
The breeze felt good after the stuffy bar. I couldn’t stand not touching her, so I took Becca’s 

hand and slid my fingers between hers. I liked how well we fit together.  

And now I had to ask the question that had been on the tip of my tongue since I saw her 

across the bar earlier. 

“So. Batman?” 

She didn’t look at me as she answered. “Yep. Big fan. Although this is actually Batgirl.” She 

waved her hand over the bright yellow Bat symbol, drawing attention to her chest. As if I wasn’t 

already thinking about it far too much. 

Trying to keep my mind on the conversation rather than on how much I wanted to kiss her, 

I smiled and said, “I always thought she was much hotter than Catwoman. And I spent two years 

convinced I could be Batman when I grew up. Kam likes to use that to embarrass me, but it doesn’t 

really work. Who would not want all those cool gadgets?” 

She met my gaze, grinning. “I had a crush on Batman when I was a kid. I actually dated a 

guy named Bruce in high school, solely for his name.” 

I laughed. “That is impressive.”  

We’d reached her apartment, and when she didn’t let go of my hand, I followed her into the 

building. I wasn’t going to invite myself in, but I needed a few more minutes with her. And if she 

asked me in… 

“So, tomorrow.” I had to see her again. And not just another pizza delivery. 

“I have to work all day. This paper is important.” She led me down the familiar hall to her 

door. 

“Don’t order a pizza tomorrow night.” I turned her toward me. No, I wouldn’t invite myself 

in, but I wasn’t leaving without a kiss. I took a step forward. 

“Why not? A girl’s gotta eat.”  



“I’m sure you could feed a rugby team with the leftovers you must have.” I tried not to 

smile, but only partially succeeded. Flirting with Becca was fun. 

Her cheeks turned a becoming shade of pink. 

“Besides.” Because I wanted to touch it again, I brushed a strand of hair off her cheek. Her 

shiver made me shiver as well. “A girl should eat better than Paulo’s every meal.” 

“What did you have in mind?” She looked up at me, eyes smiling, lips parted. It took 

everything I had not to abandon our conversation and kiss her right then. 

“I work until 7:00. Then I will come over and make you dinner.” I stepped closer to her, 

until our bodies brushed against each other, as they had when we were dancing. Hunger surged 

through me, but I held it in check. 

She hesitated, so I quickly added, “If that’s OK.” 

She laughed lightly. “Of course it’s OK. I’d love to have you cook me dinner.”  

I grinned like a smitten fool, but I was too thrilled to care. I had a date with Becca. I couldn’t 

want anything more. 

Except a kiss. My attention zeroed in on her lips. She flattened her hand to my chest and I 

felt the touch everywhere. Could she feel the pounding of my heart? 

We looked at each other for a moment that hung between us, heavy with possibility. I slid 

my hand into her hair and turned her face toward mine. Holding myself back from devouring her 

the way I really wanted, I brushed her lips with mine. Even the soft touch sent a jolt of energy 

through me. 

When her fingers curled into my shirt, I couldn’t stop myself from murmuring her name, 

and giving her another feather-light kiss. Her lips parted, inviting me to take more. My own mouth 

watered and my body screamed for me to take what she offered. 

But I forced myself to settle for a few more soft kisses, and then I drew away. Resting my 



forehead against hers, I tried to catch my breath. Slowly, I opened my eyes to find her watching me, 

eyes dark with hunger. I traced her delicious lips with my finger, watching her watch me.  

Tomorrow night was going to be incredible. All the more so for making ourselves wait. 

Slowly, I drew back, only letting go of her hand when I was out of reach. “Sleep well.” I 

smiled, then headed for the exit. 

I walked down the street, my skin practically humming with energy. From the moment 

Becca had opened her door when she ordered her first pizza, two or three weeks ago now, I’d been 

intrigued by her. Her Batman t-shirt, her Wonder Woman pants and those sexy bright red streaks in 

her hair attracted me in a way no other girl had.  

Dancing with her tonight had been amazing. And kissing her was something I’d been 

fantasizing about for days. The kiss was usually just the beginning of my fantasies, but we could take 

things one step at a time in reality. Now that I knew she tasted like fire, I definitely needed more. 

I spent the rest of the walk home planning tomorrow night’s menu. I was reasonably good at 

making my grandma’s favorite Iranian chicken dish, khoresht fresenjan. I’d get a thing of instant rice, 

some chocolate to feed her after dinner, a bottle of decent wine, and we’d be set. And while I hoped 

it was a meal to lead into a seduction, if we ended up talking over wine and watching a romantic 

comedy, I’d be OK with that too. Which said something about the depth of my interest in her. It 

took a lot to get me to watch a romantic comedy. But for her, I would suffer through quirky best 

friends and dude-bro sidekicks.  

Kam was sacked out on the couch when I got home, watching Iron Man for the millionth 

time. We may have been identical twins, but he favored Marvel where I was more of a DC guy.  

How could someone pick any other superhero over Batman? Though if pushed, I could 

admit Iron Man also had some pretty cool gadgets. Still, he was not Batman. Some things didn’t 

come from genes. 



“What are you doing home so early?” I asked. I tried not to let my irritation show, but I’d 

practically needed a crowbar to get him off the couch in the first place, so it pissed me off that he’d 

disappeared while I danced with Becca. I’d hoped maybe he found a girl, or seen some friends. But 

who were we kidding? Kam had alienated all his friends. And what girl would put up with Mr. 

Mopey?  

Then again, some girls went for that whole dark and brooding thing. 

I opened the refrigerator to see if we had the chicken I needed for tomorrow night. 

“Just wanted to make sure I was home in time for curfew,” Kam said, answering my 

question. 

I clenched my jaw shut so as not to make an asshole response. He was my twin. I loved him. 

He was a part of me. I was literally a part of him. 

He was my twin. I loved him. 

I loved him. But damn, he was a stubborn arse. 

“Tell me you remembered to take your medicine.” I scanned the shelves of the refrigerator. 

No chicken. I looked at him, waiting for a response. 

As the saying goes, if looks could kill… “Yes, mum, I took my medicine. So you can get off 

my arse about that.” 

I shut the refrigerator and glared right back. “Oh, I’m sorry. You’re not the one on a first 

name basis with the 911 dispatcher. So until we can go a month without a trip to the ER, I sure as 

hell will get on your case about taking your meds. That’s my kidney you have got in there.” 

I yanked open the freezer. The blast of cold air chilled my face but not my temper. “And 

you know what else, you arsehole? I keep having to remind myself, but you are my brother, and I do 

actually love you. So I have a vested interest in you not dying.” 

Finding no chicken in the freezer, I moved to the pantry to look for rice. I rifled through our 



various boxes and packets of food with more force than necessary. No rice either. 

“Didn’t realize you were the love ‘em and leave ‘em type. Or did she get rid of you that 

fast?” 

I loved him. Family was very important. 

“Sod off,” I said. 

I heard his snort of laugher. It pissed me off enough I slammed the cupboard shut. “You 

know what? I kissed a gorgeous girl tonight. I have a date with her tomorrow night. I’m not letting 

you ruin this.” 

His only reply was to glare at me, but I could tell I’d disarmed some of his shitty mood. 

“Enjoy yourself moping out here. I’m going to take a shower and head to bed.”  

It would probably be a long shower. With lots of thoughts of Becca and all the things I 

wanted to do to her tomorrow night. 

Just like that, some of the anger dissolved, replaced by the electricity I’d felt earlier. Before 

Kam could come up with another sarcastic reply, I headed for the bathroom, glad to have something 

to think about other than what a complete idiot my brother was. 


