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When my parents told me that I’d be spending three weeks at a London prep school on a
student exchange my junior year, I was furious. I love New York. My school. My friends. And I
didn’t want to leave. But after some not-so-subtle insistence about experiencing a new culture,
gaining worldly knowledge, and the fact that it was only three weeks, I knew I wasn’t getting out
of it.So, I decided that if I had to go, I might as well have some fun.Which was how I met Harry at
a pub. His blue eyes, adorable accent, and charm instantly won me over—right after his lips
did.And I started to think that London might not be so bad.But then I met Noah.He’s tall, dark,
intense, and spends way too much time in the shower. I know this because I have to live with
him. And did I mention that he hates me?My first day at school is more eventful than I
anticipated. A boy named Mohammad takes me under his wing, declares himself my guide to
the “hostile and hormonal battlefield that is Kensington School,” and lays three facts on me:He,
Harry, and Noah are best mates.I’m the new girl and bound to cause drama.And I’ve already got
his boys all twisted up.I’m in way over my head, and it’s only my first day!

This young adult romance makes the heart dance as it bursts with compassionate and complex
characters, delicious dialogue and curl-your-goes tension. It's ADDICTING, ANGST-FILLED,
and ALL THE FEELS! I devoured every word and consumed this story in one sitting. I WAS
POSSESSED ... a prisoner of this romance. London Prep is bloody brilliant! This book gave me
the biggest buzz ... it blew me away!" -- Bookalicious Babes Blog "Perfect YA book that sucks
you into all of the angst and feels that you lived through in high school. Mallory's new adventure
in London lets you live vicariously though making new friends, finding new loves and expanding
your experiences. As you get invested into each of their lives, you wonder just what will happen
next to these young people and how will it all end. So much fun!" --The Smutbrarians "Mallory is
a strong character, and she needs to be to hold her own with these guys. At the moment there
are two real front runners for her affections and I know whose team I am currently rooting for." --
The Romance Cover "London Prep is full of that teenage angst I love so much in books. It was a
fun read that made me laugh, but also had more serious moments. This was such an addictive
read for me and I'm looking forward to more." --Book Babes Unite "All the characters are super
relatable & you just immediately want to be friends with all of them." --
Daydream.book.bliss "Jillian has found her niche in this type of book. Her books are fun and full
of drama. This series is going to be very fast paced so lace up and be ready!" --White Hot
Reads "A great start to a new series! I cannot wait to see what happens with Mallory next.
Definitely ends on a cliffhanger!!!" --NixReadsRomance "High school drama!!! I love it!!! London
prep is witty and drama filled with a side of hotties. It's a Great YA read." --Mandy ReadsAbout
the AuthorJillian Dodd is a USA Today and Ebook Tops Top 10 best-selling author. She writes



fun binge-able romance series with characters her readers fall in love with--from the boy next
door in the That Boy series to the daughter of a famous actress in The Keatyn Chronicles to a
spy who might save the world in the Spy Girl series. Her newest series include London Prep, a
prep school series about a drama filled three-week exchange, and the Sex in the City-ish chick
lit series, Kitty Valentine.She is married to her college sweetheart, adores writing big fat happily
ever afters, wears a lot of pink, buys way too many shoes, loves to travel, and is a distracted by
anything covered in glitter.
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Dodd Inc.When my parents told me that I’d be spending three weeks at a London prep school
on a student exchange my junior year, I was furious. I love New York. My school. My friends. And
I didn’t want to leave. But after some not-so-subtle insistence about experiencing a new culture,
gaining worldly knowledge, and the fact that it was only three weeks, I knew I wasn’t getting out
of it.So, I decided that if I had to go, I might as well have some fun.Which was how I met Harry at
a pub. His blue eyes, adorable accent, and charm instantly won me over—right after his lips
did.And I started to think that London might not be so bad.But then I met Noah.He’s tall, dark,
intense, and spends way too much time in the shower. I know this because I have to live with
him. And did I mention that he hates me?My first day at school is more eventful than I
anticipated. A boy named Mohammad takes me under his wing, declares himself my guide to
the “hostile and hormonal battlefield that is Kensington School,” and lays three facts on me:He,
Harry, and Noah are best mates.I’m the new girl and bound to cause drama.And I’ve already got
his boys all twisted up.I’m in way over my head, and it’s only my first day!Friday, September
20thDon’t deserve to be sent away.11am“Book me a car to the airport because I don’t want to
ride with either of you.” As the words leave my lips, I watch my parents’ eyes turn into
saucers.Good. They deserved that.What else did they expect? That they could just ship me off
to London for three weeks and I wouldn’t be mad?Wrong. I am pissed, and I intend to make sure
they know it.I don’t bother stomping to my room. I’ve moved beyond throwing a fit.Of course, my
dad follows me.“You know, this is meant to be a new and exciting experience for you,” he says,
moving into my room shortly after me.I grab one of my duffels, shoving in a stack of perfectly
folded sweaters. “No, Dad, this is the ultimate betrayal.”“Mmhmm.” My dad lets out a deep sigh,
his eyes softening, and for the first time, it seems like he’s finally considering my feelings. But his
calm demeanor isn’t going to change my attitude. “Most kids would die for an opportunity like
this, Mallory. Going to a different city, experiencing a different culture. Getting away from their
parents,” he urges.Touché, Dad. Touché.“But I’m not most kids. I like my life. I like living in New
York. Besides, I’ve been to London. I saw the sites. Drank the tea. And I’m good, honestly,” I say a



little nicer. “I appreciate the gesture, but I would rather stay here.”“Listen,” he replies, shifting from
my doorway and taking a seat at the foot of my bed. “Your mother and I have agreed. We think,
with time, you’ll see this as a good thing. And it’s only three weeks. What’s the worst that could
happen?”My dad gives me a half-hearted smile, tilting his head a little to the side like a puppy,
and for a moment, I want to believe him. But the thing is, he didn’t ask for my input. He and my
mom made this decision without me. Without asking if it was what I wanted. Without seeing it
from my point of view. I’m feeling very frustrated about the whole situation.“Dad, you’re supposed
to be the parent, telling me all the worst things that could happen. Where is Mom when I need
her? I’m sure she would be able to list all the terrible things that could happen to me abroad.
Mom!” I start to shout, but my dad’s laughter catches my attention.“You will be fine, Mal. You’re
strong and independent. A little mouthy, but sass isn’t always a bad thing.”“I understand that I
sound like a brat. But come on, Dad. I love New York. I’m an overall good child, aren’t I? I don’t
deserve to be sent away.” I pout.Because this situation is serious.I’m supposed to leave
tomorrow!“Honey,” my dad says, patting my hand, “you’re not being sent away like a bad kid. I
know how much you love it here, but just try to give London a chance. If I didn’t think that you
could handle it, I wouldn’t push you to go.” His bluish-gray eyes settle on my own, and it’s almost
like I’m looking at myself because my dad and I are so similar.“We’ve been to London before, so
it’s not going to be this amazing, new experience. And truthfully, I prefer Shanghai.”My dad takes
his hand back, but then a smile comes to his face, causing his eyes to crease in the corners.
“May I ask why?”“London is boring,” I say, nodding my head at him.“Really?” he replies, taken
aback. “That’s interesting you think so. See, most people would say London is rather vibrant.”My
dad’s eyes glisten at me, and I know he’s taunting me.I give him an eye roll in reply.“Fine,” I say,
throwing my hands into the air. “You and Mom win. I will go to London, seeing as I do not have a
choice and am being forced to. But it doesn’t change how I feel. I’m still very upset with you both,
and I don’t see myself getting over it anytime soon.”A smile spreads across my dad’s face. “I
appreciate your honesty, sweetie. Just promise me to give it a real, wholehearted shot when
you’re there.”“I don’t do anything halfway, do I?”“No, you don’t,” my dad says with a chuckle. He
leans toward me, placing a kiss on my cheek as he rises from the bed.Despite what he and my
mother believe, I think doing a three-week student exchange in London is a terrible idea.But
there’s something even worse I have to do right now. I have to call my best friend, Anna, and tell
her. I’ve known for a couple of weeks that this was going to happen, but I really thought that I
could get my parents to change their minds. Usually, I’m able to convince them and get my
way.But apparently, not this time.“Hey,” I say when Anna answers her phone. “I have bad
news.”“What’s wrong?” she asks.I imagine her sitting on her bed in her newly redecorated room,
staring out her window at Central Park.I don’t say anything for a moment, not sure how to tell
her.“I’m leaving school,” I start, but I don’t get out anything else because she interrupts
me.“Mallory! What are you talking about? Why would you do that? We have so many plans for
this year! Are you moving?” Her words spill out, and my stomach twists when I hear them.“No.
My parents decided that it would be an enriching experience to send me to London through the



school’s exchange program,” I say, already feeling upset again.“When do you leave?”“Tomorrow,”
I say softly.“And you are just now telling me?” she replies, obviously hurt. “But you can’t. I mean,
you’ll miss everything important. We are going to that art gallery opening on Tuesday. We have
reservations booked for Nori next week, and goodness knows how long it will take to get another
reservation if you can’t come.”“I know. I’m sorry,” I tell her.“Ohmigawd, Mallory! You’re going to
miss Matthew Miller’s party. His parents will be in Aruba, remember? You’re supposed to flirt with
him and make him fall in love with you because he’s Anthony’s best friend. That way we would be
best friends who date best friends. And how are we supposed to do that if you’re gone?” she
asks, sounding distressed.Because Anna’s like that. She makes all these plans in her head.She
continues her rant, and I realize that she’s right. Life will go on here without me. That’s what my
parents just don’t get.I shove a book into my duffel before dropping it onto the floor and falling
dramatically onto my bed.I notice Anna has stopped speaking.“It’s only three weeks,” I say for
lack of a better reply.She lets out a deep sigh. “I’m sorry. I should be happy for you. I mean,
London. London is awesome, right? A new school. New friends to make. And more importantly,
boys with sexy accents.”“I doubt I will meet anyone fun. The British are kind of stuffy, aren’t
they?”“Maybe. Did they give you an itinerary? Have you already decided what to take? You’ve
got to pack cute London clothes. And shoes. Lots of shoes. And probably wellies. Doesn’t it rain
there all the time? Are you sure you don’t need me to come over and help you with your
wardrobe?”“No, thanks. I’ve got it covered.”“You know, I think it would be great to go to a different
school for a few weeks, where no one knows you. I mean, it’s not like you’ll ever see them again,
which might be fun.” She sounds like she’s trying to convince herself.She always talks out her
problems, thinking on the fly. Unlike me, who plans out everything in my life.I sigh loudly.“Mallory,
seriously, you should try to have fun.”“Now, you sound like my dad. I’ve gotta go pack. I’ll text you
—probably every day because I’ll be bored to death.”We end the call, and I consider what both
she and my dad said.It is only three weeks, and who cares what anyone at this stupid London
school thinks of me? It’s not like I’ll ever see them again.That thought builds in my mind. I’ll never
see them again.I smile to myself. Screw it. Maybe I will have some fun. Go to London and blow
off a little steam. And then I’ll come back, having appeased my parents, and move on with my
life.I pick up the pamphlet that my father left on my dresser. Kensington School. Staring back at
me is a group of overly joyful teens, all in matching uniforms.Fakers.They’re sitting around,
looking at one another as though they have never wanted to be anywhere else. Just the sight of
it makes me roll my eyes. And what’s worse is, apparently, that’s supposed to be me in a few
days.I let out another sigh before pulling myself up off my bed and grabbing another empty
suitcase to fill.Saturday, September 21stI’m going to London.New York—JFK Airport“Miss
James,” our driver, Larry, says with a nod as he takes my hand and helps me out of the black
BMW that is pulled to the curb in front of the airport.I give him a smile. Larry has been our
family’s driver since … well, forever. He probably knows my parents as well as I do. Between
driving my father to and from work and my mom’s distaste for taxis and her need to attend
varying luncheons, he’s with us daily.“Thank you,” I say as he gets out the last of my suitcases—



three in total with a nice-sized duffel to top it off.It might seem excessive for three weeks, but I
hate not being prepared. The fact that I was not given any kind of an itinerary did not help. Which
means I had to strategically pack for any possible outing—from cute, casual day outfits to
options for going out.And there’s nothing worse than having the most beautiful clothes and
wearing them with the same shoes and bag. Each outfit is distinct and needs its own
accessories, or it throws off the whole effect, and that’s not good.Fifteen pairs of shoes later, I
think I’ve done pretty well with the little amount of information I have on what exactly I’ll be doing
besides sitting in a stuffy, old building in an outdated uniform. I wipe the thought from my mind,
bringing my attention back to Larry. I give him a wave as he leaves me at curbside check-in, and
I hand my passport to the employee behind the desk. She looks at me, a smile coming to her
face.“I see you’re traveling to London today, Miss James,” she says, obviously wanting me to be
as excited by the idea as she is.I want to reply, Unfortunately, but her smile is genuine, and I
don’t really feel like being responsible for removing the sparkle in her eye. So, I give her my best
I’m not faking this fake smile and nod with enthusiasm.“I’m going to London,” I repeat, letting the
words settle in.I’ve been trying to avoid the thought as much as possible, but now, here I am,
faced with it yet again for the second time today. The first time was when my mom hugged me
this morning and then proceeded to cry, making me feel extremely uncomfortable. She
blubbered something about missing me and being proud, but I just moved on to my dad, giving
him a hug. And luckily for us, he was able to hold back his tears.At least one of my parents can
handle their emotions. My mother can never compose herself, which is one of the reasons—
aside from the utter betrayal that still upsets me—that I preferred to come to the airport alone.
We are born alone, we die alone, and I would like to not be coddled and suffocated for the
remaining time in between.That’s why I get along so well with my dad. He understands me. Hell,
he’s practically just like me. Or I suppose, I’m just like him. He is focused and driven. He doesn’t
let emotions overcome him. He understands that a firm pat on the shoulder from him makes me
more emotional than a full-body hug, and his good-bye was enough warmth to last me through
the next three weeks.I take my passport and boarding ticket from the woman and watch as my
luggage, one piece after another, disappears into the hidden maze that moves silently through
JFK to the appropriate plane. I think back to my dad as I get in the TSA line, the image of his cool
eyes settling into my chest. I caught an ounce of maybe regret in them when he said his good-
bye, but he looked happy at the same time. His mixed emotions left me feeling a little sick at the
thought of leaving, but there’s not much I can do about it now.I hand my passport and ticket over
at the security check and then find myself seated on the seven twenty-five p.m. flight to London
Heathrow.Sunday, September 22ndAre you kidding me?London Heathrow AirportSeven hours
later, I’m woken up as we are descending into the London area. I pull up my window shade,
ready to let the sunshine wake me, but all I see is a gray sky.Of course. My mood matches the
color.After landing, I make my way through passport control, withdrawing my exchange
paperwork for them to look over, and then I try to find my name on one of the many pieces of
papers held up to greet arrivals.I get a little worried when I don’t find either Mallory or James. I



move to a bench and pull out my phone, connecting to the Wi-Fi before texting my dad.Me: I
can’t find my driver.I watch the little dots moving on-screen, showing that he’s typing.Dad: We
didn’t book you one.Me: Are you kidding me?Dad: No.Me: What?All I see is those dots again,
and I get frustrated, my heart pounding in my chest.Me: ?????Dad: Your host family is picking
you up. You should look for one Helen Williams. She has your photo.I read the text twice,
realizing how unprepared I was for this arrival. And how little my parents seem to care that their
daughter just landed in a foreign country and is all alone. I call my dad.“So, I’m supposed to just
wait for Helen to arrive?” I ask, irritated.“Honey, I just received a message from her that she’s
meeting you there. Your flight landed early, and apparently, you’ve made it through immigration
quicker than she expected.”“Do you realize how insane this is?”“You declared quite clearly that
you were an adult and could handle yourself. I shouldn’t have had to tell you about this. You
should have asked.”My mouth gapes open at my dad’s comment.“You’re kidding me, right? You
don’t have to take everything I say so literally.”“You’re not a Park Avenue princess, Mallory. Don’t
make the slip from dramatic to ungrateful. She is almost there. I gave her your contact
information as well, just in case.”“Throwing me to the wolves then, I see.” Or to London, I
suppose. Or to this random woman who is apparently picking me up. “You know, I’m still at the
airport. You can change your mind. I’m sure there’s a flight to JFK. And, oh, would you look at
that? There’s one leaving in a little over an hour. That’s just enough time for a little wave to Helen
before heading home. See? I came; I saw.”My dad laughs. “Give us a call when you get settled,
Mal.”“Fine,” I reply flatly.He thinks I won’t remember this. But I will.I pace for a few moments,
realizing that I am way more nervous than I expected. I didn’t think I would have to see anyone
right away. I guess I just didn’t think.All of a sudden, I see a woman barreling through the crowd,
weaving in between people and suitcases. When her brown eyes land on me, her face softens
with relief for a moment, and I know I’ve found Helen.“Oh dear,” she says, rushing up to me, her
short legs moving as fast as they can. “I am so sorry for the delay.” She sets her purse down onto
the ground in a huff. “I am absolutely mortified. I should have known better. I actually am a
speeder, believe it or not, but it wasn’t traffic that kept me. These new automated gates at the
airport are a nightmare, getting into the parking garage.”My eyes go wide at her outburst, and I
almost have to take a step back. But, funny enough, her nerves actually settle my own.“It’s no
big deal. I just got through,” I say with a smile, placing my hand on her shoulder.She lets out a
large breath, and I can feel her relax under my touch. She smiles up at me, fully collected. “I’m
Helen Williams,” she says, extending her hand.“Mallory James,” I reply.“Now, let’s collect your
cases, dear, and then we can head to the house to get you settled in.”Her dark hair falls to her
shoulders like mine, but hers has a curl to it. Her skin is a pretty olive tone, her flushed cheeks
accentuating her warmth. We stand in front of the baggage belt, and I squeeze my hands
together, trying not to fidget. She hasn’t said much else, and I can’t seem to come up with
anything brilliant to say either. So, instead, I try simple.“So, you have kids?”It’s an obvious
statement because, duh, I’ll be staying in a room vacated by one of her children who is also
doing a school exchange. But every parent can go on and on about their kids. I’m hoping she



takes it as a go flag, so we don’t have a lull in conversation. There’s nothing more painful than
small talk—or worse, a deafening silence.“Yes.” She turns to me, beaming. “Mia and Noah. They
are twins but almost complete opposites.”“Really?” I ask curiously, a smile coming to my
face.“Absolutely. Noah is focused and driven. He can be quite the brooder and is very intense.
He has a huge heart, but I like to think he keeps it tucked away for those most important to him.”
She glows. “And my Mia … well, she is a feisty one, as her father would say. They both have
strong personalities, but Mia is a little softer and quite creative.”“That must make it fun—to have
children with such different personalities,” I reply, grabbing one of my bags as it comes around
the carousel. I easily get it off the belt.Helen continues, “It is. But it can also make it quite
challenging. Despite being twins, they are my opposing pillars. Standing tall and strong but
definitely distinct.”Her warmth seeps into me. She has that mom energy about her.“So, which
one ended up going on the exchange?”“Mia,” she confirms. “Noah and Mia’s father—well, my
husband,” she says, her cheeks warming again, “was born and raised here. My parents
emigrated from Greece when I was a child. They weren’t well off when they arrived in the UK, but
they always did the best that they could and eventually became successful. I was able to attend
a top university, and I want my children to have that same opportunity when it comes to their
schooling.”“How old were you when you came from Greece?” I ask curiously, grabbing ahold of
another one of my bags. This one has a bit more weight to it, and I realize I wish Larry were here
—partly because I’m used to always being picked up at the airport by him and partly because he
would have collected my bags, making it look easy.“I was nine. It was a hard transition at first,”
she reflects, while I locate my last suitcase, “though I became accustomed to England quite
quickly. Anywho, you’ll be staying in my daughter, Mia’s, room since she’s gone on the
exchange.”“Sounds great.” I grab my duffel off the conveyor belt along with the last suitcase. I
finally have everything. “These are all my bags,” I say, taking in the overwhelming amount.When
Helen looks over them, I feel a little embarrassed. I thought through everything I would need. But
standing here next to Helen with them all, I feel a little silly.“You certainly did come prepared.”
She gives me a half-hearted smile but then refocuses. “I’ll grab us a trolly then, and we will be on
our way.”After carefully wedging two of my suitcases into her trunk—or boot, as she called it—
and another one in her backseat, I somehow manage to get all my bags into her car.And then
there’s the car ride. Helen wasn’t lying when she said that she was a speeder. We are weaving in
and out of lanes with little effort at a high speed. Instead of it making me nervous though, I feel
excited. It’s a bit of an adrenaline rush.“I love your driving,” I tell her, a smile coming to my
face.She blushes. “My children and husband think I’m terrifying. But none of them ever drive, and
though Gene has his license, he always leaves that task up to me.”“I can see why.” I grin. “You’re
efficient.”“I am, aren’t I?” she agrees.I watch as the city comes into view. One thing I’ve always
liked about London, despite not really liking it, is its neighborhoods. It’s like New York in that way.
Each area is different, unique.It’s my favorite part about New York City and why I want to get into
real estate. It would be a challenge, figuring people out. They would tell you what they were
looking for. What type of place they thought would suit them. If they wanted a neighborhood safe



for kids or close to restaurants or their work. But really, it is about them. If you can get past their
list of wants to who they are—their personality, their core—then you can help them find a place
perfect for them. A place that they themselves would have never found on their own. Something
about that idea gives me a sense of purpose. Power. It’s exciting to think you know someone
better than they know themselves.“Helen, where is your daughter doing her exchange?” I ask,
realizing I never asked.“Greece.”I look over to her and see pride on her face.“Wow. So, you came
from there as a little girl, and now, your little girl has gone back? It’s kind of like coming full circle,
isn’t it?”“It’s a dream come true for me,” she confides. “My daughter returning to my homeland.
She will be learning Greek properly and is attending a school close to my family, so she will get
to meet her grandparents and extended family.” A tear slips from her eye. “Oh my,” she says,
taken aback. “I’m sorry for the outburst, dear. I’m not sure what’s come over me.”“It’s fine,” I reply.I
think about saying something else, but I don’t. Seeing her cry doesn’t bother me. She’s crying
from pride. Joy. It makes me happy. I give her a smile and then look out the window again.“I’ve
got to refocus myself,” she says with a laugh. “Always blubbering over this and that. That’s what
children do to you. But back to you, dear. After we get you settled in at our home, the school
wants you to stop by the campus this afternoon. I told them that was quite a lot for your first day
here. It’s Sunday after all. However, they insisted and assured me that it was necessary. They
promised it would be a quick process. I can take you myself or show you the quickest route. It’s
not far from our home—maybe a ten-minute walk or so. It’s your preference.”“Thank you, but if it’s
that close, I’ll just walk. It will be good to get my bearings.”Helen nods. “I agree. But don’t concern
yourself too much. I believe they just want to give you a quick tour of the campus and give you
your schedule, so when you start classes tomorrow, you won’t be overwhelmed.” She turns her
brown eyes toward me, sizing me up. But just as quickly, she’s back, focusing on the road.“As
much as I don’t like to admit it—or show it,” I say with a laugh, “I can get overwhelmed. So, a tour
today will be a good thing.”“I hoped you might think so. Either way, my son, Noah, is in your year
and will show you the way. I’ve made sure he’s going to walk you to your classes and help you
through your first few days. He’s a good boy, that one.”I’m not sure if I actually need an assigned
guide, but her reassurance is nice, and the idea of at least having someone there is comforting. I
doubt I will need his help, but like she said, just in case.Helen turns abruptly, and the street we
move onto is beautiful. It’s lined with white houses with big columns on either side of black
lacquered doors. Trees and a thin strip of grass separate the street from the sidewalk before
thick steps lead up to each entrance.“This is home,” she says, slowing down to point at a
door.“Number thirty-two,” I say, reading the number.Helen nods. “Number thirty-two.”Has me
slightly freaked.11am“It seems we’ve arrived home to an empty house,” Helen comments, taking
in the silence.Everything about this house screams warmth and family. The furniture is sturdy
and long-lasting, but it has a certain charm and wear to it.“I like your home,” I reply, carrying in
my duffel.“Thank you.” She smiles, rolling the last of my suitcases to the bottom of a set of stairs.
“Let’s leave your cases here for the boys to see to.”I drop my bag, taking in the wooden staircase
and the small hallway.“This is the living room,” Helen says, leading me into the front of the



house.It is a good-sized room with a fireplace and two large couches facing one another. There
are two armchairs flanking either side of the fireplace, both looking well-loved.My eyes drift
across a stack of books to an empty teacup sitting on the coffee table. There’s an open book
atop it and framed photos on every surface. It’s cozy. And very different from my mother’s
decorating style. She believes that a home should be a place to display beauty, and even though
every corner of our house is decorated meticulously well, it doesn’t really say anything about us
as a family. Well, other than we have an affinity for neutral colors and modern, sleek style.“I love
it,” I comment, my eyes falling on a folded-up newspaper. The crossword section lies open and is
partially filled in.A smile comes to my face. I can already tell a lot about the people who live here,
just by this room.“Upstairs are the bedrooms,” Helen states after taking me through the kitchen
and dining room. “We’ve got Mia’s room, where you’ll be staying, on the left. Next to that is
Noah’s room, and across from that is the bathroom you will use. A little farther down the hall on
the right is the master bedroom.”I nod, trying to follow along.“Why don’t you head up there and
get familiar with the place? Settle yourself in and have a rest. I’ll pop up with some lunch in a bit,
and then after that, you can make your way to school. I haven’t a clue why Gene and Noah aren’t
here, but I suppose you’ll meet them later anyway.”I nod in agreement. All of the flying and talking
and driving has me tired—not just physically, but mentally. And lying down for a bit actually
sounds really nice.“Thanks,” I breathe out, relieved she didn’t ask for me to stay downstairs with
her.I grab my duffel and head up the narrow staircase, finding the door to Mia’s room. Her bed
catches my attention first. There is a black-and-purple bedspread, which contrasts against her
white walls. Well, what white you can find. There are photos and pictures everywhere. My gaze
lands on the wall next to her door. It is covered with hanging string, zigzagging from the ceiling
halfway down her wall. She has Polaroids attached with clips on each level, and I find photos
ranging from groups of girls to pictures taken out in the city.It’s nothing like my room at home with
its neutral silver and cream colors. All my art is abstract and matching, opposed to this room,
which is an eclectic mixture of color, art, knickknacks, and, well, memories.I decide the first thing
I have to do is rinse off the plane ride in the shower. Even if you get on a plane, sparkling clean,
you always get off of it, feeling dirty. There’s something about the dryness of the air pumped in,
mixed with stiff pillows, that has you staring in the bathroom mirror after your flight, wondering
how you’ve managed to go from cute to disgusting in a matter of seven hours.I try to be gentle
with my hair, but my nails dig into my scalp. Everything is starting to feel real. It almost felt like a
ruse or a prank my parents were playing on me. Even at the airport, on the plane, I really didn’t
have to accept what was actually going to happen. I didn’t let it bother me. But now, being here,
in a stranger’s home … well, reality is setting in.And it has me slightly freaked.Because I don’t
want to try to imagine how things will go or what it will be like, living with this family. My parents
know me. They know I love coffee brought to me in bed. They know that I absolutely love pasta,
but I hate tomato sauce unless it’s freshly made. Even at some of the nicest restaurants in New
York, I won’t touch the sauce because the tomatoes aren’t sweet enough. My parents know
those things about me and love me. My dad laughs when I practically growl at him on days he



wakes me up to run with him.Because he loves my quirks.And now, here I am, in my “new home,”
trying to decide how much effort to actually put into this program. I don’t want it to mess with my
grades or my future. And I’m nervous, because there are so many questions and possibilities.Do
I develop relationships that could help me in the future?Do I not give a fuck and just pretend this
is a long vacation?Am I going to get attached if I make friends?I let out a really long and dramatic
sigh. The possibilities are overwhelming.I don’t really want new friends. Or a new family. If I ever
decide I need contacts in London, I’ll make them then.I smile to myself and make my decision.
No. I would rather try and do what the brochure says and immerse myself in a new culture. And I
plan to do that by finding the closest local pub after my meeting at school and pretending I’m old
enough to be served a pint.Because why not?I’m only here for a few weeks, and I might as well
make the most of it. Have some fun. But then I think to Helen downstairs and how kind and
welcoming she is, and my stomach knots up a little. I’m conflicted, and I don’t like the
feeling.Whatever.I get out of the shower, brush my hair, and then give it a quick blow-dry. It’s a
blessing and a curse that my hair is fine. On the upside, it’s quick to fix. On the downside, it won’t
hold a curl to save its life. It always falls in a straight sheet almost to my shoulders.I shuffle
through my bag, pulling out my toothpaste, toothbrush, and perfume. I give my mouth a nice
rinse before applying some fragrance to my wrist and transferring it to the other and then up to
my neck. I decide, instead of napping, I should get this school stuff out of the way, so I just throw
on a clean pair of jeans and a cute sweater. When I come out of the bathroom, dressed, I find
Helen walking up the stairs with a glass of juice and a sandwich in hand.“You look lovely and
refreshed,” she says, leading me back into Mia’s room. She places the plate and juice down onto
the desk before turning toward me.“Thanks. I thought about the nap you’d suggested, but I’m
afraid if I go to bed now, I won’t ever wake up,” I say with a laugh.“I understand. Get some food in
your belly, and then I will give you directions to campus and let Ms. Adams know that you will be
headed that way.”“Sounds good,” I reply, sitting down in the chair and taking a drink of the juice. It
tastes a little more like orange Fanta than the fresh-squeezed juice I’m used to, but I don’t say
anything.Once I finish the snack, I’m on my way out the door with a set of keys to the house and
directions written out on a piece of paper. I tried to tell Helen that, growing up in the city, I have a
pretty easy time finding my way around, but she insisted on giving me written directions
regardless. She also marked a few cafés on her makeshift map, telling me that I must stop for a
scone and tea after.School is only a few blocks away from their home, and it doesn’t take much
to figure out that the building I’m standing in front of is Kensington School. It’s an imposing
structure with classic lines, looking as if it could have had a former life as a house built for
nobility, its borders guarded by an iron gate.Honestly, it’s beautiful.Greenery grows up one of the
stone walls, and I walk through a brick archway into a central courtyard. There is a large oak tree
in the middle with a circular bench built around it. The walls of the building climb up into the sky,
and I take a moment to appreciate it.My school in New York isn’t anything like this. It’s modern
and industrial. It professes to promote creativity and the future, doing away with traditions and
aged character. I love that about my school. It’s progressive and new.But something about this



school makes me feel happy. And the thought of walking through this courtyard tomorrow,
dressed in the school uniform, hearing the faint sounds of the city moving on all around us but
almost being both trapped and set free in this living piece of history, is … well, exciting.I swallow
hard, surprised at myself. I shift my gaze from the building, trying to discern which of the
numerous doors to enter through. I walk a few steps, and then one of them opens. I can only
assume that the large, round woman standing in the doorway is Ms. Adams.“Miss James?” she
questions, taking a few steps closer to me as I nod in affirmation. “I’m Ms. Adams, school
administrator. It’s nice to meet you.” She shakes my hand. She doesn’t have a firm grip, but it isn’t
the softest either. She’s wearing a thick wool skirt, topped with a brown sweater, and her
formality is comforting.“Nice to meet you,” I say, taking my hand back.“Now, if you’d like to follow
me to the office, we will get you all sorted out.”She turns, leading me into the building. It’s just as
beautiful on the inside as it is on the outside. I love the old stone walls and thick wooden
moldings. She turns a corner, taking me into a room that branches off into offices. A moment
later, she has me seated at her desk.“Would you like a cup of tea?” she asks, turning on a
kettle.“I’m all right. Thank you though,” I reply politely.She looks a little taken aback by my answer
but gives me a nod before proceeding to sit in silence until her kettle rings out, and then she has
a cup of steaming water in front of her.It’s possible that she already doesn’t like me simply
because I don’t like tea.“Now then, I won’t keep you too long, as it’s Sunday and I want you to
get settled in. I’ve got a packet here for you,” she says, handing me a thick brown envelope, “that
I thought we might go through together. First off is your schedule. You’ll be taking Statistics,
Latin, Art, and Geography. Those classes run every day and then are shortened on Tuesdays
and Thursdays to account for sports. You’ll have to choose one sport, and I’ve included the list of
options here.”She gestures to another piece of paper on the desk before flipping it over and
looking at the next one, moving at a fast clip. “You’ll be expected to attend all classes. If you’re ill,
please have your host family contact the school. You’ll need your student card for lunch, as it
runs as a charge card. Your class schedule is listed here with buildings and room numbers along
with a map. This sheet has your locker information on it. You’re in locker number seventy-five on
the main floor, and here,” she says, pointing, “is the combination. We’ve already put your
textbooks for classes in it, so they will be there, waiting for you in the morning. Be sure to take
the appropriate one with you to each class.”I nod my head, following along. So far, all she’s
rambled on about is the schedule and locker, and those things are pretty standard.“As for your
uniforms, we have a school spirit shop at the far end of campus. I’ll escort you there now to get
your uniforms sorted out. Pick out whatever you like, and again, it can be directly charged to your
student card. We will have it packed up and delivered to your host home this evening so that
you’re prepared for school tomorrow. Please read over the list of rules, which includes
regulations on the dress code.“We have a full-time counselor on staff, and if you’re having
trouble adjusting or need someone to talk to, she is the one to contact. We’ve put you with the
Williams family, as you already know. This is advantageous to you, as their son, Noah, is also in
your year and can help guide you through daily life at Kensington.”The mention of Noah makes



me perk up a bit, and I’m starting to wonder what he’s actually like.I nod my head at Ms. Adams,
giving her a smile because, all of a sudden, she has stopped talking and is staring at me.“All
right then,” she says, getting up. “I will give you a quick tour and then have you on your way to the
shop.”I stand up, following her out of the office and into the hallway. As she leads me down it, I
find lockers, noticing that the aged facade has transitioned into a clean and modern school.“If
you follow this hallway, it takes you to our sporting facilities.” Ms. Adams points and then
continues walking. “In front of us is the common room, and over there is the lunchroom.
Everyone in your year attends lunch at the same time.”I try to get a peek inside, but all of the
lights are switched off, and I end up looking at my reflection in the glass.“If you follow this
hallway, you will find your locker at the end as well as most of the classrooms. This stairwell here
will take you up to the first through third floors. If you go through those doors”—she points again
—“there is a connected building, housing the nurse, teachers’ offices, and such. If you continue
past that, you’ll find the building for our younger students, but the majority of your time will be
spent here.”I try to take in all of the information, feeling slightly turned around. I’m silently grateful
for the map included in my packet. I follow behind her until we’re standing in front of the school
shop.“You’re allowed to wear skirts, shorts, or trousers. If you wear skirts or shorts, black tights
are required to be worn underneath them. Every day, you need to be in a white button-up, but
you may add one of the school jumpers if you’re chilly. Black shoes are mandatory.” She nods to
herself as I look over the clothes, not impressed by their fabric choices or design, not to mention
the overuse of navy and red.“Oh, and please come back to my office on Tuesday morning before
classes start and let me know which sport you will be participating in. We can then get you set
up for it that afternoon.”“Okay,” I reply, taking the packet that she hands to me.“Mr. Hughes,” she
calls out, causing a man to pop his head out into the shop from an office.“Ms. Adams.” He
smiles, moving toward us at a snail’s pace.“Please see to it that Miss James is prepared for her
first day of classes tomorrow.” She gives him a warm smile, and I’m starting to wonder if she just
doesn’t like me or if she is more friendly to people she knows.“Very well.” He nods, taking my
elbow and leading me to a section full of skirts and pants.The patterns are classic, and the shirts
are plain, but I manage to collect a pile of clothing, adding in some sweaters—or should I say,
jumpers—and tights, like she instructed.Mr. Hughes smiles as he folds the clothing. “We will
have this delivered by evening’s end,” he tells me, and then I’m free to go.I take in the fresh air
again, feeling the weight of my new schedule and the school rules heavy in my hand.I want the
distraction.3pmAs I make my way off campus, I decide to go to one of the cafés that Helen
recommended. It’s still light out, and having a little me time before going back to the house
sounds nice. It’s my last moment of freedom where I can still pretend tomorrow isn’t happening.I
peek through the window and decide against it. It looks nice, but it’s quiet and small.And right
now, I don’t want that.I want the distraction of people. I want noise and chatter to drown out my
thoughts.I walk a little farther and find the perfect place—The Queens Arms. I go into the pub,
quickly absorbing the vibe coming from within it. The place is packed. There are groups of men
sitting at tables, couples at the bar, parties of friends all gathered together. Normally, I would



hate sitting at the bar alone. I would hate not being out with, well, anyone. But this afternoon, I
couldn’t be more thankful for it. Because for the next three weeks, I’m never going to be
alone.Back home, my dad’s always at work. Mom is out in the city, at some function or another.
It’s normally just me. We do dinners together, but that’s about it. Sometimes, we will go to the
park over the weekend or out for brunch, but they’re typically planned events. Planned time. And
I already know from the warmth of the Williams’ home that it is lived in. That they spend a lot of
family time there together.I smile at the bartender and order a cider. He looks me over, and I half-
wonder if he’s going to ask for my ID, but he simply pulls out a pint glass and turns on the tap. I
try not to let out a visible sigh of relief as he sets the pint onto the bar. I pay him and then look
around, trying to find an open table.Or even an open seat.I walk farther into the pub and am
struck by the thick wooden beams that match the wraparound bar. I squeeze past a group of
men talking about an upcoming football match—which to the British, means soccer—and smile
to myself. I finally spot an open seat farther down the bar that’s perfect.I sit down, take a few
large gulps of cider, and enjoy the fruity taste lingering in my mouth.This is exactly what I
needed. Time alone to relax and unwind.“Excuse me, miss,” a loud voice says from over my
shoulder, causing me to roll my eyes.Honestly, can I not have just a minute to myself?“Miss?” I
say, frustrated, turning toward the voice. I meet the gaze of a cute boy, whose blue eyes narrow
in on me.“I have to ask you,” he says, “is that cider you’re drinking?”“Yeah. Why?” I ask,
perplexed.“Why? Well, this matters a great deal actually, for two main reasons,” he says,
grinning. His light-blue eyes are set against short blond hair, and he cocks his head at
me.“Really?” I say, biting my lip so he isn’t encouraged by me smiling. “And why’s that?”“Well,
firstly, cider is absolute shit, and it should be thrown out immediately,” he says seriously, moving
in a little closer.I can smell beer on his breath, and I can already tell he’s one of those boys who
likes putting on a show.“And if I won’t do that?” I question.“Well then,” he says, leaning on the bar
and setting his pint down next to mine, “we’ve made it to my second point. Which is, if you’re
going to drink cider—which, again, I point out is fucking terrible—then you must counteract it by
not drinking it alone. So, here I stand before you, your moral support for the task.”He raises his
eyebrows at me, obviously pleased with himself. And I can’t help but smile along with him.“Oh, I
see. You’ve come to my rescue then?” I take another sip of the supposedly fucking terrible cider,
which I’m actually enjoying.“I’m no knight in shining armor. The opposite really. I was hoping
you’d rescue me. You see those lads over there?” he says, pointing over his shoulder to a table in
the corner. A few guys are sitting around it, and at least a half-dozen empty pints decorate their
table. “They’re a terrible time, and I was hoping you might take pity on me.” He pouts, giving me
sad puppy-dog eyes.And I want to give in, but I know exactly what he’s doing.“You’re a charmer,”
I admit, but I pull back a little.“And you aren’t having any part of it, are you?” he says, a laugh
escaping his lips. His mood lightens, and he turns back to look at his friends.I take in his button-
down shirt, how it’s rolled at the sleeves and how the top button is undone. This guy isn’t bulky,
but he isn’t thin either. He’s the perfect combination of put together yet adorably undone.He
looks like trouble.But he looks fun.And fun is exactly what I need right now.He turns back



around, his blue eyes locking on mine.“I guess we will find out, won’t we?” I urge. Because I
really don’t want him to go back to his table.“You’re a feisty one.” He grins, taking a sip of his
drink.I just shrug at him as I look around the pub. “I’m surprised so many people are here. I
thought Sundays were meant for afternoons spent with the family and evening roasts.”“Well,
most do follow that tradition,” he admits. “But if you’re lucky, like me, your dad is off working while
your mum is participating in yet another weeklong spa retreat. Alas, here I am, finding myself
next to a beautiful woman instead of a roast.”“But the question is,” I say coyly, “which would you
rather have?”“Well, of course, the roast,” he replies jokingly before he takes another drink.I just
shake my head. “At least you aren’t out alone.” I sigh.His eyes follow mine back to his
table.“What? I don’t see anyone,” he says, pretending to look around the pub, trying to find his
friends.“Seriously?” I laugh.“I’m sorry,” he says, leaning even closer. The smell of his beer mixes
with his cologne, and it’s intriguingly intoxicating. “But I can’t seem to find whom you’re speaking
of.” He looks deep into my eyes. “I can’t seem to see anything other than this beautiful girl.” He
never breaks my gaze.“Is that so?”He gives me a once-over, forwardly puts his hand onto my
leg, and sets his beer down on the bar.“It’s quite funny actually. She seems to be seated exactly
where you are.”“Imagine that.” I grin at him, shaking my head.He’s cute.“I know,” he admits. “Kind
of mad, isn’t it? I was even going to ask her for her name. What do you think? Do I have a
chance?”His hand is still on my leg, and I look down at it, finding a gold ring on his pinkie finger.I
decide to continue playing along. “I’m Mallory.”“Mallory,” he repeats, licking his lips. “It’s nice to
meet you. I’m Harry.”He takes my hand in his, running his fingers against my palm. It sends a
tingle up my arm. His touch, mixed with the cider and the noise of the pub, has me feeling a little
dazed. Or maybe it’s the cider mixing with jet lag.Who knows?Who cares?“Since we’re now well
acquainted, Mallory, I’m going to try something,” he says, dropping his lips onto mine.And I’m
surprised.Like, really surprised.I didn’t expect him to kiss me. Flirt with me? Yes. But actually go
in for the kiss? No.His lips are soft. The kiss almost tender. Sweet.When he pulls back, I search
his eyes, seeing desire but also a lingering question. He is cocky but hesitant. And the
combination makes a smile pull at my lips. He matches my smile and then firmly presses his lips
against mine.And I like it.He doesn’t push his tongue into my mouth, but it does escape his lips,
tracing over my own. The sensation sends a shiver through me, causing Harry to lean away as
he pulls his lips from mine.“I like you, Mallory,” he says more matter-of-factly than
romantically.“You like kissing me,” I correct, giving him a curt smile.He lets out an easy laugh and
then brings his drink back to his mouth. “Are you on vacation here?” he questions, finally taking a
seat on the open stool next to me. He downs the rest of his beer and then spins to the side,
turning me with him so our knees touch, our legs brushing against one another.“No. School,” I
barely get out before his lips are back on mine.I’m silently grateful for being toward the back of
the bar. Because his kisses go quickly from sweet to intense, and I can’t help but lace my fingers
through his hair as his tongue slides into my mouth.“No shit,” he comments, taking a little break
from making out. “Which one?”“Kensington,” I reply, the topic of school bringing a flush to my
face.The fact that I start school tomorrow refocuses in my mind. I think about Helen and realize



that I probably should finish my drink and get back to the house before she starts to wonder
where in the world I am. I haven’t been here that long, but I don’t want to push it on my first
day.“And are you a good student?” Harry whispers in my ear, bringing my attention back to him—
and his lips.“Of course,” I say convincingly because I am, but I end up laughing anyway.
“Why?”“Well, I’ve always had this fantasy about having a hot tutor, and since you, Mallory, are
going to be a student at my school, what do you think? Are you up for the role?”As the words
leave his mouth, I instantly pull back, freaking out. Because I thought he was a random guy. Not
someone I would be going to school with. I mean, I know I’m kissing him, and it’s just kissing, but
still!“You go there?” I barely get out, my body tensing.“Unfortunately,” he admits, putting his
elbow onto the bar and resting his chin in his palm. “But this could make things
interesting.”“You’re right about that,” I agree, trying to discern how I feel about it all.Not that I get
to figure it out, because his lips are back on mine, and I forget what exactly I was so freaked out
about in the first place. His lips put me in a good mood, and I decide to tease him some
more.“Tell me,” I say, pulling away from his kisses, “why don’t you have a girlfriend? Or do you? I
mean, you’re handsome and charming. Definitely a player, but I think it might secretly be a ruse.”
I laugh.“Are you offering?” he says, raising an eyebrow at me, but I don’t give in to his grin. “Well,
if you must know, I did have a girlfriend. We recently broke up, and now, I’m desperately looking
for someone to mend my broken heart.” He lets out a laugh as I shake my head and decide that I
really have to go now.“I’ll see you around then,” I say as he orders another round from the bar.I’m
starting to walk away, but then he pulls me back to his lips. His fingers press into my waist, and it
sends butterflies through my stomach. A moment later, I pull back and walk away, leaving him
with a fleeting smile and a little wave.“See you in class, Mallory,” he calls out, giving me a wink as
I finally make it out the door.Stubble along his jawline.4:30pmI practically float back to the house
in a daze because, seriously, that boy knows how to kiss. Maybe London won’t be so bad. The
school, though dated and a little old-fashioned, is nice. The Williams are kind, and Harry was
definitely welcoming.I take in the busy streets and passing cars. It’s a lot like New York, but the
farther away I move from school and the pub, the quieter it gets. And the lack of noise is nice
because my head is completely foggy from the memory of Harry’s lips on mine. He was
charming and warm. And the fact that he goes to Kensington School and that I’ll likely see him
tomorrow has me almost swooning. Butterflies float around in my stomach, and before I know it,
I’ve reached the porch.Number 32.I put the key that Helen gave me in the lock, pressing into the
door as it opens. I can smell bread baking. My first impression of the place remains. This house
exudes warmth. Soft music is coming from the kitchen, and the sound of the television drifts from
the living room.
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Anna, “You’ll want to read this book!. I love everything that Jillian writes but this one tops the rest.
The guys are dreamy in this book. I saw a comment somewhere by a fellow reader and fan that
said she agreed that Noah tops Aiden, andI wholeheartedly agree. One of the many reasons
that I keep asking myself throughout reading this book was “ What happens when Mallory’s
three weeks in London are up?” And although that question is most likely not going to be
answered until the end of the series, it’s one of the many reasons that I want to finish and I hope
you’d want to do the same. Also, that ending scene to this book though ( no spoilers!)!”

Mandy, “I enjoyed it.. Mallory's parents have decided that three weeks in London would be good
for her even though she doesn't want to go. Upon arriving in London Mallory finds a warm
welcome from her host mom who's happy to have her with them. She's sent off to school to get
set up before the next day and on the way home hits a pub a little cider and ends up meeting a
boy.Returning home she finally get's to meet the boy she will be living with for the next three
weeks Noah who is less than thrilled to have her. At school the next day they find out that Noah
happens to be best mates with Harry and Mohammad who all warm right up to her. However,
Harry's ex is less than thrilled by his attention in Mallory. Things seem to be working out great as
Mallory has fit right in with the trio but it doesn't last.I like Mallory she's an easy to connect with
character you can't help liking her right from the start. I don't care much for Harry to be honest
but I love Noah and Mohammad. I think Harry needs to grow on me maybe in the next book, but
for the moment I just don't love him like the rest. I thought the concept was great three weeks in a
new country a perfect chance to learn and explore. A quick read that I finished in a few reading
sessions.I picked this one up when it first came out because I've enjoyed other books by the
author so I had to check it out but never seemed to get around to it yet. I love the authors story
telling she always does a wonderful job. This one isn't one of my favorites and I wanted to love it
but I didn't but maybe that's because I just love Noah for Mallory so much more than Harry. Still a
great book but I may have to cheat and wait till the last book is released before reading the rest.”

Jessica Adler-Wheeler, “AMAZING FIRST BOOK   . I was obsessed with this book. I don’t know
if it was because Mallory is so relatable and holy hotness Noah and Harry make me drool? But I
was instantly sucked into this world and I amNOT mad about it. The adventure Mallory goes on
is so fun to follow. She’s an American girl on an exchange program where she is studying for 3
weeks in London. She’s staying with a host family (where can I get a Williams family?!) and boy
do the adventures begin when she touches down. I loved following her around and watching the
characters build more and more into their own. I was so excited to finally read this and to know
the last one will be out in April! Nothing worse than waiting forever to conclude a series. I’ve
already dove into #2! I highly recommend this series. It’s a quick, fun read!”

Rhonda, “5 LONDON PREP STARS!!. 5 LONDON PREP STARS!! OMG, Mallory, Harry and



Noah will take you on a fun ride in high school. You will get all the feels and lots of chemistry
between these three. I can't wait for the next book...I am already addicted to this series.”

B. Smith, “A fun new YA series you won't be able to put down. Jillian is the master at writing teen
drama and characters you fall in love with. She also has an incredible ability to make you root for
the boy you know the MC isn't meant to be with. Speaking of, #teamnoah all the way. I loved this
book and these characters from start to finish and can’t wait to see what kind of trouble they get
into along the way.”

Regan, “Jillian Dodd does it again!. Such a great read, I can’t wait for the second book! It’s the
perfect light-hearted young adult romance with plenty of fun. Jillian is amazing at her
descriptions and visuals - I always feel like I know the characters of her books SO well.”

AngieH, “An enjoyable teenage drama. I enjoyed reading this. The characters although young
were all different in their own way. Teenage problems are the worst. The main character in this
book is Mallory James, an exchange student from America. She has a good life in New York
with her parents, although not happy about the exchange being sprung on her, it’s only for three
weeks so she goes reluctantly. Her host family seem very different to her own, very family
orientated, are warm and kind. Noah is the son, same age and very hot. Unfortunately for
Mallory she has already met Harry, Noah’s best friend in a slightly strange first encounter in a
pub. They all seem to get along well, the third friend in this group is Mohammad. Mallory and
Mohammad are firm friends and she uses him to her advantage, gaining information on the
other two and using him as a sounding board for her problems. Not sure if this is such a good
thing seeing as they guys have been friends for a very long time. They know each other well.
Seems to be only a matter of time before this friendship is put to the test. Noah seems to be on
a mission to turn Mallory’s head and she knows this. To be honest, I’m team Noah, not sure
what Mallory sees in Harry, but Noah gets my vote. I will definitely be reading the next book in
this series.”

Miss Parker, “As amazing as the rest of her books!. This book had my turning page after page
until I'd finished it all in one sitting. The plot was fun and engaging and the dreamy boy
characters certainly didn't disappoint. I can't wait for the next book to come out!”

Regina D, “Cliffhanger, much?. When I started reading, I was not aware that this book only
covers the first week of the exchange mentioned in the blurb. So this story ends at a point where
nothing is resolved. Meh. (I'm not a fan of cliffhangers, YMMV.)Also, there's a LOT of drama for
such a short amount of time covered in the book, and it took me a while to warm up to Mallory
and the boys (not Mohammad, though, he was an insta-like :) ).”

The book by Jillian Dodd has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 664 people have provided feedback.



Title Copyright About Friday, September 20th Saturday, September 21st Sunday, September
22nd Monday, September 23rd Tuesday, September 24th Wednesday, September 25th
Thursday, September 26th Friday, September 27th Saturday, September 28th Sunday,
September 29th



Language: English
File size: 2311 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 316 pages
Lending: Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

