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 Have you ever been head over heels in love with someone you
thought didn't want you in a romantic way? Have you ever had that
love become complicated when you move on only to find out they did,
in fact, want you in a romantic way?

I lived that ridiculous scenario with my best
friend, Nicholas Davis.

He and his family lived next door to me for
pretty much my whole life and it wasn't uncommon for me to go wait
for him at his house or vice versa. Often, we'd interact with each
other's family members while we waited. I helped his mom with
dinner or helped his dad by holding a ladder still for him or
handing him the tools he asked for while he was up on a ladder, or
under a car.

Nicky would help my little brother with video
games nine times out of ten, but every now and then I'd catch him
helping my mom frost a cake. Or I'd catch him "helping" my dad by
doing a thing my dad didn't want to do and offered to pay Nicky to
do.

I had a key to his house, he had a key to
mine, per our parents' insistence.

He was at baseball practice when I decided to
stop by his house. Mrs. Davis was at a PTA meeting and Mr. Davis
was at work, so I used my key and went inside. Promptly kicking my
shoes off by the front door and setting my bag down before raiding
the freezer for one of Mrs. Davis' famous fresh fruit ice pops—in
my favorite flavor that she made only for me: coconut, pineapple
and banana—only to find the last one gone.

I pouted and closed the freezer. Nicky didn't
like coconut so I knew he didn't eat it. Mrs. Davis would never eat
it without replacing it ASAP and she would've left me a note if she
didn't have the supplies to, and Mr. Davis was averse to anything
frozen or even cold.

In my deepening depression over a lack of
heat-relief via frozen treat, went out to the living room. I could
at least drown my sorrows in some cable since I didn't have the
luxury at home. To my surprise, I found Nick's brother, Gabe, on
the couch in his underwear while wearing headphones and eating my
ice pop. My last ice pop. On a ninety-nine degree day with seventy
percent humidity, the fucker.

The television was silent as the image of a
beautiful brunette with bright blue eyes looked into the camera.
She smiled and the camera panned down her nude body before the
camera operator guided her to her knees. I pounced onto the couch
beside Gabe, knowing I just scared the living shit out of him with
the sudden move. He screamed and threw the ice pop at me as he shut
off the TV and almost fell off the couch in his rush to grab the
remote.

His reaction amused me, but more importantly
I caught that glorious frozen treat instead of dropping it,
yay!

I started eating the ice pop and tried to
reach behind him to grab the remote and he pushed me away, "Jesus
fucking Christ, Kat. Wasn't the door locked? How'd you get in?"

I held up my key chain, "Your mom gave me a
key."

"Do you live here now or what?" he asked, a
certain level of annoyance in his voice as his sheer terror wore
off.

I nodded, "Basically. You stole my last ice
pop."

"My mom made them. They are for family
first," he sneered at me.

I laughed with the ice pop still in my mouth
before I rebutted him, "Do you have a key to the house?"

He grumbled and tried to take the ice pop
back but I kept it out of his reach, with much effort considering
he towered over me.

"I only got back this morning. None of them
even know I'm home yet, so no, I don't have a key. Mom keeps the
spare in the same place she always has, though."

"What were you watching?" I asked as I stood
on the couch and tried to climb over him to grab the remote while
maintaining my claim on the delicious creamy treat he'd already
partially eaten and I wanted to finish. Kinda gross looking back on
it, but in that moment it was fucking hot and that stick of frozen
juice tasted like pure heaven, regardless of how much of Gabe's
slobber transferred to it.

"Nothing," he snapped as he hit the remote
and knocked it out of my reach again, "Why don't you go on home?
Nick has baseball practice today, right?"

I nodded, "What were you watching?" I asked
again, a slight grin on my face as I'd caught a fair glimpse of a
very pretty girl with her mouth bobbing on a dick before he shut
the TV off.

"Never-you-mind," he shot back and pulled me
down to the couch to keep me away from the remote.

"I'm eighteen and you aren't protecting me
from anything. You know I've watched that stuff on my own and with
Nick for years, right?" I smirked as his eyes got big.

"If you knew what I was watching why
ask?"

I shrugged, "Your face gets really red and
you puff out your chest when you're feeling cornered. It's
adorable."

He grabbed my wrist and retrieved the stolen
ice pop from me and I let him, though I did pout about it. He
glared and took a bite from the top. I leaned over and pouted
bigger, batting my eyelashes at him.

He groaned and pushed me away, took another
bite of the treat then sighed and handed it to me as he complained,
"You know, it's not fair that your eyes actually make the cartoon
sound effect of 'sad batting eyelashes,' right?"

I laughed and he got up, presumably to go and
put some actual clothes on over his boxers. I finally retrieved the
remote and turned the TV on as I unplugged the headphones. I was
not prepared for it to be as loud as he had it. No wonder he hadn't
heard me come in. I was desperately turning it down from eardrum
destroying loudness when he skidded back into the room, leaped over
the couch, swiped the remote and turned the TV back off as he
glared at me. He retrieved the disc from the player and turned back
to face me.

I smiled sheepishly, "That was..."

He pushed me down onto the couch and held me
there with one forearm across my chest, his hand tightened around
the wrist of my hand that held the ice pop in it, "That was not for
you to see or hear."

"But I did and that was-"

He took the ice pop from my hand and pushed
it against my lips to keep me quiet, "Not. A. Word."

I don't know exactly what prompted me to open
my mouth and suck on the frozen treat as he held it, but I did and
his expression went from some mix of furious anger and embarrassed
fluster, to conflicted but curious. He twisted the treat between my
lips and pulled it from my mouth, allowing it to linger and melt on
my lips a little as I looked him in the eyes.

Our lips hovered near each other for a moment
before he lowered his head and pressed his lips against mine. Gabe
licked the sticky drippings from my lip then curled his tongue over
mine as I parted my lips. I didn't object, but I didn't kiss back
either, not really anyways. His lips on mine caught me off
guard.

I sat there, eyes wide and lips still
slightly parted as I looked at him while he pulled his lips from
mine. His fingers curled behind my head and he broke eye contact
with me.

"Sorry," he said as he sat up.

Once I pulled myself up into a sitting
position on the couch my eyes shifted to the floor, "It's okay." My
forehead furrowed and I bit my lip as I pushed my hair behind my
ear.

Even without looking at him, I could feel his
gaze settling back on me. Turning my head only confirmed it. His
cheeks flushed, but he kept looking at me, specifically my lips
before his gaze lifted to meet my own, "Don't tell anyone about the
video, please?"

"I won't." My eyebrow crinkled as I
contemplated things. He started to get up but I grabbed his arm,
"Can I ask you something? About, things like that?"

Gabe stopped himself and nodded, "Yeah."

My cheeks flushed and I sighed as I looked up
at the ceiling, "What does it... Umm..."

"Feel like?" he asked.

I shook my head, "No, not that. Just, ugh.
What does it take to get someone to look at you like that?" I
blurted.

"Like what?" He licked a drip of the ice pop
from his hand before looking back at me.

I motioned towards the TV, "Like how you
looked at her?"

His cheeks flushed, "How much of that did you
see?"

"Enough."

"You want Nicky to look at you like
that?"

"I did," until you kissed me, I thought.

"But not anymore?"

"I don't think so? Maybe? I don't know," I
sighed. "Never mind, it's a dumb question." I started to get up and
he put his hand on my wrist.

"Hey, it's not a dumb question, Kat. You want
to know why I looked at her like that?"

I nodded.

"I cared about her," he said. "She wasn't my
girlfriend, but we cared for one another, especially when residency
shifts wore us down. I thought we might become more, but..." he
trailed off and sighed.

"Is she why you came home early?"

He chuckled and nodded, "Yeah. Yeah, she left
the program and didn't even say goodbye, it upset me and I came
home early."

"So, you only kissed me because you were sad
and I was there?" It was too hard to ask while looking at him so my
eyes shifted away and back by the end of my question.

His forehead wrinkled as he thought about it,
"No. No, that's not why I kissed you, Kat. But, I shouldn't have
done that for any reason."

I moved closer to him as he looked down at
the still melting treat in his hand, "Not even if I wanted you
to?"

Gabe looked at me, his eyes darted back and
forth, seeming to search my face and body language for an answer or
a sign that told him to back off.

I bit my lip and leaned forward, not kissing
him, so much as just leaning into his space, "Can I have my ice pop
back, Gabe?" I asked as I glanced down at his hand.

While seduction was not something I
considered myself versed in, he seemed to respond favorably to my
request as he lifted the hand that held the treat towards my own.
Instead of taking it from him, I put my hand on his wrist and
pulled it towards my lips as I licked a drip from the side of the
ice pop. Then, I closed my lips over the side of his finger,
licking some of the sticky drippings from it.

His lips parted and his voice softened as he
watched me, "Kat... What are you doing?"

I smiled and sat back on my feet, "You know
it's going to be an hour or so before anyone gets home, right?"

He nodded.

"And, I have a few more questions about what
I saw that you can help me answer, Dr. Davis?" I said.

He shook his head, "Kat, you're..."

I tipped my head to the side, neither of us
broke eye contact, though it was clear to me that we were both
uncomfortable with the rising tension between us. It was hot even
inside, but being near him felt like I was inches from a raging
furnace as his gaze seemed to follow a trickle of sweat from my
shoulder down between my breasts.

"Eighteen?" I reminded him. "And very single.
And going to college soon, so curious about what I should expect
without four pseudo-brothers around to protect me?"

"And my little brother..." he started as his
eyes lifted back to mine.

I sighed and interrupted his statement, "Has
never looked at me," I glanced back at the TV, "like that."

Gabe looked around, then grabbed my hand and
pulled me up from the couch. He handed me the ice pop then led me
up the front stairs and down the hall without another word.

I had the melting treat in my hand the whole
way, pointed downward, leaving little drips on the wooden floor
every so often as I let him lead me to his bedroom. Maybe it was
wrong of me to push given where his mind had been only minutes
before. But, I could definitely think of worse people to lose my
virginity to. If he actually let it go that far, that is.

He shut his bedroom door behind me then
turned his attention to me.

I felt like meat in a display case having
caught the eye of a starving carnivore. His gaze moved over my body
and I couldn't help but think that my carnivore had
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