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It seems like the natural choice for me to move in with Ciara after all we've been through together. She's a good friend and picked me up after the big break up with April earlier this year. Then I was renting a crappy little apartment on the south side of town. I swear I called the landlord every other day with issues. Finally, someone in the building contacted the city about possible health code violations and the next thing we knew the building was condemned. Something about bad plumbing, old wiring, and mold growing in the rafters in the ceiling. We were handed eviction notices two weeks later.

I graduated from a two-year junior college for detailed maintenance. The hotel in town hired me to be their top maintenance guy. Ciara finally graduated college and was ready to move out of the studio apartment she had rented the past three years of her schooling.

"Come on, I want you to see this old house. I love it! It has such charm," she says, and she pulls me along.

"Are you looking to buy a house?" I ask.

"No, silly. Just come see it," she says.

We pull up in front of a 1930's home with the large wrap-around porch, tall windows, and a lot of charm and character. Inside the ceilings are high with wainscoting and hardwood floors. It's not the typical open-concept, but the dining room opens to the living room in a large wide entryway. A white brick fireplace sits along the wall to the right. The kitchen is behind the dining room, a big open kitchen with a lot of counter space and cabinets. The old sink looks out over the backyard. Next to the kitchen, is a mud room which opens to a separate laundry room. The stairs are hidden behind the living room wall and go to the second floor where there are two bedrooms that share a bathroom. A tiny partial bath is off the laundry room.

"Don't you just love it?" Ciara asks.

"It's okay, for a house," I say and laugh.

Ciara grabs my hands. She's been one of my best friends for years and we've never even shared so much as anything beyond a friendly peck on the cheek. "Let's rent it together. I mean you have been booted from your apartment. You have like a week left before they tear it down. So why not?" She's bubbly with excitement.

"A house though?" I ask. Somehow, I never pictured myself as living in a house. I was thinking of moving to a better apartment, something affordable.

"Yes! It's perfect. You and I get along so well," she says.

I shake my head. "I don't know. I bet it's pricey. An apartment would be so much cheaper," I say.

"Yes, if it's just you. But I'm talking about you and me renting this together. Just think, we can have barbecues in the backyard. We'll have a nice big space for friends and family and for us to stretch out. Plus, it's a house. Like a house with character. I mean this is upscale and very cool," Ciara says.

We're standing in the backyard now. The neighborhood is fairly quiet, unlike apartment living. I have to admit I wouldn't miss hearing the neighbors on either side or above or below me. This would offer a welcome serenity every day from the work grind.

I hem and haw about it, but I'm leaning toward saying yes.

"Please, Drew, say yes!" Ciara's green eyes bat at me as she pleads.

"Ah, what the hell. Okay. I'll rent the house with you," I say.

Ciara jumped up and down, her reddish-brown hair bouncing on her shoulders along with her plump rack. I know she's just a friend, but I'm a guy and I look. The jiggles on her chest delight me as I open my arms and hug her. Hey, I'll take what I can get. If anything, she's eye candy. Not fat or anything, but well-supplied with bodacious curves which I find very appealing.

We sign the lease contract and it's a done deal. I call up my brother-in-law who happens to own a truck to help me move out of my tiny apartment. Between Ciara and I we might have barely enough furniture to be comfortable. At least we both have bedroom furniture. I supply the sofa and chair and she supplies the dining table and chairs. We need a few things to make it homey and cohesive (her term) but I think it's pulled together nicely. We trek to the home store to purchase a grill and a small outdoor table and chair set for our backyard.

The meat market had a special on spare ribs and I buy a rack for Ciara and me to cook on the grill. I also pick up hamburger patties and hotdogs thinking we could ask friends over sometime for a cookout. I smile as I pull up into our little driveway. It's one of those with two concrete paths for the tires. Her car sits on the outside one and I park right next to the house. We don't have a carport or a garage, just the little concrete runners which are fine with me. It sure beats the long trek through the parking lot and up the flights of steps I used to make when living at the apartment.

"Honey, I'm home," I call when I walk through the door. It's more of a joke, but in a way, I mean it.

Ciara comes from the kitchen while drying her hands on a dishtowel. "What's that?" she asks as she eyes the bags in my hands.

"Dinner, and dinner for later too," I say as I set the bags on the counter.

"Oh, spare ribs, my favorite," she says. 

"Let's grill tonight," I say. Of course, she agrees, and she sets about boiling potatoes for potato salad while I heat our new grill and rub the ribs for grilling. 

"It smells wonderful," Ciara says as she steps out the back door.

"Yes, it does," I say and open the grill, so the smoke can waft her way. She steps to me and glances down at the beautiful ribs.

"Oh, beer. We need beer. And beans. I'll be back in a flash," Ciara says and leaves.

I watch her walk away and sigh. I think I could really get into her if she'd let me. I have never broached the subject with her. Now is not a good time since we've signed this lease together. What if she's not receptive to the idea? That could potentially create some awkward moments between us. But, on the other hand, if she's open to the possibilities, we'd have such a good time. I've got to come up with a way to find out, subtly.

"Yoo-hoo, I'm back," Ciara calls from the front.

I jump up to see she's carrying a case of beer along with a bag of food. "You shouldn't try to carry all that, I'm capable of meeting you at the car," I say.

"I know, I just wanted to make it in one trip. Bought beans and ice cream. Are the ribs about ready?"

"Yes, in about ten," I say.

"Good. I'll heat up the beans really fast. Can you set the table outside?"

I smile as I gather plates and forks and knives and napkins. I want her to see how well we work together. We enjoy the grilled ribs and fixings with the beer. We're kicked back in our backyard just chilling. I drink a second beer and I'm feeling courageous.

"You know, Ciara, lots of people think we're a couple. What do you tell people when they think that?" I ask.

She makes a face. "No. I tell them we're just friends," she says and shakes her head as she chuckles. Ouch.

"Aw, come on, don't you like playing along? I say we are, and we have wild sex every night," I say.

She just shakes her head. "Well, that's a lie, Drew. We're just friends, we even have separate bedrooms," she says.

She's not taking the bait. Too bad. I want to tell her how I want more, but I don't. I let it go and hope that we may have an opportunity someday to express ourselves as more than just friends.

We do share a bathroom and I find it fascinating. She'll take a shower and come out in nothing but a towel as she pads barefoot to her bedroom. She'll giggle and shut the door. I shower and come out in nothing but a towel around my waist, but so far, she hasn't been around when I'm coming through, darn it. What I would give just to have some of her attention, just a little desire or daydreaming about me. She's like Fort Knox and keeps her feelings for me bottled up so tightly even the Pope couldn't get a confession out of her. It probably just means she has no feelings for me other than friendship.

For weeks I bemoan the fact that I silently pine for Ciara and yet say nothing. I'm a chicken shit when it comes to admitting to things. I drop hints like
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