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      I swear today has been one of the worst days of my life. I walk into my apartment, thankful to be home. It had been one thing after another all day long.

      I was home from work over two hours late. My last appointment, which was supposed to be a quick haircut, had turned into someone deciding they wanted to go platinum blonde from dark brown. Before that, I had two cancellations and one kid who screamed the entire time. Oh, and this morning, I woke to my girlfriend breaking up with me over text. It was safe to say this day couldn’t get any worse.

      I kick off my sneakers by the front door, throw my bag on the floor, and plop on the couch. I’m too tired to make it the other twenty feet to my bedroom. I open my phone and re-read the texts Haley sent me.

      Haley: I’m sorry, but I can’t do this anymore.

      Haley: Until you figure out your feelings for Sienna or remove her from your life, I can’t be in yours.

      Haley: I’m sorry. I can’t be anyone’s second choice.

      I sigh and throw my phone across the couch and fall back into the pillows. I put one over my face and let out a muffled scream. This wasn’t the first time a girlfriend of mine had an issue with my close friendship with Sienna. We had been best friends for years, so we were close. I just don’t know why people have such a hard time accepting that we’re just friends.

      I’ve been down this road too many times to try to plead with Haley. If she wanted to break up over it, then fine. I was tired of having to defend my friendship. Eventually, the right girl would come around, someone who understood Sienna and I are just friends.

      RING! RING! RING!

      My phone rings from across the couch. I lift the pillow slightly and glance toward my phone. I see my brother’s face on my screen and get up to answer it. Before Sienna, my best friend was and always has been my older brother Daniel. I hadn’t told him about me and Haley, yet so he must just be calling to talk.

      “Kenny!” Daniel says excitedly. He’s the only one who gets away with calling me Kenny, a nickname I usually despise.

      “Yes, Danny?”

      “I’m engaged!” he all but shouts.

      “What?!” I shoot up, sitting up straight. Did I hear him correctly or had the screaming done some hearing damage?

      “I’m engaged! I proposed last night, but you’re the first one I wanted to tell.”

      “Holy shit, this is amazing!” I force myself to say. Part of me is concerned about how quickly this is happening. I mean he hadn’t been dating her for very long. This was completely unexpected.

      “We’re having an engagement party, can you come this weekend for a visit? I’d love you to meet her,” he says a little more seriously.

      “This weekend?” I ask surprised. There go my plans of soaking another breakup in ice cream and alcohol.

      “Yeah, we want the families to meet. I know it’s last minute, but it would mean a lot if you came.” I can hear Holly whispering in the background.

      “I, uh, I’ll have to get someone to cover the shop.” I don’t know why I’m stalling, of course, I’d do anything to be home this weekend.

      “And bring Haley too! We’d love to meet her,” he says, unknowingly sending a sucker punch to my gut.

      “We umm… broke up…” my voice cracks as I say it aloud for the first time.

      “Fuck, hold on.” I can hear the ocean in the background, and I know he must have walked onto the beach to talk to me alone. “Kenny, talk to me.”

      “I’m okay Danny, she had a problem with Sienna. I can’t change her mind about it, so that’s that. Let me go, I can make a call and see if someone can cover the shop for the weekend. I need to meet this new sister of mine,” I add playfully.

      “Let me know when you’re coming in, I’ll get you from the airport.” He doesn’t push the Haley situation further.

      We say our goodbyes and I immediately make a second phone call. She picks up on the second ring with a sing-song hello.

      “Wanna come over?” I groan. Originally I was going to go for a run, run out my problems and try to salvage my mood.

      “You sound like crap, do you want pizza or Chinese?” That’s what I love about Sienna, her blunt and bitter honesty.

      “Pizza, with pepperoni and mozzarella sticks and buffalo wings. Oh, and a cannoli,”

      “Terrible day order, I got it. Give me like thirty.”
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        * * *

      

      Thirty minutes later Sienna is standing on my doorstep holding a pizza, a bag of food, and a smile. A smile I swear could cure the worst of bad days. She slips her shoes off as I grab the food from her and bring it to the small island in my kitchen.

      “So you gonna tell me what caused the terrible day order? I swear I’ve only ordered this like twice before.” Sienna slips onto the couch, I walk over a plate of food and a glass of water for her.

      “Haley broke up with me,” I say holding my breath.

      “What a bitch,” she mumbles, a mouth full of food.

      “Did she say why?” This was a commonly asked question.

      “No, she just said it, uh wasn’t working anymore,” I lie. I didn’t want to bring up the real reason. Knowing Sienna, she’d feel terrible and blame herself.

      I don’t say anything else while I slide beside her on the couch after grabbing the remote. We put on some shitty reality tv, the only sounds are the couples fighting and the chewing of our food.

      “Daniel’s getting married,” I try to add casually.

      “WHAT?! How did you not lead with that?” She squeals.

      “He’s having an engagement party this weekend, he told me to bring Haley but now we’re over so I guess I’m going stag.”

      Before Sienna comes over, I had manage to get Christine to cover the shop for the week. I haven’t been home in months, and I know my parents will appreciate an extended trip. Running my own business has many perks but in times like this, I’m thankful for my staff. I couldn’t leave for a week on my own without knowing I can trust my assistant manager to handle everything.

      “Why don’t you take me?” Sienna asks, smiling.

      “W-What?” I almost choke on my pizza.

      “What? I’m off for the summer. I’ve already met Daniel. I’m due for a vacation,” she says like it’s no big deal.

      “You want to go?” I ask, surprised.

      “Why wouldn’t I?” she counters, raising an eyebrow.

      “My family will be asking about my girlfriend, and I’ll have to give them the whole ‘I just got dumped’ speech and see their pity,” I groan. It’s bad enough hearing it in Danny’s voice.

      “What if you didn’t?” Her green eyes are gleaming. Then my best friend proceeds to tell me what might be the craziest thing we’ve ever done.
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      Kennedy’s smile falters as she tells me that she and Haley broke up, but I’ll be the first to say that woman didn’t deserve her. Well, maybe I’m biased. It’s hard to think anyone deserves your best friend’s attention when you’re harboring secret feelings for them.

      It’s not like I want to be in love with her and trust me, I’ve tried to push the feelings away. But each time I do, they come back tenfold. Which is why the next words come out of my mouth.

      “What if I went, but you introduced me as your girlfriend?”

      “Why would we do that?” Her thick brows scrunch together.

      “You just said it’s a lot of stress for a weekend. So, I can pretend to be your girlfriend and ease some of it.” I smile.

      “You’d pretend to be Haley?” she asks, not knowing how I feel about her.

      “Well, I can be myself, right? Does your family know any details about her?” I ask with only a hint of jealousy. They’d only been dating for a few months after all.

      “That’s true. They’ve never met either of you. Only Danny has, but I’m sure he’d understand.” Kennedy pauses to think about it.

      “It’s just for a few days. It’s not like it would take much from us.” I shrug, trying to act like this isn’t exciting as hell. I’ve read too many rom coms to not hope this will turn out for the best.

      “I’d really owe you for this.” She smiles.

      “Is that a yes?” I can feel the anticipation rising in my stomach.

      “Yeah, what the hell? I could use my best friend to get me through the family drama.” Kennedy relaxes into her couch.

      I don’t say anything else, too nervous that the happiness I’m feeling will make my feelings obvious. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen? I know I’m getting my hopes up, but maybe a few days of pretending is what Kennedy needs to see that I can be hers for real.
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        * * *

      

      I decide not to stay the night at Kennedy’s, despite it being late. I need to get home and pack. We both have found a cheap and early flight that leaves tomorrow morning. Which is in six hours, definitely not enough time to get a good night’s sleep first. It’s also unlikely I’ll be able to sleep, ever since I’ve become Kennedy’s [fake] girlfriend. It’s like I’ve been shot with a dose of adrenaline.

      Kennedy and I met by accident, another example of how real rom coms can be. I needed a haircut when Kennedy was fresh out of beauty school. She ended up making a fool of herself on her first day, but I ended up making a best friend. For months after, I only made appointments with her, because of my stupid crush. She’s so incredibly beautiful; it’s hard not to fall.

      Her tan, tattooed-covered skin complements her light-blond hair and blue eyes. She somehow looks like the girl next door if she spent too much time at the local tattoo parlor. My complete opposite of only having one small tattoo on my thigh. Of course, that’s more because tattooed teachers aren’t usually hired for kindergarten classes. It’s a bias I hate but proven true time and time again. There’s a stigma and as much as I’d like to say fuck it, I need my job.

      I share my apartment with two other roommates, who are still in college. We’re all the quiet type, mainly keeping to ourselves, but I like it that way. There’s less drama and conflict which I appreciate. So, it doesn’t surprise me to find the apartment dark and quiet when I walk in.

      Sneaking to my room down the hall, I grab a small bag and fill it with clothes. Kennedy has said to pack for the beach, so I opt for my sexier bathing suit. If I’m going to show Kennedy I can be more than her friend, I need all the tools to help. I want her to see me as more than just her best friend, so maybe once and for all, I’ll know if she could ever feel the same.

      Sighing, I put the bathing suit down and sit on the edge of my bed. Am I being crazy? We’ve been friends for years, and she’s never made a move, but then again, neither have I for fear of ruining our friendship. The last thing I want to do is make things weird or lose her, but I can’t keep going on without knowing.

      Ultimately, I throw it in, with some lingerie too. I figure it can’t hurt and at least I’ll be prepared for anything. I finish packing just as Kennedy texts, asking to ride to the airport together.

      She’s outside my apartment an hour later, and we ride quietly in the cab together. I can sense her anxiety with her restless leg and playing with her ring. Without thinking, I grab her hand and slide my fingers into hers. Kennedy looks up at me surprised but then smiles and relaxes. I want to ask what she’s thinking, but I’m sure she’s too worried about going home to think about what holding my hand means. So, I breathe and try to relax, wondering if I’m only getting my hopes up.
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      Sienna and I board the flight slightly tipsy after a quick trip to the airport bar. I refuse to get on the plane sober, and Sienna believes in the buddy system. So, after throwing back a few rum and Cokes (for me) and alcoholic ciders (for her), we grab a handful of overpriced snacks and head to our flight.

      The flight attendant looks at my ticket, smiles, and points me down the aisle to seat 12A. It’s eleven a.m. on a Friday, and I’m thankful so far none of those screaming children I saw end up on this flight. I love kids as much as anyone, but I prefer not to hear that for the next six hours. They should invest in making a children-only flight—or like an adult-only one. It’s truly an untapped market.

      “This is us.” Sienna points to an empty row. I place my bag in the overhead, grabbing Sienna’s too.

      She takes the window seat, happy to get to look out as we take off. I take the dreaded middle seat, happy to just be sitting. We had gotten to the airport three hours early, and they had switched our terminal twice. Between the walking and the alcohol, there’s a good chance I’ll be asleep in minutes.

      I watch as Sienna cleans the seat with a wipe from her purse. Running it down the sides of everything we may touch, on purpose or accidentally. She’s not a germaphobe or anything, she just has a thing about airplanes being dirty. She says it’s because she once had a parent come in for career day and talk about the dirtiest places on an airplane. What that has to do with being a pilot is beyond me.

      “Don’t make fun of me. I’ve never gotten sick since I started doing this.” She frowns at me. Her thin, dark eyebrows melt into each other.

      “I’m not making fun. I’m just observing.” I chuckle to myself.

      She places the used wipe in the back of the seat, then digs around in her purse looking for something. A moment later, she appears with her headphones and iPad. She has told me about all the movies she’s downloaded for us to watch. I’m not much of a movie buff, but she enjoys them.

      I scroll on my phone aimlessly as the rest of the flight boards. I text my brother that we’re on the plane. Listening to the flight attendants talk about safety, I can’t help but close my eyes.
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        * * *

      

      I open my eyes what feels like hours later. My head is resting on Sienna’s shoulder, listening to a movie. I blink a few times, before remembering where I am.

      “Oh hey, sleepyhead. I’m so glad I got these movies for us.” She laughs.

      “You know how I get on airplanes, and cars, really any moving vehicle.”

      “Yes, you turn into a baby.” She twists one headphone around her finger and presses pause on the movie.

      I grab water from my bag. My mouth is dry as the desert in August. I guzzle the entire bottle down and still feel dissatisfied.

      “I got you a second water—thought you might need it,” Sienna says, holding the bottle out. Sometimes it’s like she can read my mind.

      “Thank you.” I smile as I take it. Gulping this one down just as quickly.

      She holds out a headphone, and I slip it in my left ear. She puts one in her right ear and presses play. She leans on my shoulder similar to how I am, and I take a deep breath.

      I can feel her soft, slow breaths as she breathes in and out. Her light-red waves tickle my face as she leans her body closer to mine. I wrap an arm around her, running my hand up her bare arm. She settles into me. Having spent many nights cuddling on one of our couches, we’re familiar with this position. But today, it feels different.

      As much as I don’t want to admit it, Haley is partially correct. Despite trying to push my feelings back where they came from, I do have the tiniest of crushes on Sienna. It’s one of those crushes I can’t help despite knowing there’s nothing I can do about it.

      She’s my best friend, and I won’t ruin our friendship for anything. So, despite Haley’s worries about my feelings being true, I haven’t lied to her. Despite how I feel, I will never be with her, and I will never tell her how I feel.

      I ignore the chatter of the plane, settling deeper into Sienna. The movie plays low in my ear, but I watch her instead. The way she crinkles her nose when she thinks something’s funny, her toothy smile, the perfection of freckles that dance across her face, and the bright red waves that make me wild. She’s something incredible, something I can never lose.

      It’s Sienna’s turn to fall asleep now. Her small mouth is slightly agape while she sleeps, letting some drool slip out onto my shirt. I’ll have to make fun of her for that later. I chuckle to myself, reaching to turn off the movie and save some of her iPad’s battery.

      “Hey, I was watching that,” she whispers, eyes still closed.

      “Oh yeah, drooly? Go back to sleep.”

      “I do not drool!” She frowns defensively and wipes her mouth.

      I laugh and watch as she leans back into me and closes her eyes. A soft-pink eyeshadow covers her eyelids and elongated lashes. She falls asleep almost instantly, but I don’t blame her. We’ve been flying for over three hours and up for many before that.

      A flight attendant walks by asking if we want anything to eat or drink. I ask for a Coke and water. I need the caffeine to stay awake; one of us needs to be awake during the rest of the flight.

      I pull out my phone and open a game to play. None of my social media loads, and I won’t pay thirty dollars for thirty minutes of in-flight Wi-Fi. The game only keeps me occupied for a few minutes when my leg shakes as I realize we’re closer to landing.

      I haven’t told Sienna in so many words, but I’m thankful she’s coming home with me for more than one reason. I haven’t been home in almost a year, and despite blaming it on opening the salon, it has nothing to do with that.

      I’m nervous about who I might run into when I get back. Seaside is a small town; most of whom I went to high school with rarely move away. I’m one of the few who went literally across the country to New York for college. The moment I graduated, I packed up everything and started over.

      My parents and I are close. I love my family, but the town holds too many negative memories for me. So, most of the time, visits happen with them coming to me. Even Daniel spent last Christmas with me in New York. If it weren’t such a big deal to Daniel, I wouldn’t have even considered getting on the plane, but I know I need to do this. Besides, I can’t hide from my hometown for forever; eventually, I need to get over it and come home.

      It made it easier once Sienna offered to come with me. Just having her by my side gives me a sense of comfort. Of course, her offer surprised me. At first, I thought she was joking… pretend to be my girlfriend? That’s something out of a movie. But, as she explained her reasoning, it was hard to argue with the logic. After all, it’s only for a few days. She sighs next to me, almost in agreement, and I smile.
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        * * *

      

      “I can’t believe you let me sleep the rest of the flight!” Sienna complains as we walk across the terminal to find our luggage.

      “You were tired. I didn’t mind.” I shrug.

      “I had so many great movies saved.” She frowns.

      “We’ll have time to watch them this week, or on our flight back,” I remind her.

      After finding our bags on the rolling carousel, we head for the arrivals to find Daniel. I had said we could just take a cab to the house, but he insisted on picking us up himself.

      “Do you know what he drives?” Sienna looks around at the influx of cars.

      We’re standing outside the terminal where it seems like everyone is waiting for their families to pick them up. It’s as chaotic as JFK with people crowding into cars, people on the phone trying to find the right car, and Uber drivers asking if we need a ride.

      “Would you be able to find it if I did?” I joke.

      “Well, maybe if you told me the color.” She chuckles.

      “I have no idea,” I say honestly. The last time I was here, he was still driving my dad’s old pickup. These days, he has a steady income and new job, so I doubt that’s still the case.

      “KENNY! KENNY!” My head whips around to see my brother standing next to a shiny new blue car, shouting my name.

      “Kenny?” Sienna raises an eyebrow. I’m going to kill Daniel. I’ve told him never to call me that in public, let alone in front of someone I know.

      “Let’s go,” I mumble, pulling my suitcase across the pavement.

      Daniel’s just across the street waiting outside his car, the trunk open and ready for us to drop our suitcases in. He smiles as he sees us, and I try to look annoyed with him but fail.

      “Kenny? Really?” I grumble.

      “I knew you’d hear me. I didn’t know how else to get your attention.” He laughs as he takes my suitcase from me.

      “How many people are named Kennedy? Or I don’t know, call me on my cell phone?”

      “Hello, Sienna. How are you doing? So sorry you had to travel with my sister but glad you could make it,” Daniel says, ignoring me as he takes her suitcase as well.

      “I’m doing great. I just learned a new nickname for her.” She laughs.

      “Don’t you dare!” I glare at her, then at Daniel.

      I’m not even home, just back in Seaside, Oregon for all of five minutes, and this is how I’m greeted. I roll my eyes, then get into the front seat of his car. It’s fancier than I expected, the dash having one of those fancy reverse cameras and a touch-screen radio.

      “Ready to go?” he asks me as he buckles up.

      His blond hair had gotten darker over the years, now a sandy brown and is also longer than I expected. His beard is a little scruffy, and he looks older. He’s only two years older, but all that time in the sun is wearing on him.

      “I’m ready!” Sienna chirps from the backseat.

      Her happiness somewhat calms my nerves. I look at her through the side mirror and think maybe coming home won’t be so bad after all.
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      “Kennedy!” My mom rushes off the porch to greet us. Her thin figure is hidden under a flowing white outfit. She places her cool hands on my cheeks as if taking a moment to take in that I’m here.

      “Hey, Mom.” I smile. She puts her arms around me, and I relax for a moment. The warm summer air blows around us.

      “Hey, kiddo,” my dad says, sneaking in a big hug. He isn’t much for hugs, but it’s been a while since we’ve seen each other.

      “And who’s this?” My mom wiggles an eyebrow expectantly. I had forgotten to tell them that Sienna was coming with me.

      “This is my girlfriend Sienna.” It feels weird saying the words aloud. I’m thankful Daniel is still outside; no way he would’ve let that go without a comment.

      “Pleasure to meet you both. Your house is lovely,” she says all proper. I have to stifle my laughter.

      “Oh thank you, it’s a family home. Been in the family for three generations now,” my dad says proudly.

      “Welcome! It’s so nice to meet you!” My mom embraces Sienna like a long-lost daughter and gives her an elongated hug, leading her into the house.

      I stand back, helping Daniel get our bags and taking a second to look around. The house looks the same yet different since the last time I was here. It has always been nicknamed the house from The Notebook by the neighborhood. The tan siding has a fresh coat of paint, with the tall window panes just a bit brighter white. The wooden wraparound porch looks as it always did, the white swing inviting and waiting for someone to sit. There’s a few new elements: the wooden porch chairs, the throw pillows, and the light-pink curtains inside.

      My mother always has a habit of redecorating every few years. It drives my dad a bit crazy, but he’ll go along with it, a huge smile on his face matching hers. The flowers have grown beautifully this year. The weather must have been kind to them.

      I roll my suitcase up the porch and into the doorway. My mom and Sienna are nowhere in sight, which only slightly worries me. My mother won’t embarrass me in front of her, right? I mean I am a grownup; how much damage can she do? Instead of calming my nerves, it excites them. Letting every terrible thing my mother can tell her flash before my eyes.

      “MOM?!” I call a little too loudly.

      Daniel and my dad are still outside, but I peek into the kitchen, the dining room, and the downstairs guest room before looking upstairs. My suitcase hits each step with a bump and creaks, letting them know I’m on the way up.

      Stopping at the top of the stairs, I put my suitcase in the corner of the hallway. I pass by my old room and keep looking. I
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1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
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