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      Thank you so much for purchasing our book, we really appreciate it. And guess what, we want to offer you even more! This FREE Rockport Beach series prequel gives you a glimpse into the early lives of Beck & Kelsey, our OG couple from our first ever series, Rockport Beach 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!

      Happy reading and thank you!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Reid and Sienna Duet]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            COMPLICATE ME

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          REID

        

      

    

    
      Providence, Rhode Island

      

      “Reid?!”

      “Yeah. Out here,” I yell.

      Caleb walks around the side of the house, hands in his pockets. “Hey,” he says, as he climbs the steps to the back deck.

      “Hey,” I reply.

      “So still pissed at me, huh?” he asks as he takes a seat in the deck chair beside me.

      I give him a sideways glance. “Still not coming to Hawthorn?”

      Caleb lets out a long exhale, his elbows resting on his knees as he sits forward in his chair. “You know I can’t,” he says.

      “Why?” I ask, knowing it’s complete bullshit.

      Caleb is just as good at football as me and I know they offered him the same deal I got, a full ride scholarship to Hawthorn. Difference is, he really needs it and I don’t. Well, that and I’m going and he’s not. Pisses me off.

      “Come on, dude,” he says. “I gotta stay here and take care of things.”

      I stretch my legs out in front of me, crossing my ankles as I kick off my sneakers. “You don’t have to do shit,” I tell him as I stare out at the backyard. “And you certainly don’t owe him shit either,” I add, knowing his dad is a drunk and a gambler who’s pissed away everything their family had, running their business into the ground in the process. It’s not up to Caleb to try and save things.

      “You know I can’t,” he says again, a harshness to his tone now because I know deep down, he doesn’t want to stay either. It’s just what he thinks he should do. For some reason he feels he owes it to his dad or his family legacy or whatever. But I don’t buy it and I don’t think Caleb really does either.

      “We were supposed to do this together, Caleb,” I remind him. “You, me and Sienna. The three of us, getting out of this shithole. Going away to school. Together,” I remind him.

      It was always something we’d planned, a pact we’d first made back when we were thirteen. None of us wanted to stay here, and we were all looking for an escape, from this place, from our families, from everything.

      “You should be coming with us,” I say again, my voice low. “And I’m not the only one who thinks that.”

      Caleb lets out another deep breath because he knows exactly who I’m talking about. But she hasn’t been able to change his mind either. Neither of us have. This is an argument we’ve had on an almost daily basis since the three of us got our letters of acceptance and then Caleb decided to ruin everything by not enrolling.

      I was so fucking mad at him when I found out, knowing he’d deliberately done it right on the deadline, so we were already committed, but he’d missed out. But it didn’t matter how many times I tried to reason with him. Every day he and I had this argument, it always ended the same way: Caleb digging his heels in and me pissed off. I was running out of time to try and convince him to change his mind.

      “Yeah, so speaking of her,” he says, effectively ending the conversation about him coming out to California. “I need to ask you a favor.”

      “A favor?” I repeat, confused.

      “Yeah,” he says, sitting back in his chair as he turns to face me. “A favor.”

      “Sure,” I say smirking. “I’ll do you a favor if you come to Hawthorn.”

      Caleb rolls his eyes but doesn’t take the bait, instead saying, “I need you to take care of Sienna for me.”

      Fuck me.

      Sienna, Caleb’s twin sister, and the third person in this pact who is also going to Hawthorn and is just as pissed about the fact her brother isn’t. She’s also the girl I’ve had a huge fucking crush on for as long as I can remember. A crush her brother knows absolutely nothing about. Hell, even she doesn’t know because I know she is totally off-limits.

      “What?” I ask, shoving a rough hand through my hair as I try to process his words.

      “I need you to look out for her,” he repeats. “Keep an eye on her, make sure she’s safe, doesn’t do anything stupid. Stays away from asshole guys like us.”

      “Caleb, fuck, man,” I say, as I stand and walk inside the house. I'm hot and sweaty after my run, my clothes sticking to my skin and I really need a shower. Caleb follows, trailing behind as I turn and add, “I’m not a babysitter.”

      I head into the kitchen, opening the fridge and searching for something to drink. I reach for a beer, even though it’s only two in the afternoon, handing one to Caleb too.

      He takes his, his brow cocked. “This cool?” he asks.

      I shrug, knowing no one here is gonna give a shit. “No one else is home,” I say.

      “Where’s your mom?” he asks, not bothering to ask about my dad, who’s never home.

      “I dunno, shopping,” I reply, even though I have no clue.

      “Anyway,” Caleb continues, taking a swig of beer. “Sienna, can you look out for her, check in on her once in a while?”

      I exhale, emptying half my bottle in one long pull. “What exactly does once in a while mean?”

      Caleb holds out his arms. “I dunno, everyday?”

      “Fuck, Caleb,” I groan, finishing my beer. “You know you could do this yourself if you just pulled your head out of your ass and came with me.”

      “Come on, Reid,” he pleads. “I need you to protect her,” he says, ignoring my last comment. “Make sure no guy fucks with her or hurts her. Please,” he adds, and I know he’s not dropping this until I agree. “You’re the only person I can trust.”

      Given he’s now decided not to go, it’s actually amazing he’s letting Sienna go at all, considering how protective he is of her. But I also know that he knows this is her ticket out of here and away from their dad. This will be something good for Sienna because it will give her the future he knows he can never have.

      “Ugh, fine,” I say, knowing I really have no choice in this. And honestly, she is my friend too, so I should want to do it. Even if it is far more complicated than either of them realizes. “I’ll do it.”

      Caleb smiles, clapping his hands together once. “Thanks man, seriously. I’ll owe you one.”

      “Damn straight you will,” I mutter. “Although I’ll consider us even if you just come to Hawthorn.”

      “Whatever,” he says, punching my arm. “Anyway, now we’ve got that figured out, you wanna hit the pool?” he asks, grinning. “End of summer, last chance to get some girls.”

      I exhale, knowing as pissed as I am at Caleb, I am gonna miss hanging out with him when I head off to school in a couple of a weeks. “Sure,” I say, giving in. “Let me just take a shower though.”

      “Yeah, you should,” he says, laughing. “You fucking stink.”

      I flip him off as I walk out of the kitchen and head upstairs to my bedroom. Inside, I pull off my clothes, throwing them on the floor as I walk into the attached bathroom. As I step into the shower, Caleb’s request still ringing in my brain, I wonder how the hell I’m supposed to do what he’s asked me to do.

      How am I supposed to look out for her when I try so damn hard not to look at her?

      How do I check in on her when I’ve spent my life trying to resist her, trying to hide how much I want her?

      And how the hell do I protect her from guys looking to get in her pants, when I’m one of those guys?

      “Shit,” I mutter as I step under the running water. Caleb will fucking kill me if he ever figures out I have a crush on his sister.
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            SIENNA

          

        

      

    

    
      Hawthorn Hills, California

      

      “Chug! Chug! Chug!” I hear before we even step through the door. The smell of stale beer and sweat is wafting from the open windows and I practically gag, rolling my eyes and wondering what the hell I’m even doing here.

      Looking over her shoulder at me, Ruby widens her eyes but doesn’t say anything as she reaches to push open the front door of the dilapidated house that’s presenting itself in front of us. It’s disgusting and I have no idea why I would even consider walking in here in the first place.

      “I’m pretty sure you’re going to get chlamydia from touching that door so make sure you wash your hands,” I spit out, a shudder of disgust rolling up my spine.

      “Come on. You’re being so dramatic. All house parties are like this,” Ruby replies, and now it’s her rolling her eyes. “You’d know this if you ever left the house.”

      “I prefer the bar,” I shoot back. “It’s a controlled environment. This is like date rape central.” I have to shout over the sound of the pumping base and alpha males pounding their chests.

      “The bar is expensive and here we can drink for free,” she yells back and unfortunately, I can’t argue with the validity of her response. My student loans are piling up as we speak and what little money I do have is usually spent on food and cheap booze. Gordon’s vodka, anyone?

      The music is loud, the base thumping so hard I can feel it in my chest as Ruby and I maneuver through the crowd of people to the back of the house. It’s a warm night and the house is stifling, the smell of sweaty bodies permeating the air. I need to get a drink quick before this all starts to get to me. This party is as clichéd as a college party gets.

      We reach the small mudroom at the back of the house, the doorway blocked by some hulking meathead with a few too many conflicting ideology tattoos and the smell of weed coming from his pores.

      “Ten bucks a cup,” he grunts, holding out a hand and Ruby pushes up on her toes to get a good look at the keg on the other side of the doorway.

      “Okay, no problem,” she says, shoving her hand into her shirt as she rummages through her bra looking for money she’s pretending she stashed there. She’s wearing a tiny white crop top and painted on black skinny jeans, and her dark brown hair shakes as she continues to search for the non-existent money.

      “Ruby,” I whine, my voice unnaturally high and shrill. “My boobs are way too small to pull off this bralette.” I grab my B-cup boobs and push my bottom lip out a little. “No one is going to want to sleep with me and I was dead set on losing my virginity tonight.” I stomp my foot a little, my hip jutting out as I conjure up a few tears to pool in my eyes.

      Turning to me, Ruby slides a finger under the spaghetti strap of the bralette I’m wearing as a top, moving her finger back and forth against my skin.

      “No. Your boobs are perfect and perky and any guy would be lucky…” she trails off turning back to the bouncer meathead. “I’m sorry, I forgot what you said.” Her fake innocence pushing through as she twirls a lock of my hair around her finger; its blonde color almost a perfect match against her flawless pale skin. She steps closer to him, her other hand resting on his bare chest as I slide my hand over her hip. Meathead’s eyes immediately shoot to where I’m touching Ruby and when he looks back up, I wet my lips, my tongue poking out just slightly as I make eye contact with him.

      “Um, yeah,” he stutters out, but never finishes his thought. He just reaches behind him, handing Ruby two blue plastic cups and she in turn extends them back to me as she pushes up and pecks the meathead on the cheek.

      “God, you’re good,” she groans, slapping me on the ass while I step through the doorway.

      “Nah. I’m only as good as my partner in crime.” I shrug my shoulders and give her a wink.

      The little mudroom is crowded with people and the worn-out linoleum floor is sticky under my feet, making me cringe a little as I peel my shoes off it. I begin to pump the keg, tipping the cup to the side as I fill Ruby’s first and then mine.

      “You need some help there?” a deep voice from behind me asks and again I’m rolling my eyes. I get it this is college and boys hit on girls, but I wish they’d be a little more creative. Not every girl who walks in here is some insipid twit who needs saving. I’ve been filling cups from a keg since before I could ride a bike.

      “Why? So you can roofie my beer?” I bite back. Ruby laughs out loud, a hand covering her mouth when she realizes it was louder than necessary and I smirk at her.

      “He’s cute though,” Ruby whispers, her mouth so close to my ear it can only be perceived as something sexual. She bumps me with her tiny hip making my ass sway, which I’m sure is giving this guy an eyeful.

      Slightly curious, I hand Ruby her beer and turn around to get a good look at him, and I’ll be damned if she isn’t right. His face holds an amused expression with a slight smile that teeters on the edge of exposing his what I imagine are perfectly straight teeth. He’s tall and lean, but still muscular and he looks like he doesn’t fit in with this crowd of football players and overly beefed up guys.

      “I like a girl with a snarky attitude,” he says, a flirting quality to his voice and his posture, as he steps closer to me.

      “Funny, because I like a guy who actually has a shirt on,” I quip back and when Ruby obviously sees I have things under control here, she gives my hand a squeeze and I repeat the gesture as she slips out the door to find someone to flirt with, too.

      “Shirtless dudes are a dime a dozen around here,” he jokes, his eyes wandering to the large expanse that is the main room of the house. He tilts his head and I follow him out of the cramped space, finding a spot off to the side.

      The music is still pumping and it makes it hard to hear him, but he clears his throat and I catch the ending of his question.

      “My name?” I ask, verifying that’s what he asked, and he leans in, resting his arm on the wall above my head.

      Nodding his head, a simple smile on his face as he watches me with his dark eyes and for a split second something passes between us, something that feels more natural than just a chance meeting at a keg party.

      “Sienna,” I tell him, my mouth now next to his ear, practically touching it and when I pull back and wet my lips, I taste the salt of his skin.

      “I’m Justin,” he returns, tucking my hair behind my ear. “So tell me, Sienna, what are you doing here tonight?”

      I purse my lips, as I slide my leg between his just a little. “Honestly, Justin, I’m just here to get drunk off free beer.”

      “Free beer? I thought there was a cup fee?” he questions, titling his head to the side.

      “For you there was a cup fee, but for me and my perky little boobs there was not.”

      His head falls back and he lets out a low laugh. I guess the guys don’t realize most of us dress the way we do for our own benefit. It has nothing to do with impressing them and everything to do with using our bodies to get what we want. Ruby and I have been perfecting our act since freshman year. The tops have gotten smaller and the shorts shorter, but my damn boobs have stayed the same size.

      “You’re funny,” Justin says, raising his eyebrows and smirking at me. “And for the record, your tits are fucking spectacular.” He traces his finger along my collarbone and down the low-cut V of the cups of my bralette.

      “And your pickup lines are the worst, but there’s something about you…” My words are cut off by the sound of a voice I know as well as my own brother’s and my eyes fall closed as I shake my head.

      “Justin Hamilton!” the voice barks and Justin’s head whips around coming face to face with my worst nightmare.

      “Reid,” I start, my voice filled with warning, but it does nothing to stop him from interjecting himself where he isn’t wanted.

      Reid shoves Justin back, a hand on his chest, moving him away from me.

      “Reid Bowen, mind your own fucking business,” I spit out, stepping between him and Justin as I look up at him.

      Why does he have to look that way?

      He’s stunning, absolutely heart-stoppingly perfect, and he has been for as long as I can remember. He makes it hard to concentrate on the situation unfolding in front of me as he hits me with his pale blue eyes. There’s a sharpness to his features and they draw me in without saying a word.

      “You are my fucking business, Sienna Parker,” he hisses back, wedging himself between Justin and me now.

      “This your boyfriend?” Justin asks, and I push up on my toes, looking over Reid’s shoulder as he boxes me in against the wall.

      “Fuck no!” I insist. My teeth are clenched together and I’m growing more and more angry the longer Reid stands here puffing out his chest and trying to control me. I can’t seem to get away from him no matter how hard I try. This is a huge campus and there are parties everywhere, how do I manage to show up at the same one he’s at every time?

      “Bowen,” Justin starts, “I’m gonna ask you to step away from Sienna because I’m getting a little sick of your shit.”

      Reid laughs but there’s no humor in it and as much as I appreciate Justin’s efforts, he’s only going to find himself on the receiving end of a beating.

      Reid scares off anyone I ever have an interest in and all because my twin brother Caleb asked him to look after me. I could kill Caleb right now because he knows I don’t need anyone’s help. The two of us have been on our own since our mom died when we were six, leaving us with a drunk of a father. I wouldn’t be dealing with Reid if Caleb had followed through with our plan to go off to college together. Instead he bailed and is now stuck at home trying to dig our family business out of the hole our father put it in.

      Reid pushes closer to me, his mouth almost touching mine and my body begins to war against itself. Fuck, I want him, but I also want to shove him away and tell him to get fucked. He isn’t the type of guy who does the girlfriend thing and I’ll end up with a broken heart.

      “He’s bad news, Sienna,” he murmurs against my lips and I gasp for air, swallowing hard. “And you’re being a pain in my fucking ass.”

      “Oh my fucking god!” I call out, shoving my hands into Reid’s chest. “Go away!”

      “I think she’s asked you to leave her alone,” Justin says, joining the awkwardness of what is unfolding here. And instead of waiting for this to play out, Justin reaches around and grabs my wrist, tugging a little in an attempt to pull me away from Reid.

      But it all goes to shit in a split second.

      “Don’t put your fucking hands on her!” Reid shouts, a punch thrown that catches Justin off guard and connects with the corner of his jaw.

      I rush to Justin, my hand angling his face to mine as I look to see what kind of damage Reid has done.

      “What the fuck is wrong with you?” I demand, glaring at Reid and shaking my head.

      “Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Reid spits back, shaking out his hand as he opens and closes his fingers. The muscles in his bicep flexing, the tattoos that are inked over his arm move with him. I want to hate him.

      “Are you okay?” I ask Justin, my attention waning away from Reid as I exam Justin’s slightly battered face. “Let’s get you some ice.” My fingers brush over the red splotch on his jaw and I press my thumb to the split on his lip.

      “You’re a fucking asshole, Bowen!” Justin shouts over my head and in typical Reid fashion, he tosses up a middle finger before walking away.

      Attempting to defuse the situation, I lead Justin over to the kitchen where there’s a makeshift bar set up on the counter. I grab an ice cube from a bowl, my fingers taking hold of his chin, I place the ice cube against his already swelling lip.

      Right now I’m so fuming mad at Reid and his stupid Neanderthal ways. He has no interest in me, but like hell if anyone else is allowed to. I’ve avoided him like the plague for the last two years for this specific reason and we seemed to be able to co-exist until now.

      “I think I need a drink more than this ice,” Justin says, interrupting my thoughts. He shakes his head while his eyes shoot daggers in the direction Reid went.

      “Me too.”

      I scan the counter, which is cluttered with half drunk beer bottles and smashed plastic cups. Everything is sticky and smells of the bitterness of rot. I find an unopened bottle of whiskey, holding it up I give the bottle a shake as I smile at Justin.

      “Shots?” I ask.

      “Absolutely.”

      We’re three shots in and I’m feeling a hell of a lot more free than I did just an hour ago, but I can still feel Reid’s prying eyes on me. He’s got his hands all over some random girl, like that’s anything new, but his eyes haven’t left where Justin and I are standing.

      If he’s going to give everyone in the room a show, I can do the same. I pull Justin in, kissing him hard and when he slips his tongue between my lips, I moan into his mouth. He grabs the bottom of my shorts, the tips of his fingers brushing my ass and I know he’s doing it for show.

      I look over my shoulder, biting my bottom lip as I watch Reid. I swear I see a flash of jealousy in his eyes as Justin begins to suck at my neck.

      He can get fucked.
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      I’m literally going to kill Justin. Fucking kill him with my bare hands if he doesn’t get his fucking hands off Sienna’s ass right now. God, I wish she’d just walk away, just listen to me when I tell her he’s bad news.

      But of course she won’t because the damn girl likes to push my buttons like nobody’s business.

      “Fuck.”

      “You okay, baby?” comes the whispered words.

      I tear my eyes away from Sienna long enough to get a look at the blonde who’s currently got one hand halfway down my pants and the other somewhere under my t-shirt. Pretty sure she’s on the cheerleading team that stands on the sidelines every time we have a game, but hell if I can remember what her name is.

      “Fine,” I grit out, my teeth clenched as my gaze turns back to Sienna and that fucking idiot she’s with.

      “You sure feel fine,” this chick whispers, her glossy lips now pressed against my mouth. “In fact, you feel more than fine right now. Wanna get out of here?”

      Her hand curls around my dick apparently not caring about the fact we are standing in a room full of people. Problem is, my dick is hard and she thinks that’s because of her. It’s not, but I don’t want to admit that to her.

      Or myself.

      I’m still watching Sienna, who’s currently sucking face with that idiot Justin and completely oblivious to the fact that I’m watching her. At least that’s what I think until she suddenly opens her eyes and pegs me with a stare that practically puts me on my ass and has me coming in my pants.

      She doesn’t stop kissing him though, not even when her dark blue eyes lock with mine and catch me watching her. Instead, I swear she smirks at me, as though she’s glad I’m watching her because she knows how much what she’s doing pisses me off.

      “Fuck it,” I say, letting out a breath. “Let’s get out of here,” I add, finally turning back to whoever this woman is with her hand down my pants.

      Her eyes widen in delight, those glossy lips of hers curling into a smile that can only mean one thing. Already I’m picturing what they’ll look like wrapped around my dick. I pull her hand from my pants, holding it in mine as I head toward the kitchen, my eyes back on Sienna.

      She watches as I approach, her lips still on Justin’s, but her eyes on mine and I can’t resist giving her a smirk, readjusting my pants so she sees exactly what’s going on and where I’m taking this blonde who’s tagging along behind me.

      There’s a second where she falters, as she registers what’s happening and I can’t stop the hard laugh that falls from my mouth before I look away and finally turn my attention to the blonde who so clearly wants to get in my pants.

      “Let’s go,” I growl, leading her past the kitchen and upstairs. Sienna is not my problem anymore.

      The blonde follows me eagerly, her hand grasping mine as I take the stairs two at a time. The bedroom doors are all shut, the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from all of them, but miraculously the bathroom is free, so I pull her in with me, slamming the door shut behind us.

      “So,” she purrs, pushing me back against the vanity.

      “So,” I say, my hard-on rapidly fading now that we’re up here, the harsh lighting doing nothing for my horniness as I get a close up view of what I’m dealing with. This chick, whoever she is, looks like a Barbie doll, like every other cheerleader who cheers at our games. I can’t even tell what she really looks like, there’s so much makeup on her face.

      She doesn’t seem to care though, giggling as her hand moves back down my jeans. When she discovers just how not turned on I am anymore, she frowns, her glossy pink lips pouting in a way that I know is supposed to be a turn on, but I actually find kinda awful.

      Sienna’s lips don’t look like this.

      “Jesus Christ,” I say, my hands moving to the vanity and gripping it tightly as I try to figure out if I even want to waste my time with this right now.

      Somehow this blonde mistakes my frustration for eagerness and I watch as she unbuckles my belt, pulling my jeans down as she drops to her knees in front of me, apparently unphased by the fact that I am barely into this.

      Surrendering to whatever the fuck this is, I close my eyes, gritting my teeth as images of Sienna flood my brain. It’s the only thing I know will get me through this shit right now.

      

      I wake the next morning with a pounding in my head and the distant sound of chatting and laughter from somewhere in the house. I have no recollection of coming home, no memory of seeing Sienna after I came out of that bathroom either. Both she and Justin had disappeared, and I know that no blow job was worth whatever shit I’m gonna get from Caleb if something has happened to his sister.

      If she hooked up with Justin, if he did something to her, I’m a dead man. Shit, I should have gone by her place to check she was okay. Fuck, maybe I did. Who knows? My head feels like lead.

      Groaning, I roll over to find my bed thankfully unoccupied by anyone else, the only thing resting on the second pillow is my iPhone. I grab for it, squinting at the screen with one eye closed as I attempt to focus and unlock it. When I finally do, I navigate to the message app, letting out another groan when I see the five text messages I must have sent Sienna when I came home shitfaced last night, or this morning, or whenever it was.

      

      Where the fuck are you?

      Stay away from Justin!

      Seriously, I fucking mean it!

      Don’t fuck with me Sienna

      Are you home? Are you safe?

      

      There’s no response to any of them and my stomach twists with anxiety, despite my hangover. Regardless of my anger though, I can’t help but be worried that something’s happened to her. Without thinking, I hit her number, lifting the phone to my ear as the ring tone sounds. After what feels like forever, it goes to voicemail, her husky voice asking me to leave a message or not, depending on my mood.

      “Sienna, where are you?” I growl, as soon as it clicks over. “Call me, ASAP. I fucking mean it.”

      I hang up and throw my phone on the bed, before rolling over, my face now buried in the other pillow, the unmistakable scent of perfume making me want to puke. Instead, I force myself to get up, pulling on some sweats before I tear the sheets from the bed.

      Bundling them up in my arms, I open the door and storm toward the kitchen and laundry area, stopping only when I catch a glimpse of Sienna standing in the kitchen talking to my roommate Matt without a care in the world. She’s dressed in tight black jeans, a loose white t-shirt that hangs off one shoulder and her long blonde hair hanging down her back as she laughs with him, seemingly engrossed in whatever story he’s telling her.

      I try to ignore the way my heart flips at the sight of her.

      “What the fuck?” I say instead, standing in the doorway.

      Matt turns to me, his lips quirking when he sees how pissed I am. “Looks like we’ve woken the bear,” he says, chuckling a little as he turns back to Sienna. “I’ll leave you to it,” he adds, winking at her as he leans in to kiss her cheek, before walking out, smirking at me on the way past. I know he only does it to piss me off, but I still wanna punch him for it.

      Sienna turns to face me, her arms crossed over her chest, her deep blue eyes narrowed in my direction and a seriously pissed off look on her face.

      “So you are safe,” I spit out, moving past her, into the laundry room and shoving my sheets into the washer.

      “And you’re still an asshole,” she fires back, moving so she’s now standing in the doorway and blocking me in the tiny room.

      “No, that’s Justin,” I quip, turning and mirroring her pose as I lean back against the dryer.

      Sienna rolls her eyes, her hands flying up as she says, “Seriously, Reid, what the hell?”

      I exhale, in no mood to deal with this shit right now…or ever. God, I wish Caleb hadn’t asked me to do this. Actually, I really wish Caleb had just come to fucking Hawthorn with us, so he could spend his time babysitting his sister instead of expecting me to do it.

      “Look,” I say opening my eyes. “Justin isn’t what he seems, okay?”

      “How do you even know that?” she asks, some of her earlier animosity gone, replaced with a reluctant curiosity.

      I pinch the bridge of my nose, wondering exactly what the hell I’m supposed to tell her. “He just is, okay? Can you just trust me on that?” Sienna says nothing, the silence long enough that I finally lift my gaze to her. She’s watching me, an unreadable look on her face. “What?” I snap.

      “Why can’t you just trust me?” she asks. “Trust that I know what I’m getting myself into? Trust that I can take care of myself?”

      My hands fall to the dryer, gripping the cool surface as I stare back at Sienna, the only sounds that of the washing machine as it starts its run. “Because you don’t know what you’re getting yourself into,” I say firmly.

      “Jesus, Reid,” she cries, frustrated.

      “I’m trying to protect you,” I shout as I push off the dryer and step toward her, our bodies now practically touching in the confined space.

      Sienna flinches at my words, but doesn’t move away, her eyes now leveled with my bare chest, her mouth slightly open. I can feel her breath across my skin, the warmth of it almost like a touch and it takes everything I have in me not to turn her around, back her up against the machine and fuck her senseless.

      “You don’t need to protect me, Reid,” she says, her words barely audible.

      She’s still looking at my chest, at the goosebumps that lift with every word she utters. Tilting her face up to mine, I meet her gaze. “Yeah, I do.”

      Sienna’s eyes close as she lets out a long sigh. How easy it would be to just lean down and kiss her, pull her into my arms and hold her body against mine like I’ve thought about so many times. Too many fucking times.

      But I know if I do that, it wouldn’t be Justin that would be getting his ass kicked, it would be me.

      So instead, I ask, “You wanna grab some breakfast?”

      Sienna’s eyes open, a smirk on her face now as she says, “You do realize it’s nearly two in the afternoon.”

      “Seriously?” I ask, my eyes still on hers, my fingers still under her chin.

      “Yeah,” she says, brow cocked. “Guess someone had a big night,” she adds, before turning and walking back into the kitchen and giving me a perfect view of her ass in those tight jeans.

      “Fuck,” I mutter, shaking my head as I follow her. “Lunch then?”

      Why am I pushing this? Sienna and I rarely get together. I could probably count on both hands the number of times it’s happened in the two years we’ve been out here together. We rarely meet up for anything except for me to tell her not to do something and her to bite my head off in response.

      “Can’t,” she says, picking up her keys from the counter. “I’m meeting up with Justin,” she throws out as she looks back at me.

      “Sienna,” I growl.

      “Later, Reid,” she says, moving into the living room, me close behind. “See ya, Matt.” She waves to my roommate on the way out the front door.

      “Fucking hell,” I mutter as I stand in the middle of the living room, my eyes fixed on the front window as Sienna walks down the path, turns left and heads the two doors down to the house she and her best friend, Ruby share.

      “Dude, when are you just gonna admit you like her?”

      “What?” I ask, turning to Matt who’s sitting on the sofa, a bottle of water in one hand, a football in the other. He and I have lived together since we got out of the dorms after our freshman year. Well, since I managed to find out where Sienna was living and score a place close by. All part of the babysitting duties.

      Still, it makes it easier to keep an eye on her, easier to track the people who are coming and going from her house, which is apparently now going to include Justin fucking Hamilton. But Matt doesn’t know this is why we live so close. He thinks it’s because I have a crush on her and am just too spineless to do anything about it.

      I don’t bother telling him the real reasons.

      He grins, spinning the ball in his hand. “Sienna. When are you just gonna admit you like her?”

      “I don’t fucking like her,” I say.

      Matt laughs. “Sure you don’t,” he says sarcastically.

      “I don’t.”

      “Uh huh,” he says, still grinning. “You keep telling yourself that,” he adds, pushing off the sofa. “Or better yet, just admit it and then go ask her out.”

      He nudges me with his shoulder as he walks past, not waiting for my response.

      “Fuck,” I mutter, as I turn back and head to the bathroom to wash the filth of last night’s party from my body.
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      He’s absolutely infuriating, but he has the body of a Greek god and a face that should appear on the cover of a magazine with the headline “Sexiest Man Alive.” I want to claw his eyes out and scream in his face, which I have done on several occasions. Yet, a part of me holds a small place in my heart for him.

      We grew up together, all three of us: Reid, my brother, and me. For years we were inseparable. We’d wake up in the morning and walk to school together, walk home together, and in the summers we’d run the neighborhood. We were bonded like no other and for years I loved it. Not a single kid ever fucked with me because they knew Caleb and Reid would come after them. But things changed as we got older and there was a shift in our relationship, something I didn’t think would ever happen. But with age comes growth and with growth comes divide.

      We all grew up alone, but we still had each other and I remind myself of that every time Reid forces his way into my life. With absent fathers and missing mothers, we needed each other and if I’m being honest, we probably still do. What I need less of is his need to control my life and who I bring into it.

      And why the hell would he have even asked if I wanted to get breakfast, never mind it’s already well beyond that time, but he’s never asked in the past? It felt like an unspoken rule that passed between us years ago that we only ask for help, never anything more. He knows I’d drop everything if he were in trouble and the same goes for him, but beyond that, it’s hands off.

      He only feigns interest when someone is interested in me, and if I didn’t know him inside and out, I’d think his intentions were to keep me to himself. But thinking about Reid Bowen in a relationship with me, or anyone for that matter, makes me laugh out loud.

      I walk through the front door of the house I share with Ruby and I’m chuckling at the idea of Reid being exclusive.

      “Something funny?” Ruby asks, looking up from the pile of books she has scattered on the sofa.

      “Reid,” I reply, rolling my eyes. “I went over there to tell him to stay out of my life and that fucking weirdo asked me if I wanted to grab breakfast.”

      “Well, in his defense most girls would’ve jumped at the chance.” She shrugs her shoulders, laughing a little. “Honestly, I probably would’ve taken him up on the offer. It’s a once in a lifetime thing.”

      Her words cause me to stop for a second, my thoughts swirling with what his invitation means. He doesn’t do the whole socializing with women outside of the bedroom thing, so why decide to ask me? As much as I want to think this means something more, I should know by now he has only himself in mind. It’s probably just another way to insert himself into my life.

      “Those girls will just end up with an STD and self-esteem issues,” I tease back.

      “Probably true, but I don’t think you realize what you have with him is different. Do you think he’d go after a guy hitting on one of the random girls he’s hooked up? Do you think he’d invite them to lunch, meet them outside their classes or check to make sure they made it home safely?” Ruby shoots back, dulling the humor I’m using to deflect my intrigue by it all.

      “Demanding to know where I’m at isn’t really checking to make sure I got home safely,” I retort, knowing this argument is pointless. Ruby has always sided with me, but still questions Reid’s motives.

      “He has a strange way of showing concern. What can I say?” she shrugs and returns back to studying, once again leaving me with more thoughts than I want to process.

      “I’m meeting Justin for lunch,” I announce from the kitchen as I grab a bottle of water from the fridge. “Pissed Reid off.”

      “I’m sure it did,” Ruby replies, letting out a huff I can hear from the kitchen.

      “What was that all about?” I almost demand, my hands on my hips as I walk back into the room.

      Ruby and I met when we were randomly placed together by the university roommate lottery system freshman year. We hit it off almost immediately, which we both now know is a rare occurrence. I think we were the only ones on our dorm floor to have that success, but with that comes knowing every quirk about each other. And one of Ruby’s is huffing in place of talking when she has a thought she doesn’t want to share.

      Pursing her lips, she hits me with a look I know too well. She’s far too motherly for her own good and growing up without a mother, sometimes my patience for advice is non-existent.

      “You sure you’re not just going to lunch with Justin to make Reid jealous?” she boldly asks and it takes everything in me to not let out a riotous laugh.

      Make Reid Bowen jealous? Please.

      “He doesn’t get jealous, Ruby. He’s incapable of feeling.”

      “Maybe that’s my point? Maybe you’re hoping you can elicit something from him? Something real?”

      She knows she’s annoying me and I cross my arms over my chest, pinning her with a stare. Ruby is going to school to be a guidance counselor and I swear she’s using me as her guinea pig.

      “Stop analyzing me,” I tell her, rolling my eyes and letting out an equally annoyed sigh as I head toward the front door.

      “That wasn’t an answer,” she shouts as I begin to leave. “It was a deflection!” Her words are loud, loud enough to reach the porch where the door is closing behind me.

      I check my phone, looking at the time knowing I told Justin I’d meet him at this little café near campus and since I have to walk, I better hurry.

      

      I’m five minutes late, but when I walk into the nearly dead café I can see Justin isn’t here yet. I scan the small space, looking for a place I may have missed, yet still coming up short. My heart drops and Reid’s words echo loud and clear in my head.

      He’s bad news.

      But I’m getting ahead of myself. He could just be late and I’m overreacting and letting Reid Bowen dictate my thoughts. His word isn’t worth its weight in gold and I know that.

      “Grab a table anywhere, hon,” the waitress calls to me and I plaster on a fake smile, nodding my head in response.

      I have no idea why I feel defeated and let down. I met Justin at a fucking keg party and we spent a few hours drunkenly flirting and exchanged numbers at the end of the night. It was his idea to grab lunch today, but that was also at two o’clock in the morning after more shots than I care to remember.

      I flop down at a table by the window, looking out at the quiet streets of a college town that sleeps late on Saturdays and only wakes with the setting sun. I pull my phone from my purse and set it down next to me willing it to chime out with a text.

      The minutes tick by and the waitress comes over, fills the two water glasses and drops a couple of menus off.

      “Anything I can get you?” she asks, a small amount of impatience slipping through.

      “I’m meeting someone,” I tell her, as if I need to announce that I’m not eating by myself.

      “Okay, I’ll check back then,” she replies, strolling off to clear a few tables.

      The door opens a few seconds later and my head shoots around at an embarrassing speed, but it’s only a group of girls, chatting and laughing as they take a table at the far end of the café.

      I’m tired of waiting around and instead of being that loser girl who goes home with her tail between her legs, I text Justin asking where he is.

      

      Me: Hey Justin. It’s Sienna. We were supposed to meet for lunch, but I’m just sitting here all by myself.

      

      The bubbles begin to float almost immediately and I don’t know if that’s a good sign or a bad one. But just as I’m waiting for his reply to come through, someone sits down at the table with me.

      Looking up, it’s not who I expect it would be and for a split second I think about bailing.

      “What are you doing here?” I immediately ask, my words coming out an obviously bothered mess.

      “I was walking by and saw you sitting here by yourself,” he says, a casualness to him, while the group of girls on the other side of the café begin their whispered chats about him.

      “Bullshit,” I spit back.

      “He stood you up, huh? I think someone mentioned this might happen.”

      I hate that he’s right and there’s no way I’m giving him that satisfaction. I look down at my phone, ignoring Reid as he leans closer to me, his elbows resting on the table. He smells like pine trees and fresh snow in the middle of a California heat wave and I hate him for it.

      He smells like home.

      

      Justin: Sienna, I’m so sorry. I totally overslept. I blame your beautiful ass for it. So many shots. Can we meet for dinner tonight? I’ll pick you up.

      

      Me: No worries. I’d love to do dinner with you tonight. What time?

      

      Justin: 6:00?

      

      Me: perfect. See you then.

      

      “So he gets a pass at sleeping till two in the afternoon, but you’re all over my ass about it?” Reid quips, looking perfectly insulted with his eyes tipped down at the corners and his mouth curled into a pouting scowl.

      “Are you stalking me?” I ask, ignoring his question completely. “How’d you know I’d be here and don’t give me that bullshit that you walked by.”

      Now it’s me leaning forward and narrowing my eyes at him. He reaches out his, his fingers gently brushing my knuckles and I pull back instantly. Just his simple gesture causes my body temperature to skyrocket and like hell if I’m going to give him the satisfaction of seeing my reaction as anything more than disgust.

      “Stalking you? Sienna, please, I don’t need to stalk women.” He rolls his eyes but floats his gaze over to the group of girls and each one of them giggles in response when he winks and tips his head in their direction.

      I think I’m going to puke.

      “So then tell me what you’re doing here.”

      “Well, Sienna, I was just walking by and saw you sitting here all by yourself and to save you from the embarrassment of being stood up, I thought I’d join you.”

      His words are coated with a sweetness so sticky they cling to me and it almost makes me believe him, but I know better. No one knows Reid like I do.

      “You followed me here, didn’t you?”

      “Yeah, I did, but I also knew he’d stand you up. Sie, the guy’s a total prick and I know Caleb…”

      “Nope. Don’t even think about it, Reid. Don’t bring my brother into this to make me feel guilty. Like I’m the one making the mistake. And anyway, I’m meeting Justin for dinner. He overslept.”

      Bringing up Caleb is Reid’s go-to when he wants to get under my skin, because he knows I have a ton of guilt over me being the one who left and went away to college. Being twins it’s hard to be apart, but even more so because I know Caleb gave up his dream of playing college football. Our family business would’ve crumbled to pieces leaving our deadbeat father homeless and desolate. Caleb made the sacrifice and not a day goes by that I don’t think about it.

      Reid’s cheeks flush just slightly, and I almost call him out on it, shame him the way he always does me, but I let the moment pass.

      “How have things been going?” he asks and again, it’s hard for me to not laugh out loud at his casualness.

      “Are we really doing this?” I ask, as the group of girls watches us with bated breath to see if we’re on a date, to see if I’ve nabbed Reid Bowen. He normally wouldn’t be caught dead eating at a restaurant with a girl.

      “Yes, Sienna, we’re really doing this. We were friends once, but maybe you’ve moved on from that.”

      His words strike a chord, stinging a bit as I realize I have been nothing but cold and rude to him. He’s right, we were friends once—best friends, but that was years ago and we were just kids. He’s changed into someone I don’t recognize anymore.

      “Remember when Caleb hung himself by the back of his shorts on that fence post?” Reid asks, a smirk on his face as if he’s recalling the memory in his mind, picturing it like the day it happened.

      “Yeah,” I respond, noting the sudden change in conversation, but nodding my head. “He was running from you after he shot you with that paintball gun he bought with the money he made cutting grass.”

      “It fucking hurt and I planned to kick his ass for it, but when I rounded the corner and saw his stupid ass hanging there I couldn’t stop laughing.”

      I shake my head, laughing a little as the memory comes into my brain so clearly. I can picture all three of us together, Reid and me laughing and Caleb screaming for us to get him down.

      “He looked so stupid and neither of us had enough arm strength to lift him up, so I had to stack up a bunch of chairs for him to stand on.”

      The two of us are laughing as we pass stories back and forth, a reminder that we always had each other even when we had no one else. Even when our fathers didn’t care, even when the mothers in the neighborhood thought we were trash.

      “See, things haven’t changed,” Reid says, a simple smile on his face and through the rough exterior all I see is the boy who was always there.

      He carried me two blocks to the hospital when I fell out of a tree and broke my leg. He spent that summer by my side when everyone else was at the public pool finding reprieve from the sweltering heat of the Rhode Island summers. He’d wrapped my casted leg in garbage bags and sprayed me with the hose and spent all his money on Slurpees we’d share.

      “But they have,” I say, dulling the joy that once enveloped us. “We’re different people now, Reid. Well, at least you are. You want those girls over there to know you aren’t a bad boy?” I tilt my head in their direction while their prying eyes still scan us every so often.

      “Fuck them,” he says, his words loaded with nonchalance as he narrows his eyes at me.

      “I’m sure you did.”

      He lets out a slow breath of air, his hand covering his heart in typical Reid-style dramatics. “And you’re gonna fuck Justin so I guess we’re even.”

      “Why do you care who I fuck? I don’t let your revolving door of women hit me in the ass,” I shoot back.

      He pauses for a second, not responding and I wonder what’s going through his head. I search his face, his perfectly beautiful face with its striking blue eyes and chiseled jaw, his nose with the small bump from when he got into a fist fight with Caleb over a girl, and despite all the time that has passed between us, I still see the boy I grew up with.

      “How come you don’t come to any of my football games?” he asks out of nowhere. It’s a jolt to the conversation I didn’t see coming.

      “How do you know I don’t come to any of the games? You couldn’t possibly know. The stadium is massive.”

      He cocks his head to the side and smiles at me. My stomach flutters in response in a way that only he can create and I try to figure out why he finds the need to fuck with me like this.

      “It’s been two years and you’ve never once used the seats I have reserved for you,” he states, and I’m caught off guard.

      “What are you talking about?” Now it’s me titling my head to the side, reading his face as I search my memory for a conversation we may have had about this.

      “I told you right before we left for school that I would make sure you always had a seat at my games, but you blew me off.”

      “I did?” I question, his face now sharing with me the disappointment he must have been feeling all this time. We both know what it’s like to be let down and I’ve now just added to his list of people who have done it to him. “I’m sorry, Reid. I don’t even remember you telling me this.”

      “No big deal,” he replies back. “I usually give the seats to some random girl because I know it’ll get me laid.”

      And there’s the asshole I’ve come to know.
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      I don’t know why I say that. Why I go and ruin a perfectly good moment between Sienna and me with a comment about getting laid.

      Things haven’t been good like this between us for years and as we shared a laugh and easy conversation just moments ago, I realize how much I’ve missed it. Missed her.

      Once upon a time we used to do everything together: her, Caleb and me. In those days I could so easily make her laugh too, unable to stop my own smile every time I did. Sienna’s laugh is infectious, coming from deep within her, as though she’s lighting up from the inside. It makes her even more beautiful than she already is and I used to love it because watching her laugh made me feel invincible.

      But up until today, I haven’t made her laugh much at all. If anything, she spends every second she’s around me pissed off and yelling at me. Hating me for the way I act, for the things I do.

      Fuck, I miss those days, back home in Rhode Island, even if the older we got, the more my feelings toward her started to change. It scared me, the things I started to feel, knowing I wasn’t supposed to and the only thing I knew to do was push her away. Be a dick to her when I wanted to be anything but.

      I knew I had no choice though, I had to keep her at arm’s length because Sienna isn’t mine to fantasize over and she sure as shit isn’t mine to have, no matter how much I might want that.

      The silence between us feels awkward, back to how it’s been these last few years. I can practically feel the eyes of the table of girls on me, as though they’re waiting to see what’s going to happen between Sienna and me. I could so easily blow this whole thing off by getting up and walking over to their table. Maybe take one of them home and try to erase the memories of Sienna from my brain.

      “When’s your next game?”

      She asks it so quietly I almost miss her question and when I turn to her, she’s watching me, an unreadable expression on her face.

      “What?”

      Sienna’s eyes soften just a little. “When is your next game?” she repeats.

      I shrug, trying not to act like this is a big deal or that I want her to show. “Next Friday night,” I say.

      She nods, but doesn’t say anymore, leaving me to wonder if this is her telling me she’s coming to watch me play.

      “So, what’ll it be?”

      Sienna and I both turn to the waitress who’s suddenly appeared beside our table, pen in hand, ready to take down our order.

      “Ahhh, um, look I should…”

      “I’ll have a burger and a coke,” I quickly spit out, knowing this is my only chance to keep Sienna here. “She’ll have…” I pause, eyes on Sienna as I wait for her to speak.

      She looks back at me, that same unreadable look on her face again. I cock a brow, offer her a grin, a peace offering almost as I silently beg her to stay.

      Sienna’s eyes drop to her menu, but I don’t miss the small smile tugging at her mouth. “I’ll take the Cobb salad and a diet coke,” she says, smiling at the waitress as she hands her menu back.

      “Coming right up,” the waitress replies, offering us both a bored smile before she walks away.

      We sit in awkward silence again, both of us in uncharted territory having lunch together like this. I’m racking my brain, trying to think of something to say and just as I open my mouth to ask how her classes are going, we’re interrupted again.

      “Reid, hey,” comes an irritatingly familiar voice as a hand slips onto my arm. I glance down, notice the pink nails that curl around my forearm before dragging up to my bicep.

      When I look up, my stomach sinks as I recognize the girl from last night, the one I disappeared into the bathroom with. “Hey,” I say, pulling my arm from her grasp as I glance at Sienna.

      Sienna looks back at me with what can only be described as a look of disappointment. “Maybe I should go,” she mutters, reaching for her bag.

      “Don’t,” I say quickly, reaching for her hand.

      She snatches it away, giving me a hard look before turning to look at the woman standing beside our table. “Looks like you’ve got company.”

      I glance up at our guest, who smiles, oblivious to what’s going on. “You wanna hang out,” she says to me. “Maybe go…you know,” she says, licking those same glossy lips from last night in a way that I’m sure is supposed to look sexy.

      From the corner of my eye, I see Sienna push out her chair and I know I have literally seconds to decide which way I want this to go right now.

      “Yeah, I’m actually in the middle of something,” I say, my words harsh. “So if you don’t mind.” I turn away, back to Sienna. “Sit down, Sie,” I tell her. “We’re having lunch.”

      The girl beside me scoffs. “What the hell?” she says, shooting Sienna a quick glance. I don’t miss the flash of jealousy that crosses her face. Or the way her eyes narrow at Sie as though she’s trying to figure out what it is she’s got that this chick doesn’t. I wanna tell her the list is long, so don’t even bother getting into it, but before I even have a chance, she turns back to me. “Reid, I thought we…”

      “You thought we what?” I ask, cutting her off. “Had something because I let you suck my dick last night? Please, it’s not like it meant anything to me.” It’s a dick thing to say, but I don’t care because this chick doesn’t get to just walk up and interrupt my time with Sienna, or judge her or make it obvious that she wishes Sie wasn’t here. Fuck that.

      Her face turns red now, her eyes widening as an audible gasp comes from the table of girls behind us. “You’re an asshole,” she shouts before turning and storming off.

      “Yeah and you give shit head,” I mutter to myself before turning back to Sienna, who’s standing on the opposite side of the table, mouth open in shock as she stares at me. “What?”

      “Man, you really are an asshole,” she murmurs.

      I roll my eyes. “Yeah, and she’s an asshole for interrupting us. Sit down, Sie,” I say again, just as the waitress returns with our drinks.

      Sienna glances between me and the waitress, seemingly unable to decide if she should stay or go. I try to remain calm, as though I’m not bothered by her choice when inside my body is screaming at her to stay. To sit down and stay with me.

      “You okay, hon?” the waitress eventually asks.

      Sienna lets out a long breath, nodding as she sinks into her seat. Both of us reach for our cokes, neither of us saying anything as we take a sip. My eyes move to the window, to the chick from last night, who’s standing outside watching us. I can’t resist smirking at her, knowing it will just add to how pissed off she is.

      Not like she’s worth a repeat performance anyway.

      “Why do you do it?” The question is asked so quietly, as though she’s almost afraid to voice it.

      “Do what?” I ask, playing dumb.

      She motions outside. “That?”

      I scoff. “Her? Shit, I don’t know. To get a blow job, why else?”

      “I don’t mean her,” she says, rolling her eyes. “I mean why do you treat them like that. Don’t you want something more?”

      “With her?” I ask in surprise. “Hell no!”

      “Then why do it at all?” she asks, and I can see the confusion on her face. “Why do it if you’re not interested in her?”

      I stare back at her, wondering exactly what she’s getting at, what she wants me to say to her right now. There’s not a chance in hell I can be honest, because being honest means revealing what I really want and that can never happen.

      Shrugging, instead I say, “Dunno, I’m a guy. I get horny, she offers.”

      Sienna rolls her eyes and I can tell my answer has disappointed her. It makes my chest ache, but I push it aside as I attempt to change the subject, try and
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