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I slip my phone back in my pocket, and the door opens again, causing my heart to flip-flop in my chest. 
Luke Greenly walks in, looking wet and harried and straight from my nerdiest daydreams, carrying his 
longboard under his arm and a cardboard coffee cup in his hand. Luke and Cullen aren’t identical twins. 
Cullen is tall and wiry with dark hair. Luke’s broad shouldered and fair with longish pale blond hair, 
currently plastered to his forehead despite the hoodie under his black leather jacket. He’s also got light 
gray-blue eyes behind bold black frames, contrasting his twin’s un-spectacled dark brown ones. Yet 
somehow, when they’re together, they look the same. They move in a similar way. And, yeah, their 
accents are yummy. 

(I would never, ever admit it, but I play their podcast recordings before bed. Luke’s voice is extra 
soothing. Deep, lyrical, and crisp.) 

The owner of those golden vocals approaches, and I duck, prodding at my nearly empty cup in an effort 
to hide my flaming cheeks. The Loud Lizard is my territory, and I am cool and calm and not at all 
flustered by Luke Greenly. We’ve spoken exactly nine times since Christmas and I’m, regrettably, still 
nervous around him. Also, I’m still counting. So, that’s . . . annoying. 

“Hey-hey, Vada.” Luke clears his throat. 

“Thought we wouldn’t see you tonight. Didn’t you have plans?” Cullen asks. 

“I did, yeah. But Kazi didn’t show.” Thank God Kazi is reliably unreliable. No need to mention my Marcus 
drama to the Greenly twins. 

“Shocking,” Cullen says drolly. 

“Yeah, so I’m here. For a little longer anyway.” “Well,” says Cullen, wrapping an arm around my 
shoulders. The music dies down as the band wraps up their set. Unless it’s a special occasion, our live 
music usually ends early on Sundays, which is convenient for the Greenlys. The sound booth isn’t exactly 
soundproof in this place. “D’you need a ride home?” 

I shake my head and lean into him. “Nah, I brought my mom’s car since I planned to meet my dad. 
Wanted a quick getaway.” That part’s true anyway. 

Luke’s full lips twist in a half grin, and he removes his frames to give them a swipe on the dry edge of his 
hoodie. 

I pull out the keys Phil left me and lead Luke and Cullen down a dark hallway, away from the noise of 
glasses clinking and instruments being loaded up. I unlock the sound booth and flick on a light. 

“All yours, boys.” 

Cullen leans down and smacks a kiss on my cheek. “Thanks, doll.” 

I don’t know the Greenly twins super well, but Cullen is definitely the outgoing one. He’s also very, very 
gay. He’s been with his boyfriend, Zack, for so long they won homecoming kings this past fall by a 
landslide. Maybe that’s why I can talk to him so easily. Or maybe that’s just Cullen. His superpower is 
making people comfortable. 



But it’s rare for me to see Luke without headphones or even hear his voice in person. I give him my best 
smile, but he only nods shyly as they pass. I inwardly sigh, all lust and longing and whatever else 
alliterative pining I can come up with. You know it’s bad when I’m the social one. I wait for them to get 
hunkered down at the mics before I close the door with a soft click behind me. 

Back on the floor, I fill another cup with cherries and settle in to people watch. We have the modern 
equivalent to a jukebox in the corner that can be fed off debit cards, and someone’s clearly coming off a 
bad break because a second loop of Demi Lovato’s “Sorry Not Sorry” has started. I skim the club for the 
culprit. My money’s on the black-haired beauty with Cover Girl’s Matte #5 stained on her one, two, 
three straws. “Get it, girl,” I mumble under my breath. Demi is a perfectly respectable breakup diva. See 
also: Sam Smith and Ray LaMontagne. 

The door flings open with a gust of icy air, and Kazi appears in his pale, full-on dread-headed glory. I 
glance at my watch. Ohhhhh, he’s late. Or, later. Phil’s not gonna be happy. 

I pass the keys to Kazi with a bored scowl. “You get to wake up Phil,” I say. He winces, and I don’t bother 
to hide my smile. “Also, he was expecting you half an hour ago, so.” 

Grabbing my jacket from behind the bar and feeling for my keys, I wave goodbye to Ben and head out 
into the night. My breath huffs out in front of me. I unlock my door with a beep and immediately lock it 
behind me, turning on the heater and heated seats full blast and letting the ringing in my ears from an 
afternoon spent in a noisy club dissipate. 

But I don’t like the silence. What I want is to walk back into the bar and perch on a stool and listen to 
breakup songs and banter with Cullen and let Phil preach at me. I want to help Ben pour drinks, cast 
dirty looks at Kazi, and wait for the moment Luke leaves and see if I can’t earn one last shy smile from 
him. I want to stay here. I want to delay the moment when I have to face my hurt feelings—or worse, 
my mom’s hurt feelings, because even after all this time, Marcus is still breaking two hearts with one 
drunken accusation. 

After a minute, I release a slow breath and reluctantly pull my seat belt across my lap, backing out of my 
space to drive home. My real home, and not just the place that feels like it. 


