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            My logic argues Ella and I are both adults. We should be able to act on our attraction and fuck the consequences. From what I can tell, she doesn’t want a serious relationship at this point in her life. When it ends between us, we should be mature enough to remain friends for the sake of our friends.

As if my thoughts summon her, the patio door quietly opens, and Ella stands facing out. She stares at the ocean for a few seconds, not knowing I’m sitting in the dark corner. She moves onto the balcony and leans her elbows on the railing. Her back is toward me, and still she has no clue I’m here. I watch as she stares up at the sky, her hair hanging down the middle of her back. She has on a tiny T-shirt and shorts. She’s barefoot and gorgeous. The air is chilly, too chilly for her to be out here practically naked.

With every minute that passes, I become more aware of the creepiness of the situation. The more I wait, the more it’s going to be harder to explain why I didn’t reveal my presence. I can’t help myself and continue to watch her like a pervert for several more long minutes. My conscious screams
this is wrong
. Staring, gawking at her hot little body without her being aware I am, is just fucking wrong.

“You’ll catch a cold out here,” I say quietly to avoid startling her. My plan backfires, and she jolts around to stare at me with a hand on her chest. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“I had no idea you were sitting there. My heart is pounding,” she responds in a breathy whisper. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“I just did.”

“I’ve been out here for a few minutes, now.” She looks down at her bare legs and realizes what I also can see. When I walk toward her, she licks her bottom lip, betraying her nervousness.

“I was hoping you’d go back inside.”

Angry Ella appears immediately. “I’m so sorry I disturbed you.” She turns toward the door, and I impulsively reach out to grab her arm.

“I didn’t mean it like that. You’re so fucking defensive.” 

“And you’re very obnoxious. How did you mean it?”

“It’s cold out here and I hoped you’d be going back inside soon so I wouldn’t have to admit I was out here watching you.” Her eyes widen in shock. I’m even surprised by my honesty.

Why the fuck would I admit that
?

Still holding her arm, we glare at each other. This woman drives me crazy both in a bad way and a good way. The battle between telling her off and kissing her is like a tug of war in my head. Her skin is cool beneath my touch. I loosen my grip but keep my hand wrapped around her upper arm. She looks down at it realizing I’m still holding her. When she looks back into my eyes, angry Ella is gone, and vulnerable Ella stares back at me. She pokes out her tongue and quickly swipes at her bottom lip before pressing them together.

“I don’t play games. I find you very attractive, and it’s obvious you feel the same.”

“So?” 

“So...I want to kiss you. I also want to strangle you, but at the moment the need to kiss you is winning.” 

“Why do you have to be such a...” I crush my lips to hers, shutting her up immediately. She doesn’t resist my kiss, even when I sink my hands into her hair. It feels just as I imagined between my fingers, practically causing me to moan out loud. Her hands grip my forearms. Instead of pushing me away, she leans into my body for support. After a few seconds reality must hit, because she begins to struggle to be released. I lower my hands to the curve of her back, firmly holding her against me. She stops fighting and leans closer, digging her fingers into my hair.

I skim every surface of her mouth with my tongue, and she allows me to. When I retreat, her tongue tentatively follows into my mouth. I suck on it, hoping she stays. My brain is completely cognizant of the fact that this kiss can go no further, yet my cock swells between us as if it doesn’t care in the least.

Lack of oxygen is what forces me to pull away from her mouth. “Jesus…Ella.” My eyes narrow on her lips, swollen from my mouth. The aftershocks from our first kiss pulse through me, ending in my crotch. It’s her eyes that convince me to kiss her again. The way she looks at me causes my brain to tell my willpower to go fuck itself. Her lingering taste on my tongue forces me to pick up where we left off because I desperately want more.

I could stand here kissing her all night. When I slip my hands beneath her T-shirt, the feel of her flesh riddled with goose bumps compels me to break the kiss. She opens her eyes, dazed from what just happened.

“You’re freezing,” I say against her lips. I tighten my grip on her, trying to warm her, trying to keep her from leaving me.

She closes her eyes and nods slowly, releasing my hair. When she meets my stare, she reveals the same internal battle that I felt just before kissing her.

I trace the scar on the side of her neck with my fingertips. She watches wide-eyed. I desperately want to ask her, but I don’t want to ruin what just occurred between us.

Just as I’m about to kiss her again, she blurts out, “We shouldn’t have done that.” Her words contradict the look in her eyes. The way they smolder, and her fingers gripping my T-shirt, further confirms her conflict.

“I’m not sorry.”

As she processes what I just admitted, I slowly bend to again gently kiss her. This kiss is softer and slower, and again she accepts it. We part breathlessly, each as equally affected by the other. “I want to kiss you for days,” I confess against her lips. Shit, what is it about her that has me spilling my guts?

Her defensive curtain immediately goes up as reality hits. “What you want is a quick lay.” She steps away and sits in one of the patio chairs. “I’m not interested in being your new
arrangement
.”

Anger bubbles within. Am I angry with her for refusing me or for calling me out?

Ella draws her legs up and wraps her arms around them for warmth. She watches as I walk back inside without explanation. Grabbing a blanket on the couch, I return to find her forehead pressed against her knees. Surprise registers on her features when I wordlessly wrap the blanket around her.

“You’re so confusing.” 

“Why?” I ask, truly curious as to what she means. She watches as I sit beside her.

“You’re equally a prick and a nice guy.” 

“What makes me a prick?” I challenge. She stares out at the ocean, dragging in deep breaths. I know I can be a prick, but why does she feel I am? She dishes out the sarcasm as much as I do. “I can argue you’re more bitch than sweetheart.”

“The fact you just said that is my point. Most guys wouldn’t tell a woman that. Most guys would turn on the charm when they want to get a woman in bed.”

“You assume I want to get you in bed from one kiss?” She raises her eyebrows and smirks. “Okay, say I do. That bothers you? The fact I’m honest?”

“It should, but it doesn’t. I guess the part that bothers me is your confidence that it doesn’t. Like you know that I know it doesn’t.”

I laugh at her babble. “I have no idea what you just said.” 

“You confuse me,” she murmurs so low, I barely heard it.

“I’ll try not to be an obnoxious prick if you try not to be an obvious bitch. Deal?” I reach my hand over, and she shakes it nodding.

“We seem to be making a lot of deals.”

“Except ones that I’d like to make.”

“There’s that inner prick again.”

I move to stand before her. She looks up with her huge brown eyes, waiting for me to speak. “It was just a kiss, Ella. True, it made me want to fuck you senseless right here, right now. But you’re absolutely right, that’s just the prick in me. The nice guy in me just wants to hold you for hours and continue to enjoy kissing you. The problem is you want neither to happen.” Impulsively, I bend to kiss her lips forcibly. While remaining an inch away from her face, I whisper, “The sun will be up soon. It’s spectacular to watch...orgasmic.” When she gapes at me, I plant another hard kiss on her lips before ducking back inside.

Fuck, do I want her.

By just tasting her lips, I’m hard as a rock. Reluctantly, I decide to take a shower to relieve the urges that Ella has caused.




What kind of man admits he wants to fuck a woman senseless that he barely knows?

What kind of woman likes it?

He claims he doesn’t play games. He’s a fucking liar. He’s playing mind games, and I don’t like it.  I don’t like the way he makes me feel. In his presence, I’m a stupid, dumbstruck, scattered brain mess of a woman. I teeter between hating him and wanting him. Even while hating him, I still want him. When I want him, I hate him for making me want him.

I’m quite aware this makes me sound like an absolute lunatic.

The sun slowly begins to appear, and he’s right. It’s spectacular and orgasmic. I’ve seen the sunrise over the ocean plenty of times. Each and every time it takes my breath away. I move toward the banister in a hypnotic state. As more of the orange orb appears, it looks as if it’s bobbing on the surf. The color is stunning, the deepest orange I’ve ever seen.

The sound of the patio door sliding open causes my heart to flip inside my chest. I can still feel the tingle on my lips from his kiss. He left me completely turned on, pulsing all over, and completely confused. When I feel him stand beside me, I turn to look at him. He stares ahead with a peaceful look on his face. His hair is wet. A droplet of water rolling down his neck catches my eye.

“Have you ever seen anything more beautiful?” 

“No,” I respond, still staring at him.

I haven’t.

Just as he turns, I shift my gaze toward the sun that continues to rise.

“I am, too,” he says to my profile.

While still staring at the sunrise, I ask, “You are what?” I fight the urge to look at him. I worry if I do, this time I’ll be the one to crush my lips against his.

“I’m also confused. You confuse me, too.”

I lose my battle and slowly turn to face him. He skims over my face with his gaze, landing on my parted lips and waiting a few seconds before moving back up to my eyes. “You confuse me,” he repeats.

“In what way?”

“In every way.” He sneaks a glance at the sunrise before he turns to face me. “I don’t want you to take this the wrong way. Can you try not to get all angry at me like you usually do?”

“I’ll try.”

“When I’m not near you, you never cross my mind. When I am near you, you take over my every thought.”

He watches as I process his words. His admission stings a bit. The difference between us, I’ve been thinking about him constantly. I reason it’s because he’s a guy, a typical
self-centered-because-the-world-revolves-around-him
guy. The fact that I am on his mind at least part of the time should be thrilling to hear. Except, I can’t get past the first part of his admission.

I tighten the blanket around me, but it’s not the air that’s causing the chills to course through me.

It’s him.

He looks down at my bare feet and shakes his head. “Ella, you’re going to get sick.” He lifts me, carries me into the apartment and to the guest room. Once he places me on the bed, he kisses my nose and says, “Get some sleep.” At the door, he looks over his shoulder one more time before closing it behind him.

Another chill runs through me, even though I’m tucked in nice and warm. I wonder what he’s doing right now. Is he lying on the couch, staring at the ceiling, wondering what I’m doing? Is he remembering what my lips felt like, as I remember his? If he were to walk back in this room, would I stop anything from happening?

I don’t think I could. It disappoints me that I’d be so willing, so quick to give in to him. This isn’t who I am. The more I lie on this bed, the more I doubt I would be able to stop him if he walked through that door.

What feels like only minutes later, the smell of coffee wakes me. I grab my cell and squint to see it’s just after nine. After Ben tucked me in, I must have fallen into a very sound sleep. I can’t remember details, but whatever I dreamt left me feeling very unsatisfied…or maybe it was the foreplay Ben gifted me with that left me a wanting mess.

In a trance, I make myself somewhat presentable before shuffling out to the living room. Wondering where everyone went, I quickly fix myself a cup of coffee and find Andrea sitting on the patio.

“Hey,” I say when I sit beside her. It’s warmer than it was earlier this morning, but there’s still a chill in the air. The memory of his kindness and concern for my wellbeing warms me from the inside out.

“Good morning. How did you sleep, princess? That is once you finally got to bed.” She looks at me over the rim of her coffee cup, challenging me to admit that she saw us last night.

Feigning ignorance, I ask, “What’s in that cup of yours? It’s a bit early to be hitting the bottle, Andrea.”

“We’re going to play that game?”

Choosing to deflect her, I ask, “Where are the guys?” 

“They went out for a run. They’re grabbing bagels on the way back. So?”

I can feel her eyes on me. I can attempt to drag this out, but the sooner I address her questions, the better. “Okay, fine. What do you want to know?”

“Did you fuck him?”

“No! Jesus Christ, Andrea.”

“I’m sorry,” she immediately back-peddles. “Of course you didn’t. That was wrong of me to assume. It’s just, all that flirting between you yesterday, and then I saw him coming from your room at the crack of dawn, and well…” She shrugs, adding, “I guess it’s just wishful thinking on my part.”

“Did he see you see him?”

She raises a brow. “Yes. He kissed my cheek and wordlessly went out to the balcony. My imagination has been running wild wondering what happened between you two.” When I silently stare at the ocean, she prods, “Ella, I’m your best friend. You can’t do this to me.”

“Do what?”

“Leave me in the
dark
.”

I can’t help but laugh at the desperation in her voice. “Nothing happened.”

“You’re lying, Ella.”

“I’m not. I couldn’t sleep. I came out here to get some air. He was already out here. We talked some…and he kissed me. I was freezing by then, so he wrapped me in a blanket and then he left.”

“Okay, we’ll come back to the kiss you part. I saw him leaving your room.”

“Before he left, he told me to stay and watch the sunrise. I did. It was so beautiful. While I was still out here, he came back out. I was shivering, and he carried me to bed.” When her eyes practically bulge out of their sockets, I add, “He tucked me in and left me. Nothing happened.”

“But something did happen. You kissed. How did that happen?”

“He kissed me.”

My mind drifts to how perfectly his lips fit against mine. My core aches remembering how he forcibly parted them before his tongue probed the inside of my mouth. I subconsciously skim my fingers over my lips, oblivious to Andrea’s wide-mouthed reaction. That is until she clears her throat.

“What?”

“It must have been a good one. You practically came while sitting next to me.”

I wave a hand at her. “Shut up.”

“You do like each other. Can you give me that? Can you admit I was right?”

“It’s complicated.”

She blows out a sarcastic huff. “No, it’s not. Man likes a woman, woman likes man, and then man and woman live happily ever after. It’s easy.”

“It’s not as simple as that.” She truly doesn’t get it. I still maintain I’m not meant to have a neat and pretty happily ever after. Andrea was meant to. When she met Rob, it pretty much happened just as she explained. There wasn’t any confusion. There wasn’t any need for an
arrangement
.

I move to the banister to stare at the surf. With my back to her, I admit, “Andrea, it won’t work. He doesn’t want happily ever after. He doesn’t want anything but a non-committal
fucking
arrangement. I don’t want to be anyone’s
arrangement
.”

A masculine throat clearing snaps both our heads toward the door. Rob stands with a bag in his hands. Ben stands with his arms folded while pinning me with his cop stare. His hair is a mess. His T-shirt is soaked in sweat. His sweatpants hang low on his hips, and the thin fabric reveals just enough between his legs to capture my attention. When my eyes travel back up his body to his face, he grins arrogantly at my perusal. I can feel the blush stinging my cheeks.

Fuck me
.

“Um…sorry to interrupt,” Rob says before clearing his throat. “Babe, we have to go.”

“What? Why?”

“There’s been a development and we need to get back to the city.”

“Damn it. I had the perfect afternoon planned for the four of us.”

Rob holds a hand out for Andrea and pulls her into a standing position. “I’m sorry. Rain check?”

“You owe me big, Robert Withers.”

“I owe you everything,” he says before dropping the bagel bag onto a chair and pulling Andrea into his arms. Whatever it is he’s whispering into her ear must appease her based on their impromptu make out session. I sneak a glance at Ben. He’s still staring at me with an unfathomable expression.

Could this get any worse?

I snatch the bag from the chair and beeline into the apartment. As I’m pulling a bagel out to slice, I can smell him behind me. The scent of his soap permeates the air around us. How does someone smell even better after a sweaty workout?

“Ella,” he says my name regretfully. The tone of his voice immediately puts me on the defense.

“What?” I ask, still busying myself with my bagel.

My brain screams,
Spit it out. Say it already
!
Tell me that kiss was a huge mistake that should have never happened. Say it so I can move on, so I can forget the day I ever met you.

He turns me to face him. The look on his face is unreadable. It feels like an eternity passes as we stand face to face. The anticipation is killing me. The desire to kiss him overwhelms me, clouding my judgment.

Please, say it, Ben
, I internally plead.

He skims my bottom lip with his thumb, turns away from me, and says
nothing
.
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