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Ocean View 




Hayden Buchanan had a crush on his neighbor, well, it was more than that, but Krista was shy, so it took months to have random conversations with her. Hayden was surprised when Krista knocked on his door. She gave him a bold kiss. The timing was off. Krista avoided him. Hayden wanted to explain. Another kiss happened with a promise to talk things out. Krista had plans, but her night ended in a confusing situation. Hayden’s reaction will prove Krista can trust him. 














  
  

After Hour Mojitos 


Krista





Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 


“So, I should knock on Hayden’s door?” I stared at Tammy in disbelief. I didn’t have the courage to go through with it and would be completely embarrassed if I pulled a stunt like that, and Hayden didn’t respond to it. 

We were at our favorite oceanfront bar for drinks. We worked at an extravagant beach resort. Tammy managed the desk and concierge. She was a social person while I preferred a quiet office setting. I was trying to decompress after a long day, but Hayden was on my mind. 

I groaned, “I’m out of practice when it comes to dating. I wouldn’t even know what to say.” 

“The conversations you have with him are intimate,” she sipped her drink and tried not to smile. 

“We talk in the hall every day. It’s not sexual.”

“Krista, I didn’t mention sex but you have,” Tammy grinned. “How long will your crush continue?”

“Honestly, I don’t know,” I sighed. “I hoped it would run its course.”

Tammy laughed, “You’ve been infatuated with Hayden since you moved here last year.” 

I sipped my Mojito. The lime, mint, and white rum were mixed to perfection. “Do you think he’s single?” 

“I wouldn’t know. Hayden lives across the hall from you, so you should ask, but I’ll bet he has a damn good sex life,” Tammy sipped her margarita. 

I shook my head, “That’s another reason not to cross the line.” 

Hayden and I shared personal things about our families, but we never talked about relationships. I wasn’t sure if I could explain my poor judgment when it came to dating. My emotions always went haywire. 

Mom was my support system whenever I needed to talk about what was in my heart. She said be patient. I would meet the man of my dreams in time. Dad always went above and beyond to earn her affection and trust. My parents were the reason I never gave up on love. 

Tammy finished her drink and motioned to the bartender, “There’s a guy checking you out.” 

“How do you know he’s not interested in you?” 

“I’m crazy in love with Dex. Other men sense it.”  

“Maybe he’s not good with body language.” I reached for the receipt. “It’s my turn to pay.” 

Tammy glanced over my shoulder, “He’s about to be here. I’ll wait until you’re comfortable and then go.” 

“I won’t be rude. Please come back in ten minutes,” I sipped my drink and tried looking relaxed. 

Tammy smiled to signal he was there. I glanced in his direction. He was attractive, well dressed, and his voice was calm. Lawrence politely smiled and introduced himself before expressing interest in me. 

We talked for a minute before Tammy left the bar. Lawrence sat on the stool. “Krista, we can talk more since your friend’s not here.” 

I agreed and wanted to ask a question but couldn’t get a word in because Lawrence kept talking, well, more like went through a list of requirements. He threw in a few compliments about my exotic beauty.

Dad was American, and Mom was Armenian, but I didn’t bother explaining my heritage because we weren’t compatible. I declined his drink offer with a polite smile. Lawrence seemed annoyed. The crease in his eyebrows marred his features. He demanded my number. I calmly said no. Tammy told Lawrence to have a good evening.

I grabbed my purse, rattled off a similar response, and left the bar. “Tammy, thanks for bailing me out.” 

“I watched from a distance and could tell you were uncomfortable. Did you even get a word in?” 

“I said four sentences, and two you were there for. We weren’t compatible, but he was forcing it.” 

“I noticed,” she shook her head. “Krista, please text the moment you reach the lobby of your building.”

Tammy lived with Dex at the resort in one of the beach villas. I lived in a beachfront high-rise. Dad purchased the condo because the building was secure. He wasn’t thrilled about my living this far away from New York, but he could be in South Carolina under an hour by jet. Mom said a young woman my age needed to experience the world. Dad gave in, but he was still overprotective. 

I started the walk home. It was after dusk and laughter drifted on the air. People were out on the boardwalk, enjoying the weather. I loved the lit walkways and the Ferris wheel’s lights looked incredible at night. 

I thought about Hayden. He had a sense of humor and was incredibly sexy. I had two drinks at the bar, so I was sober enough to have a conversation. 








  
  

A Little Courage 


Krista





Iwalked into the building, texted Tammy, and waved to the security guards on my way to the elevator. I tapped the button and read Tammy’s reply. She was at her villa. I sent a goodnight text and was tempted to knock on Hayden’s door. Of course, the romantic kiss sounded good while having drinks, but I didn’t want to be rejected. 

My stomach twisted in knots as the elevator stopped on my floor. I went down the hall still not sure if I wanted to follow through with my earlier decision. It would be best to knock on his door, say hello, and gauge his mood, not that I ever seen Hayden upset. He had a mysterious vibe for sure, but his charm, and the way he looked at me was what I liked most. 

I stopped to fix my skirt and then ran my hand across my waist to make sure my tank top was neatly tucked in under the lace sweater. I didn’t want to back out because I would probably spend the night thinking about why I didn’t take a chance. 

I knocked on the door and waited. 

Hayden didn’t answer. I knocked again. There was movement. The door opened. Sound drifted into the hall until Hayden closed the door behind him. He looked good in a black tee and distressed denims. His playful smile took my breath away. 

“Hi Krista, this is the first time you ever knocked on my door.” 

I managed a shy hello. My mind went blank because I didn’t think about what I should say before the kiss, let alone after it was done. 

Hayden’s eyes flickered. “Krista, are you okay?”

I tried to pull it together. That didn’t work out well. 

“Did someone hurt you? What happened?” Hayden was confused and his concern caused a pang of guilt. 

“No, please don’t think that,” I quickly answered. “I wanted to see you.”

Hayden flashed a sexy smile, “Okay. What’s on your mind?” 

I groaned because it was a loaded question, and there wasn’t one innocent thing I could think of. 

“I wondered if we could,” I stopped talking and the heat rose in my cheeks, but I didn’t want to lose my nerve, “You’ve been on my mind.” 

Hayden waited to hear the rest. He was being patient, but I couldn’t find the right words and gently pulled him close. Hayden went along with it. Bergamot and fragrant currant invaded my senses. I tilted my chin to make eye contact. The flicker from the lights in hall reflected in his heated gaze. I never noticed how dark his eyes were.

I experienced a moment of uncertainty, but my doubts vanished when Hayden lowered his head and his lips brushed mine. Our kiss was better than I imagined. 

I pressed into it and threw my arms around him. His mouth locked on mine, and the intensity increased until I felt weak. Hayden released a sexy sound. We kept kissing until a noise startled me. I resisted. He broke our kiss but kept checking me out. Hayden was oblivious to the sound, but there was a half-naked woman in his doorway wearing a cut off t-shirt and panties. 

My cheeks flushed. I didn’t think about him having company. Hayden was worked up but finally realized we weren’t alone. “Ashley, close the door.” 

She ignored him and kept staring. I was embarrassed about being turned on while we were in this awkward situation. I wanted Hayden and couldn’t explain our kiss.

I took a deep breath, “Hi, I’m his neighbor.” 

Ashley frowned and crossed her arms, “That looked more than friendly.”

Hayden looked over his shoulder. “I’m not repeating it.” He seemed annoyed with Ashley. I wondered if it was because of our kiss, or that we were caught in the act. 

My embarrassment was at an all-time high. I spun and crossed the hall. My hands were shaking, but I managed to jam the key into the lock. I flinched when his door slammed shut behind me. My door was finally open.

I rushed in, closed it, and leaned against it to take a deep breath. My mouth still tingled from our kiss. I never felt so ashamed or so turned on in my life. I hit the locks and collapsed on the sofa in a heap. 

Some time passed, but I couldn’t let it go. I needed to vent or the night would be spent rehashing every single detail. It was late. I didn’t want to bother my friends. I called Mom and felt so relieved when she answered. 

“Krista, are you okay?” her soft voice rose in alarm. “Honey, please answer.” There was music in the background. I remembered my parents were at a black-tie event and felt ten times worse.

“Mom, everything’s okay. I forgot you had something tonight. I’ll call in the morning.” 

“Oh nonsense, you are my daughter. No one is more important,” she firmly said. The determined click of her heels meant she was leaving to find a quiet space. The music faded and her voice was clearer on the line.

“Krista, I know something happened or you wouldn’t have called, and there’s a calendar in your kitchen, so you don’t forget our events. Tell me what happened, and don’t leave out any details.” 

I took a deep breath, “I went to happy hour after work with Tammy. We had martinis and girl talk. I mentioned my crush, you know, my neighbor,” I kicked off my shoes and curled up on the sofa to talk with Mom. 

She wasn’t judgmental and listened. I confessed to liking Hayden and didn’t regret the kiss because it was amazing, but he might not want to be friends or whatever we were before. I felt kind of awful about the situation in the hall and hoped things would be okay between him and Ashley. My feelings were all over the place, but I couldn’t kiss Hayden Buchanan again. 
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