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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. 








  
  

Needed Advice


Hayden 





Krista didn’t wait for an explanation. She was shy, so I was surprised by her kiss. I went inside. Ashley was sitting on the sofa with her arms crossed. I wasn’t in the mood for her attitude. 

“Your neighbor was pretty in a different kind of way,” Ashley wrinkled her nose. “I didn’t know you were into women who wear colored contacts.”

“Put on your clothes.” 

“Why? Are you trying to prove I’m not hooking up with you?” she sucked her teeth. 

“You’re not,” my jaw tightened. “You’re like my kid sister. Since when do you walk around in damn panties?” 

“I’m not your sister. Why can’t you treat me like any other woman?” 

Ashley was being a brat and causing problems. I was eight years old when my parents died. Ashley wasn’t born, but she knew how great they were from all the memories. 

“I’m your brother’s best friend. Your parents helped raise me.”

“Hayden, that doesn’t mean we couldn’t,” Ashley stopped talking when she noticed the expression on my face. I rarely raised my voice, but Ashley needed to understand how serious things were. 

“We’re not talking about this. We’ll have a different conversation if you don’t get decent. I expect you to be dressed in five minutes.” 

I went in the kitchen to grab my keys. Damn, it was the first time Krista wanted more than conversations in the hall. I liked her from the moment she moved in. Uncle Deuce purchased the building as an investment and was amused when I asked to buy the unit. He wanted to know what his artist nephew would do while living at the beach, well, aside from spending time with women. 

He thought I should be in New York City with the rest of the Buchanan clan or relocate to Los Angeles to sell my art. My work was on display, but I wanted a quiet place to live, and the beautiful women were a bonus. Uncle Deuce laughed and agreed. He was my father’s younger brother and had always been wild from what I’ve heard. I purchased the condo from him and agreed to sell it back whenever I was tired of the sun and sand. 

I lived alone on the floor for two years but had seasonal neighbors during Spring and Summer. I was surprised when he sold the condo across the hall to a business associate. I didn’t expect the owner to be a brown-haired beauty with a unique eye color. Krista was quiet and didn’t talk much, so it took months to get to know her.

I wanted to explain but had a feeling she wouldn’t answer her door. I went back to the living room. Ashley was wearing jeans and a hooded sweatshirt. 

“Hayden, I’m not apologizing, and you can’t boss me around. I’m an adult. I won’t do something because you want me to.” 

“I wouldn’t ask. You’ll make things worse at this point.” I grabbed my phone and sent Keith a text. 

“Who are you texting?” her voice squeaked. 

“Well, it’s not your parents. There’s no reason to wake them because as you said, you’re an adult.” 

My response prompted Ashley to roll her eyes. 

“You can start packing,” I told her. “We can talk about responsibility too, since you mentioned it.”

“I can’t believe Keith told you,” she huffed and snatched up her pink overnight bag.

“Why wouldn’t he? I am family,” I reminded her. “How long will it be before your parents find out you changed your mailing address at school? How will you explain failing all your classes?”

“Keith said he’d help fix it,” she mumbled and kept tossing stuff into her bag. “Where are you taking me?”

I didn’t respond because my phone chimed. I glanced at Keith’s text. “We’re leaving in ten minutes.” 

“I guess you don’t want me here,” her voice shook. 

“You came into town, unannounced. Keith said I should look out for you this weekend, well, you don’t need supervision. He’ll call you in twenty minutes.” 

Ashley’s attitude was gone. I wouldn’t tell her parents, but Keith knew because there was no way I was letting Ashley spin what happened. 

I waited at the front door while she zipped her overnight bag and grabbed her phone charger. 

I was silent on the drive to her brother’s place. Ashley walked at a slower pace. We went into the lobby, took the elevator up, and went down the hall to Keith’s front door. 

“Hayden, I’m sorry for being a brat,” she sighed.

“Thanks for apologizing. Call if you need anything.” 

I left the building. Krista was on my mind during the drive home. The misunderstanding should have been easy to resolve, but I didn’t expect her to listen since Ashley came to the door, half-naked. 

I parked and was walking into my place minutes later. It was too late to knock on Krista’s door. I dropped my keys on the table, poured whiskey into a glass, and relaxed in a chair. I sipped and understood why the liquor was Dad’s favorite brand. It calmed everything going through my mind, but I still needed to paint. 

I finished my drink and stood, ready to get started. My phone went off. I tapped it and said hello. 

“Why are you answering at this hour?” Uncle Deuce asked. There was music in the background, so he was enjoying his night. 

I chuckled, “I’ll ask the more appropriate question. Is this a dire circumstance? Because nothing less could distract you from a night filled with mischief.”

He laughed, “You know my habits well.”

“You always were a bad influence.”

“I beg to differ.” There was amusement in his voice. “You’re returning to New York next week. Where are you with things?” 

“My parents are missed, but I hate being the center of attention whenever there’s a family gathering. My cousins are the only ones who get it. I was having a drink and thinking about Dad. I wondered what he would say if he was here.” 

There was silence when the music faded on my uncle’s end. “You’re most likely drinking your Dad’s brand of scotch. Anything else can’t compare. Do you want to talk about what’s on your mind?”

“I have a problem with a woman,” I confessed. 

Uncle Deuce laughed, “You’re having a drink when you could have any woman you want, of course, the situation involves a woman. Would it happen to be your neighbor?”

I cleared my throat, “Yes, Ashley was here. She came into town, unannounced. Keith is in Miami.”

I expressed my feelings for Krista. I didn’t want her to be distant, and Ashley’s stunt was uncalled for, but she would’ve had a temper tantrum if I made her apologize.

Uncle Deuce had his share of jealous women, so he understood where I was coming from but agreed it was good Keith knew about the situation. Ashley was impulsive at times, so things could’ve gone sideways. 

We talked for several minutes and then I thanked him. Uncle Deuce ignored it. “Listening comes with the title of being the best damn uncle you ever had.” 

I laughed, “Yeah, yeah. Enjoy your sinful night.” 

“I’m still amused with you knowing me so well.” 

We ended the call. I still wanted to paint. The feeling had always been there. It was a creative outlet for my emotions. I turned on music, set up a large canvas on the custom easel, and switched on the fans. I painted from inspiration, or whatever fueled my desire. I needed to capture forgotten moments and fragments from when things were different. Tonight, it was Krista. I craved her for months, so my brush strokes mirrored my inner intensity. 

I worked on the painting all night and finished as dawn broke. I stood at the glass panes to watch the sun rise. 








  
  

Just Friends 


Krista





“Are you avoiding Hayden?” Tammy asked while we relaxed on her porch. The quaint villas had a serene beach view. I was thinking about my irresistible neighbor and his, well, whatever she was. I should’ve asked Hayden if he was seeing someone, but it was too late. 

Tammy stopped the swing, “Krista, you didn’t answer.” 

“I decided not to draw Hayden’s attention.”

“What does that mean?” she asked. 

“I use the stairwell every morning and catch the elevator on the level below ours.” 

Tammy shook her head, “That’s damn crazy. You’ll have to talk at some point.” 

I groaned, “Moving out would be easier.” 

Tammy laughed, “Please say to hell with it and knock on his door, you two might kiss again.” 

I looked at her horrified but she laughed more. 

“It’s not funny. I screwed things up last week. I don’t want to run into Ashley because I can’t explain my reason for lusting after her,” I paused, not sure what to say. 

“Go ahead, finish your sentence,” Tammy said.

“I honestly don’t know what she is to Hayden.”

“Exactly, you’ve been secretly crushing on him for months. You can’t avoid Hayden forever. It might be another week or two, but he’ll knock on your door.”

I sighed, “I’ll die from embarrassment.”

“You won’t, but you can take advantage of your benefits package and move into a villa here.” 

“I was being dramatic,” I confessed. “You know the condo is perfect for me.” 

“I do, so what’s your plan?”

“I slipped a note under his door. He didn’t respond.” 

Tammy squealed, “Why did you keep this info to yourself when you know I adore things like that!” 

I laughed, “It wasn’t a love letter. I apologized.” 

“What did you say, and please don’t skip details.” 

“I wrote, I’m sorry about last night, and signed my name.”

“Hmm, what kind of paper did you write on?”

“A pink post-it,” I glanced at Tammy. She had this weird look on her face. It took a second for it to click. I groaned. “Oh great, Ashley could’ve read the note and thought we were hooking up behind her back.” 

“Yeah or maybe she didn’t read it at all. Hayden might not be around because you’re regretting the hallway kiss.” 

I blushed, “That’s not true. It was so great.”

Tammy smiled, “Shouldn’t Hayden know?” 

I sighed, “I don’t handle rejection well.” 

“I guess you can’t be rejected if you don’t try to begin with. I’ll check on dinner while you think about it.”

Tammy went inside. She had a point. I was exhausted after work at times, so climbing one flight of stairs felt like too much. Maybe I should talk to Hayden. 

“Hi, you look upset, is everything okay?”

I flinched because his voice caught me off guard. It was Gregory. He worked with Dex. 

“Hi,” I glanced at the heavy metal case in his hand, “What is that?” 

“An electric saw. Dex let me borrow it because mine broke in the middle of a project. I’m returning it, so he can start on custom bookshelves.” 

I smiled, “Tammy will be excited. She offered to buy more tools for Dex because she wanted to speed things up.”

Gregory laughed, “I’m glad I’m returning it.” He knocked on the screen door, “Is Dex home?” 

I replied before Tammy answered the door. She motioned for Gregory to come in, “Dex, your friend is here, and he has your saw. I’m still excited about it!”

I laughed because Tammy was too cute. She came back with my wine. I sipped and followed her in to set the table. Tammy invited Gregory to stay for dinner. I quietly listened to the conversation and enjoyed delicious bites of food in-between sips of wine. 

I was stuffed by dessert, so Tammy packed double fudge brownies for me. Gregory said I was as sweet or something similar. I didn’t really hear it but noticed him looking. I smiled and thanked him because it was the polite thing to do. 

Dessert went on with random conversations and laughter. Tammy and I cleaned up afterward. 

“Gregory likes you,” she said as we loaded the dishwasher. 

I passed her a plate, “I didn’t mean to be rude.” 

Tammy laughed, “You weren’t mean, but you’re not interested in him. Does this mean you’ll talk to your not so secret crush?” 

I blushed, “I was thinking about knocking on his door again, but I’ll talk and not throw myself at him this time.”

“Oh, please, from what you’ve told me, Hayden liked you bold and going after him like that.” 

“Honey, your phone is ringing,” Dex walked into the kitchen and offered it to Tammy. 

I finished cleaning while she talked. Tammy paced while working to resolve the problem. I picked up the brownies. Tammy kept talking on the phone. We left the kitchen and stopped at the den.

Dex had stacks of wood on the floor and his tools were out. I could tell the project would begin soon. I said goodnight to the guys. Gregory stood up, so I politely waved and spun around. We rushed through the living room. Gregory said my name. Tammy and I turned at the same time. He smiled, “Can I walk you to your car?” 

“Oh, no thanks,” I replied. “I’m not driving tonight.” 

“I can drive you home.” 

“Julie, hold for a second,” Tammy said into the phone and then turned her attention to Gregory. “We wouldn’t want to inconvenience you. Dex can drop Krista off really fast.”

“He’s planning a custom project, and I didn’t want her brownies to be ruined in the heat,” Gregory motioned to the plastic container. 

Tammy glanced in my direction. I said it was okay. She nodded but stared at Gregory for a second. He held up his hands in mock surrender. “My intentions are good.”  

Tammy didn’t say more about it. I was ready to go. We left the villas and walked through the garden path to the parking lot. Gregory went to a sports car and held the door. I thanked him again and slid onto the seat. He settled in. 

“Krista, it was great seeing you. I want to know you better.” 

“Thank you, and it was good seeing you too, but I’m not really dating,” I felt my cheeks flush from the half-truth. I wasn’t dating but if Hayden was available then I would be. I fastened my seatbelt and gave instructions. 

Gregory nodded and then kept talking, “I still want to hang out as friends. I’m not half bad once you know me.”

I laughed at the way Gregory downplayed his looks and charm, but he wasn’t Hayden, so I couldn’t think about dating someone until I knew where things stood. 

Gregory grinned, “Your laugh is infectious. I’m interested in being more but would value friendship above all else.” 

I smiled, “Being friends is fine.” 

Gregory parked near my building. “Sounds good. I heard you’ll be at Silhouette with Tammy tomorrow night. Dex invited some of our co-workers. I could pick you up.” 

“Oh no, that’s kind of you, but I’m alright,” I replied but didn’t stop smiling. I wasn’t offended but didn’t want to jump into things even if it was a friendship.

Gregory didn’t force the subject, “Okay. I’ll see you there.” 

I thanked him again for the ride and gathered my things. I left the car and was walking through the lobby when my phone chimed. Tammy said to take Hayden brownies. They could be a peace offering or to make up for avoiding him if he was single. She was too much. I laughed and then replied with a promise to call her later. 

I wasn’t nervous in the elevator. I missed Hayden and wanted a chance to tell him. I walked into my place a few seconds later, went straight to the kitchen, washed my hands, and transferred brownies to another container. 

There were butterflies in my stomach when I stepped into the hall. It wasn’t too bad. I knocked on Hayden’s door and took a deep breath while waiting for him to answer. He didn’t. I knocked one more time for good measure. Hayden didn’t come to the door. I was disappointed but confident I could talk to him without looking foolish.








  
  

The Buchanans 


Hayden 





Manhattan, New York City 


Grams’ seventy-fifth birthday was a success. She didn’t like surprises and planned her own party at the expensive banquet hall. I arrived two days before to spend time with my cousins. Rhett had an idea he wanted feedback on. He’ll run the company when Uncle Deuce retired since Harlan was still wild and liked socializing. 

I grabbed champagne from a waiter, sipped, and watched my family. Everyone was in rare form. Uncle Deuce playfully teased Grams while she fussed at him. He kept eating cake from her plate until she was riled up. Grams punched him in the chest. Uncle Deuce laughed and hugged her. Grams was still mad. He kissed her forehead. She relaxed in his arms until he started teasing her again. Grams fussed at Uncle Deuce and shooed him away. 

Aunt Violet was a business minded socialite and the only female in the family who didn’t marry in. She was the official hostess. Grams didn’t want to socialize and would rather spend time with all her grandsons. She accepted Uncle Deuce didn’t want children but insisted Rhett, Harlan, or I try settling down. Grams wanted a great-grand daughter. My uncles said we had time. Grams wouldn’t hear of it. We tried keeping straight faces whenever marriage and children were talked about, but we didn’t entertain the idea passed the actual conversation.

Rhett and Harlan made their rounds and flirted with the single women. My phone vibrated. Keith was calling. I tapped the screen, “Hey, what’s up?” 

“Are you still in New York or no?” 

“Yes,” I kept talking on the short trip across the room. “Grams, Keith is on the phone. He wanted to wish you a happy birthday.” 

Grams took the phone. Her eyes sparkled as she talked to Keith. “Don’t you dare call me old, damn it,” she tried to sound upset but giggled. “I always enjoy hearing from you, you’re my honorary grandson, now, tell me, have you met a nice girl there? Well, why not? Girls who frequent night clubs can make good wives. If she needs advice send her up here to spend time with Violet and me.” 

I tried not to laugh when Grams once again explained her reason for wanting a great-granddaughter. She shot a look in my direction. I wasn’t saying a word. 

“Thank you Keith, and I can’t wait to open my gift. I’ll care for it as much as I love you.” Grams returned my phone. She touched my chin. I hugged her when her eyes glistened with tears. I looked exactly like my father, so it was hard for Grams not to mention him. 

I kissed her forehead, “Do you know what my gift is?” 

It took three tries before she guessed it was jewelry and brandy. Grams whispered, “I’m glad you and your cousins purchase the good stuff because people always gift the cheap shit.”

I laughed. Grams kissed my cheek and left to spend time with the younger children. I held the phone to my ear, “She’s finished talking.” 

Keith chuckled, “Grams is enjoying herself.” 

“She is, but the people around her are terrified.” 

Keith laughed again, “She’s a powerful woman. They should be used to her. Have you heard from Krista?” 

“Not since she slipped the note under my door. She’s avoiding me.”

Keith sighed, “Ashley should’ve apologized.” 

“I wasn’t in the mood for her attitude. She would’ve made things worse. What’s going on with her school?” 

“I made Ashley tell my parents she wanted to drop out. I reimbursed their money and paid off the tuition.” 

I shook my head, “She won’t learn that way.” 

“Ashley will be staying in the guest room and working at Silhouette until the bills are paid. She won’t receive financial support if she decides to quit.” 

I whistled, “Damn, I can tell you’re serious.” 

“My parents spoiled her. I did the same. You’re not excused from blame either.” 

I agreed with him, “I won’t let her borrow money.” 

“Good. I’m glad you have my back on this. My parents are disappointed with her now, but I reminded them if they give her money, she won’t learn, and next time I won’t take care of the bills. They could end up in debt. How do you plan to straighten things out with Krista?” 

“I’ll knock on her door tonight and see what happens.” 

Keith laughed, “Yeah, that should work.” 

I grinned, “How could it not?” 

“Seriously, I’ll vouch for you. Ashley was jealous and couldn’t stop talking about how pretty Krista was. Ashley couldn’t understand why she wore colored contacts. I told her it’s Krista’s natural eye color. They’re blue, depending on the lighting.” 

I chuckled, “Let me guess, she didn’t like that.” 

“Ashley will see Krista around. She’ll be respectful.” 

“Thanks. I wouldn’t cross the line with your sister.” 

“I know, now, please stop waiting and win your girlfriend’s heart,” Keith ended the call. 

I spent time with my family at the birthday party until Grams thanked everyone and went home. Uncle Deuce offered to drive me to the airfield. He waited until we were in his car to speak, “I’m glad you came home for a bit.” 

“I wouldn’t miss Grams birthday.” 

“I know. How are things in South Carolina?” 

I laughed, “I haven’t spoken to Krista yet.” 

“Well, you better have a damn plan because a guy will sweep her off her feet and then you’ll have to accept only having a friendship with her.” 

“Are you speaking from experience?” 

“Of course, that’s why I’m saying it to you,” Uncle Deuce smiled, but there was a hint of nostalgia in his voice. “If Krista is worth it, put effort into working things out.” 

We talked until the car sped across the airfield. He parked next to the jet. Uncle Deuce would call if too many days went by. I promised to text him, boarded the jet, and listened to the flight attendant say when takeoff would be. 








  
  

Allure


Hayden 





Itried relaxing on the flight back to South Carolina, but Krista was on my mind. I was tired when the jet landed. The twenty-minute drive from the airfield to Myrtle Beach didn’t take long, but it was after ten when I crossed the lobby. I was at my door when she stepped into the hall. 

“Tammy, please text when you get here.” Krista ended the call, but I was still speechless. She was wearing smokey eyeshadow and her lush pout was so damn perfect. Krista blinked a few times. I shook my head. She had a sweet innocence and her delicate blushing-pink dress was in contrast with her naughty heels. 

I gave up on words, dropped my duffle and held out my hand. Krista paused for a moment, and the pretty pins in her hair reflected in the hall light. She smiled and her eyes held a violet tint. It was alluring. 

Krista gracefully let her hips sway as she touched my hand and stepped closer. My name sounded great on her lips, but I held up her hand. Krista twirled and released a cute laugh. It took effort not to kiss her. 

“Krista, you look beautiful.” 

“Thanks, you look great too. I love your suit.” 

I didn’t miss the erotic undertone in her words. 

“Thanks, there was a party for my Grams seventy-fifth birthday. I was in New York for a few days.”

“I knocked on your door several times.” Krista blushed and then added, “I had brownies my friend made. It wasn’t a bribe, but I’m sorry for avoiding you.” 

“I wish it was a bribe because I would pretend to be mad, so you could bring goodies,” I teased. 

“Hayden, stop,” her cheeks turned rose pink. 

“Okay, no more teasing. Are you sorry for kissing me?”

She bit her lip, “No, it was good, but I should’ve asked if you were taken. I slipped the note under your door.” 

“I read it. You can ask.” 

Krista was confused until she realized I was teasing her again. “Hayden Buchanan,” Krista placed her hand on her hip. “Don’t play with my emotions. It took an awful lot to do this. I’m out of my comfort zone.” 

“I’m not leading you on. I’m single, and I miss our talks out here,” I motioned to the hall. “Krista, I miss you.” 

She was surprised, but I lowered my head and patiently waited. Krista released a delicate sigh inches away from my mouth. “You always smell incredible,” she whispered with her pretty blue eyes sparkling in pleasure. 

Krista cautiously made her move. My mouth locked on hers. I gave in but groaned when she yanked me close. Our kiss was intense. I wanted to release Krista, but my lips brushed hers. She said my name in a soft plea. I was willing to give Krista whatever if she did that again. 

The constant vibration from her purse interrupted us. Krista pulled out her phone, “My friends are waiting,” she rambled. “I have plans. It’s been crazy at work, and I haven’t been out since moving here.” 

I kissed her again. “Beautiful it’s okay, have fun, and knock on my door when you get back.” 

“Okay, I will.” Krista’s cheeks were flushed and her mouth was bruised from my kisses. She looked like a sultry vixen. 

Krista was about to walk away but stopped. “Wait. Don’t leave yet.”  

“I’m not. What’s up?” 

“We didn’t talk about last week.”

“I’m not with Ashley. We didn’t do anything. I’ll explain everything when you come over tonight.” 

She softly replied, “I might come in late.” 

“I’ll wait up for you,” I motioned to the elevators. “You shouldn’t keep your friends waiting.” 

Krista nodded and hurried down the hall. Damn, she had a provocative walk. Krista peeked over her shoulder as she waited for the elevator. I playfully winked to confirm I was checking her out. Krista stepped into the elevator, and I received a naughty smile before the doors closed.








  
  

Silhouette 


Krista 





The club was decorated in silk and lace. It was our first time there. Tammy squealed because Dex reserved a private booth. He loved her riled up. We were settled in when I told Tammy about talking to Hayden. The wide-eyed expression on her face was so funny. 

We talked in hushed tones until Gregory came over with a pretty redhead. He introduced Penny and kept his arm around her. Tammy explained they worked with Dex. That made sense because Penny was acting like she knew everyone already. We talked until a great song came on. 

I left the booth clapping and popping my hips to the beat. Tammy and Penny had moves of their own. We laughed and danced until some guys tried breaking our girl circle. It didn’t happen. 

We danced for two more songs and then went back to our booth. Penny sat between Tammy and me. That was odd because Gregory was on my left. We had space between us, but it felt like he was too close. 

“Penny, would you like to switch seats?” I asked. 

“No, I’m okay,” she replied and kept talking to Tammy. 

“Krista, you look amazing,” Gregory wanted to move closer until he noticed my stare, “What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing. Don’t you want to sit next to Penny?” 

He chuckled, “She’s talking and not worried about me.” 

There was movement on the dance floor. The crowd was on beat. I liked the song but never heard it before. I was about to ask the girls but noticed a guy in a tailored suit. Everyone was paying attention to him. He shook someone’s hand and then glanced in my direction.

It was Keith. I was shocked but smiled when he came to say hi. Keith held out his hand for mine. I excused myself and eased past Gregory. Keith gently twirled me.

I laughed, “Hayden did the same thing.” 

Keith was amused, “Good. I’m glad you two talked.” 

“We didn’t because I had to leave,” I blushed, thinking about our kiss, but turned to introduce him. “Everyone, this is Keith,” I didn’t say more because I didn’t know his last name. 

“Keith Fuller,” Penny sighed. “I know who you are.” 

“I can honestly say I’m glad to be known,” Keith winked at Penny. She giggled and flirted a little. Tammy glanced at her and shot a look in my direction. I was confused too. 

“How did you two meet?” Gregory asked Keith. 

“We were introduced through a mutual friend,” Keith smiled. “I’ll have bottle service sent over, and there won’t be a tab. Enjoy. Krista, may I have a moment?” 

We went to the bar. Keith cleared our tab and requested bottle service. I waited until he was finished to thank him. 

“It’s the least I can do after my sister’s behavior.”

I was confused. “Keith, I don’t understand.” 

“Ashley is my sister. She was supposed to stay with Hayden for the weekend. I was away on business. He was looking after her.” 

I felt relieved, “Now, I understand why Hayden reacted the way he did when she opened the door.” I stopped talking because I wouldn’t say Ashley was half dressed when she saw us kissing. 

Keith shook his head, “My sister crossed the line. I told Hayden to make her apologize for being immature.” 

I blushed more, “I appreciate that, but it’s not necessary.” 

Keith motioned to someone. Ashley was carrying a silver ice bucket with bottles nestled inside. The family resemblance was noticeable with the siblings together. 

“Is the bottle service for section B?” Keith asked. 

She nodded and then looked at me. “Hi Krista.” 

“Hello Ashley,” I gave her a sincere smile. 

She glanced at her brother but kept talking, “I shouldn’t have interrupted while you and Hayden were in the hall. I’m sorry. Nothing’s going on with us.” 

“Thanks for saying that. I like your outfit.” 

“Thanks, and it’s mandatory for us to wear it,” Ashley motioned to the leather booties. “We all have these too.” 

“Ashley, bottle service,” Keith reminded her. 

“Oh right, see you later,” she smiled and left. 

I glanced at Keith, “You didn’t let her off the hook.” 

“Not at all. Hayden didn’t either,” he replied. “I’ll take you back to your friends.” 

I took his arm, and we returned to the table. Keith kissed my cheek and left. Gregory moved over so I could sit while Penny fired questions at me. I laughed because she wasn’t rude about it. Keith and I were only friends, but Penny was excited because I knew the owner of the hottest nightclub around. I had no idea Keith owned Silhouette, but I played it cool. Tammy knew Keith and Hayden were best friends, but she wouldn’t mention that. It was weird hearing Penny talk about Keith with Gregory sitting there. 

We relaxed, sipped our drinks, and hit the dance floor again. Keith was a good dancer. He made his way through the crowd. Penny said a girl would approach the women he twirled. They would get to pick a shot free of charge.

Keith shook a guy’s hand and rotated his hips in sync with a woman before twirling her. Penny was dancing next to me. She hoped Keith would notice her. Tammy asked about Gregory. Penny shrugged like he wasn’t even a thought.

I kept dancing, lost in the music until someone touched my hand. Keith danced with me. I was twirled twice and released. Keith respectfully touched Penny’s waist and rocked to the beat. He moved on while Penny stood there stunned. A shot girl came and explained that the liquor was ten percent alcohol. The limit was five per night. I read the labels and picked one. Penny chose one too. Tammy was pouting because Keith didn’t twirl her. 

“Stop it. Keith knows you’re with Dex,” I reminded her. 

Tammy glanced at Penny. She wanted to say something about her dating Gregory but decided against it. Tammy asked to have our next one. We agreed. She sashayed to Dex. Keith came back around. Penny was twirled. She chose a shot and took it to Tammy. She squealed and then hugged Penny. I laughed because Tammy wasn’t the type to be outwardly affectionate, well, it happened with Dex all the time. They were in love and crazy fun.

I took in the atmosphere. It was great music and good vibes. Gregory wasn’t anywhere around, not that I was checking for him, but he didn’t dance with Penny at all. We danced for a few more songs and then I relaxed with expensive champagne. 

Tammy and Dex came back. We made a toast. Gregory showed up from wherever. He was sitting next to Penny this time. I checked my phone hours later. It was getting late. My friends were staying. I was calling it a night. 

“Keith might have a car service,” Penny said. “Ask and get a ride home.” 

“Oh no, I won’t bother him. I’ll take a taxi,” I smiled. “It was nice to meet you. I had fun.” 

“You too. But are you going home alone?” Penny asked. 

Tammy was concerned too. Dex wasn’t convinced either, “Krista, are you sure? We can leave early.”

“Please don’t. I’ll feel awful if you guys did. I’ll be fine. I’m ready to go home and relax.” I blushed when Tammy winked at me. She was teasing and knew about my plans to see Hayden. 

“I’ll drop you off and come back,” Gregory offered. “I haven’t been drinking and it is late.” 

Dex agreed. Tammy shrugged. Penny looked indifferent.

“Okay, that’ll work, thanks,” I told everyone goodnight. 








  
  

Bad Feeling


Krista





We left Silhouette and walked to his car. Gregory didn’t speak until we were on the road and heading to my place. “I hope you had a great time.” 

“I did. Thanks for taking me home.” 

“No problem. Keith seems like a nice guy.” 

“We have friends in common,” I thought about it, and it wasn’t a lie because Ashley and I were on our way to being friends. She danced with us whenever her brother wasn’t looking but went back to work before Keith noticed. 

I tried small talk, “Penny was fun.” 

Gregory agreed, “She’s beautiful too.” 

“Why didn’t you dance with her?” 

“Did you want her to have all my attention tonight.” 

I was confused, “I was curious but didn’t mean to pry.”

“It’s okay. Penny and I are great together.” 

I nodded but didn’t say anything until he parked near my building. “Thanks again for the ride. Have a nice night.” 

“I can walk you in.” 

“Oh no, that’s okay, I’m fine on my own.” 

“It’ll only take a minute.” 

“You’re double parked and shouldn’t risk a ticket.” 

“Krista, I can walk you to the door. I don’t want Dex to be pissed because I left before you were inside.” 

“We have security,” I left the car and walked toward the doors. 

Gregory fell into step with me. “So, why don’t you have a villa like Tammy and Dex? The cozy romantic setting seems to suit you.” 

I waved to security as we walked by. “I like the oceanfront view, but it’s a resort and can be hectic. I like the calmness of this place.” I felt kind of uneasy while we waited for the elevator, but I didn’t want to be rude because it was polite of Gregory to see me home. 

The doors opened. I pushed the button for my floor and pulled out my phone. Tammy sent a text. Gregory was still trying to get with me. Everything clicked into place. The elevator doors opened. 

“Hit the button for the lobby. It’ll take you back down,” I rushed down the hall without a backward glance.

“Krista! Wait,” Gregory caught up to me. 

I spun around, “Penny said you asked her to be your wingwoman tonight.” 

He moved closer, “I did. I want more than friendship.” 

“I’m not okay with this,” I shook my head. “Please leave.” 

“Can you hear me out?” Gregory grabbed my arms. 

I wanted to pull away but his grip tightened. I screamed. Hayden rushed into the hall. Gregory turned to confront Hayden and got punched. He hit the floor. I was in shock but rambled off an explanation to Hayden. Gregory rushed to the elevator. Hayden ignored him and gently touched my face, “You’re trembling. What happened?” 

“I don’t know. He grabbed me. I screamed. I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be. I’m glad you yelled for help,” Hayden picked up my things. We walked to my door. I put the key in the lock but my hands were shaking nonstop. 

Hayden put his hand on mine, “It’s adrenaline. You’ll be calm soon. It’s okay. I’ll do it.” He unlocked the door.

I stepped in and turned to face him, “Thanks for helping me. I wasn’t on a date.” 

“I know. Keith sent a text, and you’re not the kind of woman who would lead me on.” 

“Thank you,” I blushed and accepted my things. 

“Do you know Gregory’s last name?” he asked.

I shook my head, “No, I don’t, but I’ll ask my friend.” 

Hayden waited while I sent Tammy a message. She replied. “Gregory Jones,” I said out loud. 

“I’ll talk to Security. He won’t be allowed in the building.” 

“Okay. Thanks for doing this,” I managed to say, but my cheeks flushed in embarrassment. 

Hayden touched my chin. He wanted my attention, “Krista, I need you safe. This didn’t change anything. I planned to explain the situation with Ashley, but she apologized, so we don’t have to talk about it.” 

I sighed, “I’m disappointed because the night is ruined.” 

“Do you have plans tomorrow?” 

I was surprised but answered. “No. I was going to relax.” 

“Sounds good. Would you like to hang out with me?” 

I smiled, “Yes, now, we have a plan.”

“We do. Lock the door,” Hayden kissed my forehead. “I’ll be across the hall if you need me.” 

I said goodnight and locked up. Hayden’s door shut seconds later. I was a bit shaken up but relieved. I didn’t know Gregory well and shouldn’t have ignored how I felt in the lobby, but I was so glad Hayden was there.








  
  

Pretty Crush


Hayden 





Krista was feeling vulnerable. I resisted the urge to hold her. She had a rough night. I wanted her to rest, but her delicate voice and pretty blue eyes were tempting. I waited in the hall until Krista locked the door and then called the security desk. A guard confirmed Gregory left prior to my call but said he’d follow up. The call ended. My phone chimed again. I glanced at Keith’s name and answered. 

“How is she?” he asked. 

“Shaken up but okay. Krista said he offered to drive her home.” 

“He was with them most of the night. I asked after Krista. Dex said he was dropping her off and coming back. I texted you to be safe.” 

“Thanks, I appreciate it. How’s Ashley doing?”

Keith sighed, “I caught her dancing with Krista and her friends.” 

I laughed, “It’s good they’re getting along.”

“Ashley failed to get away like when she tried sneaking out of my parents’ house. We always caught her. Ashley is persistent as hell, but I wish she’d use it for more than guys and partying.” 

We talked for a bit and ended the call. I glanced at my door and wondered if Krista was awake. I took a shower, put on lounge wear, and crashed in the living room. 

Sound in the hall interrupted my sleep. I ran my hand across my face but got up. There was a knock followed by soft cursing. I opened the door to see Krista in a light-weight sweater and knit pants. She was struggling with a large cloth bag at her feet. 

Krista glanced up and clutched the bags as if she was caught doing something wrong. “Good Morning,” she tucked wisps of hair behind her ear. 

Cute. I smiled, “Hey, what’s up?” 

“I wanted to thank you for last night, and we were supposed to hang out, so I made breakfast in case you were hungry, also, well,” Krista paused. “I’m rambling. Would you like breakfast?” 

“Yeah, come in. I’ll help you.” 

“Thanks. I didn’t realize how heavy the bag was until I picked it up.” 

“No problem. Do you need to lock your door?”

“I already did. I have my keys,” Krista patted one of her pockets. Her knit pants accented her curves. I didn’t let my eyes linger and carried the bags into the kitchen. I turned to ask a question. 

Krista was standing near the bookcases, silently reading the titles. She balanced on her tiptoes to check out the vases at the top. I couldn’t ignore her curves this time. 

Krista noticed the skylight. She sighed and slowly spun. Her eyes followed the distressed frame and matching wood beams running the length of the room. 

Krista checked out my desk but didn’t touch anything. She glanced in my direction, “I’m being nosy.” 

“It’s okay,” I motioned for her to keep going.

Krista hesitated and then nodded. I tried not to laugh, but she was adorable. Krista touched a blank canvas fascinated by the texture, and her tiny leather loafers didn’t make a sound. 

She moved along to check out my finished works. Krista studied each one. “These are beautiful,” she glanced at me. “You’re very talented. I love the dark theme ones,” she whispered. “I feel like they contain a secret hidden in the paint.” 

“My paintings for the galleries are dark with inner turmoil.” 

“I feel intense emotion from them, but it’s more passion than fear,” Krista admitted, “I’m in awe.”  

“I like having that effect on you,” my words came out how they did, and her cheeks were a pretty shade of rose. 

Krista would feel wanted, but I wouldn’t rush her. She walked across the floor, and the light from the glass panes reflected in her eyes. She was beautiful.

Krista paused at the area where I stored my finished retail paintings. She studied a canvas beach setting and then moved on to another one. “These are so cute,” Krista confessed in a breathy whisper.

I laughed when she peeked over at me. 

“Hayden, are you teasing me?” 

“No. Admiring you. I’m glad you like my work.” 

“Are these commissioned paintings?” she asked.

“No, I paint them to be sold in the shops on the boardwalk. They don’t take long to make.” 

She moved closer to inspect my signature. “I’ll check for your work the next time I visit.” 

“Why? You can see them here.” 

“I hope that was an invite,” Krista moved aside several canvases. “Have you ever been to the resort I work at?”

“No, why do you ask?” 

She motioned to a painting. The distress bench wasn’t completely in the frame, so the person looking at it would feel as if they’re seated in front of a serene beach view with blue water beyond the porch and garden. 

“This is my favorite. It looks exactly like the villas at the resort. I want to purchase it.” 

“You can have it.” 

Krista shook her head, “I’ll pay whatever the normal price is, or I can purchase it from whatever shop will sell it.”

“Okay, you can pay for it.” 

Krista sighed in relief, “thanks. I’m not taking advantage.”  

I was amused. My commissioned paintings, and the ones at the art galleries were expensive. The scenery paintings were done in my spare time. “I’ll hold the ones you like. They make great gifts. I’m starving and ready to eat.” 

“I’ll set up everything. It’s my reason for coming over so early,” Krista explained as we walked to the kitchen. She washed her hands and pulled containers from the cloth bag. “Do you have any allergies?” 

“No,” my stomach was grumbling. I reached for bacon. 

Krista tapped my hand, “Hayden, wash your hands.” 

“Can I have a kiss?” I hoped it sounded innocent.

I laughed when she moved the containers out of my reach and leaned forward. I captured her mouth in a tender kiss but didn’t add pressure. Our connection ended slowly. Krista smiled, “Thanks for the kiss, but you still have to wash your hands.” 

I winked at her, “I gave it my best effort.” 

“I enjoyed the way you tried,” Krista sighed and her eyes sparkled when she asked where the plates were. 

I motioned to the cabinet and then washed my hands at the sink. Krista returned with plates and silverware. I grabbed ceramic mugs. and we settled at the kitchen counter. I poured orange juice from a large pitcher Krista managed to fit into the cloth bag. She cooked enough food to feed ten people. I piled bacon, sausage links and eggs onto a plate, used another for blueberry pancakes, and one more for Belgian waffles. I had the dirtiest thought when she picked up the fruit and whipped cream. 

“Hayden, please stop,” Krista tried chastising me but laughed. “This stuff is for the waffles.” 

I smiled, “How did you know what I was thinking?” 

“Maybe I had the same thought,” she teased. 

“I like it. We match,” I leaned in for another kiss and then relaxed on a stool. 

“Hayden, your condo is great,” Krista sighed. “I love mine. It’s elegant and modern but yours is better.” 

I laughed, “Well, you can spend time here as often as you want. My place was identical to yours when I purchased it from my Uncle Deuce. He owns the building. It was a corporate suite. I exposed the beams, installed distressed wooden ones and then framed the skylight with the same. I refinished the floors and then switched the appliances. Uncle Deuce was worried about paint fumes. He had a company install industrial fans.” I pointed to the metal vents over the glass panes. 

“Oh, I thought they were part of the design.” 

“Thanks. My idea worked. I’ll sell the place back to my uncle. I’ll have to reinstall the walls and ceiling before I move,” I stopped talking when Krista lowered her eyes and focused on her plate. I relaxed in my chair to wait. 

Krista met my gaze with fragile emotion in her eyes. “Do you plan on leaving soon?” she took a deep breath, “If you are, please know I’ll miss you,” Krista went back to pushing food around her plate. 

“I have to be in Los Angeles at the end of the month.” 

She sighed, “Okay. You lived here for two years. A change of pace is good, but I can’t leave my job. Maybe we can date long distance, or you could stay at my place sometimes. I’ll spend a long weekend there too.” 

I smiled, “I wasn’t talking about selling the place. I travel often. I’m not leaving. I like it here and we’re dating. Why would I move?” 

“I thought you were,” she admitted. 

“I would move into a family home if I wanted a change of pace, and keep the condo as a vacation home, but that won’t happen since my girlfriend lives here.” I stressed the last sentence to see Krista blush. 

“I won’t share you,” her blue eyes locked on mine. “Hayden, I’m serious.” 

Krista was soft spoken but also knew what she wanted. Our first kiss was an indication of how bold she could be. I found it attractive. “There won’t be anyone else,” I promised and leaned forward when she offered her lush mouth to be kissed. I gave Krista exactly what she wanted.








  
  

Angel Wings


Krista





Hayden was affectionate. Breakfast went great. I sealed the containers and put them in the fridge while Hayden loaded plates into the dishwasher. I kept cleaning but my attention was drawn to a covered painting on a platform in the corner. I was deep in thought while scrubbing a metal pan. Hayden’s voice was nearby. I dropped the pan in the sink. Soapy water splashed us. I quickly grabbed a dish towel, “I’m sorry.” 

“No worries, it’s only water. I’ll wash the pans. What’s on your mind?” 

I wiped up access water from around the sink. “I was curious about the covered painting.” 

Hayden dried his hands, “Okay, follow me.” 

We went to the platform. A large, custom easel had a metal stand with various paint cans. It was beautifully made and held the large canvas perfectly. There was space around the sides to keep the masterpiece covered. It was all so incredible. I confessed in a secretive whisper.

Hayden released a low sexy laugh, “I’m glad you like it so far. Don’t you want to see what’s underneath?”

“Yes, please,” I moved closer. 

There was a fresh paint smell. I carefully touched the drop cloth, not wanting to smear or ruin the canvas. I stood on my tiptoes and put in my best attempt to reach higher so we could remove it evenly. The entire canvas was covered with various kinds of flowers outlined in hues of gray. There were bold strokes of blue and violet. The border was a shimmer of rose pink. It was an accent in some of the flowers. 

I clutched my hands and resisted the urge to touch it. I would feel awful if the painting got ruined.

“Hayden, this is seriously my favorite painting,” I stared at the artistic garden. “I hope the owner will appreciate the passion you put into it.” My words came out in a broken whisper because I was really disappointed. The beautiful painting would look great in my living room across from the glass panes that overlooked the beach.

“I’m glad you like it,” Hayden smiled. “It’s yours.” 

“I would be honored,” I admitted. “But I understand if it was painted for someone. Could you paint another using the same colors?” I was hoping he would say yes. 

Hayden gently pulled me close. “I started it the night we kissed in the hall. The blue is for your eyes and the violet strokes are when the light reflects in them. I added pink last night. You looked beautiful in your dress and heels.” 

“I don’t know what to say,” I released an emotional sob but covered my mouth before it got out of hand. I wiped my face and managed a heartfelt thank you. 

Hayden kissed my forehead. I wanted to say he was the best boyfriend ever, but he captured my mouth in a passionate kiss. It was wonderful. I stared at him wide-eyed afterward. 

“We should take a nap before we hang out for the day,” Hayden smiled. “I know you’re tired.” 

I was, but I enjoyed our morning, and I really don’t want it to end.” I sighed, “Okay, please knock on my door when you wake up.” 

“I have a better idea,” Hayden walked away. 

“Wait? What’s your idea?” I followed him to his room. Hayden was putting on another shirt. I touched his inked-covered waist. He glanced over his shoulder but tried pulling away. 

“I’m sorry for being weird. Please, may I see it?” 

He exposed his ink. I ran my hands over beautiful wings etched in black and singed with embers. Every detail was fascinating, and I expected to feel real feathers over the contours of muscle. I traced his angel wings with my fingertips until Hayden groaned. My touch was intimate, but I didn’t mean for it to be sexual. I stepped back. Hayden turned around the second my hands left his skin. My eyes focused on the linked chain covered in roses on his shoulder. It was wrapped in an intricate pattern down the left side of his chest to his abs. It seemed to unravel with a broken link and a rose near the curve of his hip.

I touched his chest but wasn’t aware of my crying until Hayden caressed my face. His tattoo was so beautiful. I wanted to express it but couldn’t find the words. 

Hayden wiped my tears and motioned to the bed. “Take off your sweater and settle in. I’ll tell you about my ink.” 

Hayden turned away. I stripped down to my top and panties and eased into bed without taking my eyes off his incredible tattoo. His cologne mingled with a fresh linen smell. I sighed when my cheek touched the pillow.

Hayden’s lounge pants were hanging low on his waist. I could imagine pulling the drawstring. All my thoughts vanished when he sat on the bed with his ink on display.

“I told you my parents died when I was a kid, but I didn’t tell you how it happened. We were supposed to be on a family vacation. It was a week after my eighth birthday. I wasn’t feeling well, so Uncle Deuce came to stay with me. I felt better, so we planned to meet my parents. We found out about the plane crash a few hours later. The pilot and co-pilot also died. The weeks after the accident were the worst. Dad was wealthy and well known in the business world, so there were fabricated stories released to the tabloids. I was followed by reporters and paparazzi were everywhere, taking pictures and asking questions. My family was able to shield me from the gossip and media, but I was emotionally overwhelmed after my parents’ funeral. I felt guilty because I wasn’t there when they died in the crash. I was angry and felt alone. My therapists thought I had a fixation on death. I didn’t, and I never had a fear of flying. I loved to be in the air because I felt closer to my parents. Art was a creative outlet. I drew wings all the time and wanted to go to heaven. I thought it was the space above the clouds where the sun was brightest, but at night would become a place for the angels to relax under the stars. I drew variations of wings for ten years and finished the final sketch the night of my eighteenth birthday. The next morning I met with family lawyers about my inheritance and became the youngest Buchanan to be vested into the company. I had a great relationship with Dad’s family. They raised me. My Mom’s family refused to acknowledge me over the years because I didn’t have access to money. Everything changed when I became extremely wealthy and had control of my father’s assets. I didn’t care about money. I would give it all up to have one conversation with my parents. I wanted a chance to say goodbye. They needed to know how much I love them,” his voice was raw with emotion. 

My heart ached for Hayden. I quickly kneeled, pressed my cheek against his back, and hugged him. 








  
  

Tearful Lovely 


Hayden 





Krista’s soft cries touched my heart. We stayed in our emotional space. She wanted to talk but a broken sob happened. I kissed her forehead and wiped away her tears. Krista was silently crying while kneeling on the bed in her tank top and cotton panties. 

Krista still didn’t know how beautiful she was with her lower lip trembling and more tears threatening to fall.

“Hayden, they were terrible people for treating you that way,” she touched the ink on my chest and pulled me into a fierce hug. Krista rested her head against my shoulder and her lips brushed my neck. She trembled against me. 

“Krista, you have to scoot,” I gently prompted her, but she didn’t give in. I swept her into my arms, pushed aside the blankets, placed her on the pillows, and cuffed her legs but couldn’t ignore the satin feel of her skin. Krista was settled. I rubbed her back until she released a delicate sigh, “When did you get the tattoo?”

“On the anniversary of my parents’ death. The chain represents my Dad’s strength and his endurance. He loved his family and always put us first no matter what. The roses were for Mom. She was soft spoken with a timeless beauty and always kept fresh flowers in the house from her gardens. I remember her laughter, her smile, and how she adored us. The chain and roses were intertwined for them, but I wanted it connected to the wings, so the loop was designed around my shoulder to begin the intricate pattern covering my heart. My tattoo was done in a series because there was so much detail, and I felt so many emotions while it was being worked on, but there was inner peace the moment it was finished.” 

We relaxed in bed in comfortable silence. Krista’s fingertips brushed my abs continuously. The repetition caused a calming motion. Krista looked up. I captured her mouth in an intense kiss and kept at it until she lost her breath. 

Krista scooted away when I released her. She couldn’t control her feelings, and her chest heaved in an erratic rhythm. She was torn between asking for sex and trying to be emotionally supportive.

“Sweetness, I kissed you because I didn’t want you to apologize for being upset. Your sympathy was heartfelt, thank you.” 

“Okay, because I’m being supportive,” her soft confession made me smile. “Please don’t take it the wrong way.” 

“I won’t. I know what you’re doing. I feel the same way. Thanks for being supportive. I need it,” I winked to see her blush. “Please come back to me.” 

Krista cuddled close and relaxed until she drifted off to sleep. I kissed her forehead and closed my eyes. 








  
  

Anxious & Falling 


Krista 





Three Weeks Later 


Hayden was romantic. It didn’t matter if we were cooking together, enjoying a walk on the beach, or doing laundry. Everything was an experience with him. 

We went to the arts festival on the boardwalk. Hayden participated in the event every summer along with local artists. The kids would receive a year’s worth of art supplies. Hayden’s cousins arrived with a truckload of paints, canvases, and whatever else. Harlan and Rhett were respectful, but I still felt shy. They teased Hayden and soon we were having a good time.

The Buchanan men caught the attention of bikini clad women on the beach. I felt possessive when some of them started flirting with Hayden. He was polite but made sure they knew he was taken. Some women tossed apologetic smiles in my direction while others didn’t care about his girlfriend being there. 

Hayden made time for me. We went for a walk. My insecurities faded when he claimed my mouth in a heart-stopping kiss. Hayden was very good at picking up on my moods. He promised not to betray my trust, so I promised not to turn into an obsessed, attention-crazed girlfriend. Hayden said it would be sexy if I wanted to do that. He was too much at times, but I gave him a kiss for being so understanding. 

The weeks passed with new relationship excitement. I was busy with work. We had dinner together. Hayden had commissions and spent all night painting, so a passionate kiss and cuddling would happen before Hayden went to bed. It’s been a long tiring week, but I wanted to have sex and felt awful for expecting it since I was spoiled already. 

“I’m surprised you’re still here,” Tammy said from the door. “I came to borrow, well, steal folders. We don’t have any at the front desk.” 

I motioned to the cabinet, “Take as many as you need.” 

Tammy grabbed an armful and sat in a leather chair. “Oh, I know that look. What’s on your mind?” 

I groaned, “Sex, and I’m being shameful with it.” 

Tammy laughed. I felt worse, “It’s not funny. Hayden will be in Los Angeles next week. What if he falls in lust with a model or an actress? Maybe she’ll be an artist like he is.” 

Tammy laughed, “Krista, you’re being so dramatic, and let’s not forget, you’re beautiful.” 

“I’m not glamorous though and probably not interesting like the women he’s used to dating.” 

“Are you falling in love with Hayden?” 

“No,” I answered but refused to make eye contact.

“Krista, that was a bold-faced lie if I ever heard one.” 

“I’m sorry, yes, I am falling for Hayden, but I had a crush on him for a long time. So, it’s probably lust.” 

“Alright, let’s say I believe it,” she eyed me. “Will sex with Hayden change how you feel right now?” 

I groaned again, “No, it won’t, I’m screwed.” 

“Not yet, but you will be if you want sex,” Tammy laughed. “Hayden is your boyfriend. I doubt he’d say no to you. I couldn’t keep my hands off Dex when we first met,” she blushed. “I still can’t.” 

“What did you do in the beginning?” 

“We had wild sex, the no-holds-barred kind. That’s how I became his girlfriend.” 

I laughed, “You’re insane.” 

“Dex loves that about me. Hayden might understand, but you have to communicate and not do,” she moved her hand in a circle “This, please stop whatever this is, you don’t want to annoy your boyfriend and then not see him for five days.” 

I sighed, feeling less anxious. “You’re right.” 

Tammy teased me, “Uh huh, and you’re in love.” 

“I’m hoping to take our relationship to the next level at least. Maybe I should wait to spring my feelings on him. Do you and Dex have plans?” 

“We’re having dinner with Penny and her boyfriend.” 

I smiled, “Have fun and tell her I said hi.” 

“I will. Penny was surprised you were cool after everything happened at Silhouette.” 

“Penny was being a wingwoman for Gregory. She didn’t know he was in the friend zone. I appreciate everything you and Dex did, but I didn’t mean to cause problems.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong. Gregory shouldn’t have pressured you, but he’s been mean to Penny since.” 

I shook my head, “I’m sorry to hear it.” 

“I was too. Gregory said you two had hit it off. That didn’t make sense. Penny let him know she knew the entire situation. Dex told her to report Gregory if he was making her feel uncomfortable.” 

“Did he leave her alone?” 

“Yes. We went to a company picnic last weekend. Gregory had a black eye. I mentioned it to Dex, and my crazy boyfriend said he wished he would’ve blackened his other eye too,” Tammy shook her head. “Dex didn’t want to talk about it but he was protecting us. I appreciate him so much. I’ll make sure Dex knows it.” 

Tammy and I talked for a bit. I finished up and left work minutes later. The walk home was nice. I texted Tammy from the lobby as usual. I felt calm on the way up to my floor. The elevator doors opened to pink and white rose petals. I walked the flowery trail to knock on Hayden’s door. He stepped in the hall.

I was curious. “Hi, is something wrong? Can I come in?” 

Hayden smiled, Everything’s fine and no one else is here.”  

I relaxed a little, “Okay. The rose petals are so pretty. Please say what’s going on.” 

“We’re celebrating a one-month anniversary.” 

A four-week anniversary was super cute. I felt kind of disappointed but didn’t want to ruin the mood, “This is sweet, but we’ve only been dating for three weeks.” 

“One month ago tonight you came to my door.” 

I blushed, “I kissed you. I’ll never forget it. This is so thoughtful. Honestly, I don’t know what to say.” 

“You’re not supposed to say anything because you couldn’t,” he playfully teased me. 

I laughed, “Oh stop, I said some words.” 

Hayden wanted a replay of when I had drinks at Happy Hour and decided to take a chance. 

“I wanted to know,” I stopped talking because that night was all about being bold and getting him. 

Hayden teased me, “Beautiful, that’s how I remember it. Did you knock on my door to hookup?” 

I moved closer to him, “What if I planned to seduce you?”

Hayden laughed, “I wouldn’t have said no.” 

“I’m glad,” I tilted my head, wanting a kiss. 

Hayden leaned in close to whisper in my ear, “Krista, this is not how it happened,” his words were a sexy taunt. Bergamot and currant teased my senses. The intimate flicker from the lights reflected in his heated gaze. I was in love with Hayden. There was no doubting it.

He lowered his head and let his mouth brush mine. I pulled him close. Our mouths locked. Hayden grabbed my waist, but I kept kissing him. He groaned, “Krista, that was naughtier than I remember.” 

“I was spicing things up,” I glanced at his erection and then winked at him. 

Hayden laughed, “Happy Anniversary.” 

I repeated the words right before his mouth captured mine again. I would’ve been content to kiss in the hall all night with scented rose petals under our feet, but Hayden broke our passionate kiss and opened the door. 








  
  

So Ready


Krista 





Istepped into our romantic getaway. Paper lanterns lit a path of rose petals leading to place settings for two. Music was playing, and lanterns were hanging from the ceiling. Lights were strung everywhere, and it felt like a romantic garden. 

I looked at the beautiful flower arrangement with my eyes brimming with tears. Everything was wonderful. I pulled Hayden into a fierce kiss and didn’t back off until he groaned. It took time for my handsome boyfriend to pull it together, “I’m glad you like everything. Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes. I’ll run a bath for you. There are pretty things in those gift bags.”

I gave him a sweet smile, “I’m already spoiled, and I love how affectionate you are, but we have all weekend to enjoy this. I didn’t get you anything. What would you like?” 

Hayden wasn’t messing around. He scooped me up. I kicked off my leather flats and my skirt was hiked around my thighs. I kissed his neck and whispered naughty things in his ear. That made Hayden grip my bottom tighter. 

We were leaving our romantic setting. I was tempted to pout, but his room was decorated like the living room. White lights cast an amber glow around the bed. Hayden gently turned my hips and I was covered in rose petals. I relaxed and sighed, “You really thought of everything.”

“You would’ve been upset if I left without making our relationship official,” Hayden kissed my forehead and eased off the bed. “I need to turn off the stove.”

I waited until he left the room to remove my blouse, camisole, and skirt. My lace bra encased my cleavage in sheer flowers and matched my panties. It wasn’t the sexiest lingerie I had, but it was cute. 

I pulled out my hair pins, tossed them into a drawer, and relaxed on the bed to stare at the white lights strung in a pretty pattern across the ceiling. I took calming breaths until my eyes fluttered from the intoxicating scent of the rose petals. It was by far the most romantic thing a man ever did for me. 

I slowly opened my eyes. White lights were sparkling when Hayden came into view, shirtless with his eyes flashing in lust. He kissed me tenderly and caressed my cheek, “Krista, I’m taking my time. We don’t have to rush.” He traced my neck and went lower. My soft moans of pleasure were constant as Hayden massaged my skin in calm strokes until the heat pooled between my thighs. 

Hayden caressed the curve of my back and expertly unfastened my bra. My breasts were freed, and his erection felt more defined. I loved how he was touching me and came in an instant, but he kept his sweet assault going until I was trembling under his incredible caresses. 

I held off reaching for him. Hayden rewarded me with a fiery kiss. He kept exploring my curves. I spiraled into a lustful daze when his hands brushed my sensitive skin. I wanted him to touch the soft place between my thighs. He didn’t, so I moaned in frustration and pleaded for sex in a raspy whisper, not caring how it sounded. I was drenched, and I wanted him, but his mouth brushed my lace panties in a constant tease until I was twisting in his embrace.

“Krista, you’re so beautiful,” Hayden released a deep sigh. “I love when you pout. It turns me on.” 

“Don’t tease me,” my chest heaved. “Not when I want you so much.” My words were lost inside a soft moan when he traced my pussy with his fingertips. 

“I adore you,” Hayden kissed my thighs, tilted my hips, and slowly pulled off my panties. He placed a tender kiss on my delicate skin. Hayden kept going, unrushed, but the sensation grew every time his tongue swirled. 

He threw my legs over his shoulders, caressed my thighs, and pressed his mouth against my pussy. Hayden sucked my clit and swirled deeper. His naughty rhythm matched my cries of passion. I clenched the sheets unsure if I could hold out. I tried and the effort caused a tremor to ripple through my thighs. 

Hayden caressed my bottom like he knew what would happen next. I moaned his name and climaxed. The orgasm ripped through me. It was too intense. He kept adoring me while I came in sweet surrender. 

The white lights above us became a blur right before my entire world exploded in vivid color. I arched off the bed and grabbed his hair in desperation. Embarrassment was replaced by desire. I moved in sync with his erotic rhythm until the sensation built again. 

Hayden created distance. My hands left his shoulders. I pouted and reached for him, wanting to be back in his arms. Hayden passionately kissed me. I could taste myself on his tongue. He stole my breath in another deep kiss while wreaking havoc on my pussy. It never felt so good. Hayden toyed with my clit and his mouth brushed mine. “Love, you taste incredible.” 

I wasn’t the type to need dirty talk in the bedroom, but everything Hayden said and did had this wild effect on me. I lifted my hips, urging him to do more. My arousal spiked so many times since we started. I tried keeping that incredible feeling by pulling him into another kiss. Hayden gave in. I reached lower to stroke his hard length. He took the hint and thrust forward. I was into mutual masturbation and could come again from jerking him off. Hayden groaned, “Damn, I like that.” 

I doubled my efforts to show him what I was capable of. Our next kiss was wild and uncontrolled. Hayden ripped his mouth away from mine and cursed under his breath. He was fighting to stay in control. I wanted him to feel good. I was coaxing him to give in with each twist of my wrist. Hayden countered my naughty hand movements with some of his own. I moaned nonstop and wasn’t sure how long I could keep going like that. We shared another kiss. Hayden was worked up so foreplay was over. 
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