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      For Reid,

      Your strength and beauty astound me.

      Keep putting one foot in front of the other as you journey on, and keep your voice raised loud!

      

      For Riley,

      You are a superhero!

      Don’t ever forget it.

      Thanks for keeping an eye on my Bunny.
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      I inhaled the clean scent of the warm body blanketing mine, sucking the fragrant air through my nose. Reid smelled like scented dryer sheets fresh from the laundry.

      Heaven—I imagined this was what heaven would be like when I died.

      Those ten minutes of blissful peace were the best I got every day. Which was why I was a morning person. I got to wake up like this, holding Reid in my arms, absorbing his body heat, smelling his enticing scent, and touching his smooth skin without looking like a creeper. As long as he stayed asleep, I could get away with it. When he stirred, I would have to let him go and roll over, pretending to be annoyed by his sleepy clinginess.

      As if on cue, Reid rolled over and brushed his rump against my groin. As he nestled into a comfortable position, his bottom nudged me repeatedly, making my dick fill. When I groaned and snapped my hips back, he smiled sleepily.

      Sometimes, I wondered if he did this shit on purpose to torture me. Lately, it seemed as if we were both more aware of the tension between us than ever before—which was definitely causing problems for us.

      Relaxing my hips, I let my body come back into contact with Reid’s backside. The heat his slight body radiated warmed me like an electric blanket, making me want to press against him—crawl inside of him.

      It has always been like this between us. When Reid and I were in foster care together as kids, we shared a bed. Every night, I slept next to Reid to keep him safe and to comfort him. Knowing he was safe and resting peacefully comforted me as well. Unfortunately, that freed up a lot of space in our bedroom for an extra set of bunk beds. We were never alone—never had a minute of privacy growing up in the system. The constant chaos and distractions had their own set of pros and cons, which kept our problems at bay until we started college.

      It wasn’t until we attended Waltham University that we finally found ourselves completely alone in our bedroom for the first time in our lives. The newfound privacy made me much more aware of him than I ever was before. Reid took that as a green light to shed clothes little by little at bedtime. It started with him changing from sleep pants to boxer shorts. His long, shapely legs were definitely something to admire. Then he began sleeping without a T-shirt and I waited with bated breath to catch a glimpse of his smooth torso and pretty, pink nipples. Sometimes, during the summer, I would wake up to find him in nothing but a pair of skimpy briefs. He claimed I threw off too much body heat, like a furnace, and that he was sweaty.

      It made me want to sleep in cotton flannel every night.

      Then Reid started changing clothes in front of me. When my friend Lucky had asked us to move into his aunt’s house with him and a few other guys, I felt relieved. I’d hoped it was the distraction we needed and that it would remind Reid to be more modest. But no such luck. Lucky was nice enough to give us the master bedroom with a private bathroom, which gave Reid permission to continue to cross all my boundaries.

      My fingers traced over the curve of Reid’s bare hip, and I had to fight the urge to pull him into me, to fill my hands with handfuls of his soft skin.

      Did Reid have no clue he was pushing the line of decency? Or was he just enjoying his privacy for the first time in his life? The freedom to change your clothes in your bedroom instead of locking yourself up in the bathroom was a small thing to most, but huge to us. The freedom to sleep in less clothing on a hot night—normal things that people did when they had their own place. But lately, I’d questioned Reid’s motives, which was a first for me.

      The thing about Reid was, he looked like an angel, and usually acted like one, too, so it was hard to know if he ever had an ulterior motive slide through his thoughts. But sometimes, I would catch him watching me as he undressed. When he left the bathroom door wide open during his showers, I had to wonder if he was doing it on purpose.

      Reid brushed his toes along the underside of my foot where I was most sensitive. He had to be awake. I pushed back against his foot and he stilled.

      Things became progressively worse when I started working for Lucky Match last year. My roommate, Lucky, started an escort service, and my roommates and I escorted to pay our bills. Not Reid though. Like I’d ever let him escort—over my dead body. I had spent half of my life keeping him away from abusers and predators. There was no way in hell I would offer him up on a silver platter to horny lonely men with too much money who would like nothing more than to take advantage of him. Just thinking of it made me feel sick to my stomach.

      Reid was a virgin, and he would stay that way until he fell in love with a good man that I approved of—which would probably be when hell froze over. He hated that I escorted but mostly kept his opinions to himself. Every so often, he’d throw a fit if I stayed out too late on a date. Several months ago, he had a meltdown when he said I came home smelling like sex. To be honest, sometimes I did it just to piss him off. To remind him I was a catch, and that men wanted me, even if he didn’t. It was completely unfair of me, but sometimes, my hurt got the better of me.

      That was when the tension started to build, and I could feel Reid pulling away from me. He made other friends at school, like Griffin and Ryan, which I did not handle well at first. I was still not handling Ryan well. He was a little shit, and I knew he had his eye on Reid. I burned with jealousy every time Reid said his name.

      Testing Reid’s reaction to see if he was truly awake or not, I scooted closer, pressing myself fully against his back. Every part of me, from my chest to my feet, was in contact with his body. The heat he generated warmed me straight to my heart. Bending my head, I buried my nose in his neck, breathing him in. In a minute, I would have to pull away, but for the next sixty seconds, I would absorb as much of him as I could to last all day until I could do this again tomorrow.

      Closing my eyes, I let my mind drift to a time not so long ago when our relationship began to change. Things turned from bad to worse when we took on a new client through Lucky Match—an artist who painted abstracts of nude male bodies. Because it was a strictly hands-off arrangement, I let Reid tag along one night. He loved it, of course, and had been coming with me ever since. The man paid us well to pose for him once a month. It always felt like the longest two hours of my life. To sit there in his studio naked, locked in some intimate pose together while not moving or talking for long stretches of time, made me hyper-aware of Reid.

      The artist gifted us with a painting of the two of us in a lover’s embrace, which Reid hung above our bed. He said it was beautiful—and it was, because he was in it. Every night before I went to bed, I stared up at the painting and thought what a long night I had ahead of me—sleeping next to the beautiful body beside me while reminded of what it looked like naked.

      But the straw that broke the camel’s back happened just two weeks ago. My roommate, Cyan, recently launched his boudoir photography studio. Reid and I volunteered to pose for him so he could use the pics for free advertising for his website. That night in his studio, my God. It was like the longest foreplay edging session of my life. Removing one article of clothing at a time—taking a few sexy photos—removing another piece, and so on. Just remembering it now made me semi hard. Cyan had a stellar imagination and talent for setting a sexy scene, and I ended up popping a massive erection. Cyan spotted it and then suddenly had to run upstairs, leaving us alone for too long. I knew he did that on purpose.

      My friends thought I was oblivious to my attraction to Reid. They must be fucking stupid. Like I could be oblivious to his beauty, his perfection. I was just not willing to act on it, which meant I had to pretend I was in denial. But that heated moment between us in the studio changed the tone of our relationship. Reid saw my erection. It wasn’t like I could hide it in the barely there underwear I wore. He stared for too long at it without saying a word. When he gazed up at me, his mouth was way too close to mine for comfort, and I backed away. Which was the last thing I wanted to do.

      It was easy to see the hurt and rejection on his face, and I used it to my advantage instead of comforting him. I tossed his shirt at him rudely and told him to get dressed. We hadn’t spoken another word about that night since, but it hung in the air between us, thick like humidity.

      Reid continued to twitch his ass against me like he had ants in his pants. Sighing, I climbed out of bed and raced to the bathroom to start my day the same way I always did, by coming down the drain of the shower as I imagined a whole different morning scenario with Reid than running away from him.

      And people wondered why I was so grumpy all the time? The one person I craved most constantly riled me up with lust, unbeknownst to him. I lived in fake denial every minute of every day, and the object of my desire was always within arm’s reach, but I could never touch him. Add to that the responsibility of taking care of both of us, working two jobs, attending school full time, and doing everything in my power to achieve Reid’s dream of opening a camp for foster kids—I had a lot on my plate.

      Thoughts of him swirled through my head as I lazily stroked my hard cock with a soapy hand, drawing out my pleasure. Reid was the sunshine in my cloudy sky. One look at his bright smile never failed to melt my hostility and set me back on the right track. He was my everything—except my lover—except my boyfriend. Except for my future husband. And therein lay the problem. All he could ever be was my best friend, my confidant, my business partner, and thanks to our shared last names and childhood history—my pseudo brother. It was the obvious conclusion people always drew about us.

      To better our chances of staying together whenever we were placed in a new foster home, we begged our caseworker, Charlie, to change our last names. He was so good to us, always looking out for me and Reid. We still kept in touch with him. We spoke weekly and visited him on holidays and school breaks. Charles Morgan was like an uncle or a father to us. Which was why we chose Morgan as our last name.

      I bit back a moan as I massaged my sac with soapy fingers. Warm heat gathered in the base of my dick. But Reid and I were not related by blood, only circumstance. People often said they thought we looked similar, which I guess was mostly true. But if you spent as much time staring at Reid like I had, studying everything that made him special, our differences would stand out like a sore thumb.

      His hair was a lighter shade of blond than mine, with natural platinum highlights. My highlights were darker, like caramel. He was four inches shorter than me and much more slender. My body was broad and packed with muscle. Reid’s blue eyes were a much lighter shade than mine, like topaz. Mine were darker, like sapphires. His nipples were smaller and pink, while mine were larger and brown. His smooth, twiggy body reminded me of a ballet dancer, while mine resembled a jock. Everything about Reid was pretty and graceful and sexy, like a seductive siren. I felt like a bulky, lumbering bull next to him.

      Thinking of his beautiful body and pale skin as I stroked my cock pushed me over the edge, and I came with a shout, spilling over my hand. Reid must’ve been listening through the door because as soon as he heard me cry out, he opened it and breezed into the bathroom to brush his teeth like he hadn’t a care in the world.

      “Almost done with your shower?” He rinsed his toothbrush and placed it back in the cup next to mine. Side-by-side, like everything was with us. We sat side-by-side as we drove, slept side-by-side in our bed, sat side-by-side in our classes and watched movies side-by-side on our couch. We ate side-by-side in the dining room. I spent my whole life beside the one man I couldn’t reach out and hold.

      Frustration boiled over inside of me. “Can’t you wait until I’m finished? Can I not have five minutes alone? Fuck!” Cue his look of hurt disappointment. I felt like an asshole as I watched him storm off, slamming the bedroom door on his way out. It was always like this with us lately. Reid would push my boundaries until I snapped back, causing him to run away, then I would have to go and smooth his ruffled feathers. Overcome with a deep sense of exhaustion that my life would continue down this path for years to come, I sat heavily on the edge of the bed, wrapped in a towel, with my head in my hands.

      We couldn’t keep going like this…something had to give. I couldn’t lose Reid, but our current situation wasn’t working anymore. If I was being honest with myself, I could admit it hadn’t been working for a long while.
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            Reid

          

        

      

    

    
      Well, that backfired on me. I only had myself to blame for having pushed him. It started out innocently with my inappropriate case of the wiggles. But when Riley rushed out of the bed like it was on fire and raced to the bathroom, I knew I had affected him. His shout when he came in the shower was loud and clear. It made me feel empowered, knowing I had caused his erection. The little devil that sat on my left shoulder told me to open the door and invade his privacy so he’d know I’d heard him—that I knew what he was doing in the shower.

      Who would’ve guessed he would snap like that and bite my head off? Now, I sat moping over a mug of steaming coffee at the dining table as I waited for Riley to come downstairs and acknowledge me. I couldn’t start my day without knowing things were okay between us, because I was a codependent moron and everything in my world revolved around Riley—what he was doing, where he was going, who he was with. Was he thinking of me? Missing me?

      I had no life outside of Riley. He was the only guy I had ever been attracted to or interested in, and I couldn’t imagine that ever changing for me. Sure, I could point out an attractive guy in a crowd, appreciate his hotness, but no man had ever made my dick hard.

      Except Riley Morgan.

      His was the only face I ever conjured when I touched myself. When he laid beside me at night, it was hard for me not to wiggle my body against his.

      Didn’t matter, though. Riley wasn’t interested in me. Well, maybe he was, but he wasn’t interested in a relationship with me. I’d tested him many times, and he had the perfect opportunity during Cyan’s photo shoot to kiss me. But he always turned away and rejected me. Every gosh darn time. It was like he wouldn’t allow himself to be happy.

      And if Riley wasn’t happy, neither was I.

      Some might say that it was unfair that he could date and I couldn’t, but the simple truth was, I didn’t want to. I was glad that Riley put his foot down and refused to let me work for Lucky Match because I had no desire to get anywhere near other men in a romantic capacity. Maybe I was overstating Riley’s job by saying romantic—more like a sexual capacity. I’d probably freeze up and piss myself if anyone but Riley tried to touch me sexually—and he knew it—which made it doubly unfair of him to continually deny my advances.

      Coudn’t he throw me a bone? Literally.

      I took a sip of the steaming coffee, feeling it wash down my throat with a delicious burn. Despite being the same age, I’d always looked up to Riley—he was my protector, my hero—a role he loathed. I’d often wondered if that was why he turned me away, because he felt like maybe he was taking advantage of someone who placed him on a pedestal. He thought I didn’t see his flaws, but I saw everything about Riley. Which was why I was a hundred percent convinced he was the best person I knew and he would remain on that pedestal for the rest of his life.

      “Hey, booger breath. Why do you look so mopey?” Murphy, Lucky’s little brother, didn’t wait for an answer as he breezed by me in search of coffee.

      We were down to just the three of us now. Lucky moved out last summer to live with his fiancé, Hayes. Cyan recently moved in with his boyfriend, Griffin, who was my closest friend. Even with us three, the house felt empty. It was too quiet without Cyan’s off-key singing and Lucky’s loud mouth and dirty jokes. Not having them here every day left me too much time alone with Riley with no much-needed distractions.

      The solitude ripped the bandage off our relationship, exposing the tension between us like a black light on a stain.

      Riley bounded loudly down the stairs and I looked up, feeling hopeful. He rushed by me on his way to the kitchen, calling out, “We’re leaving in five minutes.”

      I felt deflated—disappointed. When I entered the sunny kitchen to dump my empty coffee mug in the sink, I saw Riley and Murphy laughing together. A feeling of unease settled in my stomach, bothered that he could be so casual with everyone but me. We used to laugh like that, always joking with each other, little touches and easy smiles, until recently. Now, it seemed Riley couldn’t get far enough away from me fast enough. Ignoring them with a frown, I grabbed my backpack and headed out to warm up the car.

      We shared a quiet ride to campus until the silence became too awkward for Riley. “Reid?” He said nothing more than my name. Checking on me without trying to instigate a conversation.

      “I’m fine. Just thinking about how I miss Cyan and Lucky living with us. The house is too quiet.” And I miss you. I miss us. Turning away from him, I gazed out the window at the vast blue ocean as we drove over the bridge that led into Charleston.

      Riley cleared his throat. “Me too. Maybe we could plan something for this weekend where we could all hang out together—like old times. A club or Limericks Bar?”

      “Yeah,” I agreed, never taking my eyes off the water. “That sounds great. I’ll ask Griffin and Cy—you hit up Lucky and Hayes.” The idea of sitting around the house all weekend tiptoeing around Riley’s mood didn’t appeal to me. I’d much rather be out having fun with our friends. It was the perfect distraction.

      Riley followed me to class and sat down next to me, as usual. Not so much for my entertaining company as it was to keep others away from me. This would be our last year attending the same classes before we branched out into our respective majors. I was earning my bachelor’s degree in social work while Riley focused on early childhood education, with a specialty in camp management. Our goal was to cover all the bases that our camp for foster kids would entail.

      Charlie was going above and beyond to help us set things into motion. He promised we would have funding and grant money ready to open our center as soon as we graduated. If not for Charlie, I don’t know what Riley and I would have done—we probably would have been separated years ago. Charlie found a nonprofit organization that paid education grants to former foster kids, interest free. That was the only way me and Riley could afford to attend a private university like Waltham.

      Ryan approached us and took the empty seat to my right, and I snickered, thinking it was a shame Riley couldn’t clone himself. Ryan was a nice guy who befriended me because we had two classes together. We often studied during my lunch break at the Roasted Bean, the campus coffee shop where Riley and I worked after school. Riley didn’t seem to like Ryan very much, and his grumpiness intimidated Ryan. He swore Riley always gave him the evil eye over my shoulder, which he probably did. I pretended ignorance because I would always stick up for Riley first, no matter what.

      Sure enough, I could hear my human rain cloud grumbling under his breath as I conversed with Ryan, making plans to study after school. Riley casually touched my thigh to get my attention, his thick fingers claiming his territory. He was resorting to caveman mode.

      “Reid, do you have our notes from yesterday?”

      Of course, I had our notes. I’d outlined and highlighted them to keep Riley organized. School has always come easier to me than Riley. He excelled at sports, whereas I couldn’t kick a soccer ball two feet. Long ago, we made an unspoken agreement to help each other in our weakest areas, because that’s what partners did, and Riley and I were partners. A team. A united front through thick and thin.

      Just not in the sense I wished us to be.

      Excusing myself from my conversation with Ryan, I reached into my backpack to extract our notes and passed them to Riley—then promptly ignored him again, returning my attention to Ryan. It had to pique his ire to be ignored like this, but he deserved it after the way he snapped at me this morning.

      Even though I was wrong for invading his space. That’s besides the point.

      What bothered me was that he hadn’t apologized yet, so we could make it right. Riley knew it caused me anxiety to be at odds with him, and he was purposely letting me stew in it, which wasn’t fair at all. The old me would have begged him to forgive me. Usually, I apologized even when I was not in the wrong, just to smooth the way between us. But lately, I’d been standing my ground, forcing him to come to me. So far, the results were unclear whether it was working. It depended on his mood and how long I froze him out.

      Ryan’s delicate voice cut through my thoughts as he gushed about a guy two rows up, who he said looked mouthwatering in tight jeans and a fitted shirt. I didn’t share his enthusiasm, because compared to Riley, in my opinion, everyone was kind of ugly. I responded with a bland, noncommittal noise to pacify him.

      Of course, he didn’t let it go. “I thought you were into tall skinny guys. I’ve seen you check them out before.”

      Hardly—I often watched people out of curiosity, not because I was mentally auditioning them for dates. But Riley must have taken his comment personally, because his next words stung, and not just because they were a lie.

      “That’s not what you said in the shower this morning. You said you liked my broad shoulders and large size.” His eyebrows rose when he referred to his size, creating innuendo.

      Angry and embarrassed, I squeezed my eyes shut to hide the sudden rush of tears. Emotions swirled in my stomach, causing a physical reaction in my body. Usually, when Riley went alpha-possessive on me, I didn’t mind because I knew he did it out of either love or concern for my safety. But this time, it hurt. He lied and tried to twist our situation into something it wasn’t, just to make it look as if he had some claim on me which he didn’t. He’d embarrassed me by making us sound inappropriate and scandalous. Like I was the kind of guy who casually showered with just anyone. Nothing could be farther from the truth.

      Nobody besides our roommates and closest friends knew we shared a bed, a room, and a life together in a non-sexual partnership. I felt outed. Degraded. My face heated with shame and anger, hot pin-pricks tingling my skin.

      How dare he say such a thing about me!

      He was supposed to have my back, not be the one to throw me under the bus. Narrowing my wet eyes, I glared at Riley as he smirked at Ryan like he’d won. This wasn’t a contest! There was nothing to win. Certainly not me, because Riley already had my heart, and Ryan never would. Riley had to know that.

      He was acting like he didn’t respect me enough to consider my feelings, my privacy, or my reputation. I felt used for the sake of his selfish pride.

      If I had actually been in the shower with Riley this morning, we wouldn’t even be sitting here right now because there was no way I would ever have let him out of our bedroom afterwards. I scooted closer to Ryan, completely ignoring Riley. Anxiety churned in my stomach, making me want to run and hide and lick my wounds, but Riley would only chase me, and I didn’t want that right now.

      When I felt attacked or rejected, I curled up inside of my shell like a turtle and waited for the storm to pass. My only choice right now was to check out and disassociate so I could try and stow my feelings until later, when I could process them in a safe space.

      And there would definitely be a later—as soon as I had a minute alone with Riley.
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      I was fucked. Fucked so bad.

      Like always, I’d said the wrong thing at the wrong time to the wrong person. Because I was a petty, jealous asshole. I’d humiliated him. Acid churned in my stomach, burning a trail straight to my heart. Reid was the last person in the whole world I wanted to hurt. I’d spent years protecting him from harm, and I went and did it deliberately.

      I was lower than pond scum. Shame suffused me—my self-loathing at an all-time high.

      There was no chance to make it right until we were alone, so I stayed quiet. When I risked a peek to my right, I saw Reid with his head bent low over his textbook, hiding. Looking past him, I saw that fucker Ryan smirking at me. Was he gloating because I’d pushed Reid away? Did the stupid idiot actually think that was possible?

      Not likely, dumb Harry Styles wannabe.

      Righteous fury replaced self-pity. Nothing was ever going to come between us. Nothing and no one! Reid was mine. He was my—whatever—he was mine. Not Ryan’s. We would get past this after I groveled and made it right.

      The rest of the day stretched out—long and brutal—as I stewed in my remorse, worried about how much he hated me. I sat through two more classes where a subdued Reid kept his head down in his book. I kept waiting for him to look up so I could catch his eyes and plead with him to forgive me. Then, at the café, I handled most of the workload as Reid shuffled around the stockroom in the back, killing time. He used his break to study with Ryan, who kept darting glances in my direction, probably checking to see if Reid’s continued avoidance was affecting me. Of course it was. I felt lonely as fuck, but I refused to give Ryan the satisfaction of knowing it.

      Finally, we arrived home, and Reid promptly bolted from the car. By the time I made it through the front door, I heard our bedroom door closing loudly. Reid was going to hide out in bed, convincing himself I was a horrible person.

      In the kitchen, I grabbed a beer from the fridge and parked my ass in front of the TV to give him time alone to decompress. We had the house to ourselves—Murphy was out who-knew-where doing God-knew-what. Or, more accurately, doing whom? Tilting my head back, I chugged the last dregs of beer before mustering the courage to go upstairs and face Reid. Dread pooled in my stomach, thick and sour like cottage cheese gone rancid.

      Standing in front of our bedroom door, I wasn’t sure whether I should knock first or just walk in, which was ridiculous because it was my room, too. I gripped the brass knob and opened the door softly, peeking my head inside to make sure the doorway wasn’t booby-trapped and nothing was going to fly at my head. Everything was quiet as I entered, shutting it behind me. Reid lay face down on the gray bedding, curled in a fetal position, clutching his bunny, Benny. It was a gift from his grandma when he was six, and it was the only thing he brought with him into foster care when she died and left him alone.

      Reid clutched it tightly to his chest like I’d seen him do a thousand times when he needed comfort and strength. The kids in foster care bullied him relentlessly for it, which caused me to have to fight a lot. In the end, Reid ended up with the nickname Bunny, and I’d earned the nickname Hero. We were the only two who ever used the names, but they’d stuck for six years now.

      Silently, I padded over to my side of the bed and sat. Reid’s muffled sniffles gripped my heart painfully—which triggered my tears. Fuck! Reid was the only person in the world who could make my damn eyes water.

      Stretching out next to him, I rubbed small circles on his narrow back. He stiffened but didn’t pull away. Despite him being right beside me, I felt lonely, completely untethered from our connection. We lay like that for several minutes until he had his tears under control. What could I say to make him stop hurting? When I finally spoke, my voice sounded broken and scratchy.

      “Bunny? I’m sorry. I’m a jerk, and I hate myself for what I said. I regretted it instantly, but it was too late to take it back.” He started a fresh round of sniffling, causing my heart to clench. My mind whirled in panic. What if he told me to fuck off? What if he didn’t forgive me?

      My fingers continued to soothe him as my lips pressed a soft kiss to his neck. His skin tasted as sweet as it smelled and I resisted the urge to latch on and suck hickeys into his creamy skin. Some primal urge inside me wanted to mark him—to reclaim him as mine—to erase my doubts that he didn’t want me any longer.

      “Please don’t cry. You’re killing me. I’m so sorry. Do you know how sorry I am?” I wrapped my arms around him, scooping him up and cradling his slender form to mine. “Clutch me like Benny, so I can make you feel better.” That earned me a sniffly chuckle.

      Reid buried his face in my chest. “You’re not my Benny, you’re my Hero. You always make me feel better.” He snuck a peek at me with his wet topaz-blue eyes, looking shy but hopeful.

      My forehead connected with his, tethering us together. “Not today, I didn’t. I failed you today. And I’m so sorry. I swear to God I’ll never degrade you like that again.”

      Reid rubbed his nose against mine. “I believe you,” he whispered, his voice raw.

      “Would you feel better if you hit me?” I gave Reid a lopsided smile in hopes of drawing one out of him.

      He shook his head, sadness seeping from his pretty eyes. “Never. But I would like to know why.”

      My sigh was loud and laced with frustration—because I was mad at myself and because he wasn’t going to like my answer—but there was no way I could lie to him. “Because he’s no good for you and you don’t see it.”

      Reid’s full lips drew into a tight line, draining the color from them. “Ryan is a drama queen and a bit shallow, but he’s nice to me, and besides, we’re just friends.”

      Anger clawed its way up my spine. “Bullshit. You may not see it, but he’s into you. He’s just trying to butter you up with that friend crap and then he’ll make his move. Just you wait and see.”

      Reid rolled his eyes, dismissing me. He tried to sit up straighter, to pull away from me, but I wasn’t having it. “No matter what his agenda is, you went about it wrong. You embarrassed me with your lie. You made it sound as if we have a relationship, like we shower together.”

      The old familiar feeling of rejection flooded me, turning my voice bitter. “I know what it sounded like. Would that be so bad? Jeez! We’re not actually brothers or anything.”

      Reid’s face flamed. “You made me sound slutty.”

      God forbid! “Oh, right. I got us mixed up. I’m the slutty one. You’re the virginal angel.”

      Reid sat up straight, anger stiffening his spine. “So what if I’m a virgin! I’m not saying that makes me better than you. You aren’t a slut, Ry. You escort to support us. I appreciate everything you do for me. Anyway, I’ll probably die a virgin because you won’t let anyone near me.”

      Swift, hot fury replaced the blood in my veins. “Because nobody’s worthy of you! I’m doing you a favor, trust me. I promise you every dime I own, Ryan isn’t good enough for you, and he’s not worthy of your body or your time.”

      Reid’s eyes blazed with blue fire. “Good! Because he’ll never have it. I’m not attracted to him. I told you that. I just wanted to make some friends. Is that something you think you should be in charge of? I don’t tell you who to sleep with or who to be friends with. I don’t tell you anything!”

      It wasn’t often that Reid was this angry with me. The feeling of being scolded came to mind, and I tried to defend myself. “There’s two reasons for that. One, nobody is trying to take advantage of me. And
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