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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. 






  
  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. 
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