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	Your free books are waiting!

	Are you excited to meet our Rockport Beach crew? OMG, you are!!?? We’re thrilled and we want to say thank you by offering you even more! This FREE prequel gives you a glimpse into the early lives of Beck & Kelsey and takes place before the events of Coming Home to You (Book One).

	Grab your FREE copy of Beginning with You, click here! 
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	And, because one freebie is never enough, we are also excited to offer you a FREE prequel of our Hawthorn Hills Duet Series!! This takes us back to the early lives of Sienna, Caleb and Reid and takes place before the events of Complicate Me (Book One).

	Grab your FREE copy of Confuse Me right here!
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Prologue

	Charlie

	Two Months Ago

	 

	When I walk into the apartment I share with Mila, it pretty much feels like it’s going to be a defining moment in my life. But there’s no way in hell I’m exuding that to Adam or Mila, who are currently staring at me. Standing next to them is who I assume is Josh, Adam’s brother and oh my god. It’s either a defining moment or the fact that he’s incredibly hot. I’m currently having trouble deciphering the difference right now. 

	Do I just want to get laid, or do I want to marry him? 

	I pretend not to notice them because I need a second to tell my brain not to say something completely idiotic. Right now, I’m certain it’s going to ask Josh if he wants to join me in my bedroom. He’s safe and I know that. He lives a million miles away and there’s not a single chance for him to get attached. It’s much easier to ghost someone when they don’t live down the street or sit across from you in class. 

	I walk straight into the kitchen, opening the fridge and letting the cool air hit my face. Mila is going to see right through my act, but I can’t make it obvious that I was side eyeing Josh when I walked in. 

	“Hey, Charlie, come here. There’s someone you need to meet,” Mila calls, and here we go. 

	I pull my phone from my pocket and pretend to wander aimlessly and disinterested into the living room, yet I know as soon as I lay eyes on him, my act is going to falter. 

	I pull my eyes away from my phone and the second we make eye contact I can feel it. There’s this pull toward him, this strange sensation pooling in my chest and when he opens his mouth, I know I’m gone. I have no idea why he’s having this effect on me, but he’s the first guy I’ve ever encountered who has. Normally I’m aloof and disinterested, just ready to hook up and move on, but this all feels very new and very scary, so it’s probably better if I just go with the aloof-disinterested act I’ve perfected over the years. 

	He’s taller than Adam, but only by a little and even though he’s wearing a t-shirt, I can tell he has a body that screams sex. He’s minus all the exposed tattoos, but that never really did anything for me anyway. What gets me are his striking blue eyes and the way his nose looks like it’s been broken a time or two, a small bump gracing the bridge that only he could make look incredibly hot. 

	“Hey, I’m Josh, so you must be Charlie,” he says, but it literally sounds like he’s asking me to go to bed with him and the answer is obviously yes. 

	Why does he sound like this? Whose accent is this fucking hot? 

	“Yes, I’m Charlie,” I reply, feeling like I could come up with something way better than this, but I just stupidly spit this out instead. 

	I take his outstretched hand, and the second our bodies touch, we both feel it. There’s a connection here and it’s one I hope leads us to my bedroom later tonight, but nothing more even if there’s already this weird vibe buzzing between us. I’m just off my game. It’s the accent. I’ll blame it on the accent.  

	It’s been a while since I’ve randomly slept with someone and he’s definitely a great candidate for some fun. He’s on vacation and everyone is looking for a good time when they’re on vacation. 

	His hand remains in mine a second too long for it to be considered a handshake and I’m smiling at him when I finally slide it away, a smirk on his face that matches mine. 

	This is going to be so much fun.

	Mila’s sweet voice cuts through my thoughts, interrupting me while I silently undress Josh in my mind. “So, what are we doing tonight?” she asks. My brain instantly wants to shout out that I’ll be doing Josh tonight, but I bite down on the inside of my cheek to keep my obvious attraction locked up just a little longer. 

	 

	Eventually we decide on a tour of the campus and then dinner at The Last Drop. It’s pretty low-key and uneventful, not that I’m looking for something too over the top. Given Mila is still clunking around in her boot after the car accident and Adam is still hauling around a whole bunch of heartbreak and baggage from his past and what happened to Mila, it’s the best we can do. 

	I try not to pry into their lives, but I know what Mila has shared with me and they both need some downtime right now. They also really need to be alone together, and Josh arriving for his visit today is pretty shitty timing, but I’m certain I can keep him company. 

	The food is good, and the conversation is even better. It feels good to be out with Mila and Adam and not feel like the third wheel. Having Josh here makes me tagging along feel less intrusive and more like we’re on some kind of double date. That is, if I did that sort of thing, but I don’t, so this is just dinner to keep Josh from feeling like the third wheel. 

	I watch him pretty much the entire night, his gorgeous face is hard to look away from, and I know it’s obvious to Mila that I’m interested in him. How could I not be? He’s hot, he’s single, he’s seriously no strings attached. He’s the perfect guy for me right now. We chat about school and his job search now that he has graduated. It’s mindless small talk, but it passes the time and as the night winds down, we wrap things up and head back to our apartments. 

	I’m sure Adam will be staying here with Mila, not just because he hasn’t left her side since the accident, still harboring all that guilt about leaving her the first time, but because his apartment is only a one bedroom. They may be brothers, but both of them are too tall and too big to be sharing a bed and after getting a glimpse at Adam’s couch, I’m positive Josh won’t be shacking up on it either. 

	“It was nice meeting you, Josh,” I say when the elevator doors open to our floor. I have no idea who I think I’m kidding by acting like I’m about to go to bed, but it’s worth a shot. 

	“You too and I hope to see more of you while I’m here,” he replies, winking, and Adam hits him with an eye roll that makes Mila and I laugh. 

	“Stop trying so hard,” Adam mocks, shaking his head as he opens the door to his apartment. “Go in, I’ll be there in a minute,” he directs at Josh. 

	“I’m gonna hang out with Josh for a bit,” he tells Mila, giving her a kiss. “But then I’ll be over.” She nods and begins to walk over to our door. 

	And just when I think I’m going to get a quick second to sneak over there, Adam actually goes into his apartment with Josh, leaving the door open and the two of us waiting in the doorway. I stand here with Mila, her unaware that I’m totally like what the fuck is happening right now. 

	“I’m just gonna go to bed then. Good night, everyone,” I announce from across the hall, sounding super awkward and old as hell given it’s only like ten o’clock. 

	“Good night, Charlie,” Josh calls back, and the smile on Mila’s face makes me want to smack her. “I’m probably going to have a hard time falling asleep. Jet lag. Time change,” he says, carrying on a bit and making it very clear what he’s getting at. “And it’ll be weird sleeping in a new place.”

	“Okay, dude, shut up,” Adam says, shoving him away from the door and closing it behind him. 

	I follow Mila into our apartment, both of us heading into the bathroom to get ready for bed. We don’t say anything, just brushing our teeth side by side, the elephant in the room crowding both of us. But I know Mila has other things on her mind too. She doesn’t say it out loud, but it’s written all over her face. It feels like something more happened in Tahoe, something I should’ve recognized sooner, but didn’t. 

	I feel bad, the guilt weighing heavy on me, but I’m afraid to approach it with her, afraid of opening up something she’s not ready to talk about. 

	“I’m just going to go to bed,” I say, looking over my shoulder at my bedroom door. “I’m sure Adam will be over soon.” I toss an elbow into her side and wink at her, trying to lighten the mood that suddenly settles over this small space. 

	“You might want to put on a little more mascara before you go to bed,” she jokes, clearly jabbing at me based on the comments Josh made before Adam closed the door. 

	“I’m not going over there. He sounded way too desperate, right?” I tease back, shrugging casually.

	“About as desperate as you are,” Mila chides, and my mouth drops open. “What? How long has it been, Charlie?”

	“Oh my god, Mila Collins, mind your own business!” I yell, pretending to be insulted by her insinuation. “I’ve had plenty of options.” 

	“This is true, but as far I know, they’ve never left the staging area.”

	“What the hell are you even talking about? How would you know if I did or did not hook up with someone?” 

	“The walls are thin, and we live together,” she replies, motioning around our tiny apartment. “A little hard to keep it a secret.” 

	“Fine, you win. I’m pretty much a born-again virgin,” I joke, making both of us laugh just as the door to the apartment opens. “And there’s my cue to leave,” I add, leaning in and kissing her cheek. “Night.” 

	“Night, Charlie,” she calls. 

	“Adam,” I say as I cross paths with him in the hallway leading to my bedroom. 

	“Charlie,” he replies, tipping his head at me. “My cheeky shit of a brother thinks you’re into him. Don’t inflate his ego by thinking he’s some kind of catch, got it?” he says, smirking at me. 

	“I have no idea why you and Mila think I’m going over to your apartment. It’s late and I really need to be getting to bed.” I pretend to yawn, stretching my arms over my head. “Good night.” 

	“Okay, good night,” Adam says, placating me. 

	I partially close the door to my bedroom, flopping back onto my bed as I wait for Mila and Adam to end up in her bedroom. Only seconds later the door closes and like a damn ninja, I quietly leave the apartment and tiptoe across the hall. 

	The knock on the door is so soft I’m surprised he hears it, but I certainly don’t want to draw attention to myself. I’m here for one thing and one thing only. 

	Sex.

	“Hey, I was hoping you’d drop by,” Josh says, beaming at me as he stands shirtless in the doorway. 

	“And I was hoping you’d answer the door,” I reply, a hand resting on his bare chest, pushing him back into the apartment. 

	The door closes behind me and I instantly begin to take my jeans off and Josh laughs, shaking his head. “No one is ever going to believe me when I tell them this story,” he says and I stop, my one leg outside my jeans. 

	“Don’t worry, everyone will believe me. You aren’t my first.” 

	“So we’re really doing this, huh?” he asks, and for a split second I have second thoughts. He seemed all-in when he closed the door, carrying on about jet lag and shit. Did he really think I’d be popping on over here just to keep him company? He’s terrible at flirting if that’s what he was insinuating before. 

	I’m looking up at him, my jeans now in a pool at my feet. I narrow my eyes wondering if I’ve totally caught him off guard by closing the door and taking my pants off. 

	“You not up for having sex?” I ask. “Did I misread your comments earlier about time zones and jet lag and shit? You kinda made it seem like you were inviting me over, but sometimes I’m not good with—”

	He cuts me off, his mouth colliding with mine, his hands tangling in my hair as he pushes me up against the door, taking all the air from my lungs. 

	“You didn’t misread anything,” he murmurs, sucking hard at my neck as I reach between us and slide my hands into the front of his pants. 

	“I certainly did not,” I reply, smiling as his mouth moves back to mine. 

	 

	Several hours later I’m lying in bed next to Josh, his arms wrapped around me and his mouth breathing right next to my face. He’s out like a fucking light and I’m trapped here, a place I had no idea I’d be sleeping in. I usually duck out right after the sex, but this clown conned me and now I’m stuck sleeping next to him. 

	I can’t sleep with someone’s sweaty body plastered against mine, his arm like a fifty-pound weight resting on my chest. Claustrophobia is setting in and I just might have to smother him with a pillow to escape. I wiggle around awkwardly hoping he shifts, but all he does is move closer to me, muttering something sweet into my hair. 

	Oh my god, he’s a clinger and I’m not cut out for this shit. 

	 

	 


Chapter One

	Josh

	Present Day

	 

	“So, are you doing this because of the girl or because of your brother?”

	I look up from the suitcase I’m packing to see my dad, sitting on the edge of my bed, a knowing smirk on his face as he watches me. 

	“Or we could go with option three,” I suggest. “And say I’m doing this because it’s an awesome opportunity for me having landed this kickarse job and all, straight out of uni.”

	Dad laughs. “Right, so it’s for the girl then.”

	I throw a balled up pair of socks at him, which he catches on reflex before sending it straight back at me. “Whatever,” I say, catching the socks and throwing them into my suitcase. “Maybe it’s the opportunity and the chance to hang out with my brother again.”

	“And the girl,” Dad prompts, handing me a stack of t-shirts now.

	I take them, shoving them into my suitcase as I contemplate his words. Of course he knows about the girl. Adam told them all about her when he came back with me a couple of months ago to sort things out with his house and stuff, as well as in the now weekly FaceTime calls he and Mila have with Mum and Dad. Now that he is all loved up and happy again, he seems to take great delight in regaling our parents with stories of my time in the U.S. and the girl I’ve allegedly fallen for. The girl I’m apparently now moving halfway across the world for.

	If I wasn’t so happy to see him all happy again, I might sort of hate him for having such a big mouth about it all.

	“The girl is…complicated,” I finally get out.

	“All the best ones are, Josh,” he says, reaching for another pile of clothes.

	“What?” I ask, pausing to look up at him.

	Dad gives me a grin, his arm outstretched toward me as he waits for me to take the clothes he’s holding. “All the best ones are,” he repeats. “Your mother, she’s, well, let’s just say—”

	“Actually,” I say, cutting him off, “let’s just not say anything about you and Mum, okay? You are my parents and that kinda shit…ugh,” I add dramatically as I shake my head. “I definitely don’t need to know about that stuff. Ever.”

	Dad laughs, standing from the bed as wanders over to the window on the far side of my room. “Just trying to offer some of my expert advice,” he says, and I can hear the smile in his voice. 

	He and I have always been close, but in the twelve or so months that Adam has been away, we’ve only grown closer. As though the bond we each share with Adam has magnified into the one we share with each other, which only grew in his absence.

	“I’m gonna miss you, old man,” I say, moving to stand beside him at the window.

	“I’m gonna miss you too,” he says, putting his arm around me, his hand resting on my shoulder.

	“You sure you’re going to be okay with both of us gone?” I ask.

	Despite Adam’s visit home a couple of months ago, he still went back to the States once he had everything sorted out. It wasn’t even up for discussion, and I know Adam never even entertained the thought of staying in Australia any longer than he had to. 

	He had one single focus in all of it and that was getting back to Mila. 

	But we’re all happy about that because we know she’s a huge part of why Adam is able to do anything, why he’s been able to get his life back on track and actually start living again. Mila, and all the things she does for him, probably without even realizing. She’s perfect for him and even though I have so many memories of Adam from a different life, I know that the one he’s living now is the exact perfect life for him. The only one he’s supposed to be living.

	“Well,” Dad says, squeezing my shoulder, “of course we’ll miss you, that’s a given, but you know…” he pauses, turning to me and giving me a conspiratorial wink.

	“Oh no,” I say, my hands up in protest.

	“What?” he says with mock innocence. “I was just going to say with you two gone, it will give your mother and I—”

	“Stop! Shut it, seriously. Fuck, la la la,” I blurt out, my hands over my ears now as Dad pisses himself laughing at me. “You’re a dick, Dad,” I say, chuckling a little as he ruffles my hair like he used to do when I was a kid and much shorter than him.

	He grins at me. “Like father, like son,” he teases. 

	“Whatever.”

	 

	Hours and hours later, I’m sitting in Sydney airport waiting for my flight to L.A. to board. I’m already bored shitless, wanting this whole thing to be over with and I still have another fourteen hours to go. Needing something to do, I pull out my phone and send a text to my brother.

	 

	Me: am in Sydney, flight looks like it’s on time. U gonna pick me up at LAX?

	Adam: fuck no, you can find your own way here…I’ve got better things to do than pick your arse up.

	 

	I laugh, shaking my head at his text, but loving that he’s so much closer to being that big brother I used to adore and worship on a regular basis as a kid. It had absolutely killed me watching him go through what he did when his fiancée Rachel, had died. Watching him fall apart, withdrawing in on himself until one day it all just became too much and he up and left.

	For so long I’d worried that the next time I would hear from him it would be from someone who’d found him. That he’d have checked out in a way that meant he was never ever coming back. The thought terrified me, because for all of my life, he’s been my idol, my big brother, and the person I looked up to more than anyone.

	But that day hadn’t come and instead I’d discovered he had found Mila and it had felt like a tiny glimmer of hope for the first time in a very long time. And I could see how much he wanted it too. Just listening to the way he talked about her or seeing the way he looked at her, I could tell that this woman had changed him. Healed him in ways we had never been able to do. It hasn’t always been easy, and I know he still struggles with what happened to her and what he did after the accident, but they’re in a really good place together now.

	The kind of place you envied, really.

	 

	Me: fine, I’ll text Mila. Bet she’ll come and pick her favorite Cooper up.

	Adam: bullshit, you and I both know that I am and always will be her favorite. But don’t worry, we’ll both be there to get you 

	Me: Thanks, am looking forward to this fucking flight being over already.

	Adam: for sure, it sucks. 

	Me: you still have your apartment, right? I can stay there?

	 

	I know Adam practically lives with Mila now, well Mila and her best friend Charlie. But I also know he hung onto his apartment across the hall from them. Something about not being able to break the lease yet. It works out though, because it means I have a place to stay now that I’m moving over. A place that puts me in very close proximity to Charlie, Adam’s girlfriend’s best friend and the girl I had spent two weeks getting to know very intimately on my previous trip to the States.

	It had been quite possibly the best part about my time in the States and yes, a huge deciding factor in my decision to go back, even if I’m not prepared to admit that out loud yet. Because as much as I’m into this girl, it is complicated. Very fucking complicated actually and truth be told I have no fucking clue what she’s going to think or how she’s going to react when I show up there again.

	 

	Adam: considering how much sex you had in my bed last time you were here, it was either sublet it back to you or burn it to the ground.

	Me: fuck off, like you think I wasn’t haunted by nightmares of the sex you’d had in there before me…gross.

	Adam: speaking of, does Charlie know you’re coming back?

	Me: No, I don’t have her number. Have you guys mentioned it to her?

	 

	As good as the sex between us had been when I’d visited a couple of months ago, it was blatantly clear that that was all Charlie wanted it to be. Sex and nothing more. We hadn’t swapped numbers, she’d ignored my friend request on Facebook and Instagram and the day I’d left, she hadn’t even hinted at the possibility of anything more happening between us.

	I mean I got it, sort of, considering I lived on the other side of the world. I guess what I hadn’t expected was for her to be so okay with it all. It was like I was her sex toy for two weeks and as soon as it was over, she was moving on, sending me back home because she was done with me. And as much as I’d tried to pretend otherwise, her reaction, or lack of one anyway, had really fucking hurt.

	 

	Adam: no, we haven’t said anything, Mila has this crazy idea planned out…I’m not so sure, but you know…

	Me: You’re totally whipped and do anything Mila asks.

	Adam: fuck off…but yes of course I am and of course I do. She’s my girl.

	Me: you’re getting sappy in your old age, bro.

	 

	I tease him about this all the time, but really, I love that he’s found her, that he’s happy again and finally pulling himself out of the funk that Rachel’s death put him in. Which is not to say that I didn’t get it, of course I did, he lost everything he loved in a single night, and it fucking crushed him. But it crushed all of us watching him go through it too. Watching him and being unable to reach him and pull him out of it.

	 

	Adam: whatever. But do you want me to give Charlie a head’s up?

	 

	I exhale, running a hand down my face as I contemplate my answer. Do I want Charlie to know I’m coming, or would I rather surprise her? I don’t have a single fucking clue what the right answer here is because I don’t have a single fucking clue how she’s going to react one way or the other. 

	Truth be told, I barely know her at all, outside of the bedroom anyway. But, considering how I’ve thought of nothing but her since the second I got on the plane with Adam and came back home, I know that no matter what, I really want to.

	I want to know everything about her.

	 

	Me: idk, dude…do whatever you think. I gotta go anyway, plane’s boarding. See you in 14 fucking hours!

	Adam: we’ll be there, bro, safe travels.

	 

	I slip my phone into my pocket just as the call comes for passengers on my flight to LAX to start boarding. Grabbing my backpack, I make my way toward the departure doors, passport in hand as I wonder if this is going to end up being the smartest or the dumbest thing I’ve ever done.

	 

	When we finally touch down in L.A., I’m exhausted, my brain a mess of time zone changes, a vague hangover from the drinks I had to help pass the time and a foggy headache from overthinking whether me moving to the States to take up a job is a good idea. 

	“Wow, you look like shit,” Adam says, a huge grin on his face as I walk through the arrivals door.

	“Fuck you,” I say with a laugh as we throw our arms around each other. Grinning, I turn to Mila, who’s standing by his side, a huge smile on her face and looking a million times better than the last time I saw her at the airport. The day she said goodbye to Adam, not knowing if he was coming back to her.

	“Hey, Mils,” I say, pulling her into an embrace. “You ready to ditch this clown and hang out with the better-looking Cooper brother?”

	Mila squeezes me before stepping back, smiling as Adam pulls her close against his side. “Sorry, pretty sure I’ve got the one I want.”

	“Pretty sure?” I tease. “You don’t exactly sound convinced there?”

	“She’s convinced,” Adam says, a possessive tone to his voice as he leans down and kisses her deeply. When he pulls back, Mila’s cheeks are flushed and she is staring up at him, a nauseatingly adoring look on her face. “You ready?” Adam asks, turning to me.

	“God, you two are so gross,” I say, winking at Mila as we turn and make our way outside. “I don’t know how Charlie puts up with living with you both.”

	Mila giggles, her arm wrapped around my brother’s waist as she looks up at me and says, “Well, she’s gonna have you back here now, isn’t she?”

	“Hmmm,” I say, exhaling. “And do you think that’s a good thing or a bad thing?”

	“Oh, I think it’s a very good thing,” Mila says, as Adam heads over to the machine to pay for the parking. “You know it’s her birthday tomorrow, right?”

	“It is?” I ask, realizing once again how little I know about this girl I can’t stop thinking about.

	“Yep,” Mila says, clapping her hands together once as her eyes light up. “So here’s the deal, when we get back home, we sneak you into Adam’s old apartment. You shower, sleep, do whatever you have to do to get over your jet lag. Tomorrow, we’ll bring you over and surprise Charlie with the best birthday present ever!” She’s smiling now and I swear she seems way more excited about all of this than she should be. 

	“Are you in on this too?” I ask, as Adam walks back to us.

	He shakes his head, laughing a little. “No, this is all her idea.”

	Mila beams up at him, elbowing him gently in the side as he pulls her close once more.

	“Course it is,” I say, grinning. “’Cause you’re…you know, and…” I wave my hand at him in reminder of our earlier text exchange.

	“Yep, I am. She’s my girl. Get over it,” he says with a smirk.

	Laughing, I punch him in the shoulder. “Whatever,” I say. “I’m only teasing. But for the record, it’s really fucking good to see you guys,” I add, smiling at both of them. “I just hope someone else feels the same way.”

	“Oh, she will,” Mila says. “Even if she acts like she doesn’t. She will, trust me.”

	 


Chapter Two

	Charlie

	 

	It’s not like I was expecting something huge for my twenty-first birthday given the way Mila’s turned out, but I at least thought there would be a bit more acknowledgment than this. Last night she peaced out with Adam without so much as a word about where she was going, and she hasn’t even mentioned my birthday. 

	I get it, though. The memories from the accident on Mila’s birthday are still fresh in all our minds. It was only a few short weeks ago; nine weeks ago, to be exact. And if I’m still struggling with the reality of what happened and how easily it could have been any of us, I’m sure she’s really having a hard time. Thinking about my birthday is not the kind of stress she needs. 

	What’s even more strange, if you had asked me how I wanted to celebrate my twenty-first birthday, I probably wouldn’t have been able to give you an answer. There was a time when I didn’t think I would see twenty-one, and maybe that’s a bit dramatic. I don’t know, but birthdays are weird for me. Only mine though. 

	I’m lying in bed, staring at the sun as it peeks through the tiny slats in the blinds. All this sunshine is sometimes overwhelming. I’m used to artificial light and more than that, I’m used to being alone. But I know that isn’t true anymore either. Without Mila I’d be lost. Maybe I’m just used to being with Mila and letting anyone else in feels like far more effort than I feel like putting in. 

	No strings attached feels easier, but again, I feel like I’m lying to myself. Josh wasn’t so bad. I mean minus the whole sweaty body and his need to be wrapped around me while we were sleeping. It was nice to have someone who was happy to see me after class, to feel wanted and to not have someone checking in on me because of some ridiculous forced concern. 

	Or maybe I’m just putting too much into a stupid day. There’s no way Mila will forget it. I know this. I can hear her moving around in our tiny apartment, closing cabinet doors and clanging pans. I’m guessing she’s out there putting together breakfast and something about that makes me smile. 

	I pull my ass from bed and walk out to find Mila cracking eggs into a bowl when she looks over and sees me. 

	“Good morning!” she yells out, practically beaming. “Happy birthday!” She scampers over to where I’m now standing and throws her arms around me and then quickly flits back to the kitchen where she grabs a mimosa from the counter. “Here, booze in the morning because you’re officially twenty-one.” She hands me the glass and grabs her own. “Cheers!” 

	I clank my glass against hers and sit down at the table. I look around and instantly realize Adam is missing. He’s been a staple in our apartment and even to me, it feels weird when he’s missing. He may as well live here and stop paying the rent on his place. It all seems silly.

	“Where’s Adam?” I ask, trying not to sound like I’m bothered by him being here all the time, because honestly, I’m not. 

	“Went to the gym,” she says, casually not really looking over at me as she continues to whip the eggs. “You want scrambled eggs or an omelet?” 

	“You know how to make an omelet?” I question, sounding a little too appalled at Mila’s ability to make something other than cereal. 

	“Yes, I know how to make an omelet,” she pauses, wrinkling up her nose as she looks over her shoulder at me. “Okay, well, I mean how hard can it be, right?” 

	I watch Mila dump the eggs into the pan, shrugging as if she has no idea if it will work. “Do we even have anything to put in an omelet?” I now ask, almost sounding like I’m questioning both of our ability to keep a fridge stocked with actual food. 

	“There’s cheese and some old onions, and maybe a bag of shredded lettuce from when we made tacos,” Mila answers, again with a shrug of her shoulders. 

	“I don’t think people put shredded lettuce in omelets, so I’ll just go for a cheese one,” I tell her, opening the fridge and pulling out the bag of lettuce that is now a mushy greenish-brown paste. “The lettuce went bad, right along with the onions,” I say, holding it up before I toss it in the garbage. 

	“And I don’t know how to flip an omelet,” Mila adds, sheepishly, “so you’re having birthday scrambled eggs instead.” 

	“That’s totally fine. Thank you for making me breakfast. It was nice to wake up to something special.” 

	“This isn’t your something special. If it were, it would be totally fucking lame and I would be the worst best friend ever,” Mila replies.

	“Okay, so what do you have planned?”

	“A surprise,” Mila says in a sing-song voice, smirking at me like she’s obviously up to something. 

	I glare at her, willing her to just come right out and say whatever it is she’s hiding from me, but I should realize by now that she doesn’t crack that easily. 

	“I thought we were kinda over the whole party thing and going to Vegas seemed like a bad idea given one of us would more than likely end up married,” I tease, trying to joke my way into her telling me. 

	“Nope, no party. I think we both remember what happened last time,” Mila says, wrinkling up her nose a little and looking down at her wrist which is finally free of its cast. “Trust me, you’ll be excited. Well, maybe you’ll be excited,” she adds, her teeth clenched together and now I’m seriously questioning what she’s up to. 

	“Okay—” I start, but I’m cut off by Mila quickly shaking her head and flitting a hand in my direction. 

	“Never mind that. Go take a shower because you don’t want to look like a mess for your birthday surprise,” she says, and now she really has me wondering what the hell is going on. 

	Just as I’m about to ask her some more questions, the door opens and in walks Adam, his head wet with sweat and his t-shirt clinging to him like it’s painted on his body. Of course, seeing him like this, his defined muscles outlined by his t-shirt, has me thinking of Josh and hating myself for missing him. 

	It was just a fling, Charlie! 

	“What does Mila have planned?” I instantly spit out, catching Adam off guard. 

	“Well, I was about to wish you a happy birthday, but if you must know, I have no idea what she has planned. Is she being dodgy?” he asks, narrowing his eyes at Mila, making her giggle in the cutest way ever. 

	“I have no idea if she’s being dodgy because I have no idea what that means,” I huff out, crossing my arms over my chest and stomping off to the bathroom. 

	I slam the door behind me and wait, pressing my ear against the door like a petulant, eavesdropping child, but all I hear is the sound of whispers and then the sound of Adam and Mila kissing. Like I don’t hear enough of that through the paper-thin bedroom walls. 

	Resigned to the fact that whatever it is that Mila has planned is something I will not have control over, I get in the shower. But once my brain stops focusing on Mila and her birthday surprise, it decides to take a trip down memory lane and front and center is Josh.

	Fuck my life. 

	He’s pretty much the only thing I dream about anymore, which is a nice change from what it used to be. But his likeness is now attached to my vibrator and I’m not sure anyone can compete with that.

	 

	Luckily for me, Adam and Mila are gone when I get out of the shower, but just when I think she’s long gone and forgotten about the birthday surprise, the door opens, and I hear her call my name.

	“Char-lie!” she yells out, dragging out the first part, almost in a taunting way. She’s seriously killing me with the theatrics and the secrets, and in the end, we’re probably going to end up getting dinner at The Last Drop and watching a movie on the couch. 

	It’s either that or she’s got us scheduled for matching tattoos and a trip to Mexico, meaning the old Mila is back and I need to find my passport. But I kind of like the new Mila. The one who is reserved and an advocate and uses her big mouth for good. Right now though, her big mouth is being used to harass me. 

	“I’m half dressed. I just got out of the shower!” I scream back through the closed bedroom door. 

	“I’m coming in!” she shouts, giving me only a split second to pull on a t-shirt before she’s busting through the door. 

	“What is that?” I ask, motioning to Mila’s hand as I pull on a pair of jeans. 

	“It’s a blindfold,” she announces with a completely stupid look of excitement on her face. 

	“Nope, not a chance. You aren’t putting that on me until you at least tell me what the hell is going on.”

	“Come on, just be a good sport. I promise you it will be fun,” Mila whines, and I hate how excited she is and I’m the one here ruining it. 

	“Answer one question for me—” I’m cut off by Mila almost immediately. 

	“I’ll only answer your question if it’s a yes or no question,” she remarks with a firm nod that indicates she’s not budging on this.

	“Okay, are we going out to dinner?” 

	“No.” 

	“Are we going out to lunch?” 

	“No,” Mila says, before catching herself. “Hey, that was two questions!” She waggles a finger at me, shaming me for pulling a fast one on her. 

	“One
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