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#1 New York Times bestselling author Colleen Hoover returns with a new heart-wrenching love
story.When Tate Collins meets airline pilot Miles Archer, she doesn't think it's love at first sight.
They wouldn’t even go so far as to consider themselves friends. The only thing Tate and Miles
have in common is an undeniable mutual attraction. Once their desires are out in the open, they
realize they have the perfect set-up. He doesn’t want love, she doesn’t have time for love, so that
just leaves the sex. Their arrangement could be surprisingly seamless, as long as Tate can stick
to the only two rules Miles has for her.Never ask about the past.Don’t expect a future.They think
they can handle it, but realize almost immediately they can’t handle it at all.Hearts get
infiltrated.Promises get broken.Rules get shattered.Love gets ugly.

“Hoover builds a terrific new-adult world here with two people growing in their careers and
discovering mature love.” (Booklist (starred review) )"A must-read book of the year! I loved every
word, I felt every moment, and I will never forget this story. I don’t give out a lot of 6 star ratings
(in fact this will be the first one I’ve given this year) but the truth is that this book went above and
beyond. The story was powerful, the writing was stunning, and the way every single piece of it
was woven together was simply breathtaking.” (Aestas, blog review )“By the end of this book, my
heart was aching and rejoicing at the same time from the countless emotions it had been
exposed to. This is the sexiest, most heart-wrenching Colleen Hoover book to date—a book that
shows us a brand new side of this author’s writing genius, and it is in my humble opinion, her
best work thus far.” (Natasha is a Book Junkie, blog review )“Colleen Hoover once again proves
she’s a master storyteller in her best and boldest work to date.” (Vilma Iris' Blog )“She's done it
again, my friends. And to be honest I didn't think she was ever going to write something I loved
more than MAYBE SOMEDAY, but I was book hung over for 2 full days after UGLY LOVE.” (Me,
My Shelf, & I, blog review )“I fell in love with this book from the very first chapter.” (Owl Always be
Reading, blog review )"Ugly Love is another hit from Colleen Hoover that will leave your heart
open and exposed to the myriad of emotions Tate and Miles' story will inflict upon it.” (Lovin Los
Libros, blog review )“ Colleen Hoover has given us a story that is full of emotion.... she stayed
true to her reputation of writing characters that are real and a story that is both compelling and
powerful.” (A Literary Perusal, blog review )"Colleen Hoover just demolished me. Completely and
100% blew me away…not that I’m surprised or anything because she never ceases to amaze
me.... I was pulled in from the beginning…and I loved every second of it!” (True Story Book Blog,
blog tour review )"Thank you for another 'rip my heart out' excursion ... and with Ugly Love you
somehow managed to do it TWICE! And I loved every bit of it!” (The Real Housewives of
Romance, blog tour review )“If you were to only read one book this year, make that book Ugly
Love.... It's definitely my favorite book of all time, and that's not a phrase that I use



lightly.” (Kayla’s Reads & Reviews, blog tour review )“I LOVED this book. I stayed up until 1:00
a.m. to finish it, something I haven’t done in ages.... Ugly Love was a riveting page-turner that I
couldn’t put down.” (Reading Books like a Boss, blog review )“Colleen is an artist. She has this
uncanny ability to take normal, everyday words and somehow turn them into the most beautiful
poetry I’ve ever read. The beauty of her lyrical writing style made me teary-eyed countless times.
She can take something so simple and make it so powerful.” (Nestled in a Book, blog
review )“Colleen Hoover does it again. She always creates a story that gets under your skin and
hits you right in the heart. Ugly Love was no exception. Miles and Tate have a very intense story
to be told and only Colleen Hoover could do it justice.” (Readers Live a 1000 Lives, blog tour
review )“I’m not sure my heart will ever forget this book. Incredible read!!!” (Flirty and Dirty Book
Blog, blog tour review )“Colleen Hoover has done it again. Her words have wholly altered me,
mind, body, and spirit. I can’t explain what I’ve done or where I’ve been the past few hours, and
the only thing that is in my mind is WOW.” (The Scarlet Siren, blog tour review )"Ugly Love
carries the kinship of stellar writing, (poetry, really), searing emotion, and a story that hits you in
your very core.” (I Heart Big Books, blog tour review)"I LOVE everything and anything that this
woman writes…This is everything we come to expect from Ms. Hoover and SO MUCH more!
You know when you come across a book and you don’t know what to say about it other than that
you loved it and it was amazing?! Well thats how I feel about Ugly Love. JUST READ IT! TRUST
ME!” (Shh Mom’s Reading, blog tour review)From the AuthorColleen Hoover is the author of five
New York Times bestselling novels.Her first series was published in 2012 and includes
SLAMMED, POINT OFRETREAT and the companion novel THIS GIRL. Her second series,
publishedin 2013, includes the #1 NYT's bestseller HOPELESS and the companionnovel,
LOSING HOPE. She has released a free novella, FINDING CINDERELLA, as a thank you to her
readers for their continued support. The novellais a companion to her Hopeless series, but can
be read as a standalone.You can follow Colleen on Instagram @colleenhoover if you want to
watch her pointless, random videos. You can also follow her on TWITTER, but sherarely tweets
anything worth following. You can also find her on herblog at colleenhoover.com or on her very
active Facebook page atfacebook.com/authorcolleenhoover where she loves to give away
freestuff when her husband isn't looking.About the AuthorColleen Hoover is the #1 New York
Times bestselling author of more than twenty-three novels, including It Ends with Us, All Your
Perfects, Ugly Love, and Verity. In 2015, Colleen and her family founded a nonprofit called The
Bookworm Box, a bookstore and monthly book subscription service. Colleen lives in Texas with
her husband and their three boys. For more information, please visit
ColleenHoover.com.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Ugly Lovechapter
oneTATE“Somebody stabbed you in the neck, young lady.”My eyes widen, and I slowly turn
toward the elderly gentleman standing at my side. He presses the up button on the elevator and
faces me. He smiles and points to my neck.“Your birthmark,” he says.My hand instinctively goes
up to my neck, and I touch the dime-sized mark just below my ear.“My grandfather used to say
the placement of a birthmark was the story of how a person lost the battle in their past life. I



guess you got stabbed in the neck. Bet it was a quick death, though.”I smile, but I can’t tell if I
should be afraid or entertained. Despite his somewhat morbid opening conversation, he can’t be
that dangerous. His curved posture and shaky stance give away that he isn’t a day less than
eighty years old. He takes a few slow steps toward one of two velvet red chairs that are
positioned against the wall next to the elevator. He grunts as he sinks into the chair and then
looks up at me again.“You going up to floor eighteen?”My eyes narrow as I process his question.
He somehow knows what floor I’m going to, even though this is the first time I’ve ever set foot in
this apartment complex, and it’s definitely the first time I’ve ever laid eyes on this man.“Yes, sir,” I
say cautiously. “Do you work here?”“I do indeed.”He nods his head toward the elevator, and my
eyes move to the illuminated numbers overhead. Eleven floors to go before it arrives. I pray it
gets here quickly.“I push the button for the elevator,” he says. “I don’t think there’s an official title
for my position, but I like to refer to myself as a flight captain, considering I do send people as
high as twenty stories up in the air.”I smile at his words, since my brother and father are both
pilots. “How long have you been flight captain of this elevator?” I ask as I wait. I swear this is the
slowest damn elevator I’ve ever encountered.“Since I got too old to do maintenance on this
building. Worked here thirty-two years before I became captain. Been sending people on flights
now for more than fifteen years, I think. Owner gave me a pity job to keep me busy till I died.” He
smiles to himself. “What he didn’t realize is that God gave me a lot of great things to accomplish
in my life, and right now, I’m so far behind I ain’t ever gonna die.”I find myself laughing when the
elevator doors finally open. I reach down to grab the handle of my suitcase and turn to him one
more time before I step inside. “What’s your name?”“Samuel, but call me Cap,” he says.
“Everybody else does.”“You got any birthmarks, Cap?”He grins. “As a matter of fact, I do. Seems
in my past life, I was shot right in the ass. Must have bled out.”I smile and bring my hand to my
forehead, giving him a proper captain’s salute. I step into the elevator and turn around to face the
open doors, admiring the extravagance of the lobby. This place seems more like a historic hotel
than an apartment complex, with its expansive columns and marble floors.When Corbin said I
could stay with him until I found a job, I had no idea he lived like an actual adult. I thought it would
be similar to the last time I visited him, right after I graduated from high school, back when he
had first started working toward his pilot’s license. That was four years and a two-story sketchy
complex ago. That’s kind of what I was expecting.I certainly wasn’t anticipating a high-rise
smack dab in the middle of downtown San Francisco.I find the panel and press the button for the
eighteenth floor, then look up at the mirrored wall of the elevator. I spent all day yesterday and
most of this morning packing up everything I own from my apartment back in San Diego. Luckily,
I don’t own much. But after making the solo five-hundred-mile drive today, my exhaustion is
pretty evident in my reflection. My hair is in a loose knot on top of my head, secured with a
pencil, since I couldn’t find a hair tie while I was driving. My eyes are usually as brown as my
hazelnut hair, but right now, they look ten shades darker, thanks to the bags under them.I reach
into my purse to find a tube of ChapStick, hoping to salvage my lips before they end up as weary-
looking as the rest of me. As soon as the elevator doors begin to close, they open again. A guy is



rushing toward the elevators, preparing to walk on as he acknowledges the old man. “Thanks,
Cap,” he says.I can’t see Cap from inside the elevator, but I hear him grunt something in return.
He doesn’t sound nearly as eager to make small talk with this guy as he was with me. This man
looks to be in his late twenties at most. He grins at me, and I know exactly what’s going through
his mind, considering he just slid his left hand into his pocket.The hand with the wedding ring on
it.“Floor ten,” he says without looking away from me. His eyes fall to what little cleavage is
peeking out of my shirt, and then he looks at the suitcase by my side. I press the button for floor
ten. I should have worn a sweater.“Moving in?” he asks, blatantly staring at my shirt again.I nod,
although I doubt he notices, considering his gaze isn’t planted anywhere near my face.“What
floor?”Oh, no, you don’t. I reach beside me and cover all the buttons on the panel with my hands
to hide the illuminated eighteenth-floor button, and then I press every single button between
floors ten and eighteen. He glances at the panel, confused.“None of your business,” I say.He
laughs.He thinks I’m kidding.He arches his dark, thick eyebrow. It’s a nice eyebrow. It’s attached
to a nice face, which is attached to a nice head, which is attached to a nice body.A married
body.Asshole.He grins seductively after seeing me check him out—only I wasn’t checking him
out the way he thinks I was. In my mind, I was wondering how many times that body has been
pressed against a girl who wasn’t his wife.I feel sorry for his wife.He’s looking at my cleavage
again when we reach floor ten. “I can help you with that,” he says, nodding toward my suitcase.
His voice is nice. I wonder how many girls have fallen for that married voice. He walks toward me
and reaches to the panel, bravely pressing the button that closes the doors.I hold his stare and
press the button to open the doors. “I’ve got it.”He nods as if he understands, but there’s still a
wicked gleam in his eyes that reaffirms my immediate dislike of him. He steps out of the elevator
and turns to face me before walking away.“Catch you later, Tate,” he says, just as the doors
close.I frown, not comfortable with the fact that the only two people I’ve interacted with since
walking into this apartment building already know who I am.I remain alone on the elevator as it
stops on every single floor until it reaches the eighteenth. I step off, pull my phone out of my
pocket, and open up my messages to Corbin. I can’t remember which apartment number he said
was his. It’s either 1816 or 1814.Maybe it’s 1826?I come to a stop at 1814, because there’s a
guy passed out on the floor of the hallway, leaning against the door to 1816.Please don’t let it be
1816.I find the message on my phone and cringe. It’s 1816.Of course it is.I walk slowly to the
door, hoping I don’t wake up the guy. His legs are sprawled out in front of him, and he’s leaning
with his back propped up against Corbin’s door. His chin is tucked to his chest, and he’s
snoring.“Excuse me,” I say, my voice just above a whisper.He doesn’t move.I lift my leg and poke
his shoulder with my foot. “I need to get into this apartment.”He rustles and then slowly opens his
eyes and stares straight ahead at my legs.His eyes meet my knees, and his eyebrows furrow as
he slowly leans forward with a deep scowl on his face. He lifts a hand and pokes my knee with
his finger, almost as if he’s never seen a knee before. He drops his hand, closes his eyes, and
falls back asleep against the door.Great.Corbin won’t be back until tomorrow, so I dial his
number to see if this guy is someone I should be concerned about.“Tate?” he asks, answering



his phone without a hello.“Yep,” I reply. “Made it safe, but I can’t get in because there’s a drunk
guy passed out at your front door. Suggestions?”“Eighteen sixteen?” he asks. “You sure you’re at
the right apartment?”“Positive.”“Are you sure he’s drunk?”“Positive.”“Weird,” he says. “What’s he
wearing?”“Why do you want to know what he’s wearing?”“If he’s wearing a pilot’s uniform, he
probably lives in the building. The complex contracts with our airline.”This guy isn’t wearing any
type of uniform, but I can’t help but notice that his jeans and black T-shirt do fit him very
nicely.“No uniform,” I say.“Can you get past him without waking him up?”“I’d have to move him.
He’ll fall inside if I open the door.”He’s quiet for a few seconds while he thinks. “Go downstairs
and ask for Cap,” he says. “I told him you were coming tonight. He can wait with you until you’re
inside the apartment.”I sigh, because I’ve been driving for six hours, and going all the way back
downstairs is not something I feel like doing right now. I also sigh because Cap is the last person
who could probably help in this situation.“Just stay on the phone with me until I’m inside your
apartment.”I like my plan a lot better. I balance my phone against my ear with my shoulder and
dig inside my purse for the key Corbin sent me. I insert it into the lock and begin to open the
door, but the drunk guy begins to fall backward with every inch the door opens. He groans, but
his eyes don’t open again.“It’s too bad he’s wasted,” I tell Corbin. “He’s not bad--looking.”“Tate,
just get your ass inside and lock the door so I can hang up.”I roll my eyes. He’s still the same
bossy brother he always was. I knew that moving in with him would not be good for our
relationship, considering how fatherly he acted toward me when we were younger. However, I
had no time to find a job, get my own apartment, and get settled before my new classes started,
so it left me with little choice.I’m hoping things will be different between us now, though. Corbin is
twenty-five, and I’m twenty-three, so if we can’t get along better than we did as kids, we’ve got a
lot of growing up left to do.I guess that mostly depends on Corbin and whether he’s changed
since we last lived together. He had an issue with anyone I dated, all of my friends, every choice
I made—even what college I wanted to attend. Not that I ever paid any attention to his opinion,
though. The distance and time apart has seemed to get him off my back for the last few years,
but moving in with him will be the ultimate test of our patience.I wrap my purse around my
shoulder, but it gets caught on my suitcase handle, so I just let it fall to the floor. I keep my left
hand wrapped tightly around the doorknob and hold the door shut so the guy won’t fall
completely into the apartment. I take my foot and press it against his shoulder, pushing him from
the center of the doorway.He doesn’t budge.“Corbin, he’s too heavy. I’m gonna have to hang up
so I can use both hands.”“No, don’t hang up. Just put the phone in your pocket, but don’t hang
up.”I look down at the oversized shirt and leggings I have on. “No pockets. You’re going in the
bra.”Corbin makes a gagging sound as I pull the phone from my ear and shove it inside my bra. I
remove the key from the lock and drop it toward my purse, but it misses and falls to the floor. I
reach down to grab the drunk guy so I can move him out of the way.“All right, buddy,” I say,
struggling to pull him away from the center of the doorway. “Sorry to interrupt your nap, but I
need inside this apartment.”I somehow manage to prop him up against the doorframe to prevent
him from falling into the apartment, and then I push the door open farther and turn to get my



things.Something warm wraps around my ankle.I freeze.I look down.“Let go of me!” I yell, kicking
at the hand that’s gripping my ankle so tightly I’m pretty sure it might bruise. The drunk guy is
looking up at me now, and his grip sends me falling backward into the apartment when I try to
pull away from him.“I need to get in there,” he mutters, just as my butt meets the floor. He makes
an attempt to push the apartment door open with his other hand, and this immediately sends me
into panic mode. I pull my legs the rest of the way inside, and his hand comes with me. I use my
free leg to kick the door shut, slamming it directly onto his wrist.“Shit!” he yells. He’s trying to pull
his hand back into the hallway with him, but my foot is still pressing against the door. I release
enough pressure for him to have his hand back, and then I immediately kick the door all the way
shut. I pull myself up and lock the door, the dead bolt, and the chain lock as quickly as I can.As
soon as my heart rate begins to calm down, it starts to scream at me.My heart is actually
screaming at me.In a deep male voice.It sounds like it’s yelling, “Tate! Tate!”Corbin.I immediately
look down at my chest and pull my phone out of my bra, then bring it up to my ear.“Tate! Answer
me!”I wince, then pull the phone several inches from my ear. “I’m fine,” I say, out of breath. “I’m
inside. I locked the door.”“Jesus Christ!” he says, relieved. “You scared me to death. What the hell
happened?”“He was trying to get inside. I locked the door, though.” I flip on the living-room light
and take no more than three steps inside before I come to a halt.Good going, Tate.I slowly turn
back toward the door after realizing what I’ve done.“Um. Corbin?” I pause. “I might have left a few
things outside that I need. I would just grab them, but the drunk guy thinks he needs to get inside
your apartment for some reason, so there’s no way I’m opening that door again. Any
suggestions?”He’s silent for a few seconds. “What did you leave in the hallway?”I don’t want to
answer him, but I do. “My suitcase.”“Christ, Tate,” he mutters.“And . . . my purse.”“Why the hell is
your purse outside?”“I might have also left the key to your apartment on the hallway floor.”He
doesn’t even respond to that one. He just groans. “I’ll call Miles and see if he’s home yet. Give
me two minutes.”“Wait. Who’s Miles?”“He lives across the hall. Whatever you do, don’t open the
door again until I call you back.”Corbin hangs up, and I lean against his front door.I’ve lived in
San Francisco all of thirty minutes, and I’m already being a pain in his ass. Figures. I’ll be lucky if
he lets me stay here until I find a job. I hope that doesn’t take long, considering I applied for three
RN positions at the closest hospital. It might mean working nights, weekends, or both, but I’ll
take what I can get if it prevents me from having to dip into savings while I’m back in school.My
phone rings. I slide my thumb across the screen and answer it. “Hey.”“Tate?”“Yep,” I reply,
wondering why he always double-checks to see if it’s me. He called me, so who else would be
answering it who sounds exactly like me?“I got hold of Miles.”“Good. Is he gonna help me get my
stuff?”“Not exactly,” Corbin says. “I kind of need you to do me a huge favor.”My head falls against
the door again. I have a feeling the next few months are going to be full of inconvenient favors,
since he knows he’s doing me a huge one by letting me stay here. Dishes? Check. Corbin’s
laundry? Check. Corbin’s grocery shopping? Check.“What do you need?” I ask him.“Miles kind
of needs your help.”“The neighbor?” I pause as soon as it clicks, and I close my eyes. “Corbin,
please don’t tell me the guy you called to protect me from the drunk guy is the drunk guy.”Corbin



sighs. “I need you to unlock the door and let him in. Let him crash on the couch. I’ll be there first
thing in the morning. When he sobers up, he’ll know where he is, and he’ll go straight home.”I
shake my head. “What kind of apartment complex are you living in? Do I need to prepare to be
groped by drunk people every time I come home?”Long pause. “He groped you?”“ ‘Grope’ might
be a bit strong. He did grab my ankle, though.”Corbin lets out a sigh. “Just do this for me, Tate.
Call me back when you’ve got him and all your stuff inside.”“Fine.” I groan, recognizing the worry
in his voice.I hang up with Corbin and open the door. The drunk guy falls onto his shoulder, and
his cell phone slips from his hand and lands on the floor next to his head. I flip him onto his back
and look down at him. He cracks his eyes open and attempts to look up at me, but his eyelids fall
shut again.“You’re not Corbin,” he mutters.“No. I’m not. But I am your new neighbor, and from the
looks of it, you’re about to owe me at least fifty cups of sugar.”I lift him by his shoulders and try to
get him to sit up, but he doesn’t. I don’t think he can, actually. How does a person even get this
drunk?I grab his hands and pull him inch by inch into the apartment, stopping when he’s just far
enough inside for me to be able to close the door. I retrieve all of my things from outside the
apartment, then shut and lock the front door. I grab a throw pillow from the couch, prop his head
up, and roll him onto his side in case he pukes in his sleep.And that’s all the help he’s getting
from me.When he’s comfortably asleep in the middle of the living-room floor, I leave him there
while I look around the apartment.The living room alone could fit three of the living rooms from
Corbin’s last apartment. The dining area is open to the living room, but the kitchen is separated
from the living room by a half-wall. There are several modern paintings throughout the room, and
the thick, plush sofas are a light tan, offsetting the vibrant paintings. The last time I stayed with
him, he had a futon, a beanbag chair, and posters of models on the walls.I think my brother
might finally be growing up.“Very impressive, Corbin,” I say out loud as I walk from room to room
and flip on all the lights, inspecting what has just become my temporary home. I kind of hate that
it’s so nice. It’ll make it harder to want to find my own place once I get enough money saved up.I
walk into the kitchen and open the refrigerator. There’s a row of condiments in the door, a box of
leftover pizza on the middle shelf, and a completely empty gallon of milk still sitting on the top
shelf.Of course he doesn’t have groceries. I can’t have expected him to change completely.I
grab a bottled water and exit the kitchen to go search for the room I’ll be living in for the next few
months. There are two bedrooms, so I take the one that isn’t Corbin’s and set my suitcase on top
of the bed. I have about three more suitcases and at least six boxes down in the car, not to
mention all my clothes on hangers, but I’m not about to attempt those tonight. Corbin said he’d
be back in the morning, so I’ll leave that to him.I change into a pair of sweats and a tank top, then
brush my teeth and get ready for bed. Normally, I would be nervous about the fact that there’s a
stranger in the same apartment I’m in, but I have a feeling I don’t need to worry. Corbin would
never ask me to help someone he felt might be a threat to me in any way. Which confuses me,
because if this is common behavior for Miles, I’m surprised Corbin asked me to bring him
inside.Corbin has never trusted guys with me, and I blame Blake for that. He was my first serious
boyfriend when I was fifteen, and he was Corbin’s best friend. Blake was seventeen, and I had a



huge crush on him for months. Of course, my friends and I had huge crushes on most of Corbin’s
friends, simply because they were older than we were.Blake would come over most weekends to
stay the night with Corbin, and we always seemed to find a way to spend time together when
Corbin wasn’t paying attention. One thing led to another, and after several weekends of sneaking
around, Blake told me he wanted to make our relationship official. The problem Blake didn’t
foresee was how Corbin would react once Blake broke my heart.And boy, did he break it. As
much as a fifteen-year-old heart can be broken after the span of a two-week secret relationship.
Turned out he was officially dating quite a few girls during the two weeks he was with me. Once
Corbin found out, their friendship was over, and all of Corbin’s friends were warned not to come
near me. I found it almost impossible to date in high school until after Corbin finally moved away.
Even then, though, the guys had heard horror stories and tended to steer clear of Corbin’s little
sister.As much as I hated it then, I would more than welcome it now. I’ve had my fair share of
relationships go wrong since high school. I lived with my most recent boyfriend for more than a
year before we realized we wanted two separate things out of life. He wanted me home. I wanted
a career.So now I’m here. Pursuing my master’s degree in nursing and doing whatever I can to
avoid relationships. Maybe living with Corbin won’t be such a bad thing after all.I head back to
the living room to turn out the lights, but when I’ve rounded the corner, I come to an immediate
halt.Not only is Miles up off the floor, but he’s in the kitchen, with his head pressed against his
arms and his arms folded on top of the kitchen counter. He’s seated on the edge of a bar stool,
and he looks as if he’s about to fall off it any second. I can’t tell if he’s sleeping again or just
attempting to recover.“Miles?”He doesn’t move when I call his name, so I walk toward him and
gently lay my hand on his shoulder to shake him awake. The second my fingers squeeze his
shoulder, he gasps and sits up straight as if I just woke him from the middle of a dream.Or a
nightmare.Immediately, he slides off the stool and onto very unstable legs. He begins to sway, so
I throw his arm over my shoulder and try to walk him out of the kitchen.“Let’s go to the couch,
buddy.”He drops his forehead to the side of my head and stumbles along with me, making it
even harder to hold him up. “My name isn’t Buddy,” he slurs. “It’s Miles.”We make it to the front of
the couch, and I start to peel him off me. “Okay, Miles. Whoever you are. Just go to sleep.”He
falls onto the couch, but he doesn’t let go of my shoulders. I fall with him and immediately
attempt to pull away.“Rachel, don’t,” he begs, grabbing me by the arm, trying to pull me to the
couch with him.“My name isn’t Rachel,” I say, freeing myself from his iron grip. “It’s Tate.” I don’t
know why I clarify what my name is, because it’s not likely he’ll remember this conversation
tomorrow. I walk to where the throw pillow is and pick it up off the floor.I pause before handing it
back to him, because he’s on his side now, and his face is pressed into the couch cushion. He’s
gripping the couch so tightly his knuckles are white. At first, I think he’s about to get sick, but
then I realize how incredibly wrong I am.He’s not sick.He’s crying.Hard.So hard he isn’t even
making a sound.I don’t even know the guy, but the obvious devastation he’s experiencing is
difficult to witness. I look down the hallway and back to him, wondering if I should leave him
alone in order to give him privacy. The last thing I want to do is get tangled up in someone’s



issues. I’ve successfully avoided most forms of drama in my circle of friends up to this point, and
I sure as hell don’t want to start now. My first instinct is to walk away, but for some reason, I find
myself oddly sympathetic toward him. His pain actually appears genuine and not just the result
of an overconsumption of alcohol.I lower myself to my knees in front of him and touch his
shoulder. “Miles?”He inhales a huge breath, slowly lifting his face to look at me. His eyes are
mere slits and bloodshot red. I’m not sure if that’s a result of the crying or the alcohol. “I’m so
sorry, Rachel,” he says, lifting a hand out toward me. He wraps it around the back of my neck and
pulls me forward toward him, burying his face in the crevice between my neck and shoulder. “I’m
so sorry.”I have no idea who Rachel is or what he did to her, but if he’s hurting this bad, I shudder
to think what she’s feeling. I’m tempted to find his phone and search for her name and call her so
she can come rectify this. Instead, I gently push him back into the couch. I lay his pillow down
and urge him onto it. “Go to sleep, Miles,” I say gently.His eyes are so full of hurt when he drops
to the pillow. “You hate me so much,” he says as he grabs my hand. His eyes fall shut again, and
he releases a heavy sigh.I stare at him silently, allowing him to keep hold of my hand until he’s
quiet and still and there aren’t any more tears. I pull my hand away from his, but I stay by his side
for a few minutes longer.Even though he’s asleep, he somehow still looks as if he’s in a world of
pain. His eyebrows are furrowed, and his breathing is sporadic, failing to fall into a peaceful
pattern.For the first time, I notice a faint, jagged scar, about four inches long, that runs smoothly
across the entire right side of his jaw. It stops just two inches shy of his lips. I have the strange
urge to touch it and run my finger down the length of it, but instead, my hand reaches up to his
hair. It’s short on the sides, a little longer on the top, and just the perfect blend of brown and
blond. I stroke his hair, comforting him, even though he may not deserve it.This guy may deserve
every single bit of the remorse he’s feeling for whatever he did to Rachel, but at least he’s feeling
it. I have to give him that much.Whatever he did to Rachel, at least he loves her enough to regret
it. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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neck, young lady.”My eyes widen, and I slowly turn toward the elderly gentleman standing at my
side. He presses the up button on the elevator and faces me. He smiles and points to my
neck.“Your birthmark,” he says.My hand instinctively goes up to my neck, and I touch the dime-
sized mark just below my ear.“My grandfather used to say the placement of a birthmark was the
story of how a person lost the battle in their past life. I guess you got stabbed in the neck. Bet it
was a quick death, though.”I smile, but I can’t tell if I should be afraid or entertained. Despite his
somewhat morbid opening conversation, he can’t be that dangerous. His curved posture and
shaky stance give away that he isn’t a day less than eighty years old. He takes a few slow steps
toward one of two velvet red chairs that are positioned against the wall next to the elevator. He
grunts as he sinks into the chair and then looks up at me again.“You going up to floor
eighteen?”My eyes narrow as I process his question. He somehow knows what floor I’m going
to, even though this is the first time I’ve ever set foot in this apartment complex, and it’s definitely
the first time I’ve ever laid eyes on this man.“Yes, sir,” I say cautiously. “Do you work here?”“I do
indeed.”He nods his head toward the elevator, and my eyes move to the illuminated numbers
overhead. Eleven floors to go before it arrives. I pray it gets here quickly.“I push the button for the
elevator,” he says. “I don’t think there’s an official title for my position, but I like to refer to myself
as a flight captain, considering I do send people as high as twenty stories up in the air.”I smile at
his words, since my brother and father are both pilots. “How long have you been flight captain of
this elevator?” I ask as I wait. I swear this is the slowest damn elevator I’ve ever
encountered.“Since I got too old to do maintenance on this building. Worked here thirty-two
years before I became captain. Been sending people on flights now for more than fifteen years, I
think. Owner gave me a pity job to keep me busy till I died.” He smiles to himself. “What he didn’t
realize is that God gave me a lot of great things to accomplish in my life, and right now, I’m so far
behind I ain’t ever gonna die.”I find myself laughing when the elevator doors finally open. I reach
down to grab the handle of my suitcase and turn to him one more time before I step inside.
“What’s your name?”“Samuel, but call me Cap,” he says. “Everybody else does.”“You got any
birthmarks, Cap?”He grins. “As a matter of fact, I do. Seems in my past life, I was shot right in the
ass. Must have bled out.”I smile and bring my hand to my forehead, giving him a proper captain’s
salute. I step into the elevator and turn around to face the open doors, admiring the
extravagance of the lobby. This place seems more like a historic hotel than an apartment
complex, with its expansive columns and marble floors.When Corbin said I could stay with him



until I found a job, I had no idea he lived like an actual adult. I thought it would be similar to the
last time I visited him, right after I graduated from high school, back when he had first started
working toward his pilot’s license. That was four years and a two-story sketchy complex ago.
That’s kind of what I was expecting.I certainly wasn’t anticipating a high-rise smack dab in the
middle of downtown San Francisco.I find the panel and press the button for the eighteenth floor,
then look up at the mirrored wall of the elevator. I spent all day yesterday and most of this
morning packing up everything I own from my apartment back in San Diego. Luckily, I don’t own
much. But after making the solo five-hundred-mile drive today, my exhaustion is pretty evident in
my reflection. My hair is in a loose knot on top of my head, secured with a pencil, since I couldn’t
find a hair tie while I was driving. My eyes are usually as brown as my hazelnut hair, but right
now, they look ten shades darker, thanks to the bags under them.I reach into my purse to find a
tube of ChapStick, hoping to salvage my lips before they end up as weary-looking as the rest of
me. As soon as the elevator doors begin to close, they open again. A guy is rushing toward the
elevators, preparing to walk on as he acknowledges the old man. “Thanks, Cap,” he says.I can’t
see Cap from inside the elevator, but I hear him grunt something in return. He doesn’t sound
nearly as eager to make small talk with this guy as he was with me. This man looks to be in his
late twenties at most. He grins at me, and I know exactly what’s going through his mind,
considering he just slid his left hand into his pocket.The hand with the wedding ring on it.“Floor
ten,” he says without looking away from me. His eyes fall to what little cleavage is peeking out of
my shirt, and then he looks at the suitcase by my side. I press the button for floor ten. I should
have worn a sweater.“Moving in?” he asks, blatantly staring at my shirt again.I nod, although I
doubt he notices, considering his gaze isn’t planted anywhere near my face.“What floor?”Oh, no,
you don’t. I reach beside me and cover all the buttons on the panel with my hands to hide the
illuminated eighteenth-floor button, and then I press every single button between floors ten and
eighteen. He glances at the panel, confused.“None of your business,” I say.He laughs.He thinks
I’m kidding.He arches his dark, thick eyebrow. It’s a nice eyebrow. It’s attached to a nice face,
which is attached to a nice head, which is attached to a nice body.A married body.Asshole.He
grins seductively after seeing me check him out—only I wasn’t checking him out the way he
thinks I was. In my mind, I was wondering how many times that body has been pressed against a
girl who wasn’t his wife.I feel sorry for his wife.He’s looking at my cleavage again when we reach
floor ten. “I can help you with that,” he says, nodding toward my suitcase. His voice is nice. I
wonder how many girls have fallen for that married voice. He walks toward me and reaches to
the panel, bravely pressing the button that closes the doors.I hold his stare and press the button
to open the doors. “I’ve got it.”He nods as if he understands, but there’s still a wicked gleam in
his eyes that reaffirms my immediate dislike of him. He steps out of the elevator and turns to face
me before walking away.“Catch you later, Tate,” he says, just as the doors close.I frown, not
comfortable with the fact that the only two people I’ve interacted with since walking into this
apartment building already know who I am.I remain alone on the elevator as it stops on every
single floor until it reaches the eighteenth. I step off, pull my phone out of my pocket, and open



up my messages to Corbin. I can’t remember which apartment number he said was his. It’s
either 1816 or 1814.Maybe it’s 1826?I come to a stop at 1814, because there’s a guy passed out
on the floor of the hallway, leaning against the door to 1816.Please don’t let it be 1816.I find the
message on my phone and cringe. It’s 1816.Of course it is.I walk slowly to the door, hoping I
don’t wake up the guy. His legs are sprawled out in front of him, and he’s leaning with his back
propped up against Corbin’s door. His chin is tucked to his chest, and he’s snoring.“Excuse me,”
I say, my voice just above a whisper.He doesn’t move.I lift my leg and poke his shoulder with my
foot. “I need to get into this apartment.”He rustles and then slowly opens his eyes and stares
straight ahead at my legs.His eyes meet my knees, and his eyebrows furrow as he slowly leans
forward with a deep scowl on his face. He lifts a hand and pokes my knee with his finger, almost
as if he’s never seen a knee before. He drops his hand, closes his eyes, and falls back asleep
against the door.Great.Corbin won’t be back until tomorrow, so I dial his number to see if this guy
is someone I should be concerned about.“Tate?” he asks, answering his phone without a
hello.“Yep,” I reply. “Made it safe, but I can’t get in because there’s a drunk guy passed out at your
front door. Suggestions?”“Eighteen sixteen?” he asks. “You sure you’re at the right
apartment?”“Positive.”“Are you sure he’s drunk?”“Positive.”“Weird,” he says. “What’s he
wearing?”“Why do you want to know what he’s wearing?”“If he’s wearing a pilot’s uniform, he
probably lives in the building. The complex contracts with our airline.”This guy isn’t wearing any
type of uniform, but I can’t help but notice that his jeans and black T-shirt do fit him very
nicely.“No uniform,” I say.“Can you get past him without waking him up?”“I’d have to move him.
He’ll fall inside if I open the door.”He’s quiet for a few seconds while he thinks. “Go downstairs
and ask for Cap,” he says. “I told him you were coming tonight. He can wait with you until you’re
inside the apartment.”I sigh, because I’ve been driving for six hours, and going all the way back
downstairs is not something I feel like doing right now. I also sigh because Cap is the last person
who could probably help in this situation.“Just stay on the phone with me until I’m inside your
apartment.”I like my plan a lot better. I balance my phone against my ear with my shoulder and
dig inside my purse for the key Corbin sent me. I insert it into the lock and begin to open the
door, but the drunk guy begins to fall backward with every inch the door opens. He groans, but
his eyes don’t open again.“It’s too bad he’s wasted,” I tell Corbin. “He’s not bad--looking.”“Tate,
just get your ass inside and lock the door so I can hang up.”I roll my eyes. He’s still the same
bossy brother he always was. I knew that moving in with him would not be good for our
relationship, considering how fatherly he acted toward me when we were younger. However, I
had no time to find a job, get my own apartment, and get settled before my new classes started,
so it left me with little choice.I’m hoping things will be different between us now, though. Corbin is
twenty-five, and I’m twenty-three, so if we can’t get along better than we did as kids, we’ve got a
lot of growing up left to do.I guess that mostly depends on Corbin and whether he’s changed
since we last lived together. He had an issue with anyone I dated, all of my friends, every choice
I made—even what college I wanted to attend. Not that I ever paid any attention to his opinion,
though. The distance and time apart has seemed to get him off my back for the last few years,



but moving in with him will be the ultimate test of our patience.I wrap my purse around my
shoulder, but it gets caught on my suitcase handle, so I just let it fall to the floor. I keep my left
hand wrapped tightly around the doorknob and hold the door shut so the guy won’t fall
completely into the apartment. I take my foot and press it against his shoulder, pushing him from
the center of the doorway.He doesn’t budge.“Corbin, he’s too heavy. I’m gonna have to hang up
so I can use both hands.”“No, don’t hang up. Just put the phone in your pocket, but don’t hang
up.”I look down at the oversized shirt and leggings I have on. “No pockets. You’re going in the
bra.”Corbin makes a gagging sound as I pull the phone from my ear and shove it inside my bra. I
remove the key from the lock and drop it toward my purse, but it misses and falls to the floor. I
reach down to grab the drunk guy so I can move him out of the way.“All right, buddy,” I say,
struggling to pull him away from the center of the doorway. “Sorry to interrupt your nap, but I
need inside this apartment.”I somehow manage to prop him up against the doorframe to prevent
him from falling into the apartment, and then I push the door open farther and turn to get my
things.Something warm wraps around my ankle.I freeze.I look down.“Let go of me!” I yell, kicking
at the hand that’s gripping my ankle so tightly I’m pretty sure it might bruise. The drunk guy is
looking up at me now, and his grip sends me falling backward into the apartment when I try to
pull away from him.“I need to get in there,” he mutters, just as my butt meets the floor. He makes
an attempt to push the apartment door open with his other hand, and this immediately sends me
into panic mode. I pull my legs the rest of the way inside, and his hand comes with me. I use my
free leg to kick the door shut, slamming it directly onto his wrist.“Shit!” he yells. He’s trying to pull
his hand back into the hallway with him, but my foot is still pressing against the door. I release
enough pressure for him to have his hand back, and then I immediately kick the door all the way
shut. I pull myself up and lock the door, the dead bolt, and the chain lock as quickly as I can.As
soon as my heart rate begins to calm down, it starts to scream at me.My heart is actually
screaming at me.In a deep male voice.It sounds like it’s yelling, “Tate! Tate!”Corbin.I immediately
look down at my chest and pull my phone out of my bra, then bring it up to my ear.“Tate! Answer
me!”I wince, then pull the phone several inches from my ear. “I’m fine,” I say, out of breath. “I’m
inside. I locked the door.”“Jesus Christ!” he says, relieved. “You scared me to death. What the hell
happened?”“He was trying to get inside. I locked the door, though.” I flip on the living-room light
and take no more than three steps inside before I come to a halt.Good going, Tate.I slowly turn
back toward the door after realizing what I’ve done.“Um. Corbin?” I pause. “I might have left a few
things outside that I need. I would just grab them, but the drunk guy thinks he needs to get inside
your apartment for some reason, so there’s no way I’m opening that door again. Any
suggestions?”He’s silent for a few seconds. “What did you leave in the hallway?”I don’t want to
answer him, but I do. “My suitcase.”“Christ, Tate,” he mutters.“And . . . my purse.”“Why the hell is
your purse outside?”“I might have also left the key to your apartment on the hallway floor.”He
doesn’t even respond to that one. He just groans. “I’ll call Miles and see if he’s home yet. Give
me two minutes.”“Wait. Who’s Miles?”“He lives across the hall. Whatever you do, don’t open the
door again until I call you back.”Corbin hangs up, and I lean against his front door.I’ve lived in



San Francisco all of thirty minutes, and I’m already being a pain in his ass. Figures. I’ll be lucky if
he lets me stay here until I find a job. I hope that doesn’t take long, considering I applied for three
RN positions at the closest hospital. It might mean working nights, weekends, or both, but I’ll
take what I can get if it prevents me from having to dip into savings while I’m back in school.My
phone rings. I slide my thumb across the screen and answer it. “Hey.”“Tate?”“Yep,” I reply,
wondering why he always double-checks to see if it’s me. He called me, so who else would be
answering it who sounds exactly like me?“I got hold of Miles.”“Good. Is he gonna help me get my
stuff?”“Not exactly,” Corbin says. “I kind of need you to do me a huge favor.”My head falls against
the door again. I have a feeling the next few months are going to be full of inconvenient favors,
since he knows he’s doing me a huge one by letting me stay here. Dishes? Check. Corbin’s
laundry? Check. Corbin’s grocery shopping? Check.“What do you need?” I ask him.“Miles kind
of needs your help.”“The neighbor?” I pause as soon as it clicks, and I close my eyes. “Corbin,
please don’t tell me the guy you called to protect me from the drunk guy is the drunk guy.”Corbin
sighs. “I need you to unlock the door and let him in. Let him crash on the couch. I’ll be there first
thing in the morning. When he sobers up, he’ll know where he is, and he’ll go straight home.”I
shake my head. “What kind of apartment complex are you living in? Do I need to prepare to be
groped by drunk people every time I come home?”Long pause. “He groped you?”“ ‘Grope’ might
be a bit strong. He did grab my ankle, though.”Corbin lets out a sigh. “Just do this for me, Tate.
Call me back when you’ve got him and all your stuff inside.”“Fine.” I groan, recognizing the worry
in his voice.I hang up with Corbin and open the door. The drunk guy falls onto his shoulder, and
his cell phone slips from his hand and lands on the floor next to his head. I flip him onto his back
and look down at him. He cracks his eyes open and attempts to look up at me, but his eyelids fall
shut again.“You’re not Corbin,” he mutters.“No. I’m not. But I am your new neighbor, and from the
looks of it, you’re about to owe me at least fifty cups of sugar.”I lift him by his shoulders and try to
get him to sit up, but he doesn’t. I don’t think he can, actually. How does a person even get this
drunk?I grab his hands and pull him inch by inch into the apartment, stopping when he’s just far
enough inside for me to be able to close the door. I retrieve all of my things from outside the
apartment, then shut and lock the front door. I grab a throw pillow from the couch, prop his head
up, and roll him onto his side in case he pukes in his sleep.And that’s all the help he’s getting
from me.When he’s comfortably asleep in the middle of the living-room floor, I leave him there
while I look around the apartment.The living room alone could fit three of the living rooms from
Corbin’s last apartment. The dining area is open to the living room, but the kitchen is separated
from the living room by a half-wall. There are several modern paintings throughout the room, and
the thick, plush sofas are a light tan, offsetting the vibrant paintings. The last time I stayed with
him, he had a futon, a beanbag chair, and posters of models on the walls.I think my brother
might finally be growing up.“Very impressive, Corbin,” I say out loud as I walk from room to room
and flip on all the lights, inspecting what has just become my temporary home. I kind of hate that
it’s so nice. It’ll make it harder to want to find my own place once I get enough money saved up.I
walk into the kitchen and open the refrigerator. There’s a row of condiments in the door, a box of



leftover pizza on the middle shelf, and a completely empty gallon of milk still sitting on the top
shelf.Of course he doesn’t have groceries. I can’t have expected him to change completely.I
grab a bottled water and exit the kitchen to go search for the room I’ll be living in for the next few
months. There are two bedrooms, so I take the one that isn’t Corbin’s and set my suitcase on top
of the bed. I have about three more suitcases and at least six boxes down in the car, not to
mention all my clothes on hangers, but I’m not about to attempt those tonight. Corbin said he’d
be back in the morning, so I’ll leave that to him.I change into a pair of sweats and a tank top, then
brush my teeth and get ready for bed. Normally, I would be nervous about the fact that there’s a
stranger in the same apartment I’m in, but I have a feeling I don’t need to worry. Corbin would
never ask me to help someone he felt might be a threat to me in any way. Which confuses me,
because if this is common behavior for Miles, I’m surprised Corbin asked me to bring him
inside.Corbin has never trusted guys with me, and I blame Blake for that. He was my first serious
boyfriend when I was fifteen, and he was Corbin’s best friend. Blake was seventeen, and I had a
huge crush on him for months. Of course, my friends and I had huge crushes on most of Corbin’s
friends, simply because they were older than we were.Blake would come over most weekends to
stay the night with Corbin, and we always seemed to find a way to spend time together when
Corbin wasn’t paying attention. One thing led to another, and after several weekends of sneaking
around, Blake told me he wanted to make our relationship official. The problem Blake didn’t
foresee was how Corbin would react once Blake broke my heart.And boy, did he break it. As
much as a fifteen-year-old heart can be broken after the span of a two-week secret relationship.
Turned out he was officially dating quite a few girls during the two weeks he was with me. Once
Corbin found out, their friendship was over, and all of Corbin’s friends were warned not to come
near me. I found it almost impossible to date in high school until after Corbin finally moved away.
Even then, though, the guys had heard horror stories and tended to steer clear of Corbin’s little
sister.As much as I hated it then, I would more than welcome it now. I’ve had my fair share of
relationships go wrong since high school. I lived with my most recent boyfriend for more than a
year before we realized we wanted two separate things out of life. He wanted me home. I wanted
a career.So now I’m here. Pursuing my master’s degree in nursing and doing whatever I can to
avoid relationships. Maybe living with Corbin won’t be such a bad thing after all.I head back to
the living room to turn out the lights, but when I’ve rounded the corner, I come to an immediate
halt.Not only is Miles up off the floor, but he’s in the kitchen, with his head pressed against his
arms and his arms folded on top of the kitchen counter. He’s seated on the edge of a bar stool,
and he looks as if he’s about to fall off it any second. I can’t tell if he’s sleeping again or just
attempting to recover.“Miles?”He doesn’t move when I call his name, so I walk toward him and
gently lay my hand on his shoulder to shake him awake. The second my fingers squeeze his
shoulder, he gasps and sits up straight as if I just woke him from the middle of a dream.Or a
nightmare.Immediately, he slides off the stool and onto very unstable legs. He begins to sway, so
I throw his arm over my shoulder and try to walk him out of the kitchen.“Let’s go to the couch,
buddy.”He drops his forehead to the side of my head and stumbles along with me, making it



even harder to hold him up. “My name isn’t Buddy,” he slurs. “It’s Miles.”We make it to the front of
the couch, and I start to peel him off me. “Okay, Miles. Whoever you are. Just go to sleep.”He
falls onto the couch, but he doesn’t let go of my shoulders. I fall with him and immediately
attempt to pull away.“Rachel, don’t,” he begs, grabbing me by the arm, trying to pull me to the
couch with him.“My name isn’t Rachel,” I say, freeing myself from his iron grip. “It’s Tate.” I don’t
know why I clarify what my name is, because it’s not likely he’ll remember this conversation
tomorrow. I walk to where the throw pillow is and pick it up off the floor.I pause before handing it
back to him, because he’s on his side now, and his face is pressed into the couch cushion. He’s
gripping the couch so tightly his knuckles are white. At first, I think he’s about to get sick, but
then I realize how incredibly wrong I am.He’s not sick.He’s crying.Hard.So hard he isn’t even
making a sound.I don’t even know the guy, but the obvious devastation he’s experiencing is
difficult to witness. I look down the hallway and back to him, wondering if I should leave him
alone in order to give him privacy. The last thing I want to do is get tangled up in someone’s
issues. I’ve successfully avoided most forms of drama in my circle of friends up to this point, and
I sure as hell don’t want to start now. My first instinct is to walk away, but for some reason, I find
myself oddly sympathetic toward him. His pain actually appears genuine and not just the result
of an overconsumption of alcohol.I lower myself to my knees in front of him and touch his
shoulder. “Miles?”He inhales a huge breath, slowly lifting his face to look at me. His eyes are
mere slits and bloodshot red. I’m not sure if that’s a result of the crying or the alcohol. “I’m so
sorry, Rachel,” he says, lifting a hand out toward me. He wraps it around the back of my neck and
pulls me forward toward him, burying his face in the crevice between my neck and shoulder. “I’m
so sorry.”I have no idea who Rachel is or what he did to her, but if he’s hurting this bad, I shudder
to think what she’s feeling. I’m tempted to find his phone and search for her name and call her so
she can come rectify this. Instead, I gently push him back into the couch. I lay his pillow down
and urge him onto it. “Go to sleep, Miles,” I say gently.His eyes are so full of hurt when he drops
to the pillow. “You hate me so much,” he says as he grabs my hand. His eyes fall shut again, and
he releases a heavy sigh.I stare at him silently, allowing him to keep hold of my hand until he’s
quiet and still and there aren’t any more tears. I pull my hand away from his, but I stay by his side
for a few minutes longer.Even though he’s asleep, he somehow still looks as if he’s in a world of
pain. His eyebrows are furrowed, and his breathing is sporadic, failing to fall into a peaceful
pattern.For the first time, I notice a faint, jagged scar, about four inches long, that runs smoothly
across the entire right side of his jaw. It stops just two inches shy of his lips. I have the strange
urge to touch it and run my finger down the length of it, but instead, my hand reaches up to his
hair. It’s short on the sides, a little longer on the top, and just the perfect blend of brown and
blond. I stroke his hair, comforting him, even though he may not deserve it.This guy may deserve
every single bit of the remorse he’s feeling for whatever he did to Rachel, but at least he’s feeling
it. I have to give him that much.Whatever he did to Rachel, at least he loves her enough to regret
it.chapter twoMILESSix years earlierI open the door to the administration office and walk the roll
sheet to the secretary’s desk. Before I turn and head back to class, she stops me with a



question. “You’re in Mr. Clayton’s senior English class, aren’t you, Miles?”“Yep,” I reply to Mrs.
Borden. “Need me to take something to him?”The phone on her desk rings, and she nods,
picking up the receiver. She covers it with her hand. “Wait around another minute or two,” she
says, nodding her head in the direction of the principal’s office. “We’ve got a new student who
just enrolled, and she also has Mr. Clayton this period. I need you to show her to the classroom.”I
agree and plop down into one of the chairs next to the door. I look around the administration
office and realize this is the first time in the four years I’ve been in high school that I’ve ever sat in
one of these seats. Which means I’ve successfully made it four years without being sent to the
office.My mother would have been proud to know that, although it leaves me kind of
disappointed in myself. Detention is something every male in high school should accomplish at
least once. I have the rest of my senior year to achieve it, though, so there’s that to look forward
to.I retrieve my phone from my pocket, secretly hoping Mrs. Borden sees me with it and decides
to slap me with a detention slip. When I look up at her, she’s still on the phone, but she makes
eye contact with me. She simply smiles and goes about her secretarial duties.I shake my head in
disappointment and open up a text to Ian. It doesn’t take much to excite people around here.
Nothing new ever happens.Me: New girl enrolled today. Senior.Ian: Is she hot?Me: Haven’t seen
her yet. About to walk her to class.Ian: Take a picture if she’s hot.Me: Will do. BTW, how many
times have you had detention this year?Ian: Twice. Why? What’d you do?Twice? Yeah, I need to
rebel it up a little before graduation. I should definitely turn in some homework late this year.I’m
pathetic.The door to the principal’s office opens, so I close my phone. I slide it into my pocket
and look up.I never want to look down again.“Miles is going to show you the way to Mr. Clayton’s
class, Rachel.” Mrs. Borden points Rachel in my direction, and she begins to walk toward me.I
instantly become aware of my legs and their inability to stand.My mouth forgets how to
speak.My arms forget how to reach out to introduce the person they’re attached to.My heart
forgets to wait and get to know a girl before it starts to claw its way out of my chest to get to
her.Rachel.Rachel.Rachel, Rachel, Rachel.She’s like poetry.Like prose and love letters and
lyrics, cascading downthecenterofapage.Rachel, Rachel, Rachel.I say her name over and over
in my head, because I’m positive it’s the name of the next girl I’ll fall in love with.I’m suddenly
standing. Walking toward her. I might be smiling, pretending I’m not affected by those green eyes
that I hope will one day be smiling just for me. Or that red-as-my-heart hair that doesn’t look like
it’s been tampered with since God created it specifically with her in mind.I’m talking to her.I tell
her my name is Miles.I tell her she can follow me and I’ll show her the way to Mr. Clayton’s
class.I’m staring at her because she hasn’t spoken yet, but her nod is the nicest thing a girl has
ever said to me.I ask her where she’s from, and she tells me Arizona. “Phoenix,” she specifies.I
don’t ask her what brought her to California, but I do tell her my father does business in Phoenix
a lot because he owns a few buildings there.She smiles.I tell her I’ve never been there but I’d like
to go one day.She smiles again.I think she says it’s a nice town, but it’s hard to understand her
words when all I hear in my head is her name.Rachel.I’m gonna fall in love with you, Rachel.Her
smile makes me want to keep talking, so I ask her another question as we pass Mr. Clayton’s



room.We keep walking.She keeps talking, because I keep asking her questions.She nods
some.She answers some.She sings some.Or it sounds that way.We get to the end of the
hallway, right when she says something about how she hopes she likes this school because she
wasn’t ready to move away from Phoenix.She doesn’t look happy about the move.She doesn’t
know how happy I am about the move.“Where’s Mr. Clayton’s classroom?” she asks.I stare at the
mouth that just delivered that question. Her lips aren’t symmetrical. Her top lip is slightly thinner
than her bottom lip, but you can’t tell until she talks. When words come out of her mouth, it
makes me wonder why words are so much better coming from her mouth than any
other mouth.And her eyes. There’s no way her eyes aren’t seeing a prettier, more peaceful world
than all the other eyes.I stare at her for a few more seconds; then I point behind me and tell her
we passed Mr. Clayton’s classroom.Her cheeks grow a shade pinker, like my confession
affected her in the same way she’s affecting me.I smile again.I nod my head toward Mr. Clayton’s
class.We walk in that direction.Rachel.You’re gonna fall in love with me, Rachel.I open the door
for her and let Mr. Clayton know that Rachel is new here. I also want to add, for the sake of all the
other guys in the classroom, that Rachel is not theirs.She’s mine.But I don’t say anything.I don’t
have to, because the only one who needs to be aware that I want Rachel is Rachel.She looks at
me and smiles again, taking the only empty seat, all the way across the room.Her eyes tell me
she already knows she’s mine.It’s just a matter of time.I want to text Ian and tell her she isn’t hot.
I want to tell him she’s volcanic, but he would laugh at that.Instead, I discreetly take a picture of
her from where I’m seated.I send the picture in a message to Ian that says, “She’s gonna have all
my babies.”Mr. Clayton begins class.Miles Archer becomes obsessed.•••I met Rachel on
Monday.It’s Friday.I’ve said nothing to her since the day we met. I don’t know why. We have three
classes together. Every time I see her, she smiles at me like she wants me to talk to her. Every
time I work up the courage, I talk myself down.I used to be confident.Then Rachel happened.I
gave myself until today. If I didn’t work up the courage by today, I’d be giving up my only shot with
her. Girls like Rachel aren’t available for long.If she’s even available.I don’t know her story or if
she’s wrapped up in a guy back in Phoenix, but there’s only one way to find out.I’m standing next
to her locker, waiting for her. She exits the classroom and smiles at me. I say “Hi” when she
walks up to her locker. I notice that same subtle change in her skin color. I like that.I ask how her
first week was. She tells me it was fine. I ask her if she’s made any friends, and she shrugs as
she says, “A few.”I smell her, subtly.She notices anyway.I tell her she smells good.She says,
“Thank you.”I push through the sound of my heart pounding in my ears. I push past the sheen of
moisture developing on my palms. I drown out her name, which I keep wanting to repeat out
loud, over and over. I push it all down and hold her stare while I ask her if she’d like to do
something later.I keep it all pushed away and make room for her response, because it’s the only
thing I want.I want that nod, actually. The one that doesn’t require words? Just a smile?I don’t get
her nod.She has plans tonight.It all comes back tenfold, spilling over like a flood and I’m the
dam. The pounding, the sweaty palms, her name, a newfound insecurity I never knew existed,
burying itself in my chest. All of it takes over and feels like it’s building a wall around her.“I’m not



busy tomorrow, though,” she says, obliterating the wall with her words.I make room for those
words. Lots of room. I let them invade me. I soak those words up like a sponge. I pluck them out
of the air and swallow them.“Tomorrow works for me,” I say. I pull my phone out of my pocket, not
even bothering to hide my smile. “What’s your number? I’ll call you.”She tells me her
number.She’s excited.She’s excited.I save her contact in my phone, knowing it’ll be there for a
long, long time.And I’m gonna use it.A lot.chapter threeTATENormally, if I were to wake up, open
my eyes, and see an angry man staring me down from a bedroom doorway, I might scream. I
might throw things. I might run to the bathroom and lock myself inside.I don’t do any of these
things, though.I stare back, because I’m confused about how this is the same guy who was
passed out drunk in the hallway. How is this the same guy who cried himself to sleep last night?
This guy is intimidating. This guy is angry. This guy is watching me like I should be giving him an
apology or explaining myself.It is the same guy, though, because he’s wearing the same pair of
jeans and the same black T-shirt he fell asleep in last night. The only difference in his
appearance between last night and this morning is that he’s now able to stand up without
assistance.“What happened to my hand, Tate?”He knows my name. Does he know it because
Corbin told him I was moving in or because he actually remembers my telling him last night? I’m
hoping Corbin told him, because I don’t really want him to remember last night. I suddenly feel
embarrassed that he might recall my consoling him while he cried himself to sleep.He
apparently doesn’t have a clue what happened to his hand, though, so I hope that means he has
no recollection of anything beyond that.He’s leaning against my bedroom door with his arms
folded across his chest. He looks defensive, like I’m the one responsible for his bad night. I roll
over, still not quite finished with sleeping, even though he thinks I owe him some sort of
explanation. I pull the covers over my head.“Lock the front door on your way out,” I say, hoping
he’ll take the hint that he is more than welcome to go back to his place now.“Where’s my
phone?”I squeeze my eyes shut and try to drown out the smooth sound of his voice as it slides
into my ears and makes its way through every nerve in my body, warming me in places this
flimsy blanket failed to do all night.I remind myself that the person that sultry voice belongs to is
now standing in the doorway, rudely demanding things without even acknowledging the fact that
I helped him last night. I’d like to know where my Thank you is. Or my Hey, I’m Miles. Nice to
meet you.I get none of that from this guy. He’s too worried about his hand. And his phone,
apparently. Too worried about himself to be concerned about how many people his carelessness
might have inconvenienced last night. If this guy and his attitude are going to be my neighbors
for the next few months, I’d better set him straight now.I toss the covers off and stand up, then
walk to the door and meet his gaze. “Do me a favor and take a step back.”Surprisingly, he does. I
keep my eyes locked with his until the bedroom door slams in his face and I’m looking at the
back of the door. I smile and walk back to my bed. I lie down and pull the covers over my head.I
win.Have I mentioned I’m not much of a morning person?The door opens again.Flies
open.“What the hell is wrong with you?” he yells.I groan, then sit up on the bed and look at him.
He’s standing in the doorway once again, still looking at me like I owe him something.“You!” I yell



back.He looks genuinely shocked at my harsh response, which kind of makes me feel bad. But
he’s the one being the jerk!I think.He started it.I think.He eyes me hard for a few seconds, then
tilts his head slightly forward and arches an eyebrow.“Did we . . .” He motions his finger back and
forth between us. “Did we hook up last night? Is that why you’re pissed?”I laugh when my initial
thoughts are confirmed.He’s being the jerk.And this is great. I’m neighbors with a guy who gets
shit-faced on weeknights and obviously brings home so many girls in the process that he can’t
even remember which ones he messed around with.I open my mouth to respond but am cut off
by the sound of the apartment door closing and Corbin’s voice yelling out.“Tate?”I immediately
jump up and rush to the door, but Miles is still blocking the doorway, glaring at me, expecting a
response to his question. I look him straight in the eyes to give him an answer, but his eyes catch
me off guard for a short moment.They are the clearest blue eyes I’ve ever seen. Not at all the
heavy-lidded, bloodshot eyes from last night. His eyes are so light blue they’re almost colorless. I
continue to stare at them, half expecting to see waves if I look closely enough. I’d say they were
as clear blue as the waters of the Caribbean, but I’ve never actually been to the Caribbean, so I
wouldn’t know.He blinks, and it immediately pulls me away from the Caribbean and back to San
Francisco. Back to this bedroom. Back to the last question he asked before Corbin walked
through the front door.“Not sure if you can call what we did hooking up,” I whisper.I stare at him,
waiting for him to move out of my way.He stands taller, putting up an invisible wall of armor with
his posture and his rigid body language.Apparently, he doesn’t like to envision the two of us
making out, based on the unyielding look he’s giving me. It almost seems like he’s looking at me
in disgust, which makes me dislike him that much more.I don’t back down, and neither of us
breaks eye contact when he steps out of my way and allows me to pass him. Corbin is rounding
the hallway when I exit my room. He glances back and forth between me and Miles, so I quickly
shoot him a look to let him know that’s not even remotely a possibility.“Hey, Sis,” he says, pulling
me in for a hug.I haven’t seen him in almost six months. Sometimes it’s easy to forget how much
you miss people until you see them again. That’s not the case with Corbin. I always miss him. As
much as his protectiveness can get old at times, it’s also a testament to how close we are.Corbin
releases me and pulls at a lock of my hair. “It’s longer,” he says. “I like it.”This may be the longest
we’ve gone without seeing each other. I reach up and flick the hair hanging across his forehead.
“So is yours,” I say. “And I don’t like it.”I smile to let him know I’m kidding. I actually like the
shaggier look on him. People have always said we look a lot alike, but I don’t see it. His skin is a
lot darker than mine, which I’ve always envied. Our hair is the same rich hue of brown, but our
facial features are nothing alike, specifically our eyes. Mom used to tell us that if we put our eyes
together, they would look just like a tree. His were as green as the leaves, and mine were as
brown as the trunk.I always envied that he got to be the leaves of the tree, because green was
my favorite color growing up.Corbin acknowledges Miles with a nod of his head. “Hey, man.
Rough night?” He asks the question with a laugh, as he knows exactly what kind of night Miles
had last night.Miles walks past both of us. “I don’t know,” he says in response. “I don’t remember
it.” He walks into the kitchen and opens a cabinet, retrieving a cup like he’s comfortable enough



here to do so.I don’t like that.I don’t like comfortable Miles.Comfortable Miles opens another
cabinet and takes out a bottle of aspirin, fills his cup with water, and pops two of the aspirin into
his mouth.“Did you get all your stuff brought up?” Corbin asks me.“Nope,” I say, glancing at Miles
when I respond. “I was kind of preoccupied with your neighbor most of the night.”Miles nervously
clears his throat as he washes the glass and places it back in the cabinet. His discomfort with his
lapse in memory makes me laugh. I like that he has no idea what happened last night. I even
kind of like that the thought of being with me seems to unnerve him. I might keep this façade
going for a while for my own sick enjoyment.Corbin looks at me as if he knows what I’m trying to
pull. Miles steps out of the kitchen and glances my way, then looks back to Corbin.“I would have
gone back to my place by now, but I can’t find my keys. You have my spare set?”Corbin nods
and walks to a drawer in the kitchen. He opens it, grabs a key, and tosses it to Miles, who
catches it in midair. “Can you come back in an hour and help me unload Tate’s car? I want to
shower first.”Miles nods, but his eyes cut briefly to mine as Corbin starts walking to his
bedroom.“We’ll catch up when it’s not too morning,” Corbin tells me.It may have been seven
years since we’ve lived together, but he apparently remembers I’m not much of a talker in the
morning. Too bad Miles doesn’t know this about me.After Corbin disappears into his bedroom, I
turn and face Miles again. He’s already looking at me expectantly, like he’s still waiting for me to
answer whatever questions he asked me earlier. I just want him to leave, so I answer them all at
once.“You were passed out in the hallway last night when I got here. I didn’t know who you were,
so when you tried to get inside the apartment, I might have slammed the door on your hand. It’s
not broken. I checked it out, and it’s bruised at best. Just put some ice on it and wrap it for a few
hours. And no, we didn’t hook up. I helped you into the apartment, and then I went to bed. Your
phone is on the floor by the front door where you dropped it last night because you were too shit-
faced to walk.”I turn to head to my room, just wanting to get away from the intensity in his eyes.I
spin around when I reach my bedroom door. “When you come back in an hour and I’ve had a
chance to wake up, we can try this again.”His jaw is firm. “Try what again?” he asks.“Getting off
on the right foot.”I close my bedroom door, putting up a barrier between me and that voice.That
stare.•••“How many boxes do you have?” Corbin asks. He’s slipping on his shoes by the door. I
grab my keys off the bar.
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Love.at.First.Read, “OH EM GEE. I’ve been on a Colleen Hoover kick lately and I’m pretty sure
she’s currently my second favorite author now! All the feels that I got from this book were
indescribable!Tate Collins decided to temporarily move in with her brother, Corbin, an airline
pilot, while she saves for her own place and goes to school for her Masters in Nursing. On her
first day at her brothers apartment complex, she finds a drunk man sleeping in front of the door
and blocking her entrance to her brothers apartment; as she attempts to go around him to get
inside, the man then wakes up and tries to get in too. Tate panics and closes the door on his
hand. Well, apparently this man, turns out to be a friend/co-worker of her brother and was locked
out of his apartment right across the hall. Airline pilot, Miles Archer – has a past that he can’t get
away from and because of it he refuses to ever allow himself to love again. And although Tate
almost broke his hand, the attraction between Miles and Tate is undeniable. Since neither of
them are interested in a relationship, they both settle on being friends-with-benefits. They both
have their own rules to be applied to this agreement, but somewhere along the lines, the rules
begin to get muddied and confusing as feelings develop. Will it ever be possible for Miles to deal
with his past so that he can finally have a future? Will Tate be able to stick around long enough
while Miles deals with his demons?“Every time I’m with him, he fills my heart up more and more,
and the more it’s filled with pieces of him, the more painful it’ll be when he rips it out of my chest
as though it never belonged there in the first place.” – Tate. I absolutely loved Tate and her
character; as much as she wanted Miles, she was controlled in her actions, she didn’t come off
as pathetic and needy. She lived in the reality of things – on one hand, she knows she wants
more than what he’s able to give her and on the other hand, she can’t help but stick around for
what she can get even though she knows it won’t end the way she hopes.“I’ve never met anyone
who can say so little when they speak. He’s definitely perfected the art of evasiveness.” – Tate.
Has anyone ever dealt with a person who answers your questions in such an evasive way but
you have no choice but to accept the answers being given, even though you need to hear more?
The writing in this book is so powerful, Colleen Hoover is an expert at ripping my heart out in a
book and then somehow she manages to mend it back together again. She writes the story as a
present day view of Tate, viewing the way that their relationship takes off; as well as the past of
Miles, so you feel the depths of the pain that Miles experienced, leading him to the hardened,
closed off way that he is today.“It’s the beautiful moments like these that make up for the ugly
love.” By the end, you truly understand what “Ugly Love” really means.*Side note – there was a
movie made based on this book, starring the sexy Nick Bateman!! Which is now on my list of
“must see” movies (insert fangirl scream here)!  check out my review on
loveatfirstreadcom.wordpress.com”

G. Jones, “Good romance well written. I like the story here and the characterisation. Well written,
nicely paced and interesting. I read this after reading It Ends With Us as I really enjoyed that and



wanted to read more by the author. However……and I appreciate I may be in the minority here
but - it had too much sex in it! I felt that the sex actually took over from the story in parts - and the
story was good enough. I like sex scenes in books like the next person but it got a bit “boring” in
the end. I could just read erotic books or porn for that lol! I understand it was to show the
difference in their “relationship” to lead to why but was overdone. Really want to read more by
the author - but with less sex!”

Victoria Pamela, “Late to this party!. Wow. How have I never met Miles Mikel Archer before?
Seriously how?Ugly Love has not only stolen a little piece of my heart but maybe the whole
damn thing. I was completely swept up in Miles and Tate's amazing story. I fell in love with the
way Colleen completely shattered my heart and then slowly pieced it back together, I love that I
lost myself in all that was unfolding before my eyes and like a starved animal, I devoured it all.
Every. Last. Word.The story is so perfectly balanced, it's angsty, beautiful, ugly, honest and
completely raw. There is no sugar coating the pure emotion and the chemistry is off the scale.
Whatever you feel from what you read, you will will feel is completely and while heartedly.No
good love story is simple, where would the fun in that be? It has more ups and downs than a
rollercoaster, it has the power to break your heart and make you pray that love is strong enough
to conquer whatever life decided to throw in its path. Ugly Love has this magical way of
combining all of the above and making you hang on to top the very end to find out how it ends. It
doesn't help that Miles is well just gah! I love him, all of him! He may be a little messed up, he
may be closed off and he may be an absolute tool sometimes but he's a tool I would happily
have!! And Tate. Isn't she every one of us women? We have all been in that situation. Hoping that
by sticking it out and holding on, no matter how much it kills us, we will eventually get what we
want not matter how impossible it seems. The feelings, emotion and decisions, what woman
hasn't been there. I certainly have. I think that is what makes Ugly Love able to steal its readers
hearts.I am off to find me more CoHo to read and immerse myself in.But for those of you who
haven't read Ugly Love? Get to it! You won't be disappointed.”

Carley, “Queen CoHo can do no wrong.         ."                            ’    
                                  ".Queen CoHo has done it again and managed to
make me feel so many emotions all at once. I think everyone knows how much I adore It Ends
With Us and Ugly Love is right up there on the pedestal with it for me. An absolutely stunning
read that I know will stay with me for a very long time.I don't know what it is about Colleen's
writing but I don't just read it, it actually crawls under my skin and straight into my veins. I just
can't walk away once I've started, which is why Ugly Love is now the 4th book by her that I've
devoured in a day.The story is flawlessly told from both Tate and Miles' POV, Tate in the present
and Miles in the past. Miles' past was so full of pain and the more I read the more I could actually
feel it deep in my soul and when the source of his pain is revealed it is gut wrenching. It breaks
you, but it also makes the tender moments with Tate - the small smiles, the stroke of a thumb or



a stolen glance, so powerful and meaningful. Tate is willing to be the woman in Miles life with no
strings attached, quickly agreeing to his two rules of "never ask about my past" and "don't expect
a future" but of course she quickly let's her heart hope for "more" and oh how I wanted MORE for
both of them too.If you're thinking of picking this one up let me tell you that it is worth every single
emotion you will feel because when all of the broken pieces are put back together it is truly
wonderful - you just need to be prepared to embark on the journey to get there. Its not easy, it's
broken, it is indeed          ”

The book by Colleen Hoover has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 43,183 people have provided feedback.
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