I’m ranked second on a 

mediocre college team. If I wanted to feel bad about myself, I would spend the day with a group of French models.”
“Please. Stop being silly.” He said, “I’m sending you the address. See you in an hour.”
Before I knew what was happening, the phone went dead.
Reluctantly, I headed home to change into something athletic and took a cab to the address he sent me. I was 

certain it was a terrible idea, but I did want to see Jake, even if it meant making a fool out of myself.
When I stepped out of the cab, I hesitated across the street from the Athletic Club, taking a few deep breaths 

and catching a whiff of flowers from the floral shop to my left. Shoulders back, I crossed the street and entered the 
club.

Jake was waiting for me just inside the door, wearing hot pink shorts and a big smile. “I thought you were 
going to chicken out.”
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“Me? Never.” I made big eyes at him. “Nice shorts. They let you get away with that here?”
“I’m their prized customer. I can wear whatever I want.” He nodded down the hall. “You ready to do this?”
“Ready as I’ll ever be.”
Jake made a quick stop to borrow a women’s racquet and then he was leading me onto a private court.
“Don’t worry, I’ll go easy on you,” I teased.
My first hit was clumsy, my swing uneven. The ball went flying over Jace’s head. He ignored it, calmly 

reaching into his pocket for another ball. My second swing was better- not awesome, but decent. 
Within a couple of minutes, I had loosened up completely and was performing like the mediocre college 

tennis player I so proudly strived to be.
“Not bad, Ace,” Jake yelled as I slammed a winner past him. 
“For a girl, you mean?” I used the side of my foot against the racquet to scoop up a ball without bending 

down. Feeling flirty, I asked, “So you are impressed by my stroke?”
“I was talking about your legs, actually. Not bad.” He gave me a pointed look. “Your stroke isn’t bad either, 

from what I can see.”
We were rudely interrupted by the door to the court swinging open. A tall man appeared, not looking the 

slightest bit sorry for the intrusion.
“Wellington. Put down the racquet and let’s go get pissed!” He froze, spotting me for the first time. “Well, 

hello.”
“Hi.” I squinted, trying to place where I had seen the man. “Merrick Cohen?”
“My reputation precedes me, I see.” He turned back to Jake. “What did you tell her about me?”
Jake approached the net. “Nothing. I prefer not to talk about you at all as I have a very weak constitution 

when it comes to vile things.”
“Hilarious.” Merrick’s eyes hardened. “I wasn’t aware that you were on a date. Should I count you out for 

drinks?”
Jake started to say yes, but I stopped him.
“We’d love a drink.”
Okay, I was being obnoxious. It was pretty clear that Jake didn’t want to go, and it was even clearer that 

Merrick didn’t want me to go. But Merrick Cohen was the most infamous tennis player in the world. He was 
constantly in the tabloids for his affairs with actresses, drunken tirades in LA nightclubs, and his childish and volatile 
antics on the court. He was utterly fascinating and I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity to spend time with him 
firsthand.

“Alright then,” he said with a resigned nod of his head. “Let’s hit the pub.”
Merrick wasn’t actually British, but he liked to speak with an accent and use British slang anyway. 
At first I had found it amusing, if not a little cute. But that probably had a lot to do with his lush blond curls 

and baby blue eyes. But after an hour and two beers, I had less patience for his sloppy accent.
“It was total rubbish,” he said, ending his rant about his most recent French Open loss. I had watched it on 

television- it was brutal.
“Where are you from, Merrick?” I couldn’t take it anymore.
“Hartford.”
“Connecticut?” It was too much. “What’s with the accent?”
His eyes narrowed threateningly. “What’s with the hair?”
Instinctively, I ran a hand over my dark locks. Nothing seemed out of place. I assumed that he was just being 

a jerk.
“Merrick is a worldly sort of chap, right mate?” Jace’s words dripped with sarcasm.
“You looked rough on the court today, Wellington,” Merrick said, choosing to ignore it. “I shouldn’t have 

any trouble beating you next weekend.”
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“I’m sure you’ll have a lot of trouble just making it to the match next weekend.” Jake didn’t smile or 
otherwise hint that he might be kidding.

“We’ll see.”
The two men stared at each other, looking so angry I wasn’t sure why they had even bothered with the 

drinks. If they were enemies, why did Merrick invite Jake for drinks in the first place?
“What’s with the attitude?” I asked Jake when Merrick had gone to the restroom.
“Merrick is a tool,” he replied easily. “He gets off on being a jerk.”
“Then why pretend otherwise? What are we doing here?”
Jake huffed. “You signed us up for this, remember? I was planning to say no.”
“Fair enough.” It still didn’t explain their twisted friendship though. “You don’t usually get so annoyed. 

Merrick might be a tool, but what did he ever do to you? Did he steal your girlfriend or something?”
“Yes, actually.” Jace’s face hardened. “Last year.”
“Oh.”
Now I felt like a complete fool. It was bad enough that I had put my foot in my mouth in a big way, but I 

had also injected myself into Jace’s personal life.
“Sorry.”
He shrugged. “It’s in the past.”
“Who was she?” I had to admit, I was intrigued.
“You know Katrina?”
“Katrina Vellova?” I gasped. She was only the best female tennis player, and a successful model. Nearly all of 

my guy friends back home were obsessed with her.
Jake didn’t seem as impressed. “That’s the one. We started dating after last year’s U.S. Open. Three months 

later, I found out she was screwing Merrick.”
“She’s an idiot,” I said spontaneously. It didn’t take a genius to see that Jake was definitely the better man. By 

a long shot.
“Yeah, but she doesn’t seem to care. Trina is all about doing what she wants with little regard to the 

consequences.”
“You still talk to her?” I told myself that I wasn’t jealous. I wasn’t.
“I see her at the tournaments. We keep up a civil façade.” He smiled tightly. “Same with Merrick.”
Now it made sense. “You don’t want to give the tabloids anything to print.”
“It doesn’t hurt that I was never in love with Trina. We had a little fun, but that was it. I moved on pretty 

quickly.”
“Heart of stone?” I asked lightly.
“Something like that.” He pointed to my empty glass. “How would you feel about bailing while Merrick is in 

the bathroom?”
I laughed. “Only if we also stick him with the bill.”
“Deal.”
We were still laughing a few blocks up the street. That was when I realized why I was so struck by Jake- I 

enjoyed the person I became with him.
“We should’ve ordered a bunch of stuff before we left,” I said, wiping tears from my eyes.
“Next time.” Jake had been quicker to compose himself and he was busy reading a message on his phone. “So 

I know the art thing didn’t work out so great last time, but any interest in stopping by my friend’s gallery later? I sort 
promised I’d make an appearance.”

“Art?” I wrinkled my nose. “Naked art?”
He laughed. “I’m not sure, but you probably need to start appreciating naked art considering who you are 

dating.”
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“Not dating,” I corrected. “Have dated. One time. And a half. One and a half times.”
“Half?” He frowned. “How is that even possible?”
“Ended early.” I didn’t really feel like getting into the details. Especially when I still didn’t understand what 

the details meant. “What time is the art thing?”
He checked the time on his phone. “We can go now. It’s just up the street.”
“Now?” I looked down at my sweatpants and sneakers. “Like this?”
“Sure. It’s one of those trendy, contemporary places. No one will even notice what we are wearing.” He had 

at least changed out of the pink shorts back at the club. But his black track pants were still quite casual.
“I don’t know...” The French culture was so different that I found it hard to believe that we could show up 

in athletic gear and no one would notice.
Jake waved away my concerns and within five minutes, we were in the gallery lobby. One look around 

proved that he had been right. The other patrons were dressed in trendy and even wild apparel. I saw short shorts, 
ripped jeans, and even a Mohawk.

“What is this place?” I muttered, looking around in bewilderment. It looked more like a hipster 
neighborhood in Chicago rather than an art gallery in Paris.

“This place is kind of underground on the art scene. They host artists that get turned away from the bigger 
places. A lot of contemporary artists got their start here.” He shot me a quick glance. “Including your boyfriend.”

I glared back.
“I’m going to see if my friend is in the back. You should go check out some of the work. It’s pretty 

interesting.”
Interesting was putting it mildly. The art inside was definitely on the contemporary side. I found a pile of 

trash that was on display and a group in front of it, dressed all in black, muttering seriously as they studied it. I 
couldn’t understand what they were saying, but I had a good idea that it wasn’t the same thoughts that were running 
through my head.

I left the first room, with its artistically styled pile of trash, and headed to the second room. The room held 
about thirty people, all of whom seemed excited by whatever was on display.

A woman to my right was talking to her friend in English and I listened in when I heard Evan’s name.
“This is part of Evan Carter’s newest collection. I’m not really a fan of his work, but he is certainly talented.”
Evan’s work was in this gallery?
I hurried to the nearest piece and was surprised to see my own face staring back at me. Well not staring, 

exactly, since in the photo my eyes were closed.
It had been taken from a close range, so close that you could see every curve and angle of my face. It was 

unsettling.
But it only got worse. Much worse.
When I saw the second photo, I knew exactly when it had been taken. The morning I had woken up at 

Evan’s and caught him with a camera. The pictures he had sworn to destroy. Now they were blown up and on 
display for everyone to see.

I was on display for everyone to see.
Slowly, I circled the room in shock. The photos stopped short of showing me completely naked, but they 

also left nothing to the imagination. My face flushed hotly, my heart beat furiously. I was angry and horrified and 
embarrassed and upset all at the same time.

Whatever my confusion had been about Evan, my mind was made up now.
“Cam. I want you to meet my friend-”
Jake stopped abruptly when I turned to face him. One look at my face told him that something was horribly 

wrong. But when he looked over my shoulder, eyes immediately finding the problem, I became even more horrified.
I couldn’t face him, so I ran.
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Through the gallery and outside, I ran without looking back. I was sure that once Jake put the pieces 
together, he would come after me. But I couldn’t handle that, so I ran down the street until I spotted a cab.

Breathlessly, I huffed out my address and then sank into the leather seat, wishing I could disappear. And as 
mad as I was at Evan, as much as I wanted to punch him or kick him in the crotch, I was even more mad at myself. 

Jake called three times before I even got home. He left messages each time, but I didn’t listen to them. 
Whatever he said, I was sure it was going to make me feel even worse. There was nothing anyone could say right now 
that would take away the sting of what had just happened.

It took me three day to even be able to leave my apartment. Even then, it was only to get some food. Since I 
had been doing nothing but sitting at home, eating my feelings, I’d gone through every item in the fridge and pantry.

Jake called a dozen times every day until I finally sent him a text saying that I didn’t want to talk, text, or see 
him. It ended up being phrased much harsher than I intended, but it did the trick. He left me alone.

Jen called just as I got home from the store. She had no idea what had happened, only that I sounded like 
crap when I answered the phone.

“Are you sick?” She instantly sounded like a concerned mom.
“Sick of everything,” I muttered.
It was the wrong thing to say. Jen was a worrier by nature, and even more so when it came to her little sister.
“What’s wrong?”
“I had a... thing happen to me.” I still wasn’t sure whether I should tell her the full story. I didn’t want her to 

be disappointed in me.
“A thing?” Her voice shot up three octaves.
Now I had to tell her. Whatever she was imaging was probably worse than reality.
I told Jen everything, starting at the very beginning, the night when I met Jake and Evan. While she did sigh 

disapprovingly when I mentioned spending the night at Evan’s, she huffed much louder at the part about him taking 
my picture.

“He’s a scumbag, Cammy. How could you be so oblivious?”
“He’s a photographer! His profession is taking pictures of people.” I tried to make it sound like it wasn’t that 

big of a deal, but Jen wasn’t stupid.
“He didn’t take a picture of you in front of the Eiffel Tower. He took naked photos of you, while you were 

sleeping, without your permission. Scumbag.”
In Jen’s world, everything was that simple. I had always thought she was narrow-minded for seeing the world 

only in black and white, but maybe that type of singular morality would’ve kept me out of my current predicament.
“If you think he’s a scumbag already, you’re going to really hate him when you hear the rest of the story.”
At the end of the story, Jen said nothing. Silence meant that she was furious. After a few minutes of silence, I 

started to worry.
“Say something, Jen.”
“Come home.” She sounded like she had been crying. “Pack up your stuff and come home.”
“What?” It wasn’t something I had considered, even at my lowest moments. “I can’t come home, Jen.”
She said anxiously, “Yes, you can. Not only that, you should.”
“There’s nothing for me at home anyway. Not anymore.”
It was low of me to throw that in her face. She had agonized for months before moving in with her 

boyfriend.
“You’re an adult now, Camryn. I can’t give up my life just because you need me to pick up the pieces of 

yours.”
Even though her words were harsh, I knew that she was right. I had been selfishly treating her like my 

mother for years.
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“I’m not coming home, Jen. I can’t just run away from this.” It was then that I realized I had already been 
running away from it.

“Okay.” She sighed. “Do me a favor?”
“Sure.”
“Get your head out of your ass and give that Jake guy a chance.”
It wasn’t what I had been expecting her to say at all. For one thing, Jen was never that graphic. For another, I 

hadn’t even realized that Jake had been part of the story.
“I can’t do that, Jen. I don’t want to see him. I’m mortified.”
Just remembering the look on his face when he realized it was me in the picture on the wall made me blush.
“This isn’t that big of a deal,” she said. “It’s just a few art shots. It’s not like someone released a sex tape of 

you.”
Now I knew that she was trying to make me feel better. And it was working.
“You’ve done way more embarrassing things than this. Like that time you fell of the stage in your third grade 

Christmas show. Or the time you got drunk and threw up on Mom’s boyfriend.”
“This isn’t helping,” I said through my laughter. “You’re just making me feel terrible about everything else in 

my life, too.”
“Look. You do silly things sometimes. You jump into things before thinking it out. But that doesn’t make 

you a bad person. It doesn’t mean you should be embarrassed when things don’t work out. It means you’re human. 
And it’s what makes you so awesome.”

Jen was the perfect big sister. She always knew how to say exactly the thing I needed to hear. She loved me 
unconditionally and accepted me even with all of my faults.

“I love you, sissy,” I said.
“Yeah, yeah. Go fix your life.” She paused. “I love you, too.”
Feeling slightly better after talking to Jen, I put away the box of cookies I had almost finished off during our 

call and hit the shower. With clean hair, scrubbed skin, and fresh clothes, my mood improved enough that I tried 
calling Jake.

I got his voicemail.
Hearing his voice asking me to leave a message so that he could get back to me made me freeze. I ended up 

hanging up without saying anything.
I started to think more about my conversation with Jen and realized that she hadn’t been completely wrong 

in telling me that I might as well just go home. I had come to Paris with the sole purpose of launching my career, and 
so far that had been the last thing on my mind. That needed to change.

My pencils and sketchpad had been sitting on the desk, untouched, for weeks. It was time to put an end to 
the dry spell.

With a large mug of coffee, I settled at the desk. Guided by the bright sunlight streaming through the 
window in front of me, I started to draw.
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NOVEMBER

November 12
Do you remember that time in high school when I had a huge crush on Steve Neilson? That senior with the 

perfect smile and “one-in-a-million” arm? I made you got to every baseball game that season. And when prom rolled 
around, I was certain he was going to ask me. I had been flirting with him every day for six months straight, letting him 
copy my physics homework every morning.

Then I found out he was going with Mellie Kingston, but he said they were just friends. So I was sure that meant 
he still liked me. I ended up going to prom with Jake Allis, but in my heart I was sure I would end the night in Steve’s 
arms on the dance floor. In my head, it played out just like a Ringwald movie.

They announce the prom king and queen and Steve takes the stage next to some pretty blond. Just before they 
start to play the music for the royalty dance, Steve grabs the mic and professes his love for me. We melt into each other’s 
arms and kiss romantically...

Yeah. Twenty minutes into prom, I caught him in the corner going at it with Mellie.
He never talked to me again after that night.
You’re probably wondering why I’m bringing this up after so many years. It was such a silly thing for me to hold 

onto. But I hold onto it anyway because I’ve always thought that when I find the one, the person I’m meant to be with, it 
will feel just like that dream. It might not happen that way, especially since I doubt I’ll ever be attending a prom again, 
but I believe that it will be like one of those moments in the movie where the leading character realizes they have to do 
something bold, right then and there, or risk losing the other person forever.

And now I don’t feel like such a fool for holding onto that dream for all these years, because that exact thing 
happened to me last night.

Jake never called me back. I couldn’t really blame him though. He’d done nothing but try to be there for me since 
the beginning of our friendship and I’d done nothing but push him away. I caught a couple of his matches on 
television and he was struggling. Compared to the match Macy and I had gone to, he looked like a different player.

When I wasn’t busy obsession over Jace’s every swing, I was busy sketching. I filled three different pads with 
my designs and after a lot of internal debate and hesitation, I finally showed them to Evelyn.

She didn’t throw her arms up in defeat, whaling that my work made hers look like childish drawings. But she 
also didn’t say they were crap. She studied them carefully, picked one from the pile, and said, “This one is better than 
mediocre. This one I can do something with. It’s going in the show.”

The “show” was Evelyn’s event on Saturday night to raise money for her charity. It wasn’t as huge as one of 
her seasonal shows, but it was a big deal for me. This was the first time one of my designs would be shown at a public 
event. I was floored.

When Saturday rolled around, I was a mess for multiple reasons. One, because of the event itself. Evelyn had 
put me in charge of the runway portion of the event. It was a lot of responsibility. Two, my design had made it in 
and I was anxious about how it would go over. But the last reason was one that had come to me just the night before.

I was going to watch Jake play in the title match of the tournament. He hadn’t invited me and he didn’t 
know that I was coming, but I hoped that would make it an even grander gesture. I had to drop quite a bit of cash for 
the ticket, but when I saw him walk onto the court it was totally worth it.
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I realized that not seeing him or talking to him for a week had made me miss him like crazy. I wanted to 
jump out of my seat, over the wall, and onto the court. But I also knew that it was better if I didn’t do anything at all. 
Jake was facing off against Merrick, and he needed to focus.

He stayed focused all through warm-ups. His eyes never flitted to the crowd, not even when a gaggle of girls 
yelled his name in unison.

Throughout the first set, he continued to struggle to find his game. His serve was erratic and his volleys were 
terrible. Someone next to me commented that they had never seen him play so poorly. Merrick wasn’t even playing 
that well, but he was winning each game handily.

At the end of the set, Jake walked over to the sidelines with his head down. He had lost. Badly.
I couldn’t help it. I had to say something. “Come on, Jake!”
It was barely a yell. More like loud speaking. Other people around me were being much loudly. But 

somehow, Jake managed to hear me. His head shot up and he looked directly at me.
His eyes widened in surprise and I smiled. After a long moment, he returned it with a dazzling smile of his 

own.
The second set went much better. He started killing his serve, delivering ace after ace. His volleys were nailed 

with precision. He never looked into the stands again, but I knew that he knew I was there, cheering after every shot.
When it was all over and Jake was presented with the trophy, he finally looked at me again. He said 

something to one of the staff members, pointing in my direction.
A few minutes later, I was escorted down to the court where I waited for Jake at the sideline. He finished 

posing for pictures and answering questions and then set down the trophy, almost like he didn’t care about it at all.
“You came,” he said as he approached me.
“Why are you always so surprised by that? I wouldn’t have missed this for anything.” I loved the way his 

damp hair curled at the ends, the way his smile was just slightly crooked.
“I don’t think I’ll ever stop being excited to see you,” he said.
I knew exactly what he meant.
“I have to say, I’m a little disappointed in you.”
He startled. “Really? I’ll admit, that first set was a little sloppy, but I pulled it together after-”
“No, not about the match,” I interrupted.
“Then what are you disappointed about?”
My smile grew. “How long it’s taking you to kiss me.”
He didn’t need any further encouragement.
With thousands of people still watching from the stands, Jake pulled me to him and planted his lips on 

mine. He kissed with passion and tenderness and I melted into his arms. After several long seconds, he pulled away 
and pressed his lips to my ear, whispering, “Je t’adore.’

As bad as I was at French, I knew those words. 
“I adore you, too,” I said loudly, not caring if the whole world could hear.
Unfortunately, Jake had to hit the showers and do more press interviews and I had to get to the studio to 

start preparing for Evelyn’s event. When Jake asked if he could see me later, I invited him to the party. The show 
would probably bore him, but there would be food and drinks afterward.

“It might be a little lame,” I admitted reluctantly.
“I wouldn’t miss it for anything,” he said, kissing me quickly one last time.
After I was at work for just an hour, another bouquet of flowers arrived. I had received one every single day 

at work since that first time. But this time when I read the note, I knew that I had been wrong this entire time- they 
had never been from Evan.

Thank you for coming today.
Je t’adore.
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~Jake
Jake. This whole time, the dozens and dozens of flowers had all been from him. That fragrant floral shop just 

outside the club, the sweet notes. It all seemed so clear now. How could I have been so blind?
But I didn’t have much time to fret over my stupidity because we had a show to prepare. It took a lot of time 

to pack up everything, drive it over to the event space, and set everything up. I was sweating by the time it was done.
Macy made me take a break to fix my hair and put on a nice dress.
“We might be working, but we still need to look good,” she said diplomatically.
I borrowed one of the spare dresses we had brought, ran my hands through my tangled hair, and wiped away 

some stray mascara.
“Good enough,” I said after one last glance the mirror.
“It’s show time!” Macy sang out.
In a flurry of activity, everyone got into position. Loud music filled the space and I counted the beats in my 

head before sending the first model out. Then one by one, I sent the rest. When it was time for Evelyn’s curtain call, 
she grabbed my hand and pulled me out with her. It was impossible to see anything with the flashing camera lights 
blinding us, but I smiled shyly and tried not to duck behind Evelyn.

After the show, Macy and I hurried to clean up so that we could attend the rest of the party. Each of the 
pieces from the show were being auctioned off to raise money for Evelyn’s charity, and I was both excited and 
nervous to see if anyone would buy my dress. We carefully hung each item and then rolled them out to the auction 
area.

“I bid one trillion dollars on the beautiful American,” a voice behind me said.
Before I even turned around, I was grinning like a fool. When I saw Jake standing in front of me in a 

perfectly tailored suit, his hair neatly groomed for once, my stomach lurched and my heart raced.
“You came.” I had to admit, part of me had worried that he wouldn’t come and I had desperately wanted to 

see him.
“I came.” He reached for my hand, threading his fingers through mine. “You looked amazing on that stage. 

I’m pretty sure everyone thought you were one of the models.”
“Stop.” I blushed furiously, ducking my head.
Jake hooked a finger under my chin, gently lifting my head until I looked at him. He didn’t say anything, but 

he didn’t have to. I could see what he was thinking in his eyes.
Raising up on my toes, I kissed him long and hard until someone called my name. It was hard to come back 

to reality, but I still had an event to run.
“I have to go,” I said reluctantly. “But I’ll find you soon. Don’t go far.”
“I’ll be waiting.”
I hurried off to find Macy. We had to make sure the food was served, the bar was still fully stocked, the 

auction was running smoothly, and so many other things that I couldn’t keep track.
When we sat down to collect the highest bids for each auction piece, I put Macy in charge of the clothing 

bids. I was too nervous that my piece might not have gotten any bid at all. Some of the other auction items were 
pretty amazing. Exotic trips, autographed paraphernalia, one-of-a-kind artwork. We even had a piece by Evan, 
though thankfully it was not one in which I was the star.

It looked like Evelyn had rich and generous friends because we had raised nearly a quarter of a million dollars 
in one night. Impressive.

I found Jake near the stage as Evelyn prepared to announce the winners. His arm went around me easily, like 
it was the hundredth time instead of the first. I liked how natural it felt to nestle against his strong body.

“Thank you everyone for coming,” Evelyn said. In true Evelyn fashion, she delivered her speech in both 
English and French, transitioning easily between the languages. I was surprised to realize that I understood some of 
the French as well. Apparently I had been learning the language through immersion without even realizing it.



37

“The next item up, our last item, is actually our highest selling item of the evening. This particular piece is 
very near and dear to my heart.” Evelyn paused as the crowd murmured excitedly. “The stunning dress designed by 
Camryn Ellis has been won by Mr. Jake Wellington for $20,000.”

The crowd applauded loudly while I fought the urge to pass out. Surely I hadn’t heard that right. $20,000?
“What did you do?” I asked Jake, stupefied.
“I made an investment,” he said casually. “Think how much that dress is going to be worth when you are a 

world-renowned designer.”
“That’s too much money!” I protested.
He shrugged. “I couldn’t risk someone else out-bidding me. I had to ensure that I would get a chance to see 

you in that dress.”
“Me?” Again, stupefied. “You want me to wear the dress?”
“Tomorrow night. On our first date.” He smiled coyly. “I figured if I spent $20,000 on something for you to 

wear, you’re going to look like a real jerk if you don’t say yes.”
I winced. “I hate to break it to you, but I would’ve said yes anyway.”
“Good to know.” His arm tightened around me, giving me a gentle squeeze. “You should know that we 

might have to eat fast food on this date. I did just drop twenty grand.”
“Sucker.” I smiled up at him adoringly. “Tell you what, we can split the dinner bill.”
“Beautiful and generous... how did I get so lucky?”
“Excuse me.” A tap on my shoulder.
I turned, expecting it to be someone from the studio needing me to get back to work. Instead, it was a man I 

didn’t recognize.
“I’m sorry to interrupt,” he said in perfect English. “I’d like to speak with you for a second.”
“Okay.” I suddenly felt very nervous.
“I recently saw some photographs of you.”
I tensed and my stomach turned over. Here was the moment I had been dreading since seeing those photos 

hanging in the gallery.
Jace’s arm tightened around me and I could see that he was clenching his jaw.
“And?”
“And I have a modeling agency back in New York. I would really like for you to join our team.” He reached 

into his pocket and his hand came back holding a business card. “Think about it and when you’re ready to talk 
seriously, give me a call.”

I studied the business card, my hand shaking. Damien Summers, CEO of Summer Modeling Agency.
“That was interesting,” I said, focusing on keeping my composure.
“I wanted to punch him,” Jake admitted.
Macy spotted me from across the room and hurried over. “Did I just see you talking to Damien Summers?”
“Yeah.”
“Ohmygosh.”
“You know who he is?” I had never heard his name.
“He’s the biggest deal in modeling agencies. He discovered Tamra, Kate, Lexi. The list goes on forever. 

When he asked me about you, I could hardly believe it.” She spoke so quickly it all came out in one breath.
“He asked you about me?” I really hoped he hadn’t mentioned the photos. I still hadn’t told Macy about 

them.
She nodded emphatically. “He saw those photos that Clara took on the roof and thought you were amazing. 

I think he wants you to sign with his agency. Isn’t that amazing?”
Clara’s photos. Not Evan’s. I breathed a huge sigh of relief.
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“I’m not a model, Mace.” Now that I knew the real situation, I could think more reasonably. “I can’t even 
walk in high heels without tripping.”

“You’ll learn. It’s too good of an opportunity to pass up.” She grabbed my arm. “Just think, you model for 
some big names and suddenly everyone knows who you are. Just Camryn, no last name necessary. And then people 
start asking you about your fashionable clothes and you say, oh this? This is my design. Suddenly you’re an even 
bigger designer than Evelyn!”

“Slow down. Breathe.” I couldn’t help but laugh at her excitement. “Focus on the present. We still have an 
event to run.”

She took a few deep breaths. “Okay. You’re right. That reminds me- Evelyn was looking for you in the 
garden.”

“Thanks for telling me so promptly.” I rolled my eyes. So typical. “Jake, will you be alright on your own for a 
bit?”

“I think I can manage,” he said with a wink.
“Don’t worry, friend. I’ll keep him company.” Macy exaggerated an eyebrow waggle. “Go.”
It took almost five minutes to weave my way through the crowd and get to the garden. Evelyn greeted me 

excitedly.
“Wonderful event, dear!” She smacked her lips against both of my cheeks. “Everything has been fabulous. 

Thanks so much for you hard work.”
“Of course. It was my pleasure.” It truly was. Evelyn was an awesome boss. “We raised a lot of money.”
“You are responsible for a good chunk of that,” she said, a bit awed. “It took me years to sell a piece for five 

figures and you did it on your first night!”
“Well, the buyer was a friend,” I admitted.
She smiled wickedly. “More than a friend, I’d say. Hopefully he isn’t demanding a quid pro quo.”
“Don’t worry. He’s a good guy.” I realized that Evelyn treated me more like a daughter than my own mother 

did.
“I need to get back to entertaining guests, but I wanted to congratulate you.” Another round of cheek kisses. 

“Have a fantastic evening, dear.”
My fantastic evening lasted about two minutes. On my way back inside, I spotted a familiar face, one that 

made every muscle in my body tense.
“Camryn!”
Evan approached me easily, not a care in the world. Either he didn’t know that I knew about the photos, or 

he didn’t care.
“It’s been too long, sweetheart.”
“Don’t.” I stepped back as he reached for me, feeling very much like I might projectile vomit on him. Or 

punch him in the face. “Don’t touch me, and don’t call me sweetheart.”
His face hardened. “You saw the exhibit.”
“I saw my naked body on display without my permission,” I corrected. “How could you do that?”
“Don’t sound so indignant, Cam. You knew that I wasn’t going to delete those photos. I think you wanted 

me to use them, you just wanted to reserve the right to act outraged about it.” He leered at me. “I think we both 
know you aren’t as prudish as you pretend.”

“You asshole.” I spoke a little too loudly and a few heads turned.
Evelyn and her friends had gone inside already and I didn’t recognize any of the other onlookers. I carefully 

weighed whether it would be acceptable for me to punch him in front of these people, then decided against it. I 
didn’t want to risk ruining the event.

“Please. You should be flattered that I would include you in my work. You’re a pretty girl, Cam, but you 
aren’t exactly up to my usual standards.”
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“Excuse you?” My restraint was quickly fading.
“You’re a little... how do I put this? Ordinary. Average. Less than amazing.”
I had been so blind with fury that I hadn’t even realized that others had joined us. It wasn’t until I heard 

Macy gasp that I noticed she and Jake were standing nearby. While I had been able to just barely hold back my rage, 
Jake didn’t even try.

He punched Evan directly in the face without a second of hesitation.
Evan screamed and grabbed his face with both hands. As he started to double over in pain, Jake grabbed him 

by the lapels and pulled him close.
“You are an insignificant prick. You’re art is blasé and derivative at best. In two years, no one will even 

remember your name. If you ever talk to Camryn again, I’ll do much worse than this. And if you don’t take down 
those photos, I’ll take you down.”

Then he tossed him aside and turned to me. “Let’s go back inside. I’d like to get away from this piece of shit.”
I took his outstretched hand, no longer hiding my smile.
“Gladly.”
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DECEMBER

December 13
It’s hard to believe, but Jake and I have been dating for a full month. Even harder to believe is how easy 

everything has been. He doesn’t play games, doesn’t hide what he’s thinking. He really is one of the best guys I’ve ever 
known and I’m still convinced that I’m going to screw it up.

I’m leaving Paris in a few days, and it feels like I just got here. This place was so scary and confusing at first, but 
now it feels like home. Maybe that’s because Evelyn and Macy are here. And Jake. How am I going to leave them?

Evelyn has offered me a position with the studio if I want to come back after graduation, but I’m not sure if I’ll 
take it. I guess I could always give modeling a shot, too...

Jake is going to come visit me in Chicago in a couple of weeks. I can’t wait for you to meet him. I think you’ll 
really like him. I’m not sure how we will keep the relationship going long distance, but we’re both willing to try. He’s 
having me over to his place tonight. It’s probably hard to believe, but I haven’t been there yet. He insisted we take it slow 
for the first month and really get to know each other. I know- what’s wrong with him, right? So far, nothing.

I need to sign off so I can get ready, but I’ll see you in about a week. Love you bunches, Scottie. 

My hand was shaking as I pushed the buzzer for Jace’s apartment. He buzzed me in right away and my legs felt shaky 
as I took the stairs up one flight. I was wearing the dress- the one that Jake had paid so much money for and the one 
that I had worn on our first date. He said that he loved the way it looked on me and I wanted him to get his money’s 
worth.

“Whoa.” He opened the door and instantly put a hand on his chest. “You literally just took my breath away.”
“Yeah, yeah, cheeseball. Let’s move this along.” I smiled so he would know that I was just teasing him. We 

both knew that he was the sentimental one in our relationship.
Jake didn’t let me move things too far along. He gave me a long kiss, hands skimming the silky fabric of the 

dress. “We could just stay right here for a while,” he muttered into my neck.
“The door is still open,” I reminded him. I’d already had enough of an exhibitionist experience in Paris.
He kicked the door shut with his foot. “Better?”
“Are you trying to avoid showing me your place?” I asked when he resumed kissing my neck.
“I’m trying to turn you on, silly,” he said, sounding exasperated.
“News flash- you just have to exist for that to happen.” I kissed the tip of his nose, letting my body brush 

against his in just the right way. “At least show me the bedroom?”
“I don’t see how I can say no to that.” He smiled sweetly and took my hand. “I think you’ll like the view. You 

can see the Eiffel Tower.”
“I’m not here for the view, Jake.”
He laughed and led me to the bedroom. I barely glanced at the rest of his place now that my mind was 

distracted by other thoughts.
A month had been a long time for both of us, so we moved quickly as we undressed each other. Jake guided 

me to the bed, lowering me gently. He stood next to the bed, in front of the window for several seconds as he took 
me in.

I couldn’t take my eyes away from him. His body was amazing, yes, but the way that he was looking at me 
was hypnotizing.
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“You were right,” I said. “The view is amazing.”
“You deserve amazing,” he replied, then lowered himself onto the bed above me. Brushing hair from my eyes 

he said, “Vous êtes incroyable.”
Directly translated, you are incredible. But he was really saying, you are amazing.
In his arms, so safe and so happy, I didn’t worry at all about our future. I was with Jake tonight, and that was 

all that mattered. Tomorrow would come and we would face it together, but tonight was our night.
“Jake,” I said, just as his lips were about to close over mine.
He froze.
“Je t’aime,” I whispered.
I love you.
It felt so good to finally say it.
His smile was the only response I needed. It warmed me from the inside out. But Jake was never one to be 

outdone with it came to bold proclamations.
“Je t’aime pour toujours, Camryn.”
I love you forever.
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