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    Chapter One



    GRACE



    Grace knew the time was now or never. And never wasn't an option.



    She was sitting on a high barstool, one leg crossed over the other causing
    her short emerald green dress to ride up her curvy thigh. The music was
    blaring, causing the oak bar to hum and throb where-ever her body came in
    contact. She sipped on her old fashioned and looked out over the crowd
    towards the dance floor. She had never been to a bar by herself before and
    she worked hard at not appearing too self-conscious. She wished she had a
    friend with her, but there were some things a woman needed to do all by
    herself.



    Her beautiful green eyes scanned each man quickly and efficiently. She
    immediately discarded anyone who appeared to be more than a couple of years
    younger than her. The number of those men was not high as she was only
    twenty-four and the age limit for being in here was twenty-one. She also
    moved quickly on from men who were obviously too old; those with grey hair
    or wrinkles. If they were obviously intoxicated or appeared to be on drugs,
    she wrinkled up her nose and mentally scratched them off the list. Who knew
    this would be so difficult?



    She momentarily turned her back to the crowd and grabbed a handful of
    peanuts from the dish in front of her. Sighing deeply, she wondered, not
    for the first time, if this had been a bad idea. She looked up and saw
    herself reflected in the mirror that hung behind the bar. She had bought a
    dress specifically for tonight; it was a deep, rich shade of green that
    made her eyes almost glow, with a plunging neckline that highlighted her
    voluptuous curves. Her coppery red hair hung in waves around her shoulders,
    brushed to a shimmering gloss. The combination of the flattering and
    body-skimming dress and her hair cascading down her back made her feel
    slightly exposed. It was perfect for tonight.



    She couldn’t help but smile at the thought of Mother Anne from the
    all-girls school she had attended seeing her now. She had been a model
    student throughout her years at Grace Immaculate, never causing a moment of
    worry for the sisters. She was not one of the girls that snuck out to meet
    boys or have a cigarette on the sly. She studied hard, excelled at her
    classes and wore her uniform exactly to the strict code established by the
    conservative nuns. Even after she had graduated and begun her training to
    become a paramedic, she had toed the straight and narrow. She had been
    raised by the nuns rather than her parents. Her father, a cold, emotionally
    and physically absent man who withheld his affection much as he withheld
    his time from both his only daughter and his passive, sedate wife. Grace
    remembered the mother of her youth as a smiling, happy woman who swung her
    around and showered hugs and kisses on her. She called her princess and
    told her she could do anything she set her mind to. But by the time Grace
    graduated from boarding school, her mother was a shell of the woman she had
    once been. She was like a beautiful flower that was starved of sunlight and
    water. Her mother rarely smiled and she stayed in their house for days on
    end, sometimes not even getting out of bed. She had withered without the
    love and attention of her husband.



    Grace had watched her mother’s downward spiral over the years and vowed
    that she would never, ever sacrifice herself for the love of a man. It was
    this determination which, over the years, kept her from wasting her time on
    silly boys and fumbling young men. Yet somehow, it almost shocked her when
    she woke up on the morning of her twenty-fourth birthday and realized that
    she had made it through her education and early years at work as a virgin.



    So began her quest to find a man who would sleep with her for one night.
    But one night only. She wanted to know what it felt like to have sex but
    she had no intention whatsoever of changing the trajectory of her life. She
    was happy being single and not beholden to any man. She didn’t want to go
    out on dates and have to deal with any emotional fall out of a
    relationship. She wanted it simple and easy; one night and that was it.



    When she first made up her mind to find a man, she thought it would be
    easy. After all, it should be the dream situation for most men, shouldn’t
    it? A woman who wanted sex but no relationship or emotional connection.
    Everything she knew about men told her this would not be hard. What she
    hadn't counted on was that she didn't want to sleep with just any man. She
    wanted to actually be attracted to him, to want to have sex with him. That
    proved more difficult than she had imagined. Of course, she had been
    attracted to men in the past, but that was when she was trying to avoid
    them altogether. Now that she wanted a man for his body, there was not an
    attractive one to be found.



    She swung round on her barstool, ready to continue her quest. She spotted a
    man off in the corner who appeared to be in his late twenties to early
    thirties. He looked clean, well dressed, and sober. Could this be the one?
    Her pulse began to quicken a bit as she considered her next step. Perhaps
    she should ask the waitress what he was drinking and send one over? Or
    maybe she should just approach him herself? Just then another man came up
    to the table, leaned forward and gave her man a welcoming kiss on the lips
    and sat down.



    Shit.



    She mentally amended her list of requirements to include sexuality. He
    needed to be straight as well as clean, sober and age-appropriate.



Chapter Two

MORGAN



    Flipping the channels on his remote control, Morgan wondered if it was a
    mistake to stay in. When his buddies tried to convince him to go clubbing
    tonight, he had been tired both physically and emotionally after a long
    shift at work. He had answered way too many household disturbance calls and
    his tolerance for people wasn’t very high. The idea of willingly being
    around big crowds of them didn’t sound appealing. But here it was, a couple
    of hours and a hot shower later and he was doubting his decision.



    He should have known better than to make a decision when he was first off
    work. He needed some time to come down from the sometimes
    adrenaline-pumping job as a police officer. Some days were long and
    uneventful, but even then he often spent those hours on edge. He never knew
    when the next seemingly innocent call would turn violent. He needed to be
    prepared for anything, at any time.



    He had been an officer for the past four years and he loved every
    heart-pumping moment of it. He couldn't imagine doing anything else. He
    knew he was born to uphold the law; being a police officer was his purpose
    in life. It was a purpose that helped him become the man he was today. It
    had given him self-discipline and a group of friends who would die for him
    if they were ever in a situation where it was needed.



    The job had also given him a physique that most men would envy. His hours
    in the gym preparing for foot chases and grappling a bad guy to the ground
    had developed his abs so that he now had a very distinctive set of muscles
    that rippled down his torso. He was in the best physical shape he had ever
    been in his life. His body, combined with his blond, slightly out of
    control hair and his clear blue eyes were a hit with the ladies. This meant
    his friends always wanted him to come with them to clubs as he would
    guarantee that a bevy of ladies would be introducing themselves and hanging
    around their table. His friends often teased him that there was a lot of
    fish in the sea and for Morgan, they were all jumping out of the water and
    landing in his boat.



    While Morgan knew logically that he was attractive, it was something that
    didn’t sit well with him. He remembered being the awkward teenager who
    couldn’t get a date to the prom. He was often made fun of by the jocks and
    girls would stand in cliques, looking at him and snickering amongst
    themselves. He was still the same person inside and he couldn’t quite wrap
    his head around why they didn’t see that too.



    It hadn't helped that he had no positive female influence during his young
    developmental years. His mother was so engrossed in the business she had
    built that he rarely saw her. When he did, their family home was filled
    with yelling, fighting, and recriminations. His father would beg her to
    stay home and spend time with them. She would agree but within a day or
    two, she would receive a phone call and like a whirlwind would be packed
    and out of the house, gone for weeks. His father would be left to take care
    of their only child and hold life together as best he could. Morgan watched
    his father struggle single-handedly to keep his marriage together, the
    spouse of someone who put in no effort at all.



    His parent’s marriage was so bad, and his mother so absent that Morgan
    wasn’t sure when they divorced and she left for good. He only knew that his
    father stopped talking about her and his mother stopped showing up every
    few weeks. No one explained to Morgan what had happened and it wasn’t until
    years later that he learned his mother was remarried to one of her
    company’s vice-presidents and living in another state.



    While he felt he had risen above his childhood and lack of a mother’s love
    and attention, his formative years had left him feeling he wasn’t really
    worthy of a woman’s attention. When he received attention and interest from
    women, he didn’t trust it or the women who were interested in him. He had
    spent the last several years hanging out with his friends from the force
    and occasionally hooking up with women he met while out. He made it a rule
    to never spend a night with anyone his friends knew or anyone their wives
    tried to set him up with. He wanted his relationship with women to be
    strictly platonic or easy to limit to a one night fling.



    The cell phone that was sitting on his coffee table began to buzz loudly
    and interrupted Morgan’s thoughts. He smiled when he looked at the call
    display and realized it was his buddy Dave calling him again. He should
    have known he hadn’t heard the last of Dave. His friend knew him well
    enough to know that if Morgan said no to going out that he would need to
    try again. Dave was a police officer as well and understood that sometimes
    it took a while to come down from a shift.



    “Hi Dave,” Morgan said as he answered his phone.



    "Hey, Morg! You change your mind yet?" Dave asked, the sound of music and
    laughter making it almost impossible to hear him.



    “Where are you?” Morgan asked. “It sounds busy.”



    “We’re down at Elements but we’re heading to the Crossroads in about five
    minutes,” Dave almost yelled to be heard above the clamor of the bar.



    “I’ll see you at Crossroads,” Morgan responded as he stood up and reached
    for his car keys that were on the kitchen counter.



    What the heck, going out with the guys for a few beers and laughs sounded
    like a better idea than sitting around his apartment and stewing over the
    past.



Chapter Three



    MORGAN



    “Hey Morgan, over here!” Dave shouted from across the bar.



    Morgan waved and began to thread his way through the crowd. People were
    laughing and milling around in various stages of intoxication and
    desperation. Before he reached Dave, he had dodged a drunk woman lurching
    for the bathroom and a fighting couple.



    “Hi!” Morgan greeted his friends.



    After a round of hellos, a beer was put in front of Morgan and he took a
    sip. Looking around, he felt a moment of resignation roll over him. The
    people and the scene could have been any bar he had visited in the last few
    months. Anorexic looking women dressed to the nines, tottering on overly
    high heels, drunk men either obnoxiously hitting on someone or guzzling
    back at drink as friends egged him on. Morgan hated to admit it to himself,
    but this scene was becoming a bit predictable. Once things were
    predictable, the next step was boredom, then what would he do?



    Just then, a woman appeared beside him, holding out her hand and nodding in
    the direction of the dance floor. He took her hand and followed her. The
    music was loud and pounding and he had a hard time keeping track of his
    dance partner; she seemed intent on doing a walking dance that had them
    weaving in and out of people. After a few minutes of this, his dance
    partner stopped dance-walking and seemed content to turn around and face
    him. It wasn’t long before he understood what had happened. A man came
    towards him with an angry scowl on his face, looking as though he wanted
    trouble. He yelled something indecipherable at Morgan and grabbed the
    woman’s hand and began to drag her away.



    Morgan was concerned about the way the boyfriend was dragging the woman and
    he stepped forward and tapped the man on the shoulder. The man turned
    around and made as though to push Morgan but he had no idea he was up
    against a police officer who was used to protecting himself and others.
    Grabbing his hand and twisting it around the man’s back, Morgan said a few
    words into his ear that caused the man to nod in agreement and stand down.
    By this time the woman had disappeared and Morgan hoped she had left or
    found somewhere safe.



    Morgan should his head in annoyance and he turned around and headed back to
    his friends.



    “What happened?” his friend asked when he returned.



    “Just another stupid boyfriend,” Morgan replied with a shrug.



    “Never happens to me!” Dave laughed, patting his soft middle.



    The group had a good laugh at both Dave and Morgan’s expense and Morgan
    knew this would just become another story to tease him about tomorrow.



    “Hey, what about that one!” Dave exclaimed, pointing towards the bar and a
    beautiful woman sitting there.



    Morgan had to agree that Dave had good taste as he looked at the woman at
    the bar. She had a head of flowing red hair and wore a snug green dress
    that hugged her curves. Morgan felt his interest piqued for the first time
    since he walked into the bar. She looked a bit uncomfortable sitting by
    herself and she kept looking out over the crowd as though she was looking
    for someone. Maybe she was waiting for her boyfriend?



    “Go on, show her the ole Morgan charm!” his friends said, part
    encouragingly and part taunting.



    Why not? The worst thing that could happen is she is waiting for her
    boyfriend and she sends Morgan packing.



    GRACE



    Sitting at the bar, Grace was almost ready to give up. She had begun to
    question coming here; who was she kidding, she wasn’t the kind of woman who
    did this type of thing. Just then she noticed a man on the dance floor
    intercede between a woman and her obviously angry and dangerous partner.
    Now, why couldn't she find someone like that?



    She waved her goodbyes to the bartender who had been keeping her drink
    filled all night. Just as she turned, ready to slip off the barstool,
    someone planted themselves directly in front of her. She looked up. Way up.
    Starting at his snug jeans and working her way up to his white t-shirt that
    had a subtle design of blue on the front and to his chiseled jaw. She
    looked into the most startling blue eyes she had ever seen. She was used to
    others noticing her eyes and now she knew how they felt. They were such a
    deep clear blue that she felt as though she could lose herself in them. She
    took a deep gulp. It was the knight in shining armor she had just witnessed
    on the dance floor. She finished slipping off the barstool and stood up
    next to him, the top of her head reaching his chin. Without a word, he held
    out his hand and she slipped hers into his.



    They walked out onto the dance floor and her body took over. She danced to
    the music as though she was born to it. The pounding bass guided her hips
    and she lost all her inhibitions. Before long, her dance partner placed his
    hands on her hips and pulled her toward him. They moved to the music
    together, pressed tightly, as though as one. Soon the loud dance music slid
    into a slower, languid song and he held her even closer. She tucked her
    body into his. She had never before felt so protected and secure. He
    lowered his head and his lips grazed her neck; a shiver ran through her and
    she felt desire well up in her body. She felt his large hands as they moved
    across her back and back down to her hips. She moved her hands across his
    broad chest and then moved down, hooking her thumbs into the belt loops on
    his jeans.



    All too soon, the slow music ended, and a loud throbbing song came on
    again. Still, they stood in the middle of the dance floor, wrapped in each
    other’s arms, neither of them wanting to move. One of his hands moved
    upward and grabbed some of her silky hair, gently easing her head back. He
    looked into her eyes and they seemed to communicate without words. As if on
    cue, they both turned and walked back towards the bar, where her jacket was
    still draped over her chair. Then they walked over to the table where he
    was sitting and grabbed his coat as well. Most of his friends were too busy
    chatting to notice him, except one friend who was grinning at him like a
    Cheshire cat.



    “Talk to you later mate,” His friend stated as he raised his beer in his
    direction, as though lifting a to toast him.



    In a daze, Grace walked outside with him, hardly believing that one moment
    she was heading home and the next minute she was heading home with a man.
    At least, she assumed that is what was happening. It was all happening so
    fast, she didn’t even know his name! But somehow, she wasn’t alarmed or
    concerned. It just felt right. Well, as right as it could feel for a
    twenty-four-year-old virgin to be leaving a bar with a complete stranger. A
    handsome, magnetic stranger who made her insides melt.



Chapter Four



    MORGAN



    He almost couldn’t believe what was happening as he pulled up in front of
    his building. It wasn’t as though he had never brought a woman he had just
    met home with him, but this felt different. This was electric. Hell, he
    suddenly realized he didn’t even know her name. He quickly looked in his
    rearview window to see if she had indeed followed him. Maybe she had second
    thoughts and had just kept driving. But no, the headlights pulling into the
    parking stall behind him said otherwise. He got out of his vehicle and
    walked up to hers. She was reaching across the passenger seat for her purse
    as he opened the driver’s door.



    He held her hand as they walked up the walkway, neither of them speaking.
    Almost as though afraid if they spoke it would break the spell that had
    been woven between the two of them. They entered his place and he flipped
    on the hallway light, illuminating a cozy but obviously masculine home. He
    took her hand and, walking backward to never take his eyes off her, he
    guided her towards his bedroom.



    He had a fleeting moment where he thought she was going to pull away. Doubt
    seemed to flicker in her eyes as she hesitated. He stood still, waiting for
    her to work through whatever it was that was going on in her mind, not
    wanting to push her into anything she didn’t want. After a couple of
    seconds, she reached out and grabbed him again by the belt loops of his
    jeans.



    “Are you sure?” he asked. He wanted her to be sure and in this 100 percent.
    He wanted her to have no regrets.



    “Absolutely,” she whispered as she reached up and pulled his head down
    towards hers.



    She slipped her tongue into his mouth and he had never tasted anyone so
    exquisite. It was a mixture of sweet alcohol and a touch of breath mints.
    He pulled her closer towards him and ran his hands over her back and then
    down towards her ass. An intense desire flashed across his body like a bolt
    of lightning. He wanted her right now. But he held himself back, knowing it
    was way too soon. He wanted to make sure enjoyed this as much as he did.



    He began to slowly ease her dress up, first over her thighs, then her ass
    and finally she lifted her arms and the dress came off completely. She
    stood there in her black panties and black lace bra. For a moment, he
    forgot to breathe, her beauty was so overwhelming. From the curve of her
    waist to the softening of her belly, there was not one part of her that he
    would change. She was so perfect, even the dimples at the top outside of
    her thighs were endearing and he had an overwhelming urge to reach down and
    kiss them.



    He realized that she was standing there, looking at him with an odd look on
    her face; he couldn’t decide if she looked proud, scared or upset. Suddenly
    it hit him that she looked unsure and insecure.



    “You look amazing,” He whispered, hoping the words would show her how
    beautiful he found her.



    A look of relief crossed her face and she smiled and reached for the back
    of her bra, undoing the clasp and setting her breasts free. Her small,
    reddish nipples were hard and erect. His hand rubbed up against one,
    teasing it with the palm of his hand and she groaned. He reached down and
    placed the nipple in his mouth and began to suck gently. Her breathing
    became faster and faster and he could tell she was incredibly turned on. He
    took one of her hands and placed it on his crotch so she could tell just
    how turned on he was too.



    “Oh my god,” she moaned as she felt his large, hard cock underneath her
    hand.



    “That’s what you do to me,” he whispered, taking her other hand and leading
    her towards the bed. He laid her on her back and, towering over her, he
    slipped his hands into the crotch of her black panties. She arched her back
    as he felt her wet center. He couldn’t believe how turned on she was and
    again he fought to hold back. He wanted nothing more than to rip her
    panties off and plunge himself into her as deep as he could go. But first,
    he wanted to see her squirm.



    He pulled her panties off in one swift motion, and she lay spread out, open
    to him. Throwing her legs over his shoulders, he pulled her towards him and
    lowering his head, he flicked his tongue through her wetness. Again, her
    back arched and she let out a low and almost growling moan. He did it again
    and she had the same reaction. She didn’t hold back and he found her lack
    of sophistication even more of a turn-on; she didn't bother to try and
    pretend she was in control. After he licked her a few times, he began to
    suck gently, which caused her body to thrash around on the bed as she
    groaned louder.



    “Oh, oh, no… I mean yes, I mean, don’t stop… oh, oh,” he heard her yell
    out, almost incoherently.



    He came up for air long enough to reassure her. “Oh, don’t you worry, I’m
    not going to stop,” he chuckled.



    He couldn’t believe how she was responding to his touch, it was almost as
    though she hadn't had a man touch her in years and she was letting out
    years of pent up frustrations. Just as she clenched her stomach muscles and
    began a shattering climax, he slipped a finger into her while continuing to
    suck on her. He thought her orgasm would go on forever and he smiled with
    pleasure at the feel of her body clenching and heaving.



    When she was finished, he slid up the length of her, caressing her with his
    hands as he went.



    “God, you’re so beautiful,” he whispered as he nibbled on her ear.



    She lay there quietly for a moment, taking the time to catch her breath.
    Then, she moved her hand down his chest and along his rock hard stomach,
    down, down until she was reached his manhood. Wrapping her hands around it,
    she squeezed gently and it was his turn to moan. She had such small
    delicate hands but they were strong and able to apply firm, even pressure.
    He reached down and moved her hand so it was going up and down on him. As
    her hand moved, it came in contact with his pre-cum and it acted as a sort
    of lubricant. His breathing increased and he tossed his head back in
    pleasure. Suddenly, he knew he couldn’t wait any longer. He grabbed the
    wrist of the hand that was holding him and reached over to grab her other
    one too. She was on her back and he held her hands above her head. The
    movement caused her breasts to jut out and he reached down and sucked
    roughly on one of them, causing her to inhale sharply. With his knees, he
    pulled her legs apart and moved his cock so it rested at her opening. He
    looked down at her closed eyes.



    “Open your eyes, look at me!” He commanded.



    Her eyes flew open in surprise just as he pushed himself into her.



    “I want to see your face,” he told her. “I want to see you enjoy it.”



    He inched himself further into her and murmured under his breath “it’s
    going to be a tight fit.” He moved forward slightly when his eyes flew open
    in shock. He had reached resistance. It couldn't be, could it? Surely there
    was no way that the woman he had just picked up in the bar was a virgin?
    Noticing the shock on his face, she lifted her feet up and wrapped her legs
    around his waist, plunging him deeper into him, as though she wanted to
    take no chance he would stop. As if he could.



    As he plunged deep into her and her body surrounded him, he felt as though
    he was in another world. A world of pleasure. A world where everything was
    perfect. And as he came into her, he wondered what on earth he had gotten
    himself into.



    GRACE



    She laid on her back, with the man on his side next to her. At first, she
    wondered what to say to him, this stranger she had just gotten o know in
    the most intimate way possible. She soon realized though, that she didn’t
    have to say anything as his breathing became more and more steady and even.
    He had fallen asleep! She almost wanted to laugh out loud. She had done
    what she had set out to do. She knew what it felt like to have sex. And oh
    boy did she get what all the fuss was about now! It surpassed anything she
    had imagined. It was better than all the romantic movies she had ever
    watched or any of the books she had read.



    Slowly, she eased away from him and padded over to the washroom. She
    quietly eased the door shut and then turned on the light. Looking at
    herself in the mirror, she inspected herself carefully. She wasn’t quite
    sure what she was looking for, what difference she expected to see, but
    somehow she was surprised to find she still looked like herself. She used
    the bathroom and then washed up as best she could. As she quietly opened
    the door, the light from the bathroom spread out across the man laying on
    the bed. He was as attractive asleep and naked as he was awake and dressed.



    She walked over and grabbed a blanket from the end of the bed and crawled
    up next to him, pulling it over the two of them. She snuggled next to him,
    inhaling his musky scent. She couldn’t believe it, but being this close to
    him again was actually causing her to get turned on again. She moved her
    hand down to his crotched and clasped him in her hands again. He stiffened
    and moaned in his sleep. Using her hand, she pushed him onto his back and
    straddled him, the blanket now draped over her shoulders. She eased herself
    on him until she was impaled by his thick cock, and began to ease herself
    up and down. She wasn’t sure at what point he became fully awake, but
    before long his hands had grabbed her waist and began to move her faster
    and faster on him. Once she had sped up, one of his hands traveled down,
    almost to where their bodies met and with his thumb, he rubbed her clit
    until she began to writhe on top of him as she came in wave after wave. She
    knew he came again, but because the rest of the night was a blur of
    lovemaking, she wasn’t quite sure when.



    In the morning, she gathered her things and left the bedroom. Dressing
    quickly in the hallway, she slipped out the front door, mentally saying
    goodbye to him forever.



Chapter Five



    GRACE



    At work the next day, Grace tried to maintain her usual level of focus on
    her job. In the past, whenever something was on her mind she could count on
    throwing herself into her work to find relief. But no matter what she did,
    she couldn’t stop thinking about last night. She attended to her tasks as
    though on auto-pilot and that was not like her at all. But every time she
    moved, the dull ache in her body reminded her of the passion-filled night.
    She found herself reliving moments and heat would roll over her body in
    waves of remembered longing.



    What on earth was wrong with her, she wondered. She couldn’t believe how
    one night of sex had her mesmerized and obsessed like some kind of horny
    teenager. She had wanted her one night and she should be satisfied. She
    knew what all the fuss was about now.



    "Penny for your thoughts," Her partner said while snapping his fingers in
    front of her eyes.



    “Oh!” she exclaimed. “You startled me!”



    “No kidding,” He answered. “You look like you were in another world.”



    She smiled at him and offered no explanation. Although her partner Mike was
    also a good friend, there were some things they just didn’t talk about. And
    sex was one of those things. He would never understand what could have made
    her behave so irrationally and frankly, so without regard for her own
    safety. Going home with a complete stranger and having sex with them was
    not exactly up there on the list of smart things to do these days. Not that
    Mike would probably have believed her; Grace was known for being very
    cautious and prim. The idea of her throwing caution to the wind and doing
    what she did last night would probably make his head spin.



    Just then, an emergency call came through and Grace was finally distracted
    from her thoughts. She worked her next shift with her focus entirely on her
    work. Being a paramedic meant she couldn’t afford to be distracted when she
    was dealing with people’s health and at times, their very life. She and
    Mike worked like a well-oiled machine, often knowing what the other was
    thinking and responding before they even said a word. It was as though
    there was an invisible link between the two of them that meant words were
    not necessary.



    When their shift finally ended, Grace went into the women’s change room and
    stripped down to her underwear. She always left her clothes at the station;
    she never knew what kind of bodily fluids had made it onto her uniform and
    she wasn’t about to take a chance by bringing them into her home. Standing
    in her underwear, she tossed the soiled clothes into the laundry basket and
    reaching into her locker to grab her street clothes.



    “What on earth happened to you?” exclaimed Cindy, her only other female
    colleague.



    "What do you mean?" Grace asked quickly. For a split second, she wondered
    if Cindy had somehow been able to tell what Grace had done last night.



    “Your back, there are marks all over it,” Cindy explained. “Are those
    scratch marks?”



    Grace turned red as she realized that they were indeed marks from her
    encounter.



    "Yeah, my cat went nuts," Grace answered, thinking on her feet. She quickly
    slipped a fresh shirt over her head and covered the marks. Cindy looked at
    her and raised her eyebrow but didn't refrain from asking more questions.
    Grace hastily finished getting dressed and escaped the room and left the
    station.



    As she was unlocking her car, she looked up and saw a tall, well-built man
    with blonde hair walking down the street. Her heart skipped a beat. Could
    it be him? But within the next split second, she realized this man's hair
    was longer and his walk much different from his. Her heart rate returned to
    normal and she shook her head at her silliness. Apparently, having sex made
    you slightly paranoid and a wee bit soft in the head.



    As she drove home, she reflected again on how odd it was that she didn’t
    know his name. Why didn’t they introduce themselves? Whenever she thought
    of him, he was ‘Him’ with a capital h, which seemed pretty silly. Her
    musings were cut short by the sound of her cell phone ringing. Reaching
    over, she activated her car’s Bluetooth and said hello to her friend
    Monique. Before she could say anything else, her friend began a tirade
    about the degree to which she felt housebound and ready to climb the walls.
    Monique was the other of twin boys who were just beginning to walk and she
    often phoned Grace and regaled her with tales of what they had gotten into
    and destroyed.



    “Seriously Grace, I may have to leave the country on an extended holiday
    just to recover from this stage of their childhood,” Monique said with
    characteristic exaggeration. “But enough about me, what are you doing?”



    “Just driving home from my shift,” she responded. “Going to go home and
    maybe order some pizza for supper.”



    “Poor you, going home to an empty apartment and take out,” Monique
    responded, sarcasm dripping from every word.



    “Sure, sure make fun,” Grace laughed. “But it does get a bit lonely
    sometimes.”



    “I’m sure it does, but just one night at our house and you are cured!” her
    friend replied. “Speaking of which, why don’t you come over tomorrow night
    and join us for dinner?”



    The thought of spending time with Monique in her warm, cozy home and
    watching her adoring husband dote on her sounded very nice right about then
    and so she agreed. She would see them at 6:30 tomorrow night.



    MORGAN



    It was official. He was losing his mind. His partner Larry was looking at
    him oddly as he asked a question during the morning briefing that had
    apparently already been covered. He had turned a lovely shade of pink and
    gave himself a mental kick. He had been thinking of last night. Wondering
    what she was doing today and if he had any chance of seeing her again. She
    had left before he woke up this morning and he was left feeling strangely
    empty. He didn’t want a relationship and whenever he dated he made that
    very clear to the woman. Some walked away, some got mad and others
    pretended it was okay. But he had never, ever had this type of experience.
    Coming home with him and then disappearing without so much as a goodbye or
    a note signed with her name.



    But not knowing her name didn’t stop him from imagining her silken red hair
    cascading across his bare chest or the soft feel of her skin. As they
    walked out of the precinct, his partner started giving him a bad time about
    having his head in the clouds. He hadn’t told Larry what had happened last
    night, so he simply smiled and took it.



    Later that day they decided to get out of their patrol car and walk through
    a pop-up market, say hi to the locals and just let their presence be felt.
    As he sauntered around, he heard a woman's laughter and he stopped in his
    tracks. So many times last night, she had laughed with pleasure. He swung
    around, expecting to see ahead of luscious red hair. Instead, there was a
    brunette, laughing at the antics of her toddler.



    “What the hell is wrong with you today Morgan?” Larry asked, slightly
    exasperated. “You have been like a cat on a hot tin roof.”



    “It’s nothing, I just thought I heard an old friend,” Morgan responded,
    anxious not to let his partner know what was really happening – he was
    losing his mind over a woman.



    “Okay, fine don’t tell me,” Larry said. “But it’s pretty obvious that you
    need to take a bit of a break.”



    “Oh, it is, is it?” Morgan answered with a grin. Larry was always trying to
    play the big brother role even though he was only a year older than Morgan.



    “Why don’t you come over for dinner tomorrow night? Have a homecooked meal
    and see how the other half lives,” Larry invited.



    “The other half?”



    “Yeah, the non-bachelor half of course,” Larry teased.



    They continued to banter back and forth as they strolled the market. Morgan
    agreed to go for supper the next night and he would never admit it to
    Larry, but he was looking forward to spending time with a loving family who
    fed him amazing home-cooked meals. Who knows, maybe that is what would
    finally help him get his mind off a beautiful stranger.



Chapter Six



    GRACE



    After parking her car, Grace reached into her backseat and pulled out a
    brown paper bag that held a bottle of red wine. She had spent a good twenty
    minutes perusing the aisles trying to find just the right wine but she felt
    confident it would go very well with the dinner Monique told her she was
    preparing.



    Monique was a bit of a food connoisseur and Grace wanted to make sure the
    wine did the meal justice. As she walked towards her friend’s front gate,
    Grace noticed someone else approaching it. Her heart skipped a beat as she
    took in his blonde hair and well-toned body. “
    
        Oh for heaven’s sake Grace, knock it off! You have to stop seeing him
        around every corner!
    
    ” But as she reached the gate, her eyes widened as she realized it was in
    fact him.



    “What are you doing here?” she hissed. She had no idea how he had found
    her, but she was not impressed. As much as she enjoyed their evening, she
    hadn’t signed on for a stalker!



    “Me?” he asked, his face showing his shock. “What are you doing here?”



    “I’m having dinner with friends!” she retorted.



    “Me too!” he insisted.



    “Monique and Larry!” they exclaimed in unison. They stood on the sidewalk,
    staring at each other in shock. They both knew Larry and Monique? How was
    that possible? In this big city?



    “Larry is my partner and he invited me yesterday,” He explained.



    “Monique is a friend of mine and she invited me yesterday,” Grace added.



    “Well, I guess we better make the most of it,” he said a bit uncertainly.



    “Yeah, I guess we better,” she agreed.



    “But don’t say anything!” they turned, pointing their fingers at each
    other.



    “Of course I won't," He looked almost offended, as though the thought would
    never have crossed his mind. But obviously, it did if he mentioned it too.



    He opened the gate and motioned for her to go through first and they walked
    up the pathway together. Grace’s head was spinning and she had a hard time
    forming a coherent thought. Luckily, he took control and pushed the
    doorbell and opened it when they heard someone inside calling them to come
    in.



    “Oh, I see you two have met already,” Monique came to the door with a huge
    smile on her face.



    “What?” Grace asked.



    Monique looked at her a bit oddly as she took the bottle of wine out of
    Grace’s hands.



    “You both arrived at the same time?” Monique responded.



    “Oh, yes,” Grace stuttered.



Just then Larry came out of the kitchen, wearing an apron that had “    I just take orders” emblazoned in red.



    “Hello! Grace, this is Morgan, Morgan, this is Grace,” he introduced them
    to each other, taking the bunch of flowers that Grace had just noticed
    Morgan was holding in his hands.



    "Nice to meet you, Morgan," Grace said as she attempted a smile.



    “You too,” Morgan responded.



    Monique invited them into the dining room and they took their seats across
    from each other. Monique kept up a stream of conversation that centered
    around the latest antics of her children. She had her guests smiling when
    she recounted a particularly funny story that involved the boys' bath time
    last night.



    It was a good thing that Monique was such an attentive host because Grace
    wasn’t sure how she would have been able to keep up her end of the
    conversation while still processing that the man she spent the night with
    was sitting in a chair a mere table width away from her.



    MORGAN



    Morgan was reeling from this turn of events. He had always half-heartedly
    agreed that it was a small world, but this had made him a true believer.
    His partner’s wife was good friends with the woman Morgan had met in a bar
    two nights ago; a woman he was trying desperately to get out of his mind.



    He tried not to stare, but his eyes kept being drawn to her. Her hair was
    as beautiful, her body as curvy and full-bodied as he remembered. When she
    reached over to pick up her wine glass, his mind went back to those hands
    exploring every inch of his body. He had to work at pushing his
    recollections far into the back of his thoughts. He was feeling distracted,
    flustered and overwhelmed. He thinks he even saw Larry send him a sideways
glance when he hesitated after Monique asked him a question. “    Get it together Morgan, she is just a woman.” What was it about
    her that had his palms sweating and his heart pounding?



    They ate an amazing dinner of lamb, whipped potatoes and roasted
    vegetables. As they sat sipping the wine Grace had brought, Monique asked
    Grace how her work was going.



    “What do you do?” Morgan asked her.



    “I’m a paramedic,” she responded, her eyes not quite meeting his. “Work is
    good, keeping busy of course.”



    “How did you two meet,” Morgan probed.



    “Funny story!” Monique interjected and saved Grace from having to talk
    anymore. “We met when we were both in boarding school. The rest of the
    girls had gone home for the holidays and Grace and I were the only ones
    still there.” She then proceeded to tell a story that made their time at
    the school seem funny and carefree rather than the prison that Grace
    remembered.



    “When we graduated, Grace went on to pursue her dream of becoming a
    paramedic and I met Larry,” Monique concluded, reaching across to place her
    hand on Larry’s. “And the rest, as they say, is history.”



    There was a lull in the conversation until Morgan stood up and started
    reaching for their plates.



    “Oh Morgan, you don’t have to do that,” Monique said as she made as if to
    stand. Larry pulled her back down and stood up.



    “Don’t worry girls, we men will do the heavy lifting,” Larry joked as he
    winked at his wife.



    They both grabbed a handful of dishes and took them into the kitchen.
    Setting them on the counter, Larry quickly turned towards Morgan.



    “I’m so sorry man,” he began. “I had no idea Monique had invited her
    friend. We aren’t trying to set you up, honestly!”



    “It’s okay,” Morgan reassured his friend. “All good.”



    “Are you sure? You’ve been pretty quiet,” Larry asked.



    “Absolutely,” Morgan insisted. “I’m good. But just so you know, I can’t
    stay long, I have some work I need to get done tonight.”



    “Really?” Larry asked doubtfully.



    "Yes, really," Morgan responded. "Everything is fine, I just need to get
    some stuff taken care of later."



    “Okay,” Larry said in a tone of voice that showed he didn’t really believe
    Morgan.



    After they had cleaned off the table and straightened up the kitchen, the
    men went back to the dining room where the women were deep in conversation.
    Morgan raised an eyebrow in Grace’s direction, as though asking if she had
    said something she shouldn’t have. Grace stared back at him defiantly and
    Morgan was the first to lower his gaze.



    “Monique, thank you for yet again an amazing meal,” Morgan began. “And
    thank you for welcoming me into your lovely house.”



    “For you Morgan? Anytime! It’s just a shame the little rascals weren’t
    around to see you, you know how they love your horsey back rides.” Monique
    said with a smile. “But do you have to leave so soon?”



    “I’m afraid I do,” Morgan answered. He turned towards Grace.



    “It was very nice meeting you,” he said stiffly. “Have a nice evening.”



    He was out the door in about two minutes flat and Monique and Larry were
    left looking slightly confused.



    “I’m so sorry Grace,” Larry directed an apology towards her. “Morgan is
    usually quite a bit friendlier than that.”



Chapter Seven



    GRACE



    The next day, Grace was working hard; both at her job and putting Morgan
    out of her mind. Although she had to admit that knowing his name made
    things seem a little less awkward somehow.



    She and Mike responded to a call at a house in the west end of the city. It
    was a domestic violence call and Grace hated them with a passion. Emotions
    ran high and it was often difficult to get people to accept medical help.
    And often there were children. That was the worst. Seeing children stuck in
    the middle of a very adult situation tugged at her heart. Unfortunately,
    this call involved children. The husband had smacked his wife for some
    perceived wrong and she had landed on the floor, unconscious. Mike was
    tending to the wife while she walked over and squatted in front of the
    kids. She knew they would be scared and upset with all the strangers moving
    around their home. The police had arrived just before them and were talking
    to the husband.



    “Hi, what’s your name?” She asked the little girl.



    "Tiffany," the flaxen-haired girl answered.



    “How old are you Tiffany?” Grace probed, trying to put her at ease.



    “I’m eight,” she answered. “And my brother is Blake and he is six.”



    She was holding onto the hand of a petrified looking little boy.



    “Six? Wow, you’re a big boy!” Grace exclaimed.



    He bowed his head and moved behind his sister, as though hoping to
    disappear from sight.



    “Grace!” She heard someone call out from across the room. She stood up and
    turned around to see who was looking for her; her partner was busy with the
    mother. She couldn’t believe it when she met eyes with Morgan. Her Morgan.



    “Morgan! What are you doing here?” she asked and then immediately knew it
    was a stupid question. He was a police officer, just like Larry. He was one
    of the people who responded to domestic violence calls.



    “Never mind, dumb question,” she said, shaking her head.



    “The world just keeps getting smaller and smaller,” he commented. “I
    couldn’t believe it when I saw you there.”



    “I’m surprised you could recognize me,” Grace responded, motioning to her
    uniform. Morgan just smiled slightly.



    “You have a way with kids,” he stated.



    “Well, I always feel bad for them in these situations,” She explained.
    “People usually forget to talk to them.”



    Just then, her partner Mike came up and joined them.



    “Wife is refusing to go to the hospital,” He informed them. “I think she’s
    got a concussion, probably not the first time this has happened.”



    Grace sighed deeply. She tried very hard to have compassion for the people
    they served but it could be so frustrating when they wouldn’t take their
    medical advice.



    “Let me see if I can talk some sense into her,” Grace said.



    “Well, if anyone can talk some sense into her, you can,” Mike responded and
    he and Grace exchanged a smile. They had been partners for the last couple
    of years and they were the perfect partnership. Whenever people skills were
    needed, Grace stepped in and whenever they needed pure muscle and a strong
    presence, Mike was the one.



    MORGAN



    He noticed the smile that Grace and her partner exchanged and it made his
    stomach plummet. They obviously shared a great deal of admiration for each
    other. Was that all they shared?



    Morgan was shocked by the strong reaction he had to considering that Grace
    might be interested in another man. He knew she had been a virgin but that
    didn’t mean her heart hadn’t already been given to someone else. The idea
    of it made him feel slightly sick to his stomach and it took all the
    restraint he could muster not to grab Mike by the collar of his neatly
    pressed uniform and haul him up against a wall. His feelings must have been
    showing on his face because Mike backed away carefully without saying
    another word. Returning to his car where Larry was making notes and waiting
    for him, Morgan tried to control his emotions. He couldn’t believe his
    reaction to Grace and her partner.



    “Grace was on that call,” he stated as soon as he got in the car.



    "Yeah?" Larry responded absentmindedly.



    “Yeah, Grace. Grace from last night?” Morgan said. Larry looked up from his
    notes with a frown on his face.



    “Okay, yeah,” he stated. “I run into her once in a while. She’s good at her
    job.”



    “Yeah,” Morgan mumbled. “Do you know her partner?”



    “No, not really,” Larry answered. “She talks about him once in a while,
    says he’s a good guy, why? Did something happen?”



    “No, I was just wondering,” Morgan said.



    Larry set his notebook aside and turned to look at Morgan more closely.



    “Dude, I don’t know what is up with you lately, but whatever it is, you
    need to deal with it.”



Chapter Eight



    MORGAN



    It had been a long night of tossing and turning for Morgan; a night where
    he could not turn off his mind or his emotions. Larry had told him he
    needed to deal with things and he was right. But how was he supposed to
    deal with this? After seeing her at his friend's house he had hoped that it
    would answer questions he had about her and he could move on. Questions
    like what her name was and what she did for a living and was she a good
    person. But what he learned about her only seemed to stoke the fires of his
    obsession. She was an intelligent, hard-working woman; a woman who was
    befriended by good people like Monique and Larry.



    About half-way through the night, he resigned himself to the fact that what
    he was experiencing went way beyond his interest in a one-night stand. He
    was interested in her. It took the rest of the night for him to admit to
    himself that he was falling in love with a woman he barely knew. It seemed
    so incredible to him that wrapping his head around it took quite a while.
    In the end, he decided he needed to stop fighting it and just accept that
    as crazy as it seemed, that is where he was; in love with a stranger.



    But what was he going to do about it? If he went barging into her work and
    declared his love, he would look like an idiot and probably find himself
    forcibly removed. By morning he decided the only logical thing to do was to
    back things up and approach this as they had never had an amazing night
    together.



    After making that decision, he was able to get a few hours of sleep. After
    rolling out of bed and showering, he grabbed his car keys and headed out.



    GRACE



    Returning from a call, Grace was busy restocking the ambulance and chatting
    with Mike. It had been a fairly slow day and the mood in the station was
    relaxed and jovial. The paramedics who had finished all their work and were
    waiting for a call had begun to play practical jokes on each other. It
    helped to pass the time and also break the tension that came with having
    people’s lives in your hands.



    “Grace, you have a visitor,” the overhead announcement came through loud
    and jarring.



    She looked at her Mike and frowned slightly. Who would be visiting her at
    the station? She raised a quizzical eyebrow in his direction as though to
    ask if he knew anything about it. He shook his head and shrugged his
    shoulders. She threw down the cloth she had in her hand and walked towards
    the reception area.



    As she came through the doors, she was shocked to see someone standing
    there with a huge arrangement of flowers obscuring his face. Who would have
    flowers delivered to her? Just then the flowers were lowered and she
    received her second shock when she saw it was Morgan. He stood there a bit
    uncertainly, shifting from one foot to the other. Grace realized her shock
    was obvious and she quickly tried to recover.



    “Umm, Morgan! Hi!” she stuttered.



    “Hi Grace,” he answered.



    They stood there for an awkward moment, looking at each other and the
    receptionist looking from one of them to the other with interest in her
    eyes.



    “Is there somewhere we can talk?” Morgan asked.



    “Oh, yes, of course!” she responded.



    Grace took him through to the back office and shut the door behind them.
    She had no idea what he was going to say, but she had a sneaking suspicion
    it was nothing she wanted the receptionist and therefore the office gossip
    to hear about.



    “I wanted to drop these off for you and see if you would like to come out
    to dinner with me,” Morgan stated.



    “Dinner?” Grace repeated.



    “Yes, dinner,” Morgan replied. “You pick the night, I’m open.”



    “But why?” Grace asked incredulously.



    “Honestly?” Morgan responded. “Because I can’t get you out of my mind.
    Since the night we spent together you are all I have thought about.”



    Grace continued to stare at him, unsure what to say. He had run out of
    Monique and Larry’s house so quickly after they had dinner together that
    she thought he couldn’t stand to be around her. And here he was asking her
    out for dinner?



    “At first I thought it was just because it was, well, such an amazing
    night,” he floundered to explain himself. “But then when I met you again at
    Larry’s, I knew I wanted to get to know you better.”



    “Oh,” Grace stated.



    “I figured, what better way than to ask you out,” Morgan continued. “Not to
    continue from our first night but to get to really know each other.”



    “But I didn’t want anything more than what we had,” Grace continued. “I
    wasn’t looking for more.”



    "Is there someone else?" Morgan asked, lifting his head slightly as though
    to brace himself for her answer.



    “No, No,” Grace said. “It’s nothing like that.”



    “Grace, I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind,” Morgan stated. “I
    think about you all the time, it is even affecting my work. I didn’t want
    to say this but, I think I’m falling in love with you.”



    She stared at him in shock. Was he actually saying he was that serious
    about her? That he had been feeling the same way she was? A warm glow
    spread out over her body and she began to smile. As she smiled, he looked
    at her questioningly, but as she smiled wider and wider, he also started to
    smile.



    The next thing Grace knew, Morgan had thrown the flowers onto the nearest
    counter and was sweeping her up in his arms. He held her so closely, she
    could feel his heart beating. He gazed at her with eyes that were full of
    love and passion. He lowered his head and as his lips touched hers, she
    felt pure joy flood over her. She threw her arms around his neck and pulled
    him even closer yet. For the first time since she was a little girl being
    shuttled off to boarding school, she felt as though she was truly home.



EPILOGUE



    Months Later



    Grace languidly stretched out in bed, savoring the last few moments before
    she had to get up and get ready for work. The last few months had been like
    a dream for her and every morning brought an appreciation for all that life
    had given her. Morgan walked into their bedroom holding a steaming cup of
    coffee for himself and an herbal tea for her. His face lit up with a smile
    as his gaze wandered over her. He still could hardly believe that his life
    was so full now; full of love, laughter, and happiness. He couldn't imagine
    how he could possibly be any happier. He set their mugs on the bedside
    table and reached down to give her a good morning kiss. He was aiming for
    her forehead, but at the last minute, she moved her head so his lips landed
    on hers. She pulled him down on the bed and giggled as he tried to resist.



    “Enough, enough!” he exclaimed. “You’re going to wear me right out woman!”



    “Oh, I think you can handle it,” she commented. They had spent the previous
    night making love on this very bed and she hated the thought of having it
    end.



    “We need to get ready for work,” he protested, deftly rolling onto his side
    so he could avoid her charms.



    “Okay, fine!” Grace laughed. “You win!”



    “Believe me, I would rather lose,” he reassured her with a wink. He propped
    himself up next to her and reached for her mug.



    “Here is your drink Madam,” he said as he passed her the drink. “I’ve been
    meaning to ask why you have suddenly had a taste for herbal tea?”



    “It’s not so much that I have a taste for it,” she answered slowly,
    lowering her eyes to blow on the tea.



    “What do you mean?” He asked, a confused look crossing his face. “Why are
    you drinking it if you don’t like it.”



    “I thought it was best to start watching what I eat and drink now,” She
    responded, still not making eye contact.



    Morgan looked at her closely, trying to figure out what the coy look on her
    face meant. Finally, she raised her gaze and looked him in the eye.



    “It’s best for the baby that I cut down on caffeine,” she whispered.



    “Baby?” he looked stunned. “Baby?”



    “Yes, baby,” she responded uncertainly.



    “But.. but.. when? How?” he asked.



    She responded by simply laughing at his absurd questions. But then she went
    quiet.



    “I know this is sudden and I know we haven’t really talked about it, but I
    was hoping you would be happy,” she said.



    “Happy?” he answered. “Happy? Are you kidding me?” his voice was beginning
    to raise and her stomach began to sink. She had been so foolish to think
    that a baby, even if they hadn’t planned it, would be welcome.



    “I’m not happy,” he continued. “I’m ecstatic!”



    He took the mug out of her hands and pulled her close to him. He reached
    down and rubbed her stomach tenderly.



    “There’s nothing more I would like than for you to have my baby.” His words
    reassured her and when he began to kiss her gently, as though she was a
    piece of delicate crystal, she knew that he truly meant it. As his kiss
    deepened, she forced herself to pull away.



    “I thought we had to get ready for work?” she reminded him.



    “Work can wait,” he answered.
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