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Man Up Party Boy

Chapter 1

Noah
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"You're kidding." He has to be joking. "Please tell me this is your lame attempt at humor." Cooper may be my best friend, but right now, if he was standing in front of me I'd put his head through a glass window. 

"No, dude. I'm serious." 

"Italy?" 

"I'm sorry, but I can't pass this shit up. It's a free trip. As in, I'm not paying for airfare or the hotel."

"That doesn't sound like 'Sorry, Noah, I'm fucking with you.' Doesn't sound like it at all." I crumple a piece of paper on my desk and toss it at the trash can. I miss. Great. Another sign that this is going to be a fucking awesome day.

Three months of planning— talking to realtors and giving them our parameters to find the perfect rental— down the drain. We had to act fast and jump on the deal when we found the house on boardwalk with nothing in front of us but beach.

It’s not located too close to any sort of activity so it affords us privacy, and not too far from the tourist hot spots further down. We can drink all we want and not have to worry about driving anywhere. And now? My best friend decides to dick me over for a last minute trip to Italy with his flavor of the month.

"It was a non-refundable deposit, and unlike you, I'm not fucking flight attendants that can whisk me off to Europe or some exotic country. I can't afford to flush that kind of money down the toilet."

I didn't like the idea of pre-paying and giving extra money up front for security, but we wanted to close the deal. It's a house, not a cheap piece of crap bungalow, or a shitty hotel room. This is fully furnished, complete with dishes, linens and nothing but a strip of boardwalk separating us from the sandy, New Jersey beach. 

Now because my best friend is thinking with the wrong head, I'm looking at no vacation, and a substantial monetary loss. Bastard.

"You broke the code man, bro's before ho's."

"I didn't break the code. I'm making the most of an opportunity. Besides if I don't go, I'll never hear from Selene again."

"And that's a problem? You barely even see this girl."

"That's exactly my point. She's thirty thousand feet in the air most of the time. She's gorgeous, with the hottest body I've ever seen, and I don't have to see her every day, or even every fucking week. That means no clinginess. No answering to her when I spend a night out with guys getting drunk."

"And getting laid."

"And getting laid," he parrots.

"And when we're out and you're doing your thing, you ever wonder what or who she's doing?" 

"It doesn't matter, Noah. We have an open relationship which is a beautiful thing. We don't see each other enough to get on each other's nerves. There's no commitment. And it's the best sex of my life."

"Whatever. I'm letting you know you're putting a serious crimp in our friendship."

"I'm not leaving you totally high and dry. I found someone to share the house with you."

"Who? Marlena won't let Troy out of her sight, especially since the baby is due in two weeks. Mickey's so strapped for money he's selling his swimmers."

Cooper snickers on his end. "Whatever, dude. I think he likes jerking off into a cup. But you're right, it's not the guys."

"A girl? Are you shitting me?" I lean forward against my desk. Now I'm interested. For the right girl I'd consider forgiving him. "A flight attendant? Is it one Selene's friends? She better be hot. Is she hot? 'Cause if she isn't you can forget . . ."

"Hey, hold on there. Yes, it's a girl. And no she's not hot."

Great. Way to let the air out of my sails.

"And even if she is, you won't be seeing any action from her."

"Then what the fuck is the point?"

"The point is you still get your beach vacation. You have your distraction to help you forget the fact that Dina's getting married, and I get my money back."

Why does he have to keep bringing her up? I know she's getting married in two weeks. Why can't he let it go? "I keep telling you I don't give a shit about Dina getting married."

He snickers on the other end. "And I'm with Selene because she's got a big heart. Dude you've been hung up on that one since high school and she never so much as gave you the time of day."

"I'm not hung up on her. We're friends. That's all we ever were. That's all we'll ever be."

"Friends. Great. You've been locked safely away in the friend zone for ten years. How's that working for you?"

I bounce the tip of my pen on a pile of papers on my desk. Sometimes I can't stand Cooper's jackass side, like right now. But I often find there's a hint of truth to what he says, like right now.

"I'm not hung up on her, and it's not like I haven't been with anyone in ten years. You've witnessed enough to know better. Dina and I are friends, and as her friend, I'm happy she found someone to share her life with. I think when you find the right person it could be a beautiful thing."

"Are you sure you're a guy?"

"Fuck you."

"Your problem is, you're looking for someone to share your life with, not someone that makes you want to live. Great for her, but what about you? I'm telling you, bring a hot piece of ass to the wedding, leave, get laid, and leave Dina where she belongs, in the rear view mirror. Go find a future, dude." 

For a brief second, he sounds like he cares; like I mean more to him than someone to keep him company while he looks for his next conquest. Time to change the direction of this conversation before we end up on Dr. Phil. 

"What do you need money for anyway Mr. free European vacation?"  

"She's providing the hotel and ticket to get there, it's only right I pick up everything else."

"Whatever. Why don't you stop yanking me around and tell me who the hell I'm stuck with?"

"Alexis."

I let my head fall and hit my desk. "Your sister? You're saddling me down with your little sister. What the fuck man? What am I supposed to do? Play nurse maid? Drive her to her fucking playdates?"

"Don't be like that Noah. You know she's not a kid anymore."

"Yeah, I know."

"And she promised to stay out of your way."

"Still, I'll feel funny if I want to bring a chick back with me."

"Go and have a good time. Pretend it's me there with you."

"Yeah, you with tits and braces."

"Okay man, don't hate on the braces. They've been off for years and she's got a beautiful smile. And as far as the tits go, that's my fucking sister you're talking about. No staring at her tits. Got it?"

"Yeah, I fucking got it."

*
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I look out my office window at the dull grey clouds. It's not going to rain, it's going to pour. I wish the sky would open up already and get it over with. Can't get to the clear blue skies without releasing a little bit of pent up, heavy duty rain.

My computer dings, signaling a new email. I don't recognize the address it came from.


Hey Party-boy,



Spoke with my brother. I want to assure you I don't plan on cramping your style. You stay out of my way, and I'll stay out of yours. Oh yeah, and if girls are dumb enough to fall for the bullshit you lay at their feet, make sure they're fully dressed unless in your room with the door closed. I'll make sure my guys do the same.




What a bitch! Oh yeah, this is going to be fun all right.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2

Lexi
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Twenty minutes searching for a parking spot is twenty minutes of my life gone. Twenty unproductive minutes I'm not looking for a job, exercising, or improving my quality of life. 

Now that the car is parked I have to lug my things to the house. It's only two blocks away, but I'll have to make several trips. If Noah was a halfway decent guy, I'd ask him to help me. But he's not, so it's all on me. 

That's fine. I don't need a guy to open jars and lift heavy things for me. But I’ll admit, it would be nice to have a little extra muscle right about now.

I pull the key out of my pocket and stick it into the lock on the door. Good thing the realtor gets to the office early, or I'd be stuck out front waiting for Noah to let me in and save the day. I don't even know if he's here yet. 

I sent him an email that I wouldn’t arrive until sometime in the late afternoon. Not that he cares, but I thought I'd give him a heads up in case he has company of the female sort. Only he never bothered responding, so I didn't bother sending him another saying that I'd be here early.

I hope I made it here first. I want to claim the master bedroom. Cooper said it has its own bathroom attached. If I can hide in my room when we're here together it will make life easier. Easier because the less I see of playboy, party-boy, Noah, the better. 

I'm not even sure why I agreed to taking Coop's spot. I mean it's one thing if I came alone or with my best friend, Alli. But Noah? This is going to be a long fucking week.

The first thing I notice when I walk in is the bell attached to the wall. It has a pull string so you can make it chime when you walk in. I guess that’s to warn people of your arrival. Screw that. 

I continue forward into the main living area. Warm sun rays splay across the living room floor. It's bright, but not to the point that I want to gorge my eyes out from the strong sun. The muted earth tones shade the walls and keep the feel of the room warm and bright.

I walk straight ahead to the wall of windows, and look out. It's beautiful. Nothing but beach and water for as far as I can see. No-one's on the beach yet, at least not here. I'm sure people are gathered on the sand closer to where the action is. I pick up my bags and drag them up the steps toward where I assume the bedrooms are.

My other bags can wait. Right now I want to throw these somewhere and change. I know it's not a private location, that there are houses full of people lining this part of the boardwalk, but the sand calls out to me. I won't have to imagine digging my toes into sand for a better grip, I'll be able to do it. 

When I get to the top of the steps the path forks with a door on either end. I turn to the right first and walk the five feet to the door. Damn. A suitcase lies on top of the king size bed. Fucker got here first. 

Curious, I look around the room, and check out his private bathroom. It's small with a stall shower. Maybe it's better that he has this room, then he might not be tempted to walk out of the shower half-dressed, and I won't be tempted to look.

I sigh and walk down to the other end of the hall. Before I get to the other room at the end, I see a second bathroom off to the right. At least it's only two feet away from the bedroom. Instead of unpacking my bags, or rushing back to my car for the other bags, I drop my things on the bed, same as Noah, and rummage through for some clothes to exercise in.

* 
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Sweat drips from every part of my body. I know June is a hot month, but the sun pounds on my head with super strength, especially for this early in the morning. Good thing my hair's up. Wish I had a water bottle with me so I could pour some over my head and cool off, but heat is good. In fact there's a whole branch of yoga dedicated to doing it in the heat. 

One more set of sun salutations, then I'll call it a day, at least for now. I bring my hands to prayer position and release the air from my lungs. I'm about to dive down and fold over bringing my hands next to my feet when a noise breaks my concentration. 

It sounds like someone cleared their throat. I brush the thought away. It must be my imagination because I'm alone out here. I hear it again and can no longer ignore it.

Instead of continuing I turn and spot him standing off to the side, behind me. I don't miss how those blue-green eyes soak me in. They inch down my legs, and then back up. I don't miss how his lips part when he checks my tits out. His round eyes scrunch up and narrow as they meet mine. He looks as if he's trying to place me.

Really? Is he that dense?

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to interrupt you. I saw you out here and thought you might like a bottle of water." His lips draw up in a smile showing off the holes in his cheeks. Stupid dimples.

I look at the plastic bottle he's offering up. It's cold. Sweat condensation rolls down the side. I'd love to take it, and down half the bottle. But I won't give him the satisfaction. Instead I shake him off and turn back around.

"I'm Noah, by the way." He says, with more confidence than I can muster up in a lifetime. "I'm staying in the house behind us this week."

Is he hitting on me? I can't believe he's hitting on me! The narcissistic, egomaniac doesn't even have a fucking clue who I am. 

"I know who you are, Party Boy."

Noah's brows join together as he works on placing me. His head tilts slightly to the side while he looks me over once again and his lips curl up at the corners. I can't tell which is lighting the beach up more, Noah or the sun.

"Alexis?" He asks. 

I shouldn't be surprised. The last time he saw me I was twenty pounds heavier. I still have a good ten pounds to loose. These last pounds have haunted me for years, but judging by the way his eyes keep looking me over, this new body of mine appears to be much more to his liking than my old one.

"Lexi. No one calls me Alexis."

"Cooper does."

"Maybe to you. He knows if he calls me that I'll knock him on his ass."

Noah's chest shakes as he laughs. I wish I could pull my eyes from him and get my mind back on my sun salutations instead of wondering what that chest of his would feel like beneath my hand.
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Chapter 3

Noah
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Holy shit Alexis is hot.

I shouldn't be surprised. She was always cute, even though I'd never admit it to Cooper. That would piss him off. I never saw him lose it faster than the day he overheard our friend Billy say he'd like to fuck Alexis. 

Coop went bat shit crazy. He dove at Billy and wrestled him to the floor. The two rolled around while fists flew, and when Troy and I finally pulled them apart, Billy sported a black eye, mangled wrist and bruised ribs. 

I made sure to keep my thoughts about Alexis private after that because, quite frankly, I like my balls right where they are. It didn't matter, anyway. Soon after that, Alexis morphed from a sweet girl into some sort of super-bitch. But now, watching the sweat drip down her chest, and seeing how her tank top clings to her, pulling over her tits, I can't take my eyes off her.

"Is there anything else?" She asks full of attitude.

"Can't I watch and enjoy the view?"

"Whatever." She turns away from me with such force her brown ponytail waves back and forth as she returns to moving her body in ways that show off the tone in her arms and legs. I can't be sure because I'm facing her back, but I think she's glaring at me from the corner of her eye, and I like it. A lot.

I first saw her as I unpacked the groceries, only I didn't know it was her. I looked out the window and saw a girl bent over with her ass up in the air. That's what I call an engraved invitation to go out and talk. I grabbed a bottle of water that I stuck in the freezer a little earlier and headed out to the beauty on the beach.

The closer I got, the better the view. She put on quite a display showing off the long toned muscles in her legs, and the perfect round curve of her ass. I took a deep breath, holding myself back from reaching out and squeezing it.

"You're doing yoga?" I ask attempting to get her attention again. I'm with her all of thirty seconds, and already I want to get under her skin. 

"Yes. Now be quiet."

She goes down again, looking like a triangle with her hands and feet in the sand, and her ass back up in the air. Holy shit that ass! I feel a twitch in my pants, and I find myself struggling not to step up behind her, grab her hips, and pull her back against my hardening cock.

What the fuck am I thinking? This is Alexis, Cooper's sister.

I don't say anything as I turn and head back to the house. I need to get away from her. I need to clear my head. I can't have these thoughts about this girl. Any girl, but her. Cooper's sister, I remind myself again. I think if I keep thinking of her like this and referring to her as Alexis instead of Lexi it might help. Even the name Lexi is cute, it's sexy like her. 

Sexy Lexi. 

What the fuck is wrong with me? I do sound like a chick. I need my head examined.

* 
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"If you're hungry I can whip up a batch of chocolate chip pancakes," I offer when she returns to the house.

"I had breakfast before I left home."

"Oh." I answer placing a large glass of ice water on the table in front of her.

"I'm a big girl, Noah. You don't have to baby me. Go do your thing, and I'll do mine."

"Why are you pissed at me?"

She steps in close to me. Close enough that I feel the heat bouncing off her body. She looks her large, round, eyes up at me and I can see something simmering beneath the surface of soft green.

"For one, you keep calling me Alexis. Other than that, you did nothing. You don't matter to me. Never did. Never will."

"Whatever."

I turn and head to my room. I gave her a chance to get whatever's bothering her off her chest. I wanted to clear the air, but instead, she wants to keep up the bullshit and go for the queen bitch award. That's fine by me. I don't need another friend anyway. 

It doesn't matter that she's Coop's sister. The girl has something so far up her ass I'm surprised she could bend over into those positions earlier without breaking. I need to get out of here, away from her before I tell her where to go.

I sit on my bed, angry, frustrated because I'm still thinking of her. She's full of shit. I saw something flare in her eyes when she looked at me, and it sure as hell wasn't indifference. My blood boils inside me. How has she managed to light my fuse in such a short time? 

The way I see it, I have two choices in how this next week will go. I can do as she asks and ignore her completely,  look at her as someone I don't know that I'm splitting rent with. Or I can get to know her again, and get to the bottom of her attitude.  

The problem is that even if she was a stranger, especially if she was a total stranger, I'd want to spend time getting to know her. I'd want to use every minute I can to feed the fire in her eyes, and make it burn hot and reckless. Bend her will. Break it. But she's not some girl, and I'm warring with myself about what to do with Lexi. 

I change out of my clothes and throw on a bathing suit. There's a reason I'm here on the beach. It's to relax and have a good time, not get hung up on my best friend's sister. My urge to get her to talk to me wanes a bit as I remind myself of that little fact. 

Lexi's nowhere to be seen when I go back downstairs. I call her name, but there's no answer. I can't help myself from going back up to see if she's still in the house. I need to know my mere presence didn't run her off. 

The door to her bedroom is closed. I listen for a minute outside her bathroom. The steady stream of water pelting against the tile betrays her location. I think of her in the shower, lathering up her sun-kissed skin. I feel the effects of my thoughts in my shorts. I'm not attracted to her, I'm possessed by her. 

Fuck this. I grab a towel from the linen closet outside her bathroom. An afternoon of bikini watching should be what I need to get my mind off Lexi.

*
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I'm done with this girl. We're not even here a full day and she's pissed me off more in this short time than I can remember anyone doing in my entire life. 

Each time I go near her she snaps with a biting comment or a snarky answer. She won't talk to me, won't accept anything from me, including my help lugging her bags from her car into the house.

"I don't need charity, Party Boy." She said as I offered to take the last of her bags up to her room.

"I think you misunderstand, sweetheart." I move closer to her, not sure what effect I'm trying to garner, but sure I'm going for something. "I can see you're more than capable of doing it," I allow my eyes the pleasure of journeying over her body. "I'm being nice, because believe me, I'm no fucking altruist." I answer before going up to take a shower.

I didn't see her before I left, didn't ask her if she wanted to have a drink with me. I want to be far away from her. Lexi even screwed up my afternoon of babe watching. Instead of enjoying the view, I couldn't get her off my mind. Eventually I had to move to a more populated area because I kept looking back at the house wondering what she was doing and if she'd bother coming out,

Walking alone down the boardwalk to the bar I look like a nut case cursing Cooper.

"Fucking scumbag had to go to fucking Italy. His word means nothing. Not a fucking thing. Piece of shit can't even commit to a vacation with his friend. Instead he leaves me with his bitch of a sister."

I need to pull it together. I'm here for me. I've been working non-stop, and I've been looking forward to this break. It's a vacation, and already it feels like anything but. Maybe I should throw in the towel, pack my things and leave. Or maybe I should get drunk and go home with the hottest girl in the bar and wipe Lexi Sutton clean out of my head.
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Chapter 4

Lexi
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I can't stand that cocky son-of-a-bitch. I should've said no. Should've told Cooper to find someone else to shack up with the Party Boy. The ass didn't even know who I was out on the beach this morning. 

How could he not recognize me? I know it's been over five years since we've seen each other face to face. But still, he's had to see pictures on Facebook, or from Cooper. He has to have seen what I look like! 

Noah's  an ugly reminder of my past. To him I'll never be more than Cooper's fat, hideous, little sister, and for that he can fuck himself. And fuck himself hard. 

I spent enough time soothing the sting his words left when I overheard him talking to my brother about staying away from the fat girl that repulsed him. The girl that he couldn't look at without feeling the urge to vomit. 

I should be grateful to him, thank him for that wake-up call because that day changed my life. That day I decided to take ownership of my body and stop filling it with empty calories. From that day forward, no boy ever made me feel like a fat girl that wasn't worth his time.

"Want to do something, maybe go out tonight?" He asked in the late afternoon.

"I'm going out tonight, but it sure as hell isn't going to be with you," I answered before trekking the last of my belongings up to my room.

I think that finally put him off, which is good. I don't want to see that he has a sweet, charming side. He fooled me once with that, holding doors open, acting like he wanted to hear what I said, and flashing those adorable dimples at me whenever I'd walk into a room. Then I found out what he really thought.

Relief washed over me when I heard Noah slam the door behind him. Good. I don't need his kindness, or the lusty looks he's been giving me all day. Those hungry looks leave me teetering on some sort of invisible beam. I need to keep my focus, keep my body tight and rigid, because if I lose myself in his eyes for even a minute, I might fall harder than I can handle. And then I might not be able to get back up. Ever. 

Time to forget about Noah York and his blue/ green eyes. Time to forget about how he looked at me on the beach this morning. Time to go drink him out of my mind.

*
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As soon as I walk in, I push my way over to the bar and order a drink. Guess who's at the other end talking to a flirty blond? The dim lights and loud music aren't enough to disguise him. I'd recognize those beautiful eyes anywhere. Those eyes that are focused on the girl beside him twirling her long blonde hair around her pointer finger. The thin blonde looks nothing like me. The thought makes my stomach queasy. 

"Whoever said mermaids are the most beautiful creatures by the sea never laid eyes on you."

My eyes dart to the right, straight into a set of dark eyes. Dark eyes on a handsome face that are attached to a lean body I'd like to see more of. 

"That has to be the worst pick-up line in the history of the world."

"Can't be that bad, it got you talking to me."

"All you had to say was 'hello.'"

"I thought about it," he smirks. "But, a girl like you needs more than a simple hello. A girl like you needs a lit up sign with neon lights. A girl like you deserves the works."

"Lay it on a little thick? You got my attention. Cut the bullshit unless you want to lose it."

"You're new here."

"Visiting. Vacationing. I'll be here for a week."

"A week huh? Do you have a name?"

"Lexi. And you are?"

"Shot with cupid's arrow."

"Okay, I'll see ya around," I turn and make like I'm walking away.

He grabs my arm to stop me. "Fine. I'm Drake. Are you staying close to the beach?"

I shrug. "Not too far, why?"

"There's a volleyball tournament this week. Why don't you come watch me?"

He rambles on about the tournament like I give a crap; like I have nothing better to do on my vacation than watch some guy with an overinflated ego smacking a ball around. But he is easy on the eyes. Not as good looking as Noah though. 

Whoa, Noah? Why am I comparing guys to him? As if he's a regular guy I could be interested in and not a playboy that could singe my hair and melt the skin right off my body with a single look.

Once the thought pops into my head, I raise my eyes. I can't stop myself from looking at him. I don't expect to catch him looking back. His stare is penetrating, intense. I feel it burn me, brand me. 

A funny fluttering picks up in my belly. I want to go over there and yell at him, tell him not to dare look at me while he's talking his way into another girl’s pants. And then I realize this gnawing feeling I have watching him with her is jealousy. I'm jealous that he's interested her.

"So you'll be there?"

I flutter my eyelashes at Drake and offer him my sweetest smile. Now that I know I have Noah's attention, two can play at this game. "Sure, what time?"

"My first match tomorrow is at two. It's play till you lose, so I'm counting on you to be my good luck charm.

"If I'm any luck at all, I'll try to make it good," I say suggestively touching his shoulder with my hand and giggling like I've seen so many idiot girls do.

His eyes drop to the low neckline of my tank top. I can almost see him salivating as he picks up on the vibe I'm sending.

His voice drops. It's low, gravely, and full of insinuation. "Want to head out of here and go for a walk on the beach?"

"Not tonight, Drake. We just met. Besides, give me something to look forward to."

Fuck! What am I doing? I cringe inside. This isn't me. I'm not this type of girl, the type that will meet a guy at a bar and sleep with him, so why am I acting like I am? I don't have to prove anything to anyone. Especially not Noah. 

My eyes look for him once again. His body is turned toward the girl by his side, his eyes are focused on her. He flashes a warm sexy smile for her. Right now she's all he sees. She's his whole world, and it makes me hate him more. 

Her hand is on the side of his face, and she leans in, like she's going to kiss him. I hold my breath, not wanting it to happen, wishing I wasn't here to see this. But I don't pull my eyes away. I watch to see what he does. He pulls back, and I can breathe again. My eyes flicker to Noah's hands. He taps his glass with his pointer finger. Bingo. That's my cue. 

"Sorry, Drake. I've got to go. I'll see you tomorrow."

I don't wait for him to respond. Instead I get up and make my way toward Noah.
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Chapter 5

Noah
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I lost her. Damn it. She already caught me staring while she talked to that ass-hat. I spotted her the second she walked through the door. She captivated me with the ocean of chocolate waves rolling down her shoulders, stopping right before those perfect, round tits, and her soft full lips that I'm yearning to feel wrapped around me. 

My eyes continued down her body to her too short shorts. I see the way they hug her hips, cling to her curves, and I know even though I can't see it right now they're highlighting that perfect ass. That ass I got a close up view of this morning. I didn't want to give her the satisfaction of having her catch me staring again, so I turned my whole body toward Jeannie, and now I lost Lexi. Damn it!

"There you are, Party Boy!"

Surprised, I turn toward the playful voice, knowing it's her. Before I can say anything or react, she pushes herself between me and the girl I've been speaking to for the last forty-five minutes and presses her lips, her whole body against mine. She has my complete attention as my hands slip to her waist, like this is the most natural thing in the world; like I've held her and kissed her a million times before. I pull her against me, afraid if I loosen my grip even a little, she's going to slip away.

"Thank you for keeping him company." She breaks away much too soon, and turns to Jeannie who's gaping at us open mouthed. "My Noah is such a flirt!" Lexi taps my nose with her pointer finger, her other hand moves up to the back of my neck. "But I wouldn't want him to change one bit. It keeps things interesting."

"Jerk," Jeannie mutters under her breath before moving away from us. I don't care because I'm floored that this beautiful, sexy creature in my arms came over out of the blue, and kissed me. It's not enough. I want more. I want to explore her mouth, take my time tasting her, touching her in places she doesn't even realize she wants me to touch. 

Lexi drops her hands and turns from me.

"You can get your paws off me now," she says, rolling her eyes, all playfulness gone from her voice.

Confused, I don't let go. Instead I tighten my grip and lean toward her. I brush my nose along the side of her face, grazing her soft skin, breathing in the fresh, clean scent of watermelon. Every other girl in here smells sweet, but Lexi, she's mouthwatering. 

I hear the hitch in her breath, and feel the twitch in my pants. I want to brush my lips along her jaw line, drop them behind her ear and onto her neck. I want to kiss her all over, make her moan my name, but I don't. I can't.

I'm still shocked she came to me. She kissed me. While my body is screaming for more, I'm worried if I go for too much, too fast, I'll scare her off.

"I said hands off!" She pushes at me. 

I take one of her hands in mine and entwine our fingers. I can't let her go. I won't.

"First tell me why you did that," I speak directly in her ear so that only she can hear, making sure she feels my warm breath against her skin. 

Her body stiffens. She's uncomfortable. I called her out, and I have no idea how she's going to react.

"You'd been talking to her for a while."

"You noticed," I say with a smile more out of surprise than cockiness. I run my free hand up her back, and under her hair. I hold her head close to mine, pinning her soft green eyes down with my own, not allowing her to pull away.

"Hard not to, you were directly in front of me. I saw you back away from her and you were tapping your glass with your finger. The tapping thing, it's what you do when you're uncomfortable."

I'm fucking floored. I can't believe she knows that. I haven't seen her in five years. Five fucking years, and she still remembers that little nuance. I didn't even realize I did it, not until she said it, and she's right.

I meant something to her once. I must have. At some point I meant a hell of a lot if she paid that much attention. Then why turn into such a bitch? I could think of only one explanation. Without having a clue I did it at the time, I hurt her.

"You she made me uncomfortable?" 

"I think she wanted to go home with you, and I don't feel like having to spend the next week getting rid of her because you're too much of a pussy to be straight and tell her you're not interested."

I hate the cold, indifferent tone she's using. How can fire burn so bright in her eyes when she's looking at me one minute, then extinguish completely the next? 

"So you didn't want to help me? You were only helping yourself?"

She swallows hard and looks away as she nods. "Exactly."

She's lying. I know it. I feel it. I bring my mouth to her ear again. "I think you're lying, Lexi."

"Don't flatter yourself, Party Boy." 

She pulls away from me hard and fast, and heads for the door. I follow on her heels and take hold of her hand.

"To keep up appearances," I say as she glares at me. It works. It keeps us connected, keeps me by her side.

Once we're far enough away from the bar and the overspill of people on the boardwalk she stops and looks at me.

"You can let go now." 

Her attitude is back at full force. Looking at the moonlight reflected in her hair, I can't believe what a beautiful woman she grew up to be. She looks like perfection, my idea of it anyway. She looks like a girl I could fall for. A girl I'm already falling for. My mouth goes dry as I realize what's happening.

"What if I don't want to?"

"Listen, Party Boy—"

I stop and snake my arms around her waist, pulling her up against my body. "Why do you keep calling me that?"

She pushes against me, trying to break my hold and create distance.

"I know you, Noah York. I know who and what you are. On the beach this morning and in the bar now, you proved I'm right. You're still the same shallow bastard that used to drag my brother to parties every weekend so you could go get laid. You're the same jackass looking to sweet talk a smooth path to your next piece of ass."

"No." Her tone is sharp, cutting. It tells me she means every word she said. But why? "You've got it wrong, Lexi. That's Cooper. Not me. The parties were his idea. I would've been happy staying home and playing video games. He dragged me."

"I know my brother's no angel," she says, still struggling to break my hold on her. "But he had no reason to lie to me. Not about you. Not about this."

"Alexis." My voice comes out sharper, sterner than I mean it to. But I'm angry that she thinks I'm such a douche. If this is the image I'm up against, I'm not sure a week is long enough to convince her otherwise. 

"Why do you think you're here instead of Cooper? Where do you think he is right now? In Italy enjoying sex-a-palooza. Selene's not his girlfriend. Not in the conventional sense. Meanwhile I'm here with you."

"I know. And I know if you had your way you'd be here with some hot . . ."

I can't hear this coming from her anymore. She misunderstands, and words are failing me. I can think of only one way to show her what I mean. I bring my mouth down hard against hers. 

This isn't at all like the quick sweet kiss she initiated at the bar. This one is meant to ignite the passion I see in her eyes when she looks at me, and keep it burning in her belly. This one is meant to communicate how much I want her right now. Her hands push against my chest as she struggles to break free, but I hold her tighter. My tongue pushes between her lips, demanding its way into her mouth.

Her hands move from my chest up, over my shoulders. She's holding me, pulling me to her with the same urgency my tongue has as it dances around her mouth. I cup her face in my hands as I pull back, certain I've melted at least a thin layer of ice between us. She may not trust me, but the way she’s responding to this kiss tells me she wants me.

It's a start.
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Chapter 6

Lexi
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"Fuck you, Noah!" I push myself out of his arms, my voice threatens to break the way my will did in his arms. "I hate you!"

He releases me and I step back, out of his reach. He looks like I slapped him across the face. Good. I need some way to counter what he did to me, some way to slow down my racing heart, and excuse my trembling hands. 

"Lexi . . ."

"I'm sorry you're not here with Cooper. I'm sorry I screwed things up with that girl. Next time I'll keep my distance."

"No." He reaches his hand up toward my face. I'm guessing it's to brush away the hair that's fallen into my eyes, but I won't let him touch me. I swat him away.

"I'm not your consolation prize." 

"Consolation prize? How can you say that?"

"Don't play your stupid games with me."

"Give me a chance, Lexi. I'm not the guy you think I am."

"Oh yeah? Tell me, the last girl you fucked, how long were you going out with her?"

His eyes dart to the side, as his lips press together in a thin line. "That's not fair."

"That's what I thought." 

The air seeps out of my lungs. As much as I know he's an ass, there's a part of me, a small hope-filled part he woke, that wants to be wrong about him. The problem is, once again, he proved I'm not.

I take a few steps toward the house and realize I'm not sure what I'm going to do when I get there. Maybe I should pack my shit up and leave. Not even twenty four hours have passed since I got here and it feels like every minute has revolved around Noah. 

I can't have a full week of this. I don't think I can make it even two days because if I let him under my skin or into my heart, I'll further betray the fat girl inside me. The girl I've been starving and trying to kill off because she repulsed Noah York. 

"Lexi." He's next to me, matching my strides. "Give me a chance."

"No."

"I don't understand. You kissed me in the bar, you started it."

"This isn't the schoolyard, ass-wipe."

We're close to the house. Once we get there, I can run in my room and lock the door. I need to be strong and hold steadfast a little longer.

"There's something between us, Lexi." He grabs my arm and stops me. "I felt it from the minute I saw you out on the beach this morning. There's something pulling me to you. I know you feel it, too. You owe it to yourself to find out what it is."

I ignore the tingling of my skin beneath his hand, the tumbling of my belly, and the passion that shot through my body when he kissed me. I ignore it all because it's dangerous not to; because I'm afraid getting too close to Noah will be lethal to my heart and I can't chance it.

"The only thing I owe myself is a good night's sleep. Goodnight, Party Boy."

I force one foot in front of the other over and over. I don't stop because I know if I do I won't find this strength to walk away again. I keep pushing forward. I keep moving ahead. I don't have to look back to know he's not following me. I feel it from the chill in the air.

I don't allow the let down to settle over me, not yet. I hoped, I wished he'd know enough, care enough to follow me. That he'd do anything he could not to let me go. More than anything right now, I want Noah to sweep me up into his arms, lay me on his bed and make love to me. But it will never happen. It can't ever happen. 

I'll keep pushing him away, and he'll never hang around long enough to fight for me. He'll always go off and look for a convenient fuck. One with no strings or commitments, because he's a player at heart, always thinking with the wrong head.

*
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Back at the house, I can't help myself from looking out the window. I'm guessing he went back to the bar, picked up where he left off with the blonde. My heart skips a beat; a little, tiny beat as I see him on the beach walking toward the water. I hate that I'm relieved he's alone. I'm going to lose it in a big way if he brings a girl back here. That's the real reason I kissed him.

I didn't want to lie in bed listening to the sounds of him fucking her. I have no doubt he'd work her over so that she'd be moaning and shouting his name. I'm sure the furniture here is crappy and cheap. The last sound I need to hear before I close my eyes tonight is the screeching of bed springs.

When my brother asked if I'd be interested in spending a week on the beach I jumped at the chance. Not because I love the beach so much, but because of Noah. Somehow I saw it as vindication. Proof to myself that I'd grown up and left my insecurities behind. Proof that a random jackass would never hurt me, never make me feel like I wasn't good enough for him. 

I thought I could pull it off, but I'm realizing that I can't. Because for every bit of me that hates him, there's another two that wants him.

I pull my phone from my pocket, staring at his silhouette on the beach, and call my best friend Allie.

"Are you having fun yet?" she asks.

"Remind me again why I'm here."

"You're there to have the time of your life while putting that prick in his place."

"I can't do this, Allie. I'm not strong enough."

"Yes, you are. You're one of the strongest people I know."

"This was a dumb idea." I sniffle and close my eyes, pulling myself back together.

"Lexie, what happened? Did he say something to hurt you?"

I shake my head like she could see me. "No. He's been," I search for words as I run my finger along the edge of the window. "He's been infuriatingly sweet. Polite. A perfect gentleman, offering to help me with my bags and to make me pancakes."

"This is Noah, right? The same jerk you've been avoiding every time you and Cooper are home together for the holidays."

I have a funny tightening in my chest as she says his name. This is bad. No, it's beyond bad, it's downright terrifying. "He kissed me." I'm embarrassed to admit I kissed him first. I can't tell anyone that, not even my best friend.

"He did?" I could hear her mouth hit the floor. "How? When? Was it good?"

"It's a long story, but it happened a little while ago. And Allie, it was the best kiss of my life. I swear I wanted to take my clothes off and fuck him right then and there." I close my eyes, and touch my free hand to my lips reliving the moment. I bring back to mind the details of how warm and strong his arms felt wrapped around me.

"Do you think you will?"

"What? Fuck him? Are you kidding me? You know how I feel about Noah. All I want is to forget it, forget him." I swallow hard.

"Lexi, don't take this the wrong way, you know I love you, but maybe you need to get your head out of the past? Maybe at the time, his raging hormones turned his brain to mush the way they do with most teenage boys, but a lot of time has passed since then. Maybe he's changed? And maybe the reason you're so upset right now is because you know if this is your first night together and you already kissed, you're going to give in to him."

"Thanks for nothing."

"I'm telling you like it is, because I love you. And you wouldn't want me any other way."

I hang up with my friend annoyed with her, more annoyed because she's right. Satisfied that Noah's alone for the night, I pull my gaze off him and head up to my room.
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Noah
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I can't get comfortable in bed. I toss and turn. Really what I want is to smash through Lexi's door, climb on top of her and pick up where we left off. I can't get her out of my head. 

She's like a wand of cotton candy at an amusement park. A rare treat, sweet from the abundance of spun sugar used to make it. Dressed up to be appetizing with pretty colors. Soft, and delicate to the touch. You can pull off pieces and devour the decadent treat, but tiny, sticky bits you can't see cling to you, stick to your skin long after you're done. 

Dangerous. Eating too much at one time, or having some every day over a long period of time will make you sick, eat away at your teeth and heart. She's every bit as  delicious and delectable as the carnival delicacy. And like a five year old forced to pass it by without even a little taste, I'm ready to pound my feet and throw a tantrum.

She hates me. No, she thinks she hates me. Or does she want to hate me because she wants me as bad as I want her? I think of how good she felt in my arms. She fit my body like a well-fitted glove. She felt how a piece of perfection would feel if you could see and touch such a thing. Like a missing piece of myself that's been cut off and hidden away. 

She's driving me fucking crazy. I can't figure her out. One minute she kisses me like I'm the only guy on the planet, the next she's using her words to slice me open. But those few seconds that she gave herself over to me, set me on fire. I close my eyes and think about her pressed up against me, her hips, her lips, her tits.

Fuck.

I don't know what happened, what got in her head and spooked her. I want to email Cooper and ask what the fuck is going on? He has to know what's up her ass. But that'll raise a flag and I'm not sure I want to do that. He's my best friend, but there's got to be a reason he trashed me to his sister.

I'm hyper-aware of the fact we're sleeping under the same roof. I use sleep lightly. There's no sleep happening in my room. I wonder what's going on in hers. Is she asleep? Or is she lying awake in the dark thinking of me? Is she wearing pajamas or does she sleep in the nude?

I listen to the crickets sing as I think of all the things I don't know about Lexi. I don't know anything about her anymore. Not what she does for a living, or where she lives. I don't know if there's someone special in her life. I have to think there isn't. If there was, wouldn't he be with her? What if there is and he hasn’t made it here yet? What if he's going to meet her and I have to see them together? Hear them in bed?

The thought of another guy touching her bothers me. No it seriously fucking disturbs me. I reach for my phone and look back at the email she sent. She warned me to keep any girls I brought here dressed unless in my room with the door closed and she'd do the same with her guys. Definitely no-one special. That question's answered. But she intends on hooking up with guys and bringing them back here. 

I can't let that happen. I have to show her that I'm not who she thinks I am. I'm not looking to fuck her and move on. Although, I don't know what more we could have. I'm not a good relationship guy. Most of the girls I dated over the years dumped me because I didn't seem interested enough in what they did with their life when we weren't together. But, Lexi, she's Cooper's sister, which means I can't touch her unless she's different. 

She is different. I've known her for years. There has to be some foundation of friendship between us, even if it is buried under some hard feelings at the moment. But why? She's a puzzle I can't solve, and she doesn't want to give me the chance to move the pieces around to try and fit them together. 

Tomorrow is a new day. Whether sleep comes or not, tomorrow morning I'll start operation Tear Down Walls. I'll turn myself into a wand of cotton candy, sweet and sticky, just like her. I'll infiltrate her mind and possess her thoughts. I don't know how I'm going to do it, but tomorrow it's on.
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I open my eyes to the morning light sneaking into my room through the slats in the blinds. The room's bright. I can't tell if it's six in the morning or twelve in the afternoon. All I know is it's a new day. 

My thoughts race to Lexi. I listen to the silence of the house. She's either still sleeping, or out. After pulling on a pair of shorts I grab a tee shirt, but think better of it. I can get a better read on what's going through her mind when she looks at me if I do it without a shirt on.

Once downstairs I look out the window. She’s working on yoga again. I want to go out and watch her close up. I don't. Instead I remain glued to the spot I'm standing in for several minutes. 

When I force myself to turn away, I glance around the kitchen for a sign that she ate breakfast. Finding none, I take out a skillet, along with the bacon, eggs and asparagus I bought yesterday. I know the saying is the way to a man's heart is through his stomach, but maybe a nice breakfast will endear me a bit in hers. 

Fifteen minutes later, I hear the sliding glass door open. Red faced, all traces of make-up from the previous night are gone. Her hair's swept up in a ponytail, away from her sweat dampened skin. 

I try to keep my eyes above the neckline because her shirt clings to her and I don't want her to think I can't have a conversation with a girl without staring at her tits. If it's possible she looks even sexier now than she did last night.

"You're up early." I greet her with a smile and a cold bottle of water. I toss the bottle at her knowing she'll react and catch it, taking away her ability to decline it. She reaches her hands out for it as I thought she would. 

"Thanks," she says, twisting the cap off. Her eyes go straight to my chest. They move up and down my body taking me all in, before finding my eyes again. Bingo!

"I hope you're hungry. I've been hard at work in here."

"What?" She shakes her head like she's pulling herself out of a trance. "I mean, no."

"Too bad. You won't enjoy it as much as you would if you were ravenous."

"What are you talking about? I'm not going to eat if I'm not hungry," she snaps.

Now she's pissing me off. She wants to think of me as the cocky Party Boy, then that's what I'll give her.

"You don't get a say." I move closer to her, doing my best to keep all emotion out of my eyes and off my face. "I bought the food, I cooked it, I say who eats it."

"Bossy, aren't you? If this is the way you talk to girls. I really can't understand what they see in you."

"Really, Lexi?" I close in on her so that we're almost touching. So close that if she stands straight and fills her chest with a deep breath her tits will touch my chest. So close, she won't look at me. Instead her eyes are off to the side. I crook my finger under her chin and tilt her face up. "I think you know exactly what girls see in me." I challenge. "But, if you still can't see it, maybe you should take a moment to feel it." I reach for her hand.

Fear flashes in her eyes as Lexi backs up and yanks her hand out of my reach. Her hands flail out at her sides as she stumbles back and falls into a kitchen chair. I allow her to straighten herself up and gather her bearings before I bend down and bring my face to hers.

"I've had enough of your smart mouth." Holding on to the chair, with a hand above each of her shoulders, I cage her in.

"Oh yeah, what are you going to do about it?"

The tremble of her lip is the telltale of her uncertainty.

I bring my face closer, allowing my lips to brush ever so slightly against hers. This kiss is calculated. It's meant to tease, to threaten, to awaken something inside her, any bit of affection she might have for me.

"I suggest you at least try the food, before I'm forced to feed it to you."

"Now, Noah. Do you really expect me to believe that you'd waste your time feeding me?" She asks in a condescending tone looking amused. 

I push her chair all the way into the table, and pull another chair over so that I'm right up against her. "Are you kidding?" 

I use the fork to cut off and stab a small piece of the omelet, and bring it to her lips. I wait for her to accept what I'm offering before I continue speaking. Once she chews the food, I bring my mouth to her ear, because I'm not sure I could pull this off if I'm looking into those big green eyes. 

"Having this close up view as I watch you open your mouth over and over again so I can put something in it, that's time well spent, if you ask me."

I'm on guard, half expecting her to slap me across the face. I wouldn't blame her. I never spoke to her this way. I play it off, acting like this is as natural for me as breathing while I break off another piece of the omelet.

I meet her stare again, and to my surprise, she doesn't look angry or annoyed. She has a playful glint in her eye. She opens her mouth wide, her eyes never leaving mine, until she reaches for my hand, and helps guide the fork deep into her mouth, sealing her lips around it, and then closing her eyes.

"Mmmm." Slowly she pulls the fork out, and offers me a mischievous smile.

I can't move. She upped her game. All I can think of is seeing that look of pleasure on her face with her lips wrapped around my cock.

"See, you had to give it a chance," I say, as I get up and move over to the sink. I turn away from her because I don't want her to see what she does to me; how she unravels me. 

I take a deep breath. What the fuck am I doing?
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Lexi
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I succeeded, sort of. I managed to scare Noah York off. Again. He's standing at the sink with his back to me, hands on the counter, and his finger tapping away. He started it. He insinuated he wanted to put something in my mouth. I played along. 

For a moment, I thought what if? What if the chemistry bubbling between us is real? What if there could be something more between us? The thought must have disgusted him, because he can't bring himself to look at me. Jackass.

"Noah." Part of me hopes he doesn't turn around, because I'm not sure what I'm going to say to him. Sorry? Go to hell?

He does turn. Chest heaving. Eyes smoldering. Holy shit, did I do that?

"I'm sorry."

"Don't." He shakes his head, eyes locked on mine. "I'm glad you're enjoying the— omelet."

"Maybe I was wrong." I let my eyes study the image of his perfectly chiseled chest and abs. I wish my eyes weren't the only things being dragged across his hard body. "I should've given it a chance before I said no."

We both know neither of us is talking about the breakfast he surprised me with.  

My phone rings, and I'm relieved to have a distraction because the air between us is heavy and thick. And there's something else, something that makes my heart race and turns my brain to mush. Whatever it is, it's the same something that was going on when he kissed me on the beach last night, and it terrifies me. I'm so anxious to lose myself in this distraction, any distraction, that I don't check to see who's calling before I answer.

"Hello, beautiful."

Great it's my father. At least the man who lives across the country and likes to call himself my father. Sperm donor would be more accurate. He hasn't acted like a father since he left us when I was ten. He's the last person I want to deal with right now. I'd rather hang up and pick back up where Noah and I left off. 

"Lexi, are you there?"

"Yes, I'm here."

"I'd like to see you."

"Hey, is that Cooper," Noah asks. "If it is, let me talk to that prick."

Hearing Noah in the background my father asks, "Is that your brother? We could all go out to dinner tonight."

"No. It's not Cooper." I answer both men at the same time.

"Oh." Disappointment rings out on both ends.

"Tonight's not good."

Noah's eyes are narrowed, his lips drawn into a tight line. "Who is that?" he mouths.

I ignore Noah and turn my back to him. I can't look at him and deal with my loser father at the same time.

"Feel free to invite your boyfriend."

"My boyfriend." I repeat my father's words, not bothering to clarify that Noah isn't my boyfriend. It's none of his damn business anyway. "Listen, thanks for the gesture, but I'm not home, I'm sort of on vacation."

"I'm sorry to hear that, Lexi. I came to celebrate your graduation."

"My graduation?" I can't tamp down my anger anymore, between him and Noah, and the spread of emotions I'm feeling, I'm going to explode any second now. "Are you kidding me? My graduation was three weeks ago. If you were a half way decent father you would've been there," I yell into the phone.

Before I could stop him, Noah is at my side, pulling the phone from my shaking hands.

"Hi, Mr. Sutton?"

I throw daggers of death at Noah. "Give me my phone." I order through clenched teeth.

He holds up his hand.

"Yes, I'd say she's quite upset. Maybe tonight isn't the best time to see her. How long will you be here for?"

Noah flashes me his dimples, and winks one of his blue eyes at me.

"Give me my phone right now," I order.

"I don't think coming here would be a good idea. Seeing how Lexi doesn't want to see you at all. Maybe we can agree to a cup of coffee somewhere neutral? There's a diner nearby."

"No. I will not see him!" I yell at Noah.

"I understand, sir. Again, I can't make any promises."

I shake my head violently. Why the hell is he doing this?

"Any means necessary. Hmm." He looks me over with a dangerous gleam in his eye. Dangerous because as much as I want to punch him in the face right now, the look he's giving

















[image: image]




















[image: image]






[image: image]
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DANIELLE SIBARIUM





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





