
“Do you want a funnel cake next? Or a sausage dog, corn dog, or a caramel apple?” He 

walks backward, and I grab his arm, steering his body left and right to dodge people. 

“I shouldn’t eat anything else here as tempting as it is.” 

“Ah. You should, though, because the fair is only here once a year. What if you die 

before next year’s and this is your last chance?” 

“Then, I wouldn’t miss it because I’d be dead.” People holler about us watching where 

we’re going. It’s kind of fun to be silly and stupid without a care in the world. Except now I have 

one. A care. A worry. “The last thing I need is Robins on me more about my weight.” 

“There’s not an ounce of fat on your body, Claire.” 

Releasing him and pulling my shirt up a little, I pinch my side. “See this?” 

He chuckles and nods. “Skin. Wanna try another body part?” He waggles his eyebrows. I 

give him a playful shrug. 

I cross my arms over my chest, the heat of judgmental eyes searing me. If I had an extra 

pair of hands, I’d cover my ears. And when that didn’t work, I’d chase the voice down my ear 

canal with my fingers, but it’d only get louder until it was deafening. 

A lady shoves a bite of sugar covered fried dough in her mouth, then, as if in slow 

motion, licks each of her fingers. 

“You’re never going to be a good ballerina eating crap like that, Claire.” 

“A ballerina doesn’t drink soda, Claire.” 

“Don’t you think you’ve had enough food for the day, Claire?” 

“Claire.” Sebastian shakes my shoulders. 

“Huh?” He stares in my eyes for a second, never releasing me. I contemplate telling him 

to take me home. Who was I kidding? Audrina was right. I’m a nobody. A terrible dancer. 

Definitely not Sebastian girlfriend material. The red, white, and blue lights blink and flicker 

around us. Games buzz, kids laugh and scream. Cigarette smoke makes me want to gag, but then 

a whiff of a sausage dog makes me want to inhale the whole food truck, and the corners of 

Sebastian’s lips start to curve up as his green eyes dance like he knows exactly what I’m 

thinking, and it’s a little more than disconcerting. “If you’re hungry, you eat.” 



“Forget the food. I’m not hungry. Let me go see if I can win you a giant teddy bear, or 

something.” He grabs my hand and pulls me toward the booths lining the edges of the paths. He 

stops. “A love meter.” 

“A little early for that, don’t ya think? I mean, I don’t typically fall in love on first dates. 

And we’re a bit young.” 

“I don’t think it measures if we’re in love. Isn’t it like a future predictor thing? Like what 

our future holds?” He glances back. 

I shrug. “Do they give teddy bears?” 

He closes his eyes as he gives a small laugh. “Maybe on the next one. Come here.” 

He puts the money in, positions my hands over the cold metal, leans his front against my 

back, and wraps his arms around me so his hands are over mine. 

“Wait. I think this is a one person thing. I think this measures an individual’s sex appeal.” 

I try to point to the top, but he has my hands trapped. “See.” I bob my head toward the sign. 

He leans in to my ear. “Oops.” He lets his breath linger. My pulse accelerates as the 

meter climbs. “I wasted my money then because I already knew it was off the charts.” It dings at 

red hot, and that accurately describes every particle of my being. He lightly kisses the skin on the 

side of my neck. Who cares about teddy bears? I’ve won the only thing that matters—Sebastian 

Reyes. 

 


