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      Sienna couldn’t believe she was going to be late. Her junior year at the Academy of Arts was starting off with a bang.

      What had she been thinking, flying back from summer vacation the day before school started? Her plane had been delayed five hours due to weather. She’d stumbled through the front door of her shared apartment sometime after two in the morning, tossed her bags in a corner, and fallen into bed, fully clothed. Even Liv’s deep breathing—she got mad if Sienna dared to call them snores—hadn’t kept Sienna awake. Four hours later, her alarm had done a crummy job of pulling her from slumber.

      This better not be an indication of how this year would go.

      Fallen leaves crunched underneath her hurried footsteps. At least she wasn’t the only student running late. She dodged a tired-looking man eating a bagel and a girl whose tangled hair suggested she’d just rolled out of bed.

      This semester had to go well. The last two years had been stressful, emotional, and life-changing. All she wanted out of this year was normal.

      Sienna pushed open the heavy wood doors to the Livingston Building, tripping over the threshold. The hallway was completely empty, the doors shut tight—definitely late.

      Room 101, 103, 105. Sienna peered in the small, rectangular window on the side of the door. Auditorium-style chairs descended toward a large white board at the front of the room.

      Sienna slowly opened the door, wincing when the hinges let out a quiet squeal of protest. The room was uncomfortably quiet. Professor Callahan wrote on the white board, the fresh marker squeaking with each stroke. Dark brown elbow patches stood out on his tweed jacket, and she could tell he’d brushed his wispy gray hair into a comb-over, even from here.

      Sienna scanned the rows of seats. There had to be an open spot near the back. She couldn’t face the humiliation of walking in late, then prancing to the front of the room for a chair.

      A guy in the last row lifted his backpack off a seat. Sienna barely glanced at her classmate, her eyes zeroing in on the chair. She slid into it with a grateful, “Thanks.”

      Maybe this semester wouldn’t be so bad after all. Surely five minutes late didn’t mean the whole semester was doomed.

      Professor Callahan turned to face the class, capping the dry erase marker he’d been using. His messy scrawl was almost unreadable. Sienna squinted. She was pretty sure at least one of the words was “TV.”

      “Welcome to History of Television,” Professor Callahan said, his voice nasally. “You’re in for an informative and exciting semester.”

      Only at an arts university would History of Television be one of the options for the required film general. Sienna liked watching TV as much as the next person but had a sneaking suspicion that taking this class would kill the fun. But it had fit into her schedule and seemed like the easiest of the options.

      “Television used to be a much under-appreciated art form, often overshadowed by film,” Professor Callahan continued. “But it’s gained in popularity over the last decade and has finally earned the respect it deserves.”

      The guy sitting next to her snorted. For the first time, Sienna paid attention to her seatmate.

      He covered his face with a dark sinewy hand. “Sorry,” he whispered. “But is this guy for real?”

      Her breath caught. Holy cow. The guy was gorgeous. His skin gleamed a beautiful golden brown and inviting hazel eyes had her mouth going dry. His dreadlocks, pulled back in a ponytail at the nape of his neck, made their way to his shoulder blades. Mercy. She could make out a tattoo—some sort of quote—under the cuff of his shirt sleeve.

      Bad boys had always been her weakness, and so these days, she had rules when it came to guys.

      But that didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy the view.

      He must be a transfer student—he looked too mature to be a freshman. The Academy of Arts was pretty small, and she’d never seen this guy before.

      “You can expect to view a minimum of ten hours of television a week as part of your course assignment,” Professor Callahan said. “I assign the viewing material and require weekly five-page reports. If you’ll turn to page two of your course syllabus, we’ll go over the shows we’ll be covering.”

      “TV as homework? I can get behind that,” the guy whispered, leaning toward her. His breath smelled like spearmint, and she struggled to catch her breath without being obvious about it. “You do like TV, right? You’re not one of those purists who only reads Jane Austen and analyzes Van Gogh’s art for fun, are you?”

      “Hardly,” Sienna said. “I don’t just like TV—I love it.”

      He grinned, revealing two front teeth that were slightly crooked. It gave his smile character.

      “Do you lean more toward reality shows or sitcoms?” he asked.

      “Reality TV. I love the drama.”

      “I’m sorry,” a nasally voice said, “but are we interrupting you in the back row with our learning?”

      Sienna’s face flamed red. Professor Callahan glared up at them. She hadn’t been called out by a teacher since high school.

      “Of course not,” the guy said. “We were bouncing around the idea of forming a study group. Sorry, Professor. We’ll talk about it after class.”

      “Well then.” The professor harrumphed loudly and turned his attention to the syllabus.

      Sienna stayed quiet, and so did her seat mate. As the professor launched into his first lecture—an incredibly dull and painfully detailed account of the father of modern television—she was all too aware of the man sitting beside her. Every breath, every shift in posture had her nerve endings dancing.

      She kept her eyes stubbornly forward. But she felt his gaze on her intermittently for the rest of class.

      “Read pages twelve through eighty-two of your textbook as homework,” Professor Callahan said. “Be prepared for a quiz. See you Friday.”

      The sounds of backpacks zipping open and laptop lids closing filled the classroom. Was her seatmate still watching her? She peeked over. Those hazel eyes made her skin flame.

      “Sounds like a fun semester.” His voice was deep and raspy when he wasn’t whispering. Maybe a vocal performance major? She’d pay to hear him sing.

      “I’m worried it’s going to kill television for me,” Sienna said.

      He laughed, exposing those crooked teeth again. He slung his backpack over a broad shoulder and held out his hand. “Aaron Johnson.”

      “Sienna McBride.”

      His shake was firm without being painful. “Looks like we’re study buddies now, Sienna.”

      She raised an eyebrow, exiting the row and waiting for Aaron to do the same. The butterflies in her stomach were going nuts. “Oh, really?”

      “Professor Callahan thinks we are. If we don’t put together a study group now, I’ll have lied to a teacher. I’m begging you—don’t force me to be that guy.”

      Sienna bit her lip, trying to hold back the smile that wanted to split her face. There was nothing wrong with studying with a handsome man. Flirting with him, even. It wasn’t like she had a boyfriend. The few dates she’d been on with Jared before heading home for a month hardly counted.

      “I suppose you’re right,” Sienna said. “I guess I could consider it my duty as your peer to be your study buddy.”

      “You could say that.” Aaron pulled out his cell phone. “Let me get your number, and we’ll get together soon. Maybe this weekend?”

      “Sounds good.” They exchanged numbers as her heart pounded furiously in her chest. She hadn’t allowed herself to flirt with someone this off-limits since making the rules.

      “It was nice to meet you, Sienna McBride.”

      “You too,” she said.

      Aaron raised a hand in acknowledgment, walking backward for a few steps before turning around and disappearing out the door.

      Sienna tried to forget about Aaron during her next two classes, but that proved nearly impossible. After the last class, she headed to the music hall and instantly felt at home. The soundproof practice rooms made the building unnaturally quiet. It was nice to be completely alone with her thoughts.

      The six-foot square practice room barely fit the upright piano with a natural oak finish. Soon, she lost herself in one of her audition pieces for Juilliard. She ran a difficult measure over and over, working on fingering. She played the entire piece through dozens of times, focusing on her memorization. She inserted emotion into the notes.

      This time, she’d nail the audition. Juilliard wouldn’t even consider saying no.

      Three hours later, her back was stiff, and her fingers ached. Time for a cool down. She played Hunter’s Lullaby from memory, instantly transported back two years in time. The familiar notes calmed and soothed her. She felt good about the practice session. Dr. Stone would be pleased with her progress.

      Exhaustion hit full-force during the mile-long walk home. But sleep would have to wait until she unpacked. And probably went grocery shopping. Food wasn’t something Liv usually thought about. She trudged up the stairs to her second-floor apartment. The chipped yellowing paint and faded brown carpet weren’t much to write home about, but it felt good to be home.

      She kicked the door shut with one foot as her cell phone buzzed.

      Kyra: Hunter and Sophie wanted to wish you good luck on your first day of classes! They made you a sign.

      Sienna grinned, waiting for the photo she knew would be texted next. Her phone buzzed again. Sophie held a sign, and the uneven letters said “good luk Ant Sienna!” Hunter’s scribbles nearly covered the words. He held the other end of the sign and appeared to be trying to rip it from Sophie’s hands. His nose, identical to Sienna’s, was scrunched, his eyes narrowed. His blonde hair that mirrored her own was tousled. Sienna bit her lip, blinking quickly to stop the tears from forming.

      She was beyond lucky to have placed Hunter with the Petersons. When they’d adopted him, they’d welcomed Sienna with open arms and given her the title of aunt. She’d forever be grateful to them.

      Sienna: Aw, so adorable. I love it. Tell them thanks. I miss you guys already!

      Kyra: How was your first day?

      Sienna: It went great :)

      Kyra: Oh good. I hope it’s your best semester yet.

      So did Sienna. With her upcoming Juilliard audition, she couldn’t afford any distractions or mistakes.

      Sienna: Thanks!

      She shoved her phone in her pocket, knowing Kyra wouldn’t text back—she always let Sienna have the last word. Kyra was great about keeping Sienna in the loop when it came to Hunter. Aside from their weekly texts, Sienna always visited the Petersons when she went home to Utah. But as much as Sienna craved photos and information about Hunter, it always stung that she was a bystander in his life. It hurt to know her son wasn’t really hers.

      The door flew open, bumping Sienna in the rear.

      “Whoops. Sorry, S. Didn’t know you were home.” Liv dropped her backpack to the floor and wrapped Sienna in a tight hug. “How was Utah? I didn’t even hear you come in last night.”

      “Utah was great. I’m glad to be back though.”

      Liv grinned, raising her face to the ceiling. “Me too. Philadelphia speaks to me.”

      Sienna laughed. She and Liv had been assigned as roommates freshman year and become instant friends. Last year they’d found this small one-bedroom apartment just off campus. When summer came, they decided to keep the apartment. It was nice to not deal with moving on top of beginning a new semester.

      “You look pretty,” Sienna said. Dark brown hair was piled on top of Liv’s head, and her eyes popped with dramatic makeup against her smooth and flawless olive-toned skin. Her green dress shimmered with each movement. “Did you just get back from an audition?”

      “Yeah, the campus is doing Aida—the musical, not the opera. Of course, I deserve to be Amneris.”

      “Of course.”

      Liv hugged Sienna again. “Gosh, I’ve missed you. I have so much to tell you.”

      “We texted last week.”

      Liv’s dark eyes glittered, and a smile brushed her lips. “It’s been an eventful week.”

      Sienna’s eyes widened. She grabbed Liv’s hand, inspecting it for a ring. It’d be just like Liv to impulsively jump into marriage with a guy she barely knew. “Craig didn’t propose, did he?”

      Liv pulled her hand away. “Uh-uh, that’s over. I’m with Eldon now.”

      “Eldon? What happened with Craig?”

      “Craig wasn’t the one. So I dumped him. Oh, don’t look at me like that. I met Eldon at the theater my last week in Detroit. It was love at first sight. I’m telling you, I heard the lyrics to Every Story is a Love Story in my head when our eyes met across the room.” Liv hummed a few bars of the Aida song. “Ours is a love that will never die.”

      Right. It wasn’t like Liv had gone through six—now seven—boyfriends since Sienna had known her. “Uh-huh. And I’m assuming Eldon lives in Detroit?”

      “No. That’s the best part—he’s here, in Philadelphia. He was only in Detroit on business. It’s fate, I tell you. Written in the stars.”

      “And just how old is Eldon? That sounds like an old man’s name.”

      “Okay, he’s thirty-nine. But that’s what I need after Craig—a mature man, not an irresponsible boy.”

      Sienna stifled a sigh. She knew it was pointless to try and talk sense into Liv, but she had to at least try. “He’s old enough to be your father.”

      “You’re one to talk. The heart doesn’t have an age.”

      Sienna’s ears flushed red. “Jared is eight years older than me—not eighteen.” And even that big of an age difference had bothered both Sienna and Jared a little. “Besides, I don’t think Jared and I will go anywhere.”

      Liv made a sympathetic noise in her throat. “He still hasn’t texted you, huh?”

      “I’m sure he’s busy with work.” At first, the lack of communication had hurt Sienna’s feelings. But if they continued dating, she’d have to tell him about Hunter. And she wasn’t sure how straight-laced Jared would take it.

      Aaron would probably be fine with it. He seemed … edgy. But that was exactly what she didn’t need. She’d tried dating that kind of boy, and the decision had altered the course of her life. Not that she’d give up having Hunter for anything, but still, the consequences hurt.

      “There’s someone else you’re interested in, isn’t there?” Liv asked.

      Sienna’s cheeks flamed, and she shook her head. “No.”

      “Don’t lie to me.”

      If she didn’t admit to her burgeoning crush, then it didn’t exist. Sienna tried not to break eye contact, but after nearly thirty seconds of staring, she blinked.

      “You met someone,” Liv crowed. “You blinked.”

      “Yeah, well, not all of us can go for hours in staring contests. That doesn’t mean I met someone.”

      “Who is he? Someone from school?”

      Sienna headed to their bedroom while Liv trailed behind. “It’s nothing. Just a guy in my television history class.”

      “Tell me everything.”

      Sienna dropped her backpack to the floor and grabbed one of her suitcases. Might as well start unpacking while they talked. Liv’s side of the room was already littered in clothes. “His name is Aaron, and we flirted a bit during class. We’re going to study together this semester. That’s it.”

      Liv clapped her hands. “Perfect. You can double with me and Eldon. When’s your first date?”

      “It’s not like that. We’re just going to study.”

      Liv’s eyes narrowed. “Right. The ‘church’ thing.”

      “It’s not just a church thing.” It was everything. But Liv had never understood Sienna’s dedication to God.

      “Just because you date him doesn’t mean you have to marry him,” Liv said. “Date Aaron for fun. Christians are allowed to have fun, right?”

      “Dane killed the fun part for me.”

      Liv groaned, flopping back on the bed. “You were seventeen when you got pregnant. You wouldn’t let that happen again.”

      “Dating leads to marriage. At least, it should. Sorry, Liv. Aaron and I aren’t going to be a thing this semester.” She didn’t care how attractive he was. Bad boys were nothing but trouble.

      “At least let me meet the eye candy.”

      “How do you know he’s cute?”

      “I can tell from how you talk about him. I want to know how it went from the first word to ‘goodbye.’”

      Sienna laughed. She would indulge Liv. It wasn’t like anything would actually come of her study sessions with Aaron.
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      Sienna waited all Thursday for Aaron to text, keeping her phone on the piano while she practiced and checking the screen in between songs.

      He never texted. Ten o’clock came and went without a word, and her stomach curled with disappointment.

      Why did she even care? Yeah, Aaron had flirted. She’d given him her number, but he hadn’t yet followed through. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t text eventually. Maybe he was one of those guys with a stupid rule about waiting so many days after getting a girl’s number before actually using it.

      It wasn’t like they could be more than study buddies anyway. She had rules about relationships that most guys weren’t interested in following. Someone like Aaron—tattoos, dreadlocks, and a smile that said he knew how to have a good time—definitely wouldn’t want her strict brand of dating.

      She needed someone who was a devout Christian, with strong morals and a willingness to wait until marriage. Maybe some girls could date a cute guy just for fun. But Sienna’s one attempt at that had ended with a baby.

      Friday morning, Sienna woke up early, eager to get to History of Television. She arrived twenty minutes early and glanced casually around the nearly empty classroom. Professor Callahan made chicken scratches on the whiteboard again, his back to the room. A girl sat in the front row, doodling in a notebook. There was a couple in the back corner, nuzzling each other’s necks and giggling.

      No Aaron. Of course not—bad boys didn’t come to class early.

      Sienna walked past the back row determinedly and chose a seat in the middle of the room. She flipped down the small tray hidden in the armrest and booted up her laptop, absently doing piano finger exercises as she waited. The soft whir of her computer fan was disconcertingly loud in the eerily quiet room.

      She didn’t need a study group, especially not for a fluff class like this one. It was more practical and efficient to work alone.

      Geez, was Professor Callahan seriously still writing on the board? Sienna squinted, trying to make out even one of the words. A backpack hit the floor. Two students had taken up residence at the end of her row. The seats slowly started to fill, and the noise level rose from awkward silence to a pleasant murmur.

      She caught a flash of brown skin and long hair in her peripheral vision. The chair beside hers squeaked as someone sat down.

      Aaron had sought her out. Sienna’s stomach tumbled with butterflies, and she tried not to smile too widely.

      “Hey.” His voice was deep and sexy, making her arm hairs stand on end. “I see you managed to get here on time today.”

      “Last time was a fluke. Like an idiot, I decided to fly back the day before. My plane was delayed, and I didn’t get a lot of sleep. I’m usually a very punctual person.”

      “I can see that.”

      He wore a basic gray v-neck tee that looked better than it had any right to. The tattoo on his bicep still teased, half-hidden by his shirt sleeve. What did it say? The script was small and a complicated cursive.

      “We should get that study group worked out,” Aaron said.

      Her ears burned. Had he realized she was staring?

      She should tell him she was too busy for a study group and preferred to work alone. “Sure.” Wait, what? That wasn’t what she was supposed to say.

      Aaron leaned back in his chair, stretching his long legs out in front of him. Oh gosh, he was wearing red Converse. Adorable. “We can do viewing parties at my apartment every Friday, then discuss the shows afterward. Professor Callahan seems like the type to give challenging quizzes.”

      No, no, no. Going to his apartment was definitely against the rules. Her fingers rapidly tapped out a baroque finger-over-finger exercise on the desk tray. “Dang, I probably won’t be able to come. I’m usually working on Friday nights.”

      “We can pick another day,” Aaron said easily. His arm flexed as he brushed back a dreadlock that had fallen over his shoulder. “I don’t have any night classes this semester, and I set my own hours for work. How are Tuesdays?”

      Was that another tattoo on his neck, hiding behind his hair? She had the sudden urge to brush his hair aside and see for herself. “Maybe it’s easier if we view the shows on our own, then meet to discuss them somewhere on campus.”

      “Where’s the fun in that? I need someone to mock the shows with. You read the viewing list, right?”

      Sienna couldn’t help it—she laughed. “Yeah, it’s pretty ridiculous.”

      “See? These shows can’t be watched solo.”

      She wanted to go to his apartment and watch lame TV shows together. Wanted him to casually drape an arm around her shoulders as she snuggled against his side.

      But it only took a moment for casual cuddling to turn into something more. She would never put herself in that position again. It wasn’t worth it.

      “Would we bother your roommate?” she asked. If someone else was around, it wouldn’t break any rules.

      “No. He works long hours as a dancer at a night club and is hardly ever home.”

      That idea was out then. Sienna stifled a sigh. She’d have to be direct. He’d run for the hills any moment now.  “I don’t go to guys’ apartments alone. It’s a rule I’ve made for myself.”

      “All right.” He shrugged. Where were the raised eyebrows, the frown of disbelief? “What if we had other people in our study group—would it be okay then?”

      He didn’t seem annoyed. “Yeah, that’d be fine.”

      “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, and I really do think the group would be beneficial.”

      “I agree,” Sienna said.

      “Cool. I’ll find some others.” Aaron tapped the shoulder of the girl who sat a seat over and in front of him and extended a hand. “Hey, I’m Aaron. That’s Sienna.”

      Okay then. He meant right now.

      The girl took his hand, shaking it uncertainly. She had a fringe of bangs across her forehead and heart-shaped face. “Kelsey.”

      “Kelsey, Sienna and I want to form a study group. Interested?”

      He had such a casual confidence about him. It was beyond attractive. By the time class started, Aaron had found two other eager and willing participants. They agreed to meet in the commons that afternoon to go over the details.

      All through class, Sienna had a hard time focusing on the lecture. Her eyes kept wandering over to Aaron. He had a strong jaw and thick eyebrows over gorgeous hazel eyes. She thought, from the tone of his skin, he must have some Hispanic blood in him. She caught a flash of the neck tattoo again. A stick? No, that couldn’t be right.

      He caught her looking at him and smiled. Sienna flushed and kept her eyes on the professor for the rest of class.

      When the lecture ended, she expected Aaron to say his goodbyes and disappear. Instead, he waited for her to pack up her laptop and fell in step beside her. Her foot caught on a crack in the sidewalk and she stumbled. Crap. Had he seen that?

      “So what are you majoring in? No, let me guess.” Aaron squinted, as though trying to figure out a complicated puzzle. “You seem about as excited for this class as me, so you can’t be one of the film majors. You’re too shy for theater. You don’t move like a dancer.”

      “Hey,” Sienna said, stifling a giggle. He’d definitely seen her trip. “I feel like I should be offended.”

      “Sorry. That must’ve been some other girl who tripped over a crack in the sidewalk.”

      “That could happen to anyone.”

      His eyes sparkled with laughter. “Don’t interrupt me while I’m trying to figure you out. So art, music, or writing. I’m going to guess music. That leaves vocal or instrumental…” He pursed his lips, tapping a finger against his chin. “Instrumental. Piano?”

      Sienna couldn’t help feeling impressed. “You’re good at reading people. What tipped you off?”

      “The finger exercises. Are you a composition or performance major?”

      “Performance, although sometimes I compose just for fun. One day, I want to open my own studio.”

      His eyebrows raised. “Wow, ambitious.”

      “Once upon a time.” But Hunter had changed a lot of things.

      She’d dreamed of going to Juilliard her whole life—had even been accepted. By the time the letter came, she’d been pregnant. Juilliard wouldn’t allow her to defer, and Sienna had stayed in Utah and had Hunter instead. They hadn’t accepted her when she reapplied last year. This upcoming audition was her last chance. She was a junior and if she didn’t get in now, it wouldn’t be worth going. The application process was stressful, and the emotional toll was high. She had to put an expiration date on that dream, for her own sanity.

      “You’re not ambitious now?” Aaron’s voice broke into her thoughts.

      The explanation was too heavy for a casual friendship. “Tell me more about you. What’s your major?”

      Aaron didn’t call her on avoiding the question. She liked him more and more with every passing minute. “Graphic design. I used to paint a lot as a kid, but now I mostly focus on digital art.”

      “The tattoo,” she said, the image suddenly making sense. “It’s a painter’s brush. I thought it was a stick.”

      Aaron laughed. He swept his loose ponytail to the side, revealing a small paintbrush and pallet just beneath the hairline on the back of his neck. “Yeah, I got this one back in high school on a dare. My very first tattoo.”

      Her fingers twitched, and she clenched them into fists. Under no circumstances could she run her fingers over that tattoo. “You showed good taste even then. Most high school tattoos are of the regrettable variety.”

      “My parents were definitely not too happy, but I was. I’ve got to go this way. I’ll see you at four in the commons, right?”

      “Right.”

      “Looking forward to it,” Aaron said.

      So was she—more than she’d looked forward to anything in years. And it terrified her.
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      After her last class, Sienna headed toward the commons, legs shaky and palms sweating. This was ridiculous. It was just a study group.

      But Aaron would be there.

      She found him underneath a large oak tree dropping its leaves. He sat alone, perched on top of a metal picnic table, shoulders hunched as he studied the textbook in his hands. Dang it, but he was beautiful. The sunlight glistened off his golden-brown skin, and she could see a little furrow in his brow as he read.

      He looked up, his eyes zooming in on Sienna as though sensing she’d arrived. A grin split his face, revealing those crooked front teeth.

      “Hey,” Sienna said.

      “You came.”

      “Were you worried I wouldn’t?”

      Aaron hopped off the table, taking a seat on the bench. “A little.”

      Sienna folded her arms, trying not to let her annoyance show through. “I said I’d come, and I’m a woman of my word.”

      “Yeah, I’m beginning to realize that.”

      Sienna took a seat beside him and motioned to the textbook. “What are you reading?”

      Aaron groaned. “Trying to get through my Spanish homework. I got here about an hour ago to study.”

      “What semester?”

      “Third. It’s my least favorite subject. I should’ve gone for the BS in graphic design instead of the BA.”

      “Yeah, I’m taking French and it’s challenging.”

      Aaron shook his head, the dreadlocks slapping against his back. “It’s not that. I actually can speak Spanish decently well. My parents made me take private lessons for years, and I hated it.”

      Sienna opened her mouth to ask another question, but Kelsey arrived then, her fringe of bangs nearly hiding her eyes.

      “Hey,” she said.

      “Glad you could make it, Kelsey.” Aaron smiled, and for a moment Sienna flushed with jealousy.

      “Thanks. Oh, Owen’s here.” Kelsey raised a hand in a shy wave, her cheeks glowing pink. Well, dang—now Sienna felt bad for being jealous. It was obvious Kelsey was crushing hard on Owen.

      A few minutes later, the final group member arrived. Aaron took charge, and they had outlined a schedule and group expectations in no time.

      “We can watch the shows on Tuesdays at my place,” Aaron said. “My roommate’s rarely home.”

      Owen nodded. “Great. Where do you live?”

      “Waverly Apartments. Do you know where that is?”

      “I do,” Sienna piped up. “I live right across the street, at Haverton Apartments.”

      Aaron raised an eyebrow, that slow smile spreading across his lips, making her whole body warm. “Seriously? Cool.”

      They split up the next week’s reading assignment, and then the others left, Rick heading briskly toward the library, and Kelsey following after Owen, her eyes wide and hopeful. The September air had cooled as they spoke, and Sienna zipped up her jacket.

      “Are you headed home?” Aaron asked.

      Sienna nodded, checking her watch. “Usually I’d head to a practice room for a few hours, but I’m playing at a retirement party tonight.”

      “Perfect. I’m heading home now too. Want to walk together?” He nudged her shoulder with his. “I mean, I can go pretend to browse the bookstore and leave in fifteen minutes, if you’d prefer.”

      Sienna laughed, falling into step beside Aaron. “We can walk together.”

      “Excellent. That gives me like thirty minutes to find out all about you.”

      Sienna’s hands tightened on her backpack straps. “Not much to tell.”

      “Family?”

      She let her shoulders relax. Basic questions she could handle. “Two brothers, identical twins that just turned seven.”

      “I’ll bet they keep your mom hopping.”

      “That’s an understatement. ‘Troublemakers’ doesn’t even begin to cover it.”

      Aaron laughed. “I can imagine.”

      “Do you have any brothers or sisters?”

      “Yes, three older sisters. I’m the baby of the family by six years.”

      Time flew by as they talked about the basics, then moved on to discussing their classes. Soon they stopped on the corner outside their apartment complexes.

      “Thanks for joining the study group, Sienna. I know I kind of strong-armed you into it.”

      “Not at all,” Sienna said. “Who knew a class on television would have so many quizzes?”

      “At least we get to hang out, right?”

      Sienna’s stomach twisted and churned. But he’d said it himself—they were just hanging out. “Right.”

      “TV history is my first class on Monday-Wednesday-Fridays. I usually leave about seven-thirty. We could walk together, if you’re headed there at the same time.”

      “I am. Walking together sounds great.” What was she doing? If she wasn’t careful, this would go straight from casual flirting to a full-on crush.

      “Cool. See you.” He crossed the street, hands stuck casually in his pockets, steps confident and sure.

      She already couldn’t wait until Monday.
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