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Chapter 1 The Way She
Kisses

​ "Okay, so. Maybe we didn't think
this one through."

Henry Westragg
shakes his head, grunts a little as he throws his weight into
shoving the hot tub cover across the lip of the wall. He's not
giving up on paradise that easily. One more massive shove and
plastic thuds dully onto glossy hardwood deck; they wince
collectively at the sound. "No. No way. Try the door
again."

Ted Curtis
jiggles the handle and… nothing. "I told you, it's
locked."

Arianna O’Brien
sighs heavily, and Andrew Kurvell can't help smiling to himself as
she looks forlornly at the huge cooler of leftover beer just
visible over the wall of their own roof. "So much for being
impulsive."

"No!" The snap
of his voice makes them all glance back as Henry triumphantly flips
the power switch; the tub bubbles to life with an inviting whir.
"Guys, this is tonight, the night that anything is possible." He
straightens up to his full, yeti-esque height, casts a glance
around the roof. His eyes narrow with determination. "Give me five
minutes, and we'll get this party started!"

And with that he
strides to the edge of the roof and swings his legs over the
side.

"Fire escape,"
Julia Spencer says. "Who knew?

***

Andrew knows his
parties, as any good bro should. An encyclopedic knowledge of the
typical demographics, social mores, and level of inebriation for
any potential destination is invaluable when planning an awesome
night on the town. His research on the subject is extensive; after
all, he's determined to finish writing his definitive guide to
hooking up by the time he turns forty. Not sharing his expertise
with the rest of the world would be a crime. He's already published
several well-received blog posts on the subject, including last
year's 'Foam Parties, Wet T-Shirt Contests, and the
Alcohol-to-Water-to-Clothing Equation: A Primer."

If he had to
rank parties by their potential for awesomeness, a hot tub party
that no one planned for would be very near the top of his list.
Maybe just below invite-only erotic exploration parties, just above
21st birthdays at skeezy clubs in downtown Manhattan. No arguing
with it; his ranking methodology is highly scientific and has
totally been validated by several panels of experts. "So, hot tub."
Maybe he's grinning a little too wide. "Which of you ladies needs
help taking your top off? I'm very handy with a zipper."

Julia punches
his shoulder, but the pain doesn't stop him from noticing Arianna's
barely suppressed chuckle. Worth it.

***

By the time
Henry reappears over the side of the roof with two bottles shoved
awkwardly into his pockets ('Tequila!' Arianna exclaims. 'My
hero!'), the rest of them have stripped down to their makeshift
bathing suits, also known as underwear, and are lounging happily in
the Jacuzzi. Julia made them all avert their eyes when she stepped
into the water but Arianna's strapless bra is delightfully
see-through when wet, so that makes up for any missed opportunities
in Andrew's book. He keeps waiting for her to yell at him for
staring at her chest, but when he finally manages to drag his eyes
back up to her face, her gaze is fixed steadily on a point
somewhere around his sternum.

He grins and
leans against the wall, slides elbows back to provide the best
possible viewing angle. Moments like these are why he wakes up at
five AM every day to hit the gym before work, hell yeah.

Ted sighs from
his right, slides farther down into the water as he takes a swig
from the bottle and looks up at the starless sky. "Julia's right.
I'm gonna do it. I'll take the job. It can't be any worse than
being broke, right?"

Everything is
quiet besides the bubbling of the tub, that sort of warm nighttime
silence that only happens on rooftops during the summer."Professor
Curtis," Julia says contemplatively. "I like the sound of
that."

Andrew just nods
absently, because obviously Ted was gonna take the job. It was only
a matter of time because no one ever choses to stay broke, and
Arianna's bra isn't getting any less transparent. If he squints he
can just make out the outline of her nipple, and maybe even a
freckle and- but then chlorine stings in his eyes as a wall of
water slaps into his skin. He sputters, wipes it away, and looks up
to see Arianna smirking triumphantly at him. "Well, that got your
attention."

He raises an
eyebrow. "Oh, you had my attention," and that makes her splash him
again, and then he splashes back but his aim sucks and he gets
Henry full in the face instead and it all devolves from there, at
least until Julia shrieks when Andrew kicks her in the shin
escaping from Ted and Arianna, who were possibly trying to murder
him by holding his head under the surface.

"Stop, guys,"
and Julia's breathless with laughter as she shoves the three of
them back to their side of the tub. "You're killing my knees,
here."

There's a pause,
and then- "No mercy," Henry shouts as he lunges into the fray, and
this time Ted's the one that shrieks.

A clang echoes
across the rooftop. "Hey! Who's out there?" They follow the sound,
and Andrew can just make out the silhouette of a man hanging out
the window on the corner of the building.

"Uh," Ted
stutters, and Andrew elbows him as hard as he can. "We're friend's
of… Jim's."


"Who?"

"Tim?"- at the
same time Henry shouts, a little too desperately, 'Rick, we're
friends of Rick!"

"Okay," the guy
says, pulling back into his apartment. "I'm calling the
cops."

***

They're halfway
down the fire escape when Andrew realizes. "My suit!" It's pure
instinct: he starts scrambling back up the ladder and collides
handily with Arianna's bare legs.

"Dude! We all
left our clothes, just keep moving!"

"Go back up," he
hisses and Arianna throws an exasperated look at the others over
his shoulder, but turns around and starts climbing in spite of it.
She's a good friend.

He's carefully
folding his silk Gucci tie across the rest of the suit draped over
his arm when Arianna curses, stumbles back from where she was
peering over the ledge. "Cops! They saw me." She darts to the door,
pulls the handle uselessly. "Great. Because I really wanted to get
hauled into the police station for trespassing,
tonight."

But thankfully
some careless soul left the stairwell window unlatched; they lever
it open, though he's maybe less helpful because he's carefully
holding his suit away from his damp skin, and squeeze through. The
air-conditioning hits in a blast; he can hear Arianna's teeth
chattering as he follows her down the stairs.

They hit the
ground floor and he reaches for the door handle, but she grabs his
arm, pulls him back. "Wait, they were going into the lobby! They're
probably still there." She casts around, eyes light on a padlocked
door to their right, and it's all very secret agent and kind of
indescribably hot. "Storage closet!"

Andrew pulls the
pin off his crumpled tie and shoves it into the keyhole, starts
working the tumbler.

"Since when can
you pick locks?" she says over his shoulder.

He scoffs. "Did
you or did you not witness my daring underwater escape from
handcuffs and like twenty pounds of chains?" He twists his wrist,
but the tumbler sticks stubbornly. He tries again.

'You're doing it
wrong."

"No, I'm
not."

"You
are."


"Not!"

"You really,
really are," she snaps as the door from the roof swings open
somewhere above them; the clang echoes down through the stairwell.
Suddenly there are cold, wet palms on his shoulder blades, and she
shoves him out of the way.

He glares at the
back of her damp hair. "Like you would even know!"

"Please," she
mutters, intent on the padlock. "We had a chain just like this at
home on my mother's liquor cabinet."

He can hear feet
tripping down the stairs above them as he rolls his eyes. "Hurry
up!"

"Shut up for
five seconds and I will." She groans in frustration when the pin
sticks; Arianna pulls it out, tries again. "Damn it. This is your
fault, you know."

"Let
me!"

"I've got it,
okay?"

"Doesn't look
like it," and maybe he's clutching at her elbow because the
footfalls are getting closer and he really can't go to jail again,
he's way too pretty and-

But then the
lock clicks open and Arianna is ripping off the chain and pulling
him through the door; they stumble, and his suit slips out of his
grasp and somehow he ends up sandwiched between her and a shelf of
cleaning products. "Took you long enough, geeze," he pants with as
much acid as he can muster, but then it's all reflex and his mouth
is on hers and her clammy hands are clutching at the back of his
neck as they press together, all goosebumped skin and damp,
clinging boxers.

Andrew really
likes the way she kisses, messy but not too messy. Lots of tongue.
It feels hot and dirty and desperate, always a favorite; he grins
against her mouth as her fingers clench into his ass. Wraps arms
around to drag her closer, grinds his hips into hers through the
thin barrier of their underwear. Their stomachs brush together,
apart, together again and she tenses up; before he can really
register it she's got a leg wrapped tight around the back of his
knee.

Her soft moan
vibrates against the shell of his ear, and she's rocking her hips
reflexively against his thigh as his lips slide down to her neck.
"Oh fuck it," and her hands slip away from his body. He's about to
protest the absence but then he feels the soft whump of fabric onto
his toes.

Andrew breaks
away, looks down in confusion; there's a pair of black cotton
panties crumpled on top of his bare foot. She's busy shoving his
boxers down and then he snaps back into it, hooks suddenly clumsy
fingers into the band of her bra to tug it down around her waist.
Then her hands are warm on his face and her lips are on his again,
and he goes all foggy, get lost somewhere between the feel of her
breasts pressing into his chest and the taste of her tongue and the
brush of her thigh across
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