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Driving along Niagara Falls, I’m dazed by the natural spectacular beauty of the scenery before me. Unable to resist, I roll my window down, absorbing the thundering sound from the falls even though the wind is playing havoc with my hair. Laughing lightly to myself, with a hopeful excitement that this may soon be my new home swirling through me, I continue to follow the road from the popular tourist attraction until it leads me to a quieter area where I see vineyards for miles and miles on my left. 

Secretly, I’m glad I left Toronto early to drive along the falls before my interview.

It makes me want this job even more. The lure of the water falls, the vast expanses of vineyard after vineyard strikes a cord deep within me. 

And I can already picture myself living here, if only for a few brief years. 

"Prepare to keep left," my GPS squawks, distracting me from the scenery. Forcing my eyes back to the road, I do as directed.

"Now keep left onto Queen Street," the GPS voice continues with its instructions.

As I drive along on Queen Street, I’m immediately charmed by the quaint buildings of restaurants and shops. If I manage to land this job, I’m going to love strolling along these streets, getting to know some of these people.

But for now, I continue to listen to the GPS, my excitement mounting as the scenery changes to nothing but the road and rows, upon rows, of vines as I’m guided to where my interview will be taking place.

Pulling into the parking lot of Reid Vineyards, I feel butterflies immediately take wing in my stomach as I turn off the car. Exhaling, pushing back the nervousness, I step out of my car and take in my first full view of the restaurant and inn I hope to be managing soon.

The restaurant sits, sprawling and elegant in its all glass design, overlooking the vines that are the definite main attraction with the rooms to the inn off to the left. The description of the setting from the phone interview I had underwent prior to this face to face interview had enticed me to give this a try, and now that I’m here, I’m not disappointed.

Smoothing my skirt and then re-pinning my hair up that had come undone from my careless decision to enjoy the scenery on the way here with the window rolled down, I reach back into the car to take my purse before locking it.

Taking another deep inhale and then an exhale, knowing without a doubt that I want this opportunity more than any other job opportunity that has come my way, I stride confidently into the lobby of the restaurant where I see an electrical contractor meeting with the construction foreman. 

Glancing around, I can’t help but wonder what the final interior layout will be.

A lady, who looks to be about sixty, approaches me with a wide, welcoming smile as she says politely, "Please excuse the mess. We’re still very much in the construction stages on this level. Are you here to meet with Mr. Reid?" 

Returning her smile easily, I extend my hand as I respond, "Yes, I have a 2:30 appointment. My name is Emma Ivany."

"Nice to meet you, Emma," she replies warmly as she grasps my hand. "I’m Martha, Mr. Reid's office assistant. His office is right this way," she continues as she turns to lead me up a set of stairs to our left. Reaching the top of the stairs, I am greeted by another large bank of windows, the view of the vineyard stretching out before me, completely breathtaking. 

Martha takes a right, leading me down a short hall where she instructs me to wait for a moment outside a closed door. As she disappears inside, I try to temper my excitement, to focus on landing the job first before I let my excitement carry me away.

"Emma, Mr. Reid is ready to see you," Martha says, as she opens the door moments later, signaling for me to enter.

"Thank you, Martha," I reply, my easy, professional - job interview - smile back in place, as I navigate past her through the doorway.

I momentarily lose my composure, almost twisting my ankle in the process, when I turn my attention away from Martha and my eyes immediately connect with the most intense and penetrating blue eyes I have ever seen. I know immediately, this man is the owner and my potential employer.

And he is the most sexually stimulating male I have ever met.

Damn, - I silently curse to myself, as my stomach bottoms out and I quickly drop my eyes from his for a moment, only able to focus on placing one foot in front of the other as I try to give myself time to regain my professional poise. When I feel in control, convincing myself that he surely isn’t as sexy as I had made him out to be, I lift my head again and meet his gaze straight on.

While he doesn’t flinch, my mind admits with silent awe, - He’s beautiful, - as my body flushes, seeming to respond to his sheer male, rugged beauty despite me firmly instructing my body to obey.

With dark, shoulder length hair, a strong and chiseled handsome face with a tall, well-defined muscled body...he is the stuff of dreams. That he is wearing jeans, a white button up shirt with the top four buttons left undone instead of wearing a suit, only makes him even more attractive.

So sensually alluring.

I swallow thickly as the butterflies pick up in the intensity of their flapping, making me I feel as if I have lost my calm confidence that I always ensure I exude in interviews.

You’ve got this, - I finally - silently - remind myself to repeat, as I usually do in an interview.

"Ms. Ivany," he murmurs, his eyes assessing me, dissecting me, as he stands extending his arm to shake my hand, "I'm Lucas."

The confidence in this man exudes from his pores and I can feel myself responding to it.

Stepping forward to grasp his hand, I silently tell myself that I’m strong and confident, that I’m back in control of my scattered thoughts, but as soon as I touch his calloused hand, my mind wanders - without warning - as I silently contemplate what it would feel like cupping my breast.

Shocked and surprised at my thoughts, I inhale quickly, release his hand, and immediately drop my eyes from his.

I feel off-kilter. Floundering...

"Won't you have a seat, Ms. Ivany?" Lucas continues in his murmured, professional tone.

I gratefully, but cumbersomely, sink into the chair. 

So much for first impressions, - I scathingly chastise myself silently.

Swallowing thickly, I raise my eyes back to his to watch unabashedly as he lowers those beautiful blue eyes to the top of his desk, watching his strong hands, silently coveting them – wanting them to touch me to satisfy my curiosity about how they would feel against my skin, as he picks up my resume. I watch, unable to speak, as he scans it quickly.

"You have quite an impressive resume, Ms. Ivany," he says quietly, before bringing his eyes back up to mine.

His eyes probe into mine, interrogating me again, like he is trying to figure me out, to see into my brain so he can figure out my thoughts. I feel a mental wall slip firmly into place as I resolutely push him away. I feel my confidence return as I hold his gaze.

Sitting straighter in my chair, finally feeling my professional backbone back in place, I begin the professional blurb about myself that landed me a job in every place I had wanted to work before. 

"I started working in the food service and hospitality business at a young age as my parents owned a small inn and restaurant from the time I was born. I was fortunate enough to grow up working in the family business, and at the age of fourteen, I started as a dishwasher. Once I started, I was hooked and I took it upon myself to learn the ropes of my family’s business, from the dish pit to the day to day operations. When I graduated from high school, I knew what I wanted and I immediately left my home town to attend college to obtain my Hospitality Management and Co-op Diploma. My work term took me to The Autumn Hotel in Toronto. They liked my work ethic and offered me a job as soon as I completed my diploma. I worked hard and I quickly moved up the ladder."

He is silent for a moment as his eyes continue to scan my face. 

Searching...

Probing...

"Why would you leave the prestige of a five-star hotel and restaurant in Toronto to come here to work in my small, by comparison, operation?" he asks, his voice still at a murmur, his eyes taking in every shift of my body, assessing me.

Forcing a smile, I respond with the vague truth, "I need a change. I love Toronto, love my job but having the experience of helping to start a business, a restaurant and inn such as yours from the ground up, will help me to grow my career." I leave out any mention of my future past Reid Vineyards. Unless he asked, I know it’s in my best interest to keep that bit of information to myself. 

"And you think this is the area for you?" he continues with his probing, his gaze dissecting.

Nodding, I admit, "I took the scenic route to come here today. The more I saw, the more I wanted to live here."

His eyes scan me one more time before he says, "As we are nearing the end of construction, I would need you to start within the next month or two. When would you be available?"

I swallow thickly. 

Is he offering me the job, here and now? -  I wonder to myself, my mind whirling.

"Out of respect for my current employer, I will have to give at least a month notice and then I can be here within a day after I finish," I respond.

Nodding, he drops his eyes back to his desk, and I breathe a sigh of relief. His eyes absorb me, making me feel open...exposed.

"We would need you here to oversee the rest of the build, to help with the layout of the kitchen," he says, his eyes thankfully remaining on my resume.

I nod, feeling stupid as I know he can't see me. 

Raising his eyes back to mine, he continues, "The restaurant and inn is a new venture for me. I only know what being a winemaker entails. I will need to learn a lot from you to run this place but in return I’m sure you can learn a lot from me about the winemaking process, if you are interested."

Nodding, excitement bubbling up despite my over-reaction to him, I respond with a wide, falsely confident smile, "I’m sure we will work well together."

With his eyes running over my face one more time in speculation, he says quietly, "I’m sure we will."

His quiet words instinctively cause my nipples to swell. 

I feel a blush start and I silently will it away. 

What is it about this man that makes every word he murmurs seem sexual? -  I silently berate myself.

"Ms. Ivany, I would like to propose for you to start in four and a half weeks’ time. I believe the salary was already discussed in the phone interview?" he inquires, his tone moving from the quiet, observant and speculative tone from only a few moments ago to purely business.

Nodding, with his business tone putting me at ease, I allow the excitement to secretly flow through me, as I respond in an equally professional tone, "Yes, the salary was discussed and I’m certainly available to start then."

"If you need help in finding somewhere to stay, Martha can help you out. She seems to know everyone in the area," he says as he stands, effectively ending the interview.

Shooting to my feet, I nod enthusiastically, and reach forward to grasp his hand. As his hand envelopes mine once again, we lock eyes across his desk. 

I feel a pull to him unlike any I have ever experienced.

It's indescribable.

It’s startling.

It’s forbidden – I silently warn myself.

Slowly withdrawing my hand from his, I mentally scold myself to maintain a distance between us. As of only a few short minutes ago, he's now my new employer, meaning hands off. I have never become romantically involved with anyone in the workplace and I wasn’t about to start now.

Especially with my boss.

No matter how sexually sensual he was.

Clearing my throat, I reply, "I will be looking forward to returning in four and a half weeks."

He nods, his eyes back to scanning me yet again, once again speculative but this time I see something that I can’t describe in his gaze. 

Turning quickly, wanting to break away from his speculative gaze, I say over my shoulder as I open the door, "Thank you for the opportunity, Mr. Reid. You won't be disappointed."

"I'm pretty sure I won't be," is his quiet reply, causing heat to flood between my legs.

As I shut the door behind me, I whisper a quick, "Thank you," to the higher being as relief flows through me that the interview is over. I don't know how much more I could have handled of Mr. Reid and his sexy, probing eyes.

Just how are you going to handle working with him? - my mind silently teases me. Giving my head a gentle shake, chalking up my response as normal to such a beautiful man, I descend the stairs to where Martha greets me.

“I’m thinking from the smile on your face that it went well?” she asks, her gaze one of genuine happiness for me even though I’m a stranger. It’s one of the things that I like about small towns. The people are always so open, friendly and welcoming.

Smiling widely in response, I reply excitedly, "He hired me!"

The smile spreads wider across her friendly face as she says, "Wow. Congratulations Emma! Lucas always knows right away what he is looking for so consider that a compliment that he hired you so quickly."

Beaming, I say, "Thank you! I really can't wait to get started. He told me to ask you for suggestions on finding a place to stay."

Excitement fills her eyes as she replies, "I think I may have the perfect spot for you. It’s a cottage, so it’s small, but clean. Lucas used to stay there before he built his new home. I can take you there now if you want to have a look before you head back."

Nodding excitedly, but not wanting to take her away from her work, I ask, "Are you sure you have time now?"

Without hesitation, Martha nods. She follows me to my car and the short drive is filled with her chatter about the area, interrupted at times with directions to the cottage.

As I turn down a dirt road, Martha says, "This is the road to Lucas's house as well. The cottage is just before his.”

Nodding, full of excitement, I ask, "I have a small dog. Is it okay that she stays here?"

"Oh! We love animals! Your dog is more than welcome!" she responds excitedly.

I want to pinch myself. Things are working out so smoothly, like this is meant to be the next step in my life.

The next step before I fulfill my life-long dream of living and opening my own restaurant in LA, - I silently reassure myself. I have been saving and working steadily towards that goal since the day I knew what I wanted to do at the tender age of sixteen.

Owning and operating a restaurant is in my blood. Doing that in sunny LA where the sun shines most days, meeting international celebrities has always appealed to me. This job here at Reid Vineyards, gaining the knowledge and experience of building something from the ground up, is just what I need before the next step.

"Turn here," Martha interrupts my musing.

Pulling into a small driveway, I see a small structure that looks to be a cottage. The vines completely surround it and I know it's perfect before I even look inside.

Turning to Martha excitedly, I joke, "If it’s clean on the inside, I’m already up for taking it. "

She chuckles in pleasure before she gets out of the car. Grabbing my black Sketchers from the back seat, I slip off my high heels and replace them. Spreading my toes, enjoying the space in the comfortable shoes, I explore the surrounding grounds and cottage.

My instinct was right. The cottage is perfect for me. With one bedroom, one bathroom with a soaker tub, fully furnished in modern furniture that I love upon first sight, along with an open concept kitchen and living room that has been updated with all the modern amenities and conveniences, it will be easy to keep clean.

"What's the rent?" I ask, hopeful I can afford this little piece of heaven.

"We just listed it for $1000 per month but since you are now staff, your rate is $600," she offers, beaming.

My eyes widen at the rate. I’m used to the inflated rental rates of Toronto.

"Are you sure?" I ask.

Nodding her head, Martha replies reassuringly, "Lucas doesn't want to deal with renters. He stipulated that if an employee wanted to rent it, to let it go for $600."

"Then I'll definitely take it!" I state again enthusiastically.

Martha laughs and I ask her if I can take some pictures.

Once done, we head back to my car to drop her back to the restaurant.

"Would you like to have a tour of the restaurant and inn before you go?" she asks, as I pull into the parking lot.

"I would love to!" I respond eagerly.

As Martha shows me around the building for the restaurant, I relax and start to feel in my element. Running a restaurant is like breathing to me. 

It's deep in my blood. 

And I can already envision the layout of the kitchen, the tables set and ready for service.

After the restaurant tour, she shows me each of the twelve rooms at the inn. Each room takes advantage of the view of the vineyard with a patio door off each, leading to small decks which overlook the vineyard. It's spectacular and my head immediately fills again with images for the décor.

"Mr. Reid has a beautiful property. I read that his family is from New Zealand. They moved here before he was born?" I ask, wanting to know more about the enigmatic man behind the desk.

Nodding, with a smile of fondness crossing her face, Martha replies, "Yes, his family originated from New Zealand. His grandparents had a winery there but Mr. and Mrs. Reid wanted to start their own so they decided to move here after vacationing here and falling in love with the area. It wasn’t easy for them. They struggled and almost lost the winery when Lucas was eighteen. He had been prepared to go to business school but decided last minute to stay here and take over. It was a good decision for everyone. Everything you now see, other than these first thirty rows of vines, Lucas planted and built. His determination and hard work is paying off. Last year he built his parents a home not too far from here along with his own. I think tearing down that drafty old home where he grew up gave him a new zest for life. That's when he decided to branch out into building a restaurant and inn. He has accomplished much in the past ten years."

I can see the admiration and proudness for Lucas written clearly on her face.

"He has accomplished a lot," I reply in agreement.

"You will be a great addition, Emma. I can already tell," she replies quietly.

I flush and say, "Thank you."

With my mind running rampant with ideas of how to promote this place, dinners to be planned, ways to make people feel special when they stay with us, I climb in my car after saying goodbye to Martha.

The ideas and the excitement continue throughout my ride home. 

Meeting with my current employer the next day to give my written, as well as verbal notice, they offer a pay raise to try to keep me but what they don't seem to understand is that they can't offer me what I need at this point in my life. After viewing Reid Vineyards, I’m looking forward to the sun, the open space and the call of a new challenge. To help build something from the ground up was exciting to me and something I needed to add to my resume. 

I made the decision to leave my home and my parents several years ago to pursue my dreams of opening a restaurant in LA. Helping Reid Vineyards to establish a new restaurant and inn would go a long way in adding on to my knowledge and experience, putting me one step closer to it.

And as the time passes in my current position back in Toronto, I feel my excitement mount even higher.

On the day that I’m leaving my apartment for the last time after having loaded my car with my few possessions, I lift my pug, Quinella, into my arms and squeeze her tight as I whisper, "We’re off to a new adventure." Placing a kiss on the top of her head, I shut the door to my rented apartment behind me for the last time, never once doubting my decision.
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Today is the day she arrives.

My heart thunders in my chest as I jog past my old cottage where Emma will soon be living.

Emma...

Meeting her that first day, I had been thrown for a loop. For someone so young to be so accomplished, I had expected someone more bookish looking. 

Emma was anything but bookish looking.

I had been stunned...flabbergasted when she had walked through my door with her head held high, her clear hazel eyes not hesitating in meeting my gaze as I tried to keep my eyes on hers and off her curvaceous body that was dressed professionally in a navy pencil skirt and a white blouse. 

Because I had immediately envisioned unbuttoning that professional white blouse to release those beautiful, luscious breasts that I was sure was underneath. When she had glanced at the floor momentarily, my eyes had taken advantage and I had done a double take of her body, my mind grappling with the stunning sensuality of this woman.

But the second glance had only confirmed my original reaction. 

With full breasts, a tiny waist and long legs that were exposed to above her knees, Emma was a very sensual and lushly beautiful woman.

And I had had immediate flashes of having those legs wrapped around my waist.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have hired her given my immediate and overly intense attraction to her but she had the best resume and recommendations out of everyone that I had considered. Plus, I needed someone with her knowledge and work ethic to take over getting the restaurant and inn up and running and to show me the ropes of the day to day operation. Emma was one of the best out there. 

Working with her, looking at her every day and keeping my hands off her was going to be a challenge.

But I would just have to ensure to keep my distance.

"Is that why you are jogging past the cottage to see if she has arrived?" I snidely mutter to myself underneath my breath as I glance down the short drive. Not seeing her car as I jog past the cottage, I feel disappointment turn to angst as I wonder if she had changed her mind.

Shaking my head, knowing she is a professional through and through as I had done my homework on her prior to her interview, I knew if she had changed her mind, she would have contacted me.

I had already gone for my usual morning jog before work but after waiting anxiously all day for her arrival, I couldn't resist pulling on my sneakers and going for another run around 7pm. 

It was the best excuse I could come up with to check on her.

Reaching the end of the road that leads back to the cottage and my own home, I decide to make the best of it and take a right down the main road, hoping that she may take this route while I physically wore off some of this restless anxiousness. On my return jog home, there is still no sign of her. It's getting close to 8 o'clock with darkness just around the corner and I can't stop the doubts from running through my mind. Halting in front of the cottage driveway, I debate knocking on the door, wondering if she had arrived in a taxi.

Sighing heavily, shaking my head at myself as I give in to temptation, I walk to the front door and give it a light tap. There's no response, so I knock again, this time harder. Still no response. 

Just go back home, you idiot, - I silently tell myself.

I turn to do just that but halfway down the driveway, I stop and pull my phone of out my pocket. Not letting my head talk myself out of it, I look up Emma's number that I had immediately entered from her resume after her interview. I select it and wait impatiently for her to answer.

She finally answers on the fourth ring.

"Hello?" I hear her breathless voice.

"Emma?" I ask, my heart beating erratically.

"Yes?" she responds.

"This is Lucas Reid," I say as I clear my throat. "I was out for an evening jog and happened to notice that you had not arrived yet." A white lie. I couldn't tell her I had been stalking the house, waiting for her arrival.

"Oh! Mr. Reid!" she pauses before she hastily continues, "I had a little fender bender on the way. I had to give my statement of the accident to the police and noticed my car has a flat. I tried to fix it but my spare tire has turned out to be flat too."

I come to an abrupt stop. I didn't realize I was pacing as she was talking.

"Where are you?" I ask, immediately. My heart is racing, panic rising, as I think of her on the highway all alone.

"I’m just past the St. Catherines turn off. But don't worry, Mr. Reid. I'll get a cab so I don't miss work in the morning," she assures me easily.

I hear a male voice say something in the background and I tense wondering who he is.

"I'll come get you," I hear myself offer without thinking.

There’s a moment of silence before Emma replies, "I can grab a cab."

I hear the male voice again and I grind my teeth.

"I’m already on the way," I say and pick up my jog. There is no way I’m leaving her out there.

Or leaving myself to stew and pace all evening, wondering if she had arrived.

I hear hesitation in her voice as she asks, "Are you sure?"

"I’ll be there in less than twenty minutes," I reassure her softly.

When she speaks again, I hear relief in her voice as she says, "I really appreciate it. There is an officer that has offered to stay with me until you get here. He says he’ll have the lights flashing so you can find us easier."

"Okay, hang tight. I’ll be there shortly," ending the phone call, I pick up my pace, and cover the short distance from the cottage to my house quickly. Grabbing the keys to my car from the key hook, I immediately turn and head back to my car.

The short drive seems insufferably long, until finally I see flashing lights ahead on the opposite side. Taking the ramp, I cross over to the other side of the highway and pull in ahead of Emma's car.

I see her get out of the police car - only her - and I feel myself relax. It was the cop I had heard in the background.

If I thought Emma dressed as a business woman was sexy, her dressed in white yoga pants practically had me panting as they clung to her toned legs. With a tight, black long sleeved workout top that molded to her every curve, her full breasts were outlined perfectly. 

I want her, - I acknowledge.

There was no denying it.

And I knew I was going to make it happen – somehow. There was no way that I could stay away from her. I was no innocent when it came to women and I have had more than my fair share at my disposal, but Emma is somehow different.

Just the mere sight of her drew me in, sucking me under and I also knew there was no way for this attraction to be tempered.

Except to give in and explore this fascinating, sexually lush woman.

Meeting her at her car, I notice she is holding something furry in her arms. A pug lifts its head from where it is resting to look at me, its tongue hanging partially out as I’m sized up. Seeming to find nothing wrong, it drops its head back to its resting place.

"Who’s this we have here?" I ask, immediately reaching out to pet the pug's head.

"This is Quinella but I call her Quinny as well," Emma replies as she lifts the pug to place a kiss on the top of her head.

I envy the pug.

Clearing his throat, the police officer who had at some time appeared next to Emma without me noticing, interjects awkwardly, "Emma, I'll grab your luggage from the trunk."

My body stiffens as I hear him use her first name.

"Oh! Thanks so much Dave," she says, turning to him with a wide and grateful smile on her face.

As Dave opens her trunk and reaches inside to pull out her luggage, I continue to look at Emma's face. She’s watching him admiringly as he walks past us to my vehicle. 

My hands instinctively clench tight into fists, the keys in my right-hand biting into my flesh.

Because I want to punch him in the face.

Instead, I force my hands to unclench and press the trunk release; silently hoping it will spring open and hit him in the face. No such luck as the officer places her luggage inside before slamming the trunk closed. 

I’m irrationally and suddenly irritated. 

Turning to Emma, I grind out, "Ready?"

Emma's eyes jump to my face, her face showing she is trying to understand my suddenly abrupt tone.

"Yes, Mr. Reid. I’m ready. I’m sorry for the inconvenience." Her tone has turned to one of aloofness. Breaking eye contact with me, she turns to Dave, her tone now softening and appreciative, setting me further on edge, as she says, "Thanks for arranging the tow and staying with me, Dave."

"Anytime, Emma," he replies quietly, his soft undertone making his intentions clear that he was interested in her.

Taking Emma's arm abruptly, instead of wrapping my arm around her shoulder to pull her close to me like I want to do, I guide her to the front passenger side of my car. Opening the door, I watch as she slides in, my eyes on her long legs outlined by her clinging pants. 

I swallow thickly as I feel my groin twitch, then swell.

Slamming her door shut, I smirk at the cop as I cross to the driver's side. He may be using her first name, but I’m the one taking her home.

Sliding in next to her, my sour mood lifts as I glance over at Emma's stiff posture. I know I’m the reason for it and I immediately try to put her at ease.

"You'll be home in twenty minutes," I try, my tone completely losing the hard edge from only a few minutes ago, as I pull out onto the highway. I continue to try lightening the mood by switching on a playlist I listen to while running, but Emma doesn't say anything for the full twenty minutes, leaving me to feel awkward and regretting my abruptness with her.

Pulling into the driveway of the cottage, I have barely stopped the car before Emma has her seatbelt off, and is opening her door, tossing over her shoulder in forced politeness, "Thanks for the ride, Mr. Reid. I'll see you in the morning." 

Slamming the door shut, she walks to the back of my car with one arm holding her pug, and using the trunk release with her free hand, she pops it open. With a strength I didn't know she had, she pulls her luggage out. The slamming of the trunk resounds through my head.

I get out of the car to help her, but she ignores me, tugging her luggage to the front step.

"I have it from here, Mr. Reid. I have already been enough of an inconvenience," she says quietly, but firmly, as she slips her key into the door. Turning, she doesn't look up at me as she angrily pulls her luggage inside, allowing the door to swing shut in my face.

I stand there a moment, staring at the closed door, feeling like a chastised child.

Not knowing what else to do, I turn and walk back to my car. Getting in, I glance one more time at the cottage. Despite her anger and distance with me, I feel relief at seeing the lights come on, knowing that she is the one inside.

Tomorrow, I will apologize, show her I’m not normally such an ass.

After a quick shower, I feel energized at thoughts of having Emma finally here and I decide to open a bottle of red wine. I unlock and slide the doors open to my deck that overlooks my family’s vineyard but also has a view of the lake. I find my mind slipping back to Emma as I stand in the doorway.

I have never experienced such an intense, immediate attraction to anyone else.

I knew I was never going to be able to stay away from her. Having a sexual liaison with an employee is never a good thing, and thankfully, I have always kept my distance there, but with Emma...I know it’s headed down that road.

I’m even semi hard now thinking about her. 

“God, she looked so god damn good in those tight leggings,” I whisper under my breath.

Finishing my glass of wine while thinking of Emma the entire time, I resign myself to the fact that I acted like a jealous ass and treated Emma abruptly.

I reiterate to myself that tomorrow I will show her I'm not an ass. She’ll have no other option only to change her opinion of me.

When she arrives for work in the morning, I allow my eyes, for a brief moment, to run appreciatively over her as she concentrates on opening the heavy door to the restaurant. She has on another pair of tight leggings with a light spring jacket to help ward off the cool spring air and wearing minimal makeup, taking me by surprise that I prefer that over the heavy makeup of the women of my past. 

Emma is without a doubt, a natural beauty.

"Good morning, Emma," I murmur quietly, watching her for her mood.

She hesitates briefly before crossing to where I’m standing in the middle of the construction zone of my soon to be restaurant, a polite, but indifferent, professional smile on her face.

"Good morning, Mr. Reid. Thank you once again for picking me up last night. I know it must have been a bit inconvenient." Her aloofness towards me is still evident. Gesturing to herself, she continues very politely and professionally, “I thought I would dress down today given we are in the middle of construction.” 

I will break through that aloofness, - I silently promise her. 

My heart races at the challenge.

"You’re dressed perfectly for this construction site but I’m warning you ahead of time, you will be covered in dust by the time you’re finished here today and be craving a shower.” My cock jumps, pulsating against my jeans, as my mind envisions Emma naked...in my shower. I clear my throat in an attempt to clear that image from my head. “I'd like you to start with reviewing the plans for the restaurant. Let’s head up to my office and we can grab a coffee before we start reviewing," I say invitingly. I arrived here this morning before anyone else, so that I could move the coffee maker to my office from the main construction area, ensuring that we would be in complete privacy. Lying to the construction crew that the coffee maker had somehow gotten broke was a small lie if it meant I could have Emma all to myself.

I had totally given up on the impossible idea of leaving her alone during the night when I had dreamt of her. She has somehow possessed me in the short period of time I have known her.

I may not know her well, but I want her...so bad.

I see her hesitation before she replies, "I thought Martha would be with me today."

Stung, I lose a little edge of the happiness I had felt upon seeing her walk through the door this morning.

"You’ll be working with Martha at some point but since I’m the owner, it only makes sense that we start you off reviewing plans and ideas with me, doesn't it?" I can’t help the hard edge that has entered my tone. 

My direct question sets her back for a moment before she replies, "Yes, I guess it does make sense."

"You lead the way," I continue quietly, this time trying harder to keep the frustration from my tone, as I gesture for her to proceed me up the stairs.

Allowing her to walk ahead of me is absolutely the wrong decision. 

Her ass is level with my face as I follow her up the stairs...

And I’m solidly rock hard by the time we reach the top.

Feeling like a bumbling yet aroused fool, I step ahead of her in the hallway at the top of the steps and try to get myself a little under control, praying she doesn’t glance at my crotch. Reaching my office, I swing the door open and gesture for her to enter as the smell of coffee greets us. As she walks past me, I close my eyes as her scent passes briefly under my nose, the coffee no match in downplaying the appeal of her scent to me. I clench my hands, forcing them to remain at my sides, instead of reaching out...touching her.

Closing the door behind us, I walk over to the coffee maker behind my desk and pour us each a cup of coffee. Laying it in front of her where she has chosen to sit in front of my desk, I watch as she stirs in a little cream and sugar.

The silence between us is heavy.

She finally lifts her eyes to mine and I admit quietly, "I didn't mind picking you up last night. I was actually worried about you and was only too glad to do it."

She holds my eyes for a moment before dropping hers.

Changing the subject, I turn and grasp the rolled-up plans and unroll them on my desk.

We get to work, sipping on our coffees, and as we discuss the layout of the kitchen, I can feel Emma slowly thaw and even relax a little.

Her knowledge impresses me as she makes an argument to change the location of the service station to move it a little closer to the kitchen. I watch her face, her lips, as she argues her point that the service staff need to maintain close contact with the kitchen because if it was at the opposite ends of the building, it would keep the staff separated during service, unable to communicate. She points out even more little changes that will make the flow of service easier. By lunch time, we have made the necessary changes to the plan. I offer her the portion of my lunch that I had packed in hopefulness of sharing with her. But she quickly declines and instead she heads outside. As I eat by myself at my desk, I can’t help but wonder where she has gone. After thirty minutes, she returns, looking refreshed and relaxed as we meet with the renovation foreman and electrical contractor followed by the plumbing contractor.

At the end of the day, she looks tired but still she offers, "I should get home to Quinny but if you want to work this evening, I can come back."

I almost jump at the chance to work this evening if it means being with her. But I know she is tired and needing time to settle in after her long day yesterday.

"No, that's fine. You take some time and get settled."

She hesitates before she asks, "If you’re sure?" But I hear the relief in her tone.

Nodding, smiling gently, I reply, "Yes, Emma. We’ll get back to this in the morning."

A smile breaks across her face as she replies in obvious relief, "Thank you. I'll see you then."

I return her smile and watch as she walks out the door, wanting desperately to go with her.

Knowing someday I will.
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Shutting the door behind me, I lean against it and take a deep breath, then slowly let it out.

That man radiates sex.

"Everything okay, Emma?" I hear a female voice inquire.

I hadn’t seen Martha walking down the hall.

Nodding, pasting a smile on my face, I respond, "Yes, couldn't be better."

Looking over my face, she asks, "Are you sure?"

Nodding as I step away from the door, I reply hastily, "I arrived here a little later than planned last night. I’m just feeling a little tired." The explanation sounded good to me. It didn't have anything to do with the incredibly sexy man behind that door.

"Lucas told me you had some car trouble. Do you need a ride to the cottage?" Martha asks with concern.

"Thanks Martha but I was up early this morning and took a taxi to get a rental until my car is ready tomorrow evening."

Now smiling, Martha changes the topic to work as she inquires, "How was your first day? Lucas didn't go too hard on you?"

Shaking my head, I respond honestly, "My first day was great. We went over the plans for the restaurant and we met with some of the contractors. I love being included in part of the planning stages and Mr. Reid was very open to listening to some of my recommendations. He even went along with most of the changes I wanted to make. "

Nodding, Martha replies in obvious affection, "Lucas is a very open-minded man. I’m glad you enjoyed your first day working here."

I take a few steps down the hall, liking Martha even more, as I toss over my shoulder, "I'll see you tomorrow."

"Have a great sleep tonight, Emma, and I’ll see you in the morning," she responds.

Heading down the staircase and out the door, I realize that my footsteps feel light. My first day had been very enjoyable, despite my unwanted and forbidden attraction. The fact that Mr. Reid was willing to listen and implement some of my ideas made me respect him even more as an employer.

What about that attraction you feel? – my mind silently taunts.

“It’s normal to notice someone as beautiful as he is,” I whisper admittedly under my breath, as I slide into the car.

Turning the ignition on in my rental, I pull out and head towards town where I make a quick stop to buy a few supplies. Forty-five minutes later, I’m pulling into the driveway of the cottage.

Taking my bags from the car, I step up to the front door. As I slide my key into the lock, I hear excited barking. Swinging the door wide, Quinny comes waddling over to greet me. Dropping my bags, I sweep her up for a hug.

She licks my face, making me laugh and keeping her in my arms, I take her outside to allow her to have a pee break. As she sniffs around, my mind wanders to Mr. Reid.

He was dressed today in jeans again but this time he had worn a polo shirt that bore the logo of his winery. As soon as I saw him this morning upon arriving at work, I had felt the immediate attraction again despite my reluctance to come face to face with him after last night. Then finding out that I was to spend the entire day with him had thrown me for a loop. After he had dropped me home last night, I had been dreading coming face to face with him this morning. His abruptness had made me feel stupid, as if I had done something wrong and all night I had wondered what it was that had upset him so much. It wasn’t as if I had asked him to pick me up. He had offered...no he had insisted.

But he had been a different person this morning. He had been very warm and welcoming when I arrived and I had once again been off kilter.

On top of that, all day I had tried to keep myself from watching as his shirt sleeves moved up his arms whenever he reached for something or drew the changes I wanted to make on the plans. My eyes, despite my brain telling me differently, were impossibly drawn to watch how the strong, defined muscles of his arms twitched and moved with his movements.

Making my fingers itch to drag my nails through the hair on his strong forearm, to gently trace the sinew of his muscles.

And that ass...in those jeans...

Quinny comes bouncing back to me after having relieved herself, startling me from my thoughts.

Physically shaking my head, I remind myself that thinking about Mr. Reid in that way was dangerous territory. 

A fling with my boss would interfere with my work. It was a road that I was not prepared, nor wanted to, travel down. 

Not ever. 

I have goals and plans. An affair with the boss...

Nothing good would come of it.

Shaking my head, I bend and scoop Quinny up again to snuggle her close. Stepping back into the house, I try to force all thoughts of Mr. Reid from my mind as I unpack my groceries and then my luggage. 

Thankfully, the cottage had come fully furnished allowing me to sell my furniture that I had in Toronto instead of having to ship it here. The only other items I needed to unpack were the few boxes I had squeezed into my car, which would have to wait until my car was returned to me.

I feed Quinny before preparing a quick meal for myself, feeling exhaustion overtaking me as I eat, but it is too early for bed. Taking the bottle of red wine I had purchased on the way home, I pour a glass and clucking to Quinny, we head outside. She follows along behind me as I walk slowly down a row of vines that runs along the road. The sun is soon to set and I decide to take a moment to breathe in the fresh air, to take in the wide-open space as I sit and then lay my head back against the earth. Quinny takes advantage of the opportunity and quickly crawls on top of me, settling on top of my belly. I stare up at the clouds and I wonder where this next step in my life will take me.

I allow my eyes to close as I listen to nothing but nature. I completely relax, somewhere between falling off to sleep and wakefulness until and a few minutes later, I feel a shadow cast over me, alerting me to the fact that I’m no longer alone. 

With my heart racing with adrenaline, I open my eyes quickly and I look up into clear penetrating blue ones.

Startled, unable to sit up quickly because of Quinny, I squeak out, "You scared me."

Hearing a chuckle rumble from his chest before he sweeps down to pick Quinny up from my torso to allow me to sit up, I try to deny the instant desire racing through me.

"I was jogging and saw you out here lying down. I wasn't sure if you were okay, but obviously, you are," Lucas says, in complete oblivion as to how he just made my emotions swing from fear to instant lust, as I continue to lie on the ground, trying to right my world. Quinny is in his arms, enjoying how Lucas is giving her ears a rub in just the right spot, putting her in doggie heaven as her contented pug moans softly fill the air.

Finally, I find the wits to push myself to a seated position.

Suddenly, Lucas’s eyes zero in on my hair and then he is squatting before me, his hand reaching out, causing me to flush, my breathing to halt for a moment.

I feel a gentle tug on my hair as he murmurs, "You have a twig in your hair."

Pulling his hand back as he straightens up, he shows me the twig as he grins down at me, making my head spin once again.

I drop my gaze to the ground and grabbing my wine glass, I take a sip, wondering if I should stand or stay here. This man completely unsettles me.

Suddenly, startling me again, he drops to the ground to sit next to me, further setting me into a mental spin as he inquires lightly, "What are you drinking?"

I flush, trying to keep my eyes off him and failing. Sitting next to me in his running shorts, he has stretched out his long, powerful legs in front of him to place Quinny on top of them. 

And I want to reach out and stroke my nails through the dark, coarse hair...

To slip my hand up underneath his shorts... 

My mouth waters.

Refocusing on the glass in my hand, I respond self-consciously, "The Trius Red. I made a quick stop in town to grab supplies and decided I should check out one of your competitor's wines."

I hear him laugh as he teases me jokingly, "Ah ha! I caught you with the competition, did I?"

My eyes can't resist lifting to his face, his laugh drawing me in.

Men should never be as sinfully handsome as him, - is my only silent thought.

He chuckles again before he replies, "It's good to check out the competition. I do it all the time. Do you mind if I have a glass?"

Feeling like a fumbling fool, I nod as I push to my feet and walk the short distance into the cottage kitchen to grab a wine glass. I brace myself to deal with this stupidly hopeless attraction to him before I walk back out to where he has remained sitting with Quinny in his lap. I can hear her continued contented pug moans as I get closer. I watch as Lucas’s hands seems to know the exact spots to make her moan as I continue to make my way back to them.

I bet those hands know just exactly what to do, - I sarcastically think to myself. A man, who looks like him, and with his successes, surely has tons of experience.

Yet another reason to stay away. 

Reaching Lucas, I sit next to him again and hastily grab the wine bottle. I pour the wine and purposely avoid touching his fingers as I hand him his glass.

"Thanks," he murmurs softly.

Nodding, not knowing what to say, I aim my gaze out over the rows and rows of vines.

Lifting my glass to my lips, I take a sip feeling Lucas watching me. I feel as if my heart is about to pound out of my chest as I allow the liquid to lay on my tongue for a moment.

Softly, he asks, “Do you know how to tell what grape you are drinking by just smelling the bouquet, by tasting the tiniest amount on your tongue?”

I shake my head as I lower the glass and swallow, my eyes going to him.

He is holding his glass at the base of the stem and then it is my turn to watch as he slowly swirls the liquid before lifting the glass to inhale the bouquet before taking a tiny sip, allowing it to roll around on his tongue.

I imagine that tongue roving over my body, tasting and sampling me.

Lost in the image before me, I watch as he swallows, his strong jawline on display with his hair pulled back for his evening jog. I see sweat clinging to the base of his throat and my mouth waters again, wanting desperately to taste him.

I lick my lips and his gaze sweeps to mine as he murmurs seemingly promisingly, “Just one of the many things I’m going to teach you.”

My heart races...pulsing...beat for beat with the throb that has picked up between my legs. My body is on full alert with him so near, his words seeming to foreshadow everything I want this man to do to me.

Breaking eye contact, clearing my throat, I turn my gaze to the vines again.

I need to find safe ground.

"You know, in all the years I have lived here, I have never sat in the vineyard and enjoyed a glass of wine," I hear him admit in his sexy murmur a few minutes later.

Grateful that he has changed the subject of his teaching me things, I quickly blurt out, "I ate my lunch here today with Quinny."

"Ah. So, you came back here for lunch?" he asks.

"Yes, I had to take her out because I cut her walk short this morning to go into town to rent a car and knew I should check on her. I then decided to eat my lunch outside. It's very soothing out here," I amble on, wanting to keep our conversation – my mind – away from anything remotely sexual.

"I would have picked you up this morning," he says quietly.

Flushing yet again, I respond, "Thanks but you have done enough bailing me out."

“Last night was no problem," he replies instantly, his tone remaining soft.

Wanting to bring the subject safely back to eating in the vineyard, I glance at him as I say, "While I was here today, I thought of a marketing strategy of Lunch in the Vineyard. With your restaurant to open shortly, one of the menu items could be a picnic lunch whereby guests would receive a blanket along with their picnic basket, to sit among the vines and enjoy their meal while sampling a flight of your wines."

A smile breaks wide across his face, making my heart stutter, as he holds his glass out to mine for a cheers as he replies with enthusiasm, "I love that idea."

Clinking my glass to his, his delight making my heart light, my entire body feels as if it is floating. And despite myself, I feel myself relax.

We remain in the vineyard, an easy, relaxed and companionable atmosphere slipping between us as we finish the bottle of wine and continue with brainstorming more marketing ideas until the sun sets. 

I shiver as the dark enfolds around us, prompting him to say, "I guess I should head back."

Nodding, I hold my breath, watching as he stands with Quinny tucked under one arm. He reaches his hand out to help me up. Unthinkingly, the wine and easy atmosphere making me forget to avoid any physical contact, I reach out and grasp his hand in mine. The electricity that shoots through my arm affecting my entire body has me quickly releasing his hand.

Swiftly, I bend over to pick up the empty wine bottle and our glasses to avoid his direct gaze.

"Bring Quinny and a packed lunch tomorrow. We'll sit outside, in the vines, and test your marketing idea," I hear him suggest behind me.

Straightening, I turn towards him. He is unknowingly beating at the barriers of my heart with that heart stopping invitation...that sexy inviting half grin. The last thing I need is to spend my lunch time with this man.

"Okay," I respond simply, not knowing how to get myself out of it. 

"See you tomorrow...Emma," he murmurs in his sexy tone, his eyes seeming to caress my face before he lays Quinny down gently. He pauses when he straightens, as if he is about to say something, but then he turns, and picks up his jog. I watch him until he has disappeared into the surrounding darkness. 

Leaving my mind to replay, over and over, the sound of my name coming from his lips. 

Sighing, I look at Quinny as I admit, “That man even makes my name sound suggestive.”

Heading inside with Quinny trailing behind me, I lay the wine glasses on the kitchen counter and place the empty bottle in the recycling bin. My phone vibrates in my pocket and I pull it out to see a number I don’t recognize displayed across my screen.

Hesitantly, I answer.

“Emma?" I hear a male voice ask.

"Yes," I respond.

"This is Dave," he pauses and then adds helpfully, "The officer who helped you out last night."

Laughing softly in reply, I confess easily, "I know who you are, Dave."

He laughs in relief as he says, "I was calling to let you know that your car is ready."

"Thanks so much for getting it towed for me," I say with meaning.

"Not a problem," he replies easily. "Do you need a ride to pick it up?"

"I rented a car this morning with the return to St. Catharines. I’ll swing by tomorrow after work to pick it up. But thanks for the offer," I respond.

"Oh. Okay then," he says, hesitating. 

"Well, um, thanks again for doing that and calling," I say, starting to feel a little awkward with the conversation because Dave seems to want to say something but hasn’t.

"Like I said, not a problem," he replies. 

“Okay...well thanks again,” waiting for him to say goodbye or state the other reason for calling.

He hesitates for a second again before asking, "I was wondering if you were interested in seeing a movie or having dinner some time."

I pause for a moment wondering how stupid I could be sometimes for not picking up on things like this. I was never very good at it.

Then intense blue eyes flash before me.

He’s your boss! Don’t even go there, Emma, - I silently remind myself.

Shaking my head to clear it, I respond, "Dinner would be great, Dave."

"How about after you pick up your car tomorrow evening? I could meet you somewhere in St. Catharines?"

"Sounds great. You pick the place because you know what’s good," I suggest.

"There's a great Italian place, called Johnny Rocco's, located on Merritt Street. See you there around 7:30?" he asks.

"Okay. I'll see you there," I respond. 

Disconnecting from the call, I think about dinner with Dave. He had been very helpful and polite yesterday. After he had shown up to take the statements from the accident, he had noticed my flat and offered to change it. Finding the spare tire flat, I had wondered aloud as to how I was going to get to work in time for the morning. Dave had readily offered to drive me but I had felt bad. When Mr. Reid had called, I decided to take him up on his offer so that Dave could get back to work. But Dave had resolutely stated that he was staying with me until I was safely picked up.

Lucas... - whispers through my brain as I allow myself to silently call him by his name.

Seeing him pull up in his sexy black Jaguar had made me stop breathing for a moment. He had that ability to do that to me.

Sighing, I feel the tiredness that had disappeared when Lucas had shown up this evening, return. I have had a long couple of days. Picking Quinny up in my arms, I take her to bed with me where I quickly disrobe and crawl thankfully under the sheets, falling asleep immediately.
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With a bounce in my step, I get in my car and head towards work. I have always enjoyed my job but having Emma here has put extra pep in my step in my desire to get there. 

Last night as we sat among the vines that my family grown and shared a bottle of my competitor’s wine, I felt that I made a break through with Emma. That she had forgiven me for my abrupt treatment of her from two nights ago. 

And now I can’t wait to see her this morning.

Arriving at the restaurant, I unlock the doors, make coffee and then wait for Emma. 

As the construction crew arrives one by one, I greet them, but always keeping my eyes trained on the door. 

Today, I’ll be taking Emma to the processing plant and introducing her to my favorite part of being a winemaker. Walking through the vines, inspecting them to make sure they are progressing as they should, always brings me a sense of accomplishment and peace and I can’t wait to show her that part of my world.

Right at 9am, the door opens and my eyes immediately go to her as she steps inside with Quinny in her arms and a brown paper bag grasped in the other.

God, she looks so good, - I mentally salivate.

Dressed today in jeans with a heavy sweater, with her hair piled on top of her head in a messy bun and sunglasses on to protect her eyes from the early morning April sun rays, she draws the attention of the other men in the room too.

I cross the room to greet her warmly as I murmur appreciatively, "Good morning."

She smiles in return, making my heart pick up its beat, as she replies easily, "Good morning."

She bends down to place Quinny on the floor before straightening to push her sunglasses up on her head. Her eyes are a clear, vibrant hazel this morning. 

She is completely relaxed and I secretly rejoice.

Handing her a coffee in a takeout cup, I say with a teasing note in my voice, "Prepared the way you like."

She smiles gratefully as she takes it from my hand, teasing in return, "And here I thought I would be the one getting the boss a coffee. Thanks Mr. Reid."

I love her gentle teasing but addressing me as Mr. Reid doesn’t sound right.

"Call me Lucas, Emma. My father is Mr. Reid," I murmur quietly.

She loses her smile at my request to address me more familiarly but I choose to ignore it. 

Someway - somehow, she will think of me as more than just her boss.

"Today I want to show you the wine operation side and take you through the vines," I say lightly, changing the subject. "We can bring Quinny along for the exercise."

I see her swallow thickly – uneasily - before she responds, nodding her head.

She doesn’t want to be alone with me, - I suddenly realize. It should make me unhappy but it doesn’t. I know she is trying to fight this attraction and I know if she feels half of what I feel, it is useless to fight.

And I don’t have it in me to fight what I feel for her. Since the first moment I saw her, I wanted her. 

It was simple. 

Basic.

Primal.

It was definitely going to happen.

Pushing the door open to the restaurant, I keep up a constant chatter about the steps of making wine to help put her at ease as we walk the short distance to the heart of my family's operation. 

As we near the warehouse, I spot my parent’s car parked in the usual spot.

"My parents are already here. Let me introduce you to them before the tour," I say, eager for them to meet Emma.

Opening the door to the warehouse, I lead Emma down rows upon rows of tanks as I follow my dad's voice to where he and my mother are speaking with our chief winemaker, Charlie. 

"Lucas!" my mother says happily as she returns my hug.

"Well now. Who do we have here, Lucas?" my father asks, sticking his hand out immediately in a warm welcome to Emma.

"This is Emma Ivany. She is the new operations manager I told you I was hiring for the restaurant and inn. Emma, this is my mom and dad, Charlotte and William," I say, leaving my arm around my mom's waist. Gesturing to Charlie, I continue, “And this is Charlie, our chief winemaker.”

"It's nice to meet you, Emma," dad says, pumping her hand enthusiastically.

"Yes Emma, it is very nice to meet you," my mom says warmly when my dad releases Emma’s hand. Her knowing gaze comes to rest on my face at the end of her sentence. I squeeze her, warning her to keep quiet. I can’t get anything past my very observant mother.

"Hi Emma, it's nice to meet you," Charlie interjects, now taking his turn to shake her hand.

Smiling broadly, I explain, "Emma started yesterday and was great in helping me with the plans for the new space. I thought today we would spend some time here and take a walk through the vines. Trailing behind us here is her dog, Quinella," 

"Well Emma, you and Quinella are welcome to come explore and watch what we do here anytime," my dad says invitingly as he bends down to pat Quinny.

"Thank you but you can call Quinella Quinny. I shortened it after adopting her as an adult and she is used to it," Emma replies, back into a relaxed and happy mood as she watches Quinny lap up every bit of attention from my dad.

"This is a great time for you to start,” I continue, automatically picking up where I left off. “With the vines coming back to life after the winter, you will get to see the whole process. This facility you are in is where we sort and press the grapes after picking, then let them go through the fermentation process." Kissing my mother on the cheek, I drop my arm from around her waist as I continue, "I’ll take you around the rest of the building to show you the different areas before we head out to the vineyard."

"Enjoy the tour, Emma," my mom interjects, her smile broad across her face. I can tell she is delighted for me and likes Emma immediately.

Leading Emma away, I proceed to show her around our facility, explaining even the smallest detail as we go. My chest swells with pride as I watch Emma take in every detail. I had helped build this place and to now have a woman like Emma, a woman I was very much interested in, walking alongside me that has such an obvious enthusiasm for Reid Vineyards is intoxicating.

After picking up our lunches from where we had deposited them in the staff lunch room, we finally head out to the vineyard, with a blanket slung over my arm. Walking through the rows, I explain the different types of grapes we grow here and why. I watch her walk next to me in my favorite place in the world, stopping to ask questions about our operation, has my heart beating erratically.

Hearing her stomach rumble just past noon, I laugh and suggest we stop. She doesn't hesitate and helps me to spread out the blanket. Quinny immediately curls up on it and falls fast asleep.

Opening her bag, Emma says, "I decided to pack my lunch similar to what I envision will be in our picnic baskets." 

"Always working, aren't you?" I say admiringly, wanting desperately to reach out and grasp her hand, tangling my fingers through hers just as tightly as she is tangling herself around my heart.

She tucks a stray hair that has fallen from her messy bun down against her cheek back behind her ear, as she smiles and replies, "I thought it would be a great opportunity to show you exactly what I would like to see."

That simple gesture and she has me enraptured.

Still smiling, I watch as she reaches inside her bag, pulling out a freshly baked white bun, along with a multitude of containers, laying them on the blanket. 

"Obviously, we would package it a little better and use a picnic basket but here is everything I was thinking the kitchen could produce. I was also thinking we could include cheeses from some of the local producers," she says, focusing on taking the covers off each container.

She’s so very beautiful and I can’t wait to make her mine.

I continue to watch her, absorbing every little movement she makes, as she unveils a selection of cured meats, sausages, pickled carrots, asparagus and homemade pickles along with fruit, cheese and dark chocolate. The perfect pairing for any wine.

"I love your idea. We don't have to worry about anything getting cold and this all pairs well with wine. However, you did forget something," I murmur.

She looks up questioningly, and this time it’s her turn to watch as I reach inside my insulated lunch knapsack to pull out a 300ml bottle of sparkling wine and two glasses along with my now unappealing sandwich.

She laughs, as replies easily, "The wine is your area. I'll leave that to you."

Popping the cork off, I pour a small amount into each glass. Passing a glass to her, I hold my own out as I say, "Cheers to the beginning of your picnic idea. I love the idea. No one else is doing this around here."

She touches her glass gently to mine before bringing it up to her lips. I watch as the golden liquid flows slowly – savoringly - into her mouth. As I lift my glass to my mouth, I promise myself that someday I will lick the remnants of the golden, bubbly liquid from her lips as I savor her.

Under her spell, I watch as she reaches forward, choosing a piece of cured meat to place on top of a piece of bread she has broken off. I continue to watch as she brings it to her mouth, taking a bite, licking her lips to rid her mouth of the crumbs. 

My cock stiffens, suddenly at full mast as I silently wonder what it will feel like when her lips are wrapped around me.

I take a large bite of my sandwich, trying to distract myself. 

It doesn't help.

Oh Emma, how I want to lie you down right here and discover every inch of you, – I silently admit to her.

“I packed enough for the both of us,” she says, gesturing for me to help myself to her food.

If only she knew exactly what I wanted to help myself to.

"Your parents are wonderful," she continues, causing my mind to snap back, away from where my thoughts had travelled to pushing her back against the blanket, to feel her underneath me.

Swallowing thickly, I respond, "Thank you."

"From what I’ve read of your family, you were born here but your parents are originally from New Zealand and that your grandparents were successful winemakers. Why did your parents leave?" she asks, completely unaware of my inner turmoil, as she continues to sexily eat and sip on her wine.

I clear my throat softly, trying to temper my raging cock a little, before I respond, "They wanted to set out on their own, I guess maybe prove that they could make it on their own. They had heard about the Niagara region and came to visit. Without hesitating, they decided to build a life here. They bought this piece of property and planted their first vines about twenty-eight years ago." I love that she researched my family's history of the vineyard. "It was hard for them. They didn't understand the climate here and the first twenty years were a constant battle. When I graduated high school, I intended to move away and attend a business school in Toronto, but every time I thought about leaving, I would look at the house where my parents lived, look at how much work was needed just on that alone. The house was in extreme disrepair. It was nothing more than a shack. So, I decided to stay and convinced my parents to try different methods than what they were used to using back in New Zealand. It worked and here we are today."

"Wow," she says looking at me wide-eyed and with admiration. 

Those lips of hers are just so sexy. I feel myself swell again.

"It must have taken a lot to give up on your dreams," she murmurs.

Laughing lightly, shifting to hide my erection, I shake my head as I reply, "I never gave up my dream. I didn't realize it at the time, but this is my place. It always will be. There is nowhere else I want to live, to build a life, and have a family so that maybe one day I can pass it down to my children."

Her gaze rakes over my face.

My cock pulses, pushing against my zipper.

"You have thought about having a family?" she asks, surprised.

Grinning at her despite my uncomfortable predicament, I ask in return, "You're surprised?"

"I read that you were bit of a playboy," she spills out, then flushes red at her admission.

Laughing at the flush across her face, I silently wonder how she would react to the fact that despite my playboy days, I’m sitting here in a vineyard, lusting after a girl like a schoolboy who didn’t know how to proceed to the next level.

I look into her wide eyes as I admit with honesty, "I enjoy the company of women. Yes, I play the field. But I was always too busy for a committed relationship in the past and the right woman had not come along for me. Now that I am twenty-eight, it’s a little different. I have sowed my wild oats, I know what’s out there and it no longer appeals to me as it once did. I want to settle down with someone that works as hard as me, to have kids with her and see my family walk through these vines, and give my parents grandchildren to spoil." 

I hold her eyes, my heart now beating hard in my chest, until she drops hers away from me. 

"How about you? I know nothing about you other than what is on your resume. Where did you grow up? Do you have any men in your life that has made you think about settling down?" I probe gently.

She starts to stroke Quinny, enthralling me further, as she reveals, "I grew up in St. John's, Newfoundland. As I mentioned in my interview, my parents had a small restaurant and inn. I began working there at the age of fourteen, unknowingly learning the ropes of operation but also learning to love it. I decided to pursue a career in hospitality and moved to attend school here in Ontario. My parents have since sold it and moved to their condo in Sarasota, Florida."

"Do you miss it?" I ask quietly.

Shaking her head, she says, "I miss my parents and the restaurant but now that they have moved, I don’t feel a need to go back there. Home is where your family is. Plus, I enjoy this," she says as she gestures, indicating the outdoors. "I love the shorter winters in Ontario, the spring, summer and fall. There is also more opportunity here. I had to leave."

"And what about my other question?" I ask, quietly.

"My personal life is not up for discussion," she responds testily but at least she looks at me directly.

"We discussed mine," I throw back at her.

Sighing, she reluctantly reveals, "No, there's no man in my life. I mean, I dated, but work has kept me busy, so other than the occasional fling, there has not been an important person in my life."

I have the feeling she is holding something back, but I don't probe more. I have the answer to my burning question. 

She is single.

"I think we should get back to work," she says quietly before pushing herself to a standing position, causing Quinny to become alert and stand as well.

Ah. I was right. There is something that she is holding back.

Deciding to let it go for now, I push myself to a standing position. I’ll work past whatever other obstacle there is as long as she is not involved with someone.

Throwing the empty bottle and glasses back into my knapsack, I sling the blanket back over my arm and continue the walk through the vines. 

As a winemaker, it is vitally important to walk through your vines at least once a week. It's the only way you know if your crop will produce well. Between myself, my parents and Charlie, one of us walks the vines at least four times a week.

We spend the rest of the day in the fields, with Emma always asking questions along the way, intriguing me more.

Appreciating her more and more.

Upon returning to the restaurant, I ask Emma, "What do you think of the winemaking process side of things?"

Her smile is wide as she replies genuinely, "I love it. It seems like a lot of work but I love the closeness it brings between you and your parents and I love that you get to spend most of your time outdoors. It is certainly no boring office job."

I grin back at her.

She will fit in perfectly here.

In so many, many ways, - I can’t help but admit to myself.

"I'm glad you enjoyed today," I murmur, loving how she is falling in love with my family's business. "But tomorrow we will begin focusing on the inn. It needs to be painted, decorated and furnished and I need your input. We also have to get you trained on the inn reservation software."

"I'm up for the challenge," she replies eagerly. "I would offer to stay and start at it now but my car is ready and I have to drive to St. Catharines to pick it up."

"Would you like some company?" comes out of my mouth before I have a chance to stop myself.

I see her blanch and I want to kick myself.

Too soon, you idiot, – I silently warn myself.

"Ummm...I’m meeting a friend for dinner..." she says awkwardly.

Feeling like a fool, but unable to keep myself from wondering who the friend is even though she has stated she is single, I try to reply easily, as if it is no big deal, "No problem. Enjoy your dinner."

She nods, clearly uncomfortable, and glancing over my shoulder to break our eye contact, she waves goodbye to the construction crew before turning, with Quinny following closely behind, to leave.

I let out the deep breath I had been holding.

I feel a slap between my shoulder blades as the foreman of the construction crew laughs and says, "That was bold."

Feeling like an idiot, I respond, "Yeah. I guess it was a bit bold."

"Don't worry, Lucas. She won't be able to resist those pretty blue eyes. Just try to keep your tongue in your mouth a little more when she’s around. You’re drooling everywhere," he ribs as he walks away.

Chapter 5
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Picking Quinny up, I take long strides to where my rental car is parked.

What the hell was that? -  I ask myself.

Lucas asking to keep me company had thrown me for a loop. It was as if he wanted to be with me and didn’t want the day to end.

My stomach drops. 

Has he set out to make me his latest conquest? Surely, he doesn’t mix business with pleasure? He doesn’t seem the type given his dedication to his winery, -  I can’t stop myself from contemplating quietly.

Mentally, I shake my head.

No, you are just way too highly aware of him, Emma.

All day, I unwillingly admit to myself, I had to keep reminding myself that he was my employer, and that my attraction to him had to be buried. Lucas had not once crossed the line with me or made any sort of advance. Yes, I was highly aware of him but what woman wouldn’t be around a man like him. But whatever attraction I felt doesn’t mean that it is necessarily reciprocated.

Plus, with Lucas being the womanizer that I read he is, I wanted to remain unentangled from him romantically. 

I have a feeling he could quickly crawl beneath my skin. 

This awareness of him wasn't appropriate and if I somehow allowed myself to cross the line, or even if Lucas was interested, it would likely not end well when the personal relationship was over, putting a strain on the professional relationship.

I needed to remind myself that any involvement with him outside a professional, working relationship wouldn’t end well and I needed to stay as far away from that as possible. 

I couldn’t let my head be turned by any man, no matter how attractive, to take me off my determined career plans.

Lucas... - whispers, teasingly, through my mind as his penetrating blue eyes flash before me.

Seeing him today talking about his passion, strolling through the vineyards under his tutelage, watching his gentle embrace of his mother, has only made him all-the-more attractive to me. My mother always told me to watch a man with his mother. It would be an indication of how he would treat his wife.

Sighing, sternly warning myself that reminiscing about the day - about Lucas - would get me nowhere, I start the engine and back out of my parking space. 

"How Lucas would treat his wife is of no concern to you," I berate myself aloud, in the car.

I swing by the cottage, feeding Quinny quickly before doing a quick makeup refresh of mascara and eyeliner. Heading back out to the car, I glance up, pausing with my hand on the handle as I hear a car approach. Lucas toots his horn, his hand held up in a wave of politeness as he passes by in his sexy, black Jaguar. 

As if the man needed that car to make him even sexier.

I give a quick wave in return, unable to stop myself from watching until he disappears around the turn in the road leading to his place, my mind briefly wondering what it would be like to head home with a man like him at the end of every day.

Sighing, I get into my rental and head towards St. Catharines, unable to stop Lucas's image as he walked through the vines from playing over and over in my mind. He had stated the vineyard was his life, a part of him, and I could easily see that today. The pride and passion was clearly evident across his face and in his voice, as we walked. 

The way he looked, and the way he made me feel as he spoke, made it very apparent that he was exactly where he belonged. His lust for what he did was palpable.

I only hope someday that I would find my place too. My dream of living in California, opening a restaurant, sometimes seems so far away. So very unattainable. When Lucas had pried a little into my life today, I had held back from telling him about my California dream. I hadn’t wanted to tell my new employer that I would someday move on and that I was even now keeping in contact with a realtor in California, searching for a possible location.

I’m completely lost in my wandering thoughts and before I know it, I’m at the car rental agency. After dropping the keys at the counter, I take a taxi to the garage to retrieve my car before heading to the restaurant to meet Dave. I’m a few minutes early but I decide to see if our table is ready. If not, I’ll sit at the bar and sip on a glass of wine and soak up the feel of the restaurant as it’s one of the things that I love to do.

The table is ready when I arrive and I glance around the restaurant, making mental notes of what I like and don't like as I’m shown to the table and seated. It's also something that I naturally do every time I walk into a restaurant as I’m always searching for ideas and inspiration for my own restaurant. After placing an order for a glass of wine, my mind of its own accord, goes to thoughts again of Lucas.

His request for me to call him by his name had left me a little ruffled this morning. Calling him by his first name, out loud, was going to take some getting used to. Even though I allowed myself to refer to him as Lucas in my mind, calling him by his first name in a work environment made our relationship seem a little less professional.

Like I was giving myself permission to cross a line.

Which is exactly what I was trying to avoid. So, instead of using his name as he requested, I avoided calling him anything to his face.

Lucas...

He had been so relaxed and happy in the vineyard this morning. His eyes had easily and honestly reflected his pleasure when I had shown him my picnic lunch idea. For a moment I had forgotten that he was my employer and had lost myself to enjoying the simple pleasure of sitting on a blanket next to the most handsome and sexually alluring man I have ever met. 

"Penny for your thoughts?" I hear a male voice interrupt my thoughts.

I didn't realize I had been totally absorbed in thoughts of Lucas, as I stroked the stem of the wine glass, his blue eyes flashing repeatedly through my mind, completely missing Dave’s approach to the table.

Plastering on a smile just for Dave, I lift my head and tell a small white lie, "Thinking about my work day." 

With his blond hair pushed back, as if he had just run his fingers through it, showcasing his brown eyes and dressed in jeans and a shirt that fits his muscular body well, he looks different dressed as a civilian. There's also no doubt he’s handsome.

But not as distractingly hot as Lucas with his confident, sex appeal... - spins through my mind, unwanted, making me flush.

Dave leans down and presses a quick kiss to my cheek, murmuring softly in my ear, "Sorry. I had to sneak in a kiss some way after that reaction to my presence. You look amazing."

I redden even more when I realize that Dave mistakenly thinks he’s what caused the heat in my cheeks. 

He had been the furthest thing from my mind.

"How has the past two days been at your new job? No trouble with your surly boss?" Dave inquires as he pulls out his chair before placing his napkin across his lap.

His reference to Lucas being surly after spending the past two days with him makes me smile.

"The past couple of days have actually been really great and I’m glad that I took the job. I’m pretty sure I’m going to love it," I admit, deciding to keep any mention of Lucas out of the conversation. He’s already on my mind more than he should be. I don’t need a discussion with Dave to keep Lucas at the top of my mind throughout dinner.

Taking my hand from the stem of my wine glass, Dave links his fingers through mine as he says softly, "I'm glad. It means you plan to stick around."

I smile gently at Dave and resolve myself to focus on him. It’s been a while since I’ve been on a date and Dave seems to be someone I could possibly be interested in.

The evening passes quickly and I find myself enjoying his company, his easy banter. As we finish our meal and paid, my phone dings in my purse with a text. Distractedly pulling it out as Dave continues to tell me a funny story about an elderly lady he had pulled over for speeding, I quickly glance at my phone.

My heart gives a quick thud before skipping a beat.

Lucas: Text me when you get home. Worried about another flat or accident and want to ensure you’re safe. 

His concern warms me and I flush yet again.

"Emma?" I vaguely hear Dave say my name.

Lifting my eyes from my phone screen, I realize Dave had come to the end of his story and was waiting for a reaction from me while I was gushing inwardly over Lucas's text.

"Sorry, a work text came in,” the white lie slips out easily.

"No problem. I know bosses, especially new ones, can be sometimes demanding," Dave replies, smiling widely in understanding. Pushing back his chair, he crosses to my side of the table to help me guide my chair back.

Outside in the chilly night air standing next to my car, Dave admits quietly as he takes my hand, "I would like to see you again."

Nodding, I agree because the evening had been enjoyable.

"Maybe next time I could come to you?" he softly suggests.

"I’d like that," I murmur in agreement.

He pulls me to him to place a light kiss on my lips, lingering a little before releasing me.

"I’m working the next three evening shifts. How about I take you to dinner in your new town after that?" he asks, smiling with his arms still around me.

I nod as I reply, "I'll text you my address."

He releases me to open my car door and I climb in. I wave to him as I pull out of the parking lot and begin my drive home.

Arriving at the cottage, I pull my phone out of my purse as soon as I have put my car in park.

Me: Home

Lucas: Good. Now get some rest. We have a long day tomorrow.

Me: Thanks for everything.

There's a moment’s pause between our texts and then,

Lucas: I like having you here.

I stare at the screen, my heart feeling as if it is spiraling out of my chest at his words. 

“Don’t read anything into it, Emma” – I whisper warningly to myself.

I stare at the screen, wondering how to reply before I chicken out and don't respond.

Even when he is not near me, he has the ability to make me quiver.

Shaking, I lay down my phone on my lap. 

His work ethic, his charm, his looks, his thoughtfulness and concern...he is making me yearn for things with him that I know I can't have. 

Not if I want to keep this job. 

Plus, there’s no room for him in my future.

Grabbing my purse agitatedly from the seat next to me, I hastily shove my phone inside and turn off my car before exiting. Opening the cottage door, Quinny excitedly comes to greet me. I take her outside for her last pee of the day and look up at the stars. 

Sighing deeply, I ask them, "Just what are you trying to do to me and just what do you have in store for me?"

Silence is the only reply.

After Quinny quickly relieves herself, I lift her up to head back inside. I wash my face and brush my teeth before changing into my old worn pj's and climb into bed, snuggling Quinny into me as I realize just how physically exhausted I am from my full day.

Along with the emotional swings from the day.

I awaken, still heavily groggy, the next morning to soft knocking. Stumbling to the door, I pull it open without thinking to look first.

Lucas is standing there in the pre-dawn light, looking gorgeous in his all black running attire, and my body immediately reacts to the sight of him as my nipples swell and tighten, between my legs flushing with a heat that I want only him to explore. 

His eyes become intense, as if he can sense my arousal for him – the heightened arousal that I only feel around him - as they rake over me from head to toe. My favorite pj’s that consists of a threadbare tank shirt which hides nothing especially with no bra on and tightened nipples, paired with shorts that are suddenly way too short, for the first time, feel inappropriate. Embarrassment floods me even as my nipples tighten further under his gaze. I know he notices that small change but he thankfully brings his eyes back to mine quickly.

"Nice PJ's. Would you like to watch the sunrise?" he murmurs appreciatively, his eyes growing more intense as they hold mine.

Nodding, my embarrassment forgotten about as the intensity grows in his eyes, I respond just as quietly, "I would love to."

"Go change quickly. I'll wait outside with Quinny," he says, breaking the intensity flowing between us, as he stoops to scoop her up, avoiding looking at me further. I feel grateful because if he continued to look at me that way, I would lose all thought, all rationale, and drag him to my bed.

I do as he asks, unable to keep myself from feeling excitement at having the opportunity to start the day with him as I change into yoga pants and a light sweater swiftly, and meet him outside.

His eyes watch me intently as I walk to where he is standing at the beginning of a row of vines as Quinny takes the opportunity to give herself a quick scratch. 

Upon reaching him, he smiles, allowing the pleasure of spending the morning with me to reflect in his eyes.

And I know my heart is on the edge of getting into trouble.

But still I follow him through the vines until we reach a small beach area on the lake. It is stunningly beautiful here. 

Quinny runs to the water, lightly tapping the water as it licks at her paw.

Lucas drops to the ground and pats the spot next to him in invitation to sit next to him. Breathless, I wonder how I came to be here, sitting next to this man, beginning the day together as we watch the sun rise over the lake. 

We don't say a word, each of us in comfortable silence, but yet so very aware of each other. 

You shouldn’t be here, - my head tries to silently warn me.

But yet...I stay.

Lucas eventually breaks the silence as he admits softly, "I usually like to run this time of the morning but sometimes I take a morning off and come here."

"Is running a form of exercise for you or do you really enjoy it?" I inquire, wanting – unreasonably - to know as much about this man as I can.

"I definitely enjoy it. It gets me outside, helps clear my head. January and February usually means a lot of snow so I use my treadmill if the weather is too bad for jogging but I do prefer running outside."

Nodding, I agree, as I reply, "I enjoy jogging outside too. Unfortunately, since I’ve arrived, I haven’t had a chance to go for a run. Maybe I will this evening."

He glances over at me as he asks quietly, "Is that an invitation?"

I hastily shoot to my feet. 

I hadn’t made it an invitation but somehow Lucas seemed to take it as an invitation. Spending every day with him is getting under my skin and maybe he doesn’t realize that all of this time together is getting under his skin too. 

Allowing myself to spend time with him this morning watching the sunrise had been stupid. It's not helping in keeping me away from him.

"Emma," he says quietly as he comes to his feet.

I avoid his eyes. I can suddenly feel, without any further doubt, that there is a stirring of interest on Lucas’s side as well.

"Quinny, come," I say, my voice cracking, and start the walk back to the cottage, leaving him there on the beach. I can’t shake this suddenly overwhelming feeling that if I stayed, he would cross the line that I’m trying to keep in place. 

“You’re overthinking things,” I murmur to myself along the way.

I quickly shower, putting this morning firmly out of my mind.

Heading into work, Lucas is - thankfully, all business when I arrive. He quickly goes over what he envisions for the rooms then leaves myself and Martha to compile a shopping list. Afterwards, Martha begins the training on the online booking system back at her office, which I catch onto quickly.

The rest of the day passes without any sign of him.

And I can’t help the feeling of feeling a little lost. 

Every time I had heard footsteps outside Martha’s office, I would pause and hold my breath, hoping it would be him that would open the door, that I would again get to watch his eyes increase in intensity as his gaze collided with mine even from across the room.

How quickly he has gotten under my skin scares me and I once again silently caution myself.

The next two days pass without any sight of Lucas leaving me confused, and angry with myself, by how unreasonably lost and lonely I feel. Even when Dave calls me every evening, I find that I’m distracted during our conversations.

Because Lucas is always hovering in the forefront of my mind.

On the third day of no sightings of Lucas, I hear a soft knock on my door at the cottage in the evening and I can’t stop the feeling of hopefulness from spearing sharply through me, causing my heart to race even though I tell myself I’m being stupid and that I shouldn’t want it to be Lucas. 

But upon opening the door, I forget to breathe.

Lucas is standing there in his running shorts, a light running jacket, his hair pulled back into an elastic for his run, further highlighting the corded muscles of his neck. There is no smile on his face, only his penetrating blue gaze searing into me.

I inhale swiftly, my heart hammering as if it wants to jump from my chest.

God he’s so beautifully sensual, - my mind unconsciously whispers.

"Have you had your run today?" he asks quietly, watching my face closely.

Shaking my head, my body reacting – yearning for him - upon seeing him again after not seeing him for what felt like way too long, I manage, "Not yet."

"Would you like a running partner?" he inquires gently.

Nodding, opening the door a little wider for him to enter, I reply immediately, "I'll change."

He steps through and his masculine scent surrounds me. 

Enticing me.

God, how I have missed him, - I silently allow myself to acknowledge as I turn away from him to head, off kilter, back to my bedroom.

Quickly, I change, happy that he is here but firmly not allowing myself to think past that. I have missed him so much that I only want to allow myself to enjoy his appearance.

"Ready?" he asks, he eyes sweeping over me, assessing me from my head to my toes, as I step back out of my room.

Nodding, feeling stupidly like a teenage girl on her first date, I give Quinny a treat before following him out the door.

I quickly find that Lucas is a great running partner. He doesn't talk a lot, instead focusing on his workout, only speaking when he wants to bring something to my attention about the vineyard. As we return to the end of the driveway to the cottage, I realize I don’t want him to leave, and before I can think to stop myself, I ask him if he wants to come in for a glass of wine.

He hesitates, his gaze penetrating me, as if picking my brain apart to see what’s inside – what I’m thinking - before shaking his head and replying, "I'll see you in the morning." He turns from me immediately and continues with his jog down the road to his home.

Sighing, disappointment creeping through me, even though I know he is hands off and his refusal is the best thing for me, I open the door to my cottage. Any thoughts that I had before that he was trying to sleep with me have vanished. He has clearly moved on or either I was over thinking things before, reading into something that hadn’t even been there.

Crawling into bed that night, I stare up at the ceiling with my emotions in turmoil. I know I shouldn’t want to be around him, that I shouldn’t be in bed thinking of him right now, wondering how it would feel to have him lying next to me...

To have him gently run his fingers over my skin...

My breath catches and my mind doesn’t veer from him, no matter how much I chastise myself.

The next morning, I’m groggy from having tossed and turned all night, and I realize that I haven’t had a good night’s rest since moving here. I know it’s because of Lucas and my ever-growing, and all consuming, attraction to him. Arriving at work, I head up to Martha's office, unable to keep myself from glancing at Lucas's closed door along the way, wondering if he is there yet. 

I miss him greeting me with a coffee in hand and silently wish for that morning back.

God, I’m starting to feel psychotic from all of my seemingly uncontrollable, widely swinging thoughts and emotions.

Arriving at Martha’s office, I find her door closed as well. 

Raising my hand, I knock and a few seconds later, I hear her voice through the door bid, "Come in."

Opening the door, I see Lucas sat in a chair on the opposite side of the desk from Martha. My heart misses a beat and then doubles in time.

Martha smiles broadly at me as she says with a wide, welcoming smile on her face, "Hi Emma. I was just telling Lucas how well you are fitting in here."

"You definitely have Martha in your corner," Lucas says in a polite and professional tone as he stands, vacating his chair. He gestures for me to take his chair as he continues, "I'll let you two ladies get to work." 

He is very stiff, formal.

It unreasonably hurts.

Finding my voice, I reply, "I was actually hoping to speak to both of you if you have a few minutes to spare, Mr. Reid?” He nods, avoiding my eyes, as he glances over at Martha, keeping his gaze away from me, making me feel somewhat lost. I perversely want to call him by his first name as he once requested just to see if he would drop this new polite and professional relationship he was now seemingly trying to establish. Instead, I swallow thickly before I continue, “I would like to contact online booking engines such as Expedia to help us pick up bookings. There’s a commission fee but it’s well worth it from what information I’ve collected, plus with our software, you could have two different rates. One rate if they book directly with us and another for the booking engines. Here is the information on it..." 

I find myself trailing off as Martha watches me, listening in earnest interest.

But Lucas firmly keeps his gaze on anything but me.

Awkwardly, I hand them both copies of the informal report I did for them, but as Lucas reaches his hand out to take his copy, I can’t help but stare at those strong, competent hands, wishing for things I know I can’t allow myself to have.

Nodding, as if distracted, Lucas replies still with that professional, polite tone and his eyes now on the report, "I'll have a look and let you know."

I watch as he walks past me to open the door to the office, never once looking back at me.

"Have a great day, ladies," he says, his tone one of formal dismissal, as he closes the door behind him.

Looking at Martha, I see her give me a knowing look. I drop my eyes and sit in the chair Lucas had vacated only minutes before. The warmth from his body is still evident and I allow myself a few moments to savor it, allowing it to soak into me before raising my eyes to Martha, forcing myself to be the professional, stellar employee who shouldn’t be obsessing over her boss.

Even as his indifference towards me is stinging.

Badly.
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Keeping my distance from Emma has been hard. No matter what I have done, how I tried to spend time with her, allow her to get to know me better, she remains aloof. Knowing I needed to cool my craving for her along with needing time to think, I took a three-day trip into Toronto to meet with the head of the liquor corporation to discuss this year's anticipated production.

While there, I had met up with friends and had joined them for dinner. To my surprise, they had arranged a blind date for me. At first, I had been angry but then I had forced myself to relax, convincing myself that if offered, I wouldn’t spend the night alone which wouldn’t be a bad thing. A good romp between the sheets to help me tame the sexual longing that I had towards Emma may be just the thing to help me cope with keeping myself in check with her, to slow down and be more patient. The evening had turned out to be quite enjoyable as I laughed along with my friends and our dates, enjoying dinner together, but when it came time to head back to my hotel, I turned down the obvious invitation extended by my blind date to accompany me.

Despite the attention lavished on me by the leggy, beautiful blond who had flirted with me all evening, I had realized more and more throughout the evening that I only wanted Emma. 

She, however, is skittish.

Yesterday evening, I was unable to stay away from her any longer. I had to see her, even if it was only platonic at this stage. I decided to invite her on a run, hoping to show her I wanted to establish a friendship first, get to know her better, have something on which to build a deeper relationship than a one-night stand. Her eager acceptance, the relief at seeing me when she opened her door when I arrived had buoyed my mood.

Running next to her, I admired her strong strides, her ability to keep pace with me. She is so wonderfully, beautifully strong. I knew at some point I was going to break past that barrier. Leaving her at the end of her driveway after being invited in was hard. But I knew she was still trying to reconcile her feelings towards me and needed time.

Emma is not like any of the girls I have dated before. She fascinates me. 

Intrigues me. 

I want so much more than sex with her and I’m willing to wait, to gently coax her into a relationship with me.

To slow down and not be so obvious about how much I wanted her.

Sighing deeply, I head to my office after trying my best to keep my eyes off Emma, to treat her like any other employee. 

But I hadn’t missed the confusion in her eyes when I had treated her as such.

Perhaps my acting had been too cool.

Placing my hand over my face, I rub my temples with my forefinger and thumb.

She has me so twisted and tangled up inside.

She has always had this effect on me, never knowing quite how to go about breaking through that invisible wall she has up, since the day I met her. I only know that I have to because what I feel for her I have never felt for anyone and I was determined to explore it, discover what it was about Emma that I craved.

Sighing, I drop my hand from my face before opening the file folder that Emma had prepared and quickly read her report. Everything she says makes sense and my admiration for her grows.

Making a fast decision, with Emma’s stricken face from earlier haunting me that I may have been too cold, I head downstairs. I quickly speak with the construction foreman, asking him for the keys to Emma's new office that I had added to the construction plans last week as a surprise for her. The space had been completed and furnished only yesterday but I had decided to wait until she had softened towards me, accepted that we were destined to have some sort of relationship, before showing her.

But now I feel the need to reassure her somehow that I care for her.

That I care for her deeply. 

Taking the keys from where the foreman had them hung on a nail, I head back upstairs.

Knocking gently on Martha's door, I hear Martha say warmly, "Come in."

"I need to steal Emma away for a moment," I say as my eyes rest on Emma, who is leaning over Martha's chair trying to watch what Martha was doing on the computer screen, her jeans clung tightly to her ass in this position.

Down boy, - I mentally tell my cock as it stirs.

"We are pretty much done here, anyway,” Martha says, beaming. “Emma is a fast learner and has caught on quickly. She can definitely take over everything that I have shown her at this point and go forward on her own.”

"Then what I have in store is the appropriate next step," I reply, my heart racing, suddenly feeling a little unsure.

Emma looks at me questioningly. I can see the question in her eyes of why the abrupt change in my treatment of her.

"This way," I gesture as I hold the office door open for her. She hesitates for a moment, her eyes scanning me before finally deciding to do as I ask.

As she walks through the door where I’m waiting and holding it open for her, her scent fills my head, and I inhale deeply. Martha shrewdly shakes her head at me in pity before I follow along behind Emma like a teenage boy lusting after his first girl crush. Stepping slightly in front of her, I lead her down the hallway to the door next to my office, my heart beating in the hope that she will love my gesture. Using the key, I unlock it and swing it open. I hear her gasp, one hand coming up and covering her mouth as her eyes run over her new office.

"I hope you like it," I say quietly, waiting impatiently for her to say something, feeling like how a boy must feel picking a flower from the side of the road for a girl he likes, waiting in anxious hopefulness that she’ll like the stupidly small gesture.

Finally see what’s in front of her.

But she doesn't say anything, keeping me hanging, as her eyes take in the floor to ceiling windows in her corner office. I decorated her office in the contemporary style that I knew she liked with the view of the vineyard as her focal point from her clear glass desk. I had tucked away that little tidbit of information of her preferred décor that she had inadvertently revealed to me that first night in the vineyard when we had shared a bottle of wine while discussing my vision for the interior of the restaurant.

She turns to look at me, the excitement showing clearly in her eyes as she says with awe, "It's beautiful, Lucas. It's even more beautiful than your office."

My heart beats hard in my chest.

Feeling somewhat bashful, I reply, "I wanted you to have this view. You will spend more time in your office overseeing and running this place than I will. It's only fitting that you have it."

"I don't know what to say," she says quietly, still glancing around.

"You don't have to say anything. Just get to work setting this up," I tease lightly as I indicate the folder that she gave me earlier.

She laughs in return, filling me with her happiness as she crosses to her desk. I follow to lay the report on it as she pulls her chair out to sit.

"Thank you," she whispers while she lovingly runs her hands over the top of her new desk.

"You're welcome," I reply softly.

I want to say more to her. To tell her that I would give her much more than this if she would only let me in. Instead, I play it safe and leave.

The rest of the day, I spend between meeting with my parents and the construction crew. Everything seems to be moving along according to plan.

That evening, I return to my home and quickly change into my running attire, anxious to see Emma again and invite her for a run. With tomorrow being Saturday, I had given her the weekend off but I intend to see her before the start of the work week. Stopping by this evening at the cottage with the intention to invite her on a jog was the only excuse I could think of so I could invite her to brunch at my parent’s home tomorrow.

My strides are long and I feel light, as if I’m running on water, as I jog the short distance to the cottage. Knocking on the door, I’m unprepared when Emma swings it open dressed in a short, black, figure hugging cocktail dress. Her hair is down, softly flowing over her shoulders.

"Wow," is out of my mouth before I can stop it.

She flushes, her eyes snagging with mine. 

I can easily see that she wants me.

“Emma,” I whisper, as I take a small, involuntary, step towards her, intent upon placing my first kiss upon her lush lips. 

Behind me, I hear a car blow its horn as it pulls into the driveway, jerking us both out of our trance. Turning to look over my shoulder, I see the officer from Emma's accident scene get out of his car, dressed in a suit.

My stomach pitches...

Then it rolls...

She is going out with him, - my mind, my heart, silently screams at me and I feel as if I’m being completely shredded on the inside. The floorboards of the porch seem to shift - to move - underneath my feet. This time, I take a step back as I watch her glance nervously between me and him as the cocksucker approaches the front steps.

"Um...Lucas, this is Dave. Dave helped me out the night of the accident," she explains as awkwardness descends over all of us.

"Yeah, we met," I manage to spit out.

Needing to get out of there before I lose control and punch a member of the law enforcement in the face, I turn abruptly on my heel and leave without saying another word. 

Reeling, feeling humiliated – but most of all feeling lost, I decide to go for my run anyway because I need it to help me deal with the anger and disappointment spiraling through me. A few minutes later, they pass me in his car on the dirt road, further tearing my heart out. I only increase my pace, increasing my heart rate, wanting to run until this hurt - this deep ache, stopped.

I push myself hard so that by the time I return to the driveway of my house, my heart is racing so hard it hurts every time it beats but it’s nothing compared to the hurt of knowing Emma is with someone else.

Possibly allowing him to touch her...

Allowing him to discover how good she must feel underneath that tight black dress...

I don’t bother to cool out or stretch before going inside. I’m too filled with anger. It’s still pulsing through my veins, a living breathing thing that is consuming me.

He's with her right now, - my mind mocks me.

Angrily, I grab a rock glass, pour two fingers of scotch and tip it back quickly.

That glass is followed by another and yet another until I’m completely drunk and forget everything, where I am, how much I have drank.

Forgetting everything...

Except Emma and that she chose someone else.

I wake the next morning with a large hangover, in the same running clothes, still sitting in the same chair I had sat in last night, drinking myself into a stupor. Showering, with my head hammering, I lean my head forward under the spray. I stay there for several moments, wishing that the pictures of Dave touching her, kissing her – tasting her-  could be magically erased from my mind.

The shower runs cold and still the images play through my mind, repeating...and repeating. Furiously turning off the shower, I dry myself quickly and dress. I can’t face anyone right now, not feeling this way, so I decide to head to the winery. As I pass the cottage, my stomach clenches, bracing myself as my head automatically turns to see if his car had stayed the night. 

It releases in a swift breath when I see her car only in the driveway.

I continue on my way, grateful that I didn't have to bear witness to him staying with her overnight.

In my god damn cottage... 

With the girl that I want...

Pulling into my designated parking spot, I turn off my car and get out. I continue past the restaurant to the winery. Stepping into the fields, I slowly walk through them, trying to settle my mind before I have to be at my parent’s house for our weekly Saturday brunch. 

After an hour, feeling a little more in control, I return to my car and drive a little further down the road to my parent's house.

Opening the door to their home, I step through.

"Is that you Lucas?" I hear my mother call from the kitchen that's down the hall a few feet.

"Yeah," I reply.

She immediately steps out from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron as her eyes fall on my face.

"What's happened?" she asks with concern.

"What makes you think something has happened?" I ask, cryptic.

"Lucas. I can tell from your tone," she says sharply, exasperation in her voice, as she reaches me.

"It's nothing, mom," I say, exhaling on a huge sigh.

"It's not nothing Lucas," she reaches out to hug me but stiffens and pulls back to stare into my eyes. "You smell like a brewery."

"I was a little drunk last night," I pull her back in for a hug anyway using it as an excuse so she will stop scanning my face, stop trying to guess what is wrong.

"More than a little from the smell of you," she says as she softens her voice a little and returns my hug. "Your dad isn't back from the bakery yet. Come, I'll get you some coffee to help with that hangover."

I gratefully accept the coffee once I’m settled in a bar chair at the kitchen island. My stomach growls as I smell the usual brunch of eggs Benedict and hash browns.

Moments later, I hear the front door open and then my dad appears in the kitchen. He places a kiss on my mother's cheek saying, "The English muffins are fresh. Phil took them out of the oven while I was there." Turning to me he does a double take upon seeing my face, asking, "What's happened to you? You look irritated and sour."

I open my mouth in rebuttal but my mother cuts me off saying, "He hasn't said yet. But I think it has something to do with Emma."

Slapping me on the back, dad smiles a broad smile as he asks teasingly, "She's giving you a chase, is she?"

After meeting Emma that first day, my parents had immediately picked up on my attraction to her. While my mom had steadily encouraged me not to give up, my dad had steadily ribbed me, enjoying the fact that his son was having difficulties trying to attain a woman’s attention for once.

"She’s dating someone else," I say through clenched teeth, not amused by my father’s ribbing.

My mother stops what she is doing to look up at me, my father dropping the teasing note.

"Oh, Lucas. I'm so sorry. I thought she told you she had no boyfriend?" mom asks, crossing to me to stare into my face from across the island. I know she is probing, trying to delve deep to see how much this is affecting me. My mother had been the first to pick up on my attraction that day when they had met Emma and we had had a few conversations about Emma since then. She knew I was in deep, way deeper than I should be for a non-existent relationship as of yet.

"She did. I guess when I asked, they weren't an item at that time," I state in a snide tone.

"Honey, I’m so sorry," my mother tries to soothe. 

Sighing, dropping the snideness, I admit honestly, "It just really...hurt."

My parents remain silent, unknowing for the first time ever of how to reply.

"I'm starving," I say, trying to get them off the topic of Emma. 

My mom moves back to the stove after reaching across to lightly squeeze my hand in reassurance.

We eat in relative silence during brunch; the only topic of conversation is when dad asks my opinion on the vines progress to date. As soon as we are done eating, there’s none of the usual banter between us as I help clean up and then excuse myself immediately.

My mother follows me to the door, stopping me with a hand on my arm as she says softly, "Lucas. I know you’re hurting but you never told Emma how you felt. She has a right to see whomever she wants. She did nothing wrong. Don't take it out on her by being surly to her at work. She is still a great employee." 

Sighing, I reply, "I have no intention of taking anything out on her, mom. I will maintain a professional relationship with her. I know we need her to launch the restaurant and inn successfully."

She nods her head before leaning up to kiss me lightly on the cheek.

Turning from her, I head out to my car. Sliding behind the wheel, I suddenly wonder when this feeling of loneliness invaded me.

Chapter 7
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Heading into work on Monday, I arrive anxious.  

I haven’t seen Lucas since he had shown up Friday evening, inviting me on a run. It had been awkward when Dave had arrived. I could tell by Lucas’s reaction that he was distraught. 

I knew the exact reason why because it had been written all over his face. 

And it terrified me.

My date with Dave Friday evening had been a complete disaster. I had been distracted, worried about Lucas all evening. 

Like a ping-pong ball in motion, I had bounced back and forth between the urge to end the date early to seek out Lucas to telling myself to remain where I was because becoming involved with Lucas would be a huge mistake.

My head had won and when Dave had dropped me back to the cottage after I had forced myself to stay and finish dinner with him, he had politely walked me to my door despite my protests that I was fine to see myself in. I was awkward and uncomfortable, had been all evening, as I tried to force myself to keep my mind on the man in front of me – instead of the one my body seemed to be yearning for and I knew Dave knew the reason why I was distracted. It had hung heavily between us all night as I would absentmindedly try to maintain a conversation with Dave, but that didn't stop him from swooping down to kiss me after I unlocked my door. Feeling his tongue trying to gain entry into my mouth, I had enough pretending for one night and I had pulled away. It wasn't that it wasn't unpleasant; it just didn't do anything for me.

It didn’t electrify me.

Not like just being in the same room as Lucas electrified me.

That jolt of realization had made me send Dave away immediately, telling him that I didn't think things were going to work out between us. 

Dave’s only response had been to ask, “It’s because of him, isn’t it?”

Knowing it was true but unable to admit it aloud, I had remained silent. Dave had eventually turned and left me – finally - alone on the porch.

Sighing deeply, I pull open the door to the restaurant, unsure how Lucas would treat me this morning. I had been fretting all weekend and almost gained the courage to walk to his home yesterday. 

But I didn't follow through.

I was afraid of what would happen if I went to him. 

Glancing around the steadily progressing restaurant, I look for Lucas but he is nowhere to be seen. I head up to my office, leaving my door open in the hopes that he would come looking for me. Pressing the button on my coffee maker, I watch as the coffee slowly drips into my cup. 

I miss him, - I silently confess to myself. 

It feels like forever, instead of only last week, that we picnicked together, watched the sunrise, walked in his vineyard. 

When he had watched me with hope and caution in his eyes as he unlocked the door to my office. 

My heart squeezes painfully as I recall the relief that had crossed his face when I had not curbed my response, my sheer delight in his thoughtfulness towards me when I had told him how much it had meant to me.

"Everything okay, Emma? You are staring at that coffee cup pretty intently," I hear Martha's concerned voice ask from my doorway. 

Glancing over my shoulder at her, I respond, "I'm fine. Only needing my morning caffeine fix." 

She pauses for a moment but must decide to drop her questioning as she says informatively, "Lucas is gone for the week. He decided last minute to attend a conference in Napa Valley that his father usually attends every year." 

A spear of disappointment shoots through me and I feel an unexplainable loss that he won't be around. I admit to myself that I wanted him to show up on my doorstep all weekend, to ask me to watch the sunset again, to run next to him...anything.

"Okay," I sigh out, trying hard to hide what I’m feeling for Lucas and the disappointment in knowing I won’t see him for a while. "I'll start unpacking the boxes that were delivered early this morning. I think most of the linens have arrived. I want to get at least one of the inn rooms together for a photoshoot." 

Nodding, Martha pauses, as if she wants to say something but she must decide against it as she says softly, "I'll be in my office if you need me. Even if you just need to talk." 

Startled, I hold her eyes and see the knowledge, the awareness in her eyes of my inner turmoil. My throat feels swollen, my insides torn, as I break our gaze.

Finally – thankfully – after a few moments, I hear her leave.

Taking my cup from underneath the coffee maker, I forcefully push away all thoughts of Lucas and Friday night to throw myself into work. I begin by quickly checking the inn reservation system to see how many reservations we have picked up since I connected with online booking engines. The bookings have more than doubled and my spirits rise a fraction. 

But only a fraction.

I keep myself occupied the rest of the week with focusing on work at the inn. I manage to finish a room and schedule a photo session, along with lining up advertising placements. I also drop by the winery to watch as Lucas's mom runs the winery with a knowledge that I hope to have some day and my admiration for her grows quickly. We develop a friendship very quickly and she invites me to lunch at her home on Thursday. Eagerly accepting, I arrive on her doorstep astounded at the monstrosity of her home which is of the plantation style, sprawling like an eagle overlooking the vineyard. 

Answering the door, Lucas's mom warmly welcomes me in with a hug. We enjoy lunch outside on her back-patio area, talking about the wine making process, and I lose track of time as I absorb every word she says.  

After finishing my meal, I say, "Thanks so much Mrs. Reid for your hospitality and sharing your knowledge. I should get back to the inn. The photographer is scheduled to arrive within the half hour and I want to do a last-minute check to make sure the room is as I want it." 

"You are more than welcome, Emma, but please, you must call me Charlotte," she stresses warmly. 

Smiling warmly at her in return, I reply, "Thanks, Charlotte, for the lovely lunch." 

"You must come back again," she says as she takes my hands, squeezing tightly. 

"You say when and I’ll be here," I respond eagerly, meaning it. I love the genuine warmth of this woman. 

"Come for brunch Saturday at 11," she throws out the invite immediately. 

Laughing, I nod before giving her hands a squeeze in return. 

Friday comes and goes in a blur with the restaurant renovations now needing my attention with the small details. Saturday morning, I rise early for a walk first with Quinny before going on a run. During the run, I admit to myself that I wish Lucas was running next to me, chatting with me from time to time about the upcoming day. Returning back to the cottage, I shower, sipping slowly on a coffee as I dry my hair. I only had a banana for breakfast, wanting to save myself for what is sure to be a great brunch. 

Arriving at the Reid's family home a few minutes before 11am, I ring the doorbell. As the door swings open, I’m unprepared to be suddenly staring into the intense blue eyes that I have missed, that had haunted me every waking moment of the past week.

That had been the feature of my dreams every night.

Face to face with him again, I have to catch my breath. 

He's so tall and handsome as hell, - my mind silently acknowledges as my eyes eagerly run over his face.

"Mr. Reid..." I say breathless. 

"Mom didn't tell me you were coming," is his abrupt reply. 

"Lucas! That's no way to greet a guest," I hear his mother admonish sternly from behind him. 

Lucas drops his hand from the doorknob and turns away, leaving me outside on the step, not bothering to invite me in. 

"Please, Emma. Come in. I didn't realize my son didn't have manners," she says loudly to Lucas's retreating back. 

“Maybe I should leave," I offer quietly. 

"Nonsense. He's just in a bad mood," she says, dismissing Lucas’s response to me as nothing, as she grasps my forearm to encourage me to stay. Because I don't want to upset her further, I step inside. She gestures for me to precede her down the hallway. 

I keep my eyes averted from Lucas as I enter the kitchen but his mother doesn't pause as she pulls out a chair next to Lucas at the kitchen island, waiting expectantly for me to sit. Not knowing what else to do, I take a seat.

"Would you like some coffee, Emma, while I finish up brunch?" Charlotte inquires as she heads over to the coffee maker. 

"I'd love one but I can get it," I say, half rising from my chair, wanting to place distance between myself and the obviously angry man sitting next to me. 

"You might as well sit. She won't let you do anything," I hear Lucas's voice murmur next to me. 

"That's right. Brunch is my time in the kitchen to entertain. So, sit and relax," Charlotte insists as she reaches across the countertop to pour coffee for me. 

I glance quickly at Lucas next to me as I stand awkwardly, half into and half out of my chair, wanting desperately to move away from him and his sullen mood, but knowing I don’t have any other choice. 

I force myself to sit back down. 

I concentrate hard on the simple task of mixing my coffee to my liking before taking a sip, watching as Charlotte flies around the kitchen over the rim of my mug.  

My stomach is doing somersaults, being this close to Lucas and I have difficulty swallowing the hot liquid.

William asks his son several questions about the restaurant and inn, wanting to know if the targeted opening date of May twenty-fourth weekend will still be met, and it mercifully distracts Lucas out of his sullen mood for a moment. Lucas responds to each question, outlining that all the electrical, and plumbing has been completed with the drywall to be installed starting Monday. They speak about a few more business items as I continue to sit next to Lucas, wishing I was far, far away from here. 

"Go take a seat in the breakfast nook, Emma,” Charlotte interrupts my thoughts. But she only makes things worse for me as she says, “Lucas, go keep her company while your dad and I bring in the food." I feel completely out of place as Charlotte has once again put me in a spot where I feel even more uncomfortable. I hear Lucas’s exasperated sigh before he pushes himself to his feet. Unknowing how to extract myself from this situation, I rise from my chair, and wordlessly follow Lucas to the breakfast nook, my eyes straying to his perfect ass, in those perfectly tight jeans of his, feeling awkward the whole way. My hands tremble as I watch him politely pull out a chair for me. He waits silently, his impatience at this fiasco written all over his face. I quickly cross to where he is, and as I sit, he remains to help me scoot my chair back into the table. My nerves prickle as he hesitates for a moment behind me. I wait for him to say something, or do something, but after a few moments, he finally moves to sit directly across from me instead of next to me. I don't know which seating arrangement I prefer; the prior one in the kitchen where he was way too close to me, or this one, as his gaze can now settle directly on my face, making me want to squirm in my seat.

Not knowing what to say and hating the silence, I inquire politely, "How was your trip to Napa?" 

"It was fine," he replies abrupt. His tone has a hard edge to it, as he continues to watch me intently. 

Nodding, feeling extremely uncomfortable, silently praying for Charlotte to hurry up, I decide the silence is better and break away from his intense gaze. 

"Martha showed me the room you have ready and also informed me that you already have a photoshoot done," he says, breaking the silence. This tone seems softer, even if it is forced.

Meeting his eyes again, I see regret. My stomach flops, then clenches. 

"Yes, I hope that is okay. We needed photos for the website and booking engines. We had several requests stating they loved the landscape photos of the vineyard but they wanted photos of the rooms before they would book," I respond, keeping my voice quiet but holding his gaze, wondering what his regrets were. Did he not like the room?

Was one of them hiring me? – my heart stops beating for a second at that thought. Despite everything, I have grown to love my job.

And I couldn’t imagine not seeing Lucas again.

Sighing, Lucas rubs the back of his neck before leaning forward to say softly, "I'm sorry I acted like an ass earlier." 

"It seems I bring out the ass in you," I throw back without thinking. 

His short burst of laughter before he smiles, causes my raised hackles to recede a little and I start to relax a little for the first time. 

"It seems you do," he replies easily in agreement, grinning at me. 

"Well now, here we go," Charlotte says loudly as she walks beaming into the breakfast nook area. My mouth waters as I see a platter of eggs Benedict set before me. William pops the cork on a bottle of bubbly wine and pours each of us a glass as we take turns helping ourselves to the delicious food. The meal passes quickly and I find myself thoroughly enjoying being here with Lucas and his parents. Thankfully, the awkwardness that had been between Lucas and me when I first arrived has completely disappeared. 

Afterwards, I help Charlotte clean up after brunch, a glow from the bubbly wine staining my cheeks, as I assist her around the kitchen. 

Observing my wine flushed cheeks, Charlotte suggests firmly, "I think Lucas should drive you home.” 

"Oh no. That's fine. I can walk," I respond quickly.  

"Nonsense," she says waving away my response. "Lucas," she raises her voice as she calls out to him in the breakfast nook, "Emma needs a ride home. I think the two glasses of bubbly has made her a little tipsy." 

My stomach takes a nose dive.

Lucas emerges from the breakfast nook from where he was wiping down the table. My cheeks flush even more as his glance falls on me. 

"I can walk," I insist quickly, once again. 

His eyes seem to mock me as he takes in my flushed cheeks, even as a beautifully wide teasing smile plays at the corner of his mouth, as he replies easily, "There's no reason for you to walk. I’m driving right past the cottage." 

I give up and with my cheeks burning, I take the plates from the countertop and begin loading them into the dishwasher.  

"Ready?" Lucas asks, once the clean-up is done a few moments later. 

Nodding, slightly nervous at being alone with him if only for a short ride, I follow him to the door. 

"Thanks for coming, Emma. Same time next week," Charlotte says enthusiastically as she gives me a warm hug. 

"Oh, oh! Now you are roped into the weekly brunches," William teases. 

Charlotte lightly smacks him on the arm telling him to behave. I can’t help but laugh at their banter despite the upcoming unnerving car ride back to the cottage. Loving how they interact with each other, loving how they have so easily invited me into their home. 

"I'll gladly be back next week, and the next week and even the next week after that if you keep serving those eggs Benedict," I joke. 

"The menu is the same every Saturday," I hear Lucas say, rolling his eyes. "It's been a tradition since I was a born." 

"In that case, I’m definitely in for next Saturday," I reply to Charlotte, pushing away my uneasiness in having to endure Lucas again next Saturday. After all, I would have to endure him all week at work. 

Turning, I head out the door to Lucas's car. As I reach for the handle, Lucas gently knocks my hand away to open the passenger door for me. He waits for me to be settled before slamming it shut. I say a silent thank you that it is a short drive to the cottage. 

As Lucas slides into the driver's seat, I watch how his jeans are tight in all the right places. My gaze slides to between his legs as he turns to grasp his seatbelt and I can't stop myself from wondering if the bulge I see there is from the bunched-up fabric of his jeans...

Or if it is the actual size of him...

I lick my lips. 

Then my cheeks flush as I realize that the wine had affected my inhibitions more than I realized and I quickly avert my gaze before Lucas catches me ogling his crotch.

Nothing good would come of that.

"Are you interested in a run this evening?" I hear Lucas ask, snapping me out of my musings, and back to reality.

"I ran this morning but I definitely need another run after that meal," I respond after swallowing, my heart racing at his question.

At my inner thoughts about him. 

Between my thighs is a yearning that only seems to be growing deeper and deeper when I’m around him.   

He laughs, oblivious to my heightened sexual state, as he replies, "It is pure indulgence but my mother's eggs Benedict are worth it." 

I nod in agreement and we both fall silent. I try to curtail the sexual pull I feel towards him during the drive but it’s hard with his masculine scent, along with his perfect physique, sitting only inches away from me. I envision how easily I could reach over and discover exactly what was material...

What was him... 

When he pulls into my driveway, I open the door before Lucas has a chance to move. 

I quickly exit the car, tossing over my shoulder, "I'll be ready around 7 for that run." 

Shutting the car door, my steps light despite my inner turmoil, I quickly take the front steps up the front of the cottage, desperately needing a break from him and all of that sexual magnetism.

Chapter 8
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Watching as Emma opens the door to the cottage, I can't help the grin that spreads across my face. I had missed seeing her this past week and to be back in her company with plans to spend more time with her this evening, I can’t help the shit eating grin that crosses my face. 

After brunch last week, my father had contacted me, telling me that I was going to Napa with him, no arguments. He felt that I needed to put space between myself and Emma, that I needed time to clear my head and accept that she was seeing someone. 

What my mother did today, I didn't quite grasp. It was as if she had orchestrated the brunch so that Emma and I would have to talk. At this point, I don't care what she planned because Emma and I had called a truce today. 

Maybe I’m getting my hopes up again and I shouldn't have asked her for a run, especially when I had made up my mind at brunch that I would treat her like any other employee and maintain my distance. But driving her home, I had thought there had been that usual spark between us and it made me reluctant to keep my promise. Instead, I had broken the promise I had made to myself to stay away from her and invited her for a run.

I would make sure that we maintained a professional relationship only, - I sternly remind myself. After all, I wasn't into sharing a woman with another man. 

With that thought, my mind taunts me with images of the officer touching her cheek, brushing those perfect lips of hers with his. My hands tighten around the steering wheel and I close my eyes for a moment, willing the thoughts away. 

Sighing, I back out of her driveway and head to my house, never feeling so lonesome and so anxious for time to pass. Not knowing what to do with myself until our run, I decide to catch up on some paperwork. I work until 5 and then make a sandwich, wanting to keep my dinner light before my run. 

As I take the last bite of my sandwich, my phone rings. Seeing Stephen's face light up my screen, I can’t help but grin as I answer. 

"Hey stranger. You busy tonight?" I hear him ask immediately.

Thinking of Emma, I reply, "Yeah, I am." 

"Unless it's a hot date, you should cancel," he jests. 

"Why? What’s your plan?" I ask, knowing what the answer will be. Stephen is even more of a playboy than I ever was. 

"I've got two babes that want to hook up," he boasts. 

Shaking my head, I laugh as I respond, "Sorry, I’m out. I have plans." 

"Change them," he says immediately. "You gotta see this girl I have for you. She's hot. Tall, blond and extremely leggy, just the way you like them." 

Still laughing, knowing that the girls Stephen is talking about are most likely two girls who are looking to have the same kind of fun Stephen intends to have, I reply, "Not tonight, Stephen." 

"Oh, come on, man! You’ve said no the past couple of times I have asked you," he whines. Then, "Wait now. Do you have plans with a female?" 

Sighing, losing my laughter as I think of Emma, I admit, "You could say that." 

"Don't tell me you are working or hanging out with the lovely Martha," he says jokingly. 

"No, I have actual plans," I avoid mentioning that I’m waiting impatiently, like a loser, to meet a girl for a run, who is already taken. Stephen would be in waves and waves of laughter if he knew my exact reason. 

"Tell me, who is she? You going to bang her?" he probes. 

"It's a work associate and we are going for a run," I give in, hating the words Stephen is using with regards to Emma. If I was ever given the chance, Emma would never be a quick lay to me.  

"A work associate that you want to bang? Thought you usually stayed away from that sort of thing? Tell me what she looks like!" he says, raucously. 

"I'm hanging up now, Stephen," I threaten, feeling myself getting irritated. I suddenly realize Stephen’s terminology hadn’t bothered me before when we discussed women.

That’s because it hadn’t mattered before. 

"Ahhhh, come on man. Ditch the work chick for a sure lay,” he now says, his voice now revealing a bit of whining in his tone. “I hear Tammy can suck a cock like...”

"Bye, Stephen," I say, hanging up quickly, having no interest in anything further that he has to say.  

Perhaps I’m crazy but spending an evening with Emma appeals to me far more than what Stephen has planned. Even though I know I can't touch her. 

I glance at the time on my phone once again and it reads 5:32. I sigh as I impatiently take my phone and my empty plate to the kitchen. After laying the plate in the dishwasher, I look around my lonely home.

Despite the warm and cozy furnishings, it has never felt so empty and bare. Sighing heavily, I decide to go back to the paperwork for another hour before I change into my workout clothes.

A few minutes before 7, after what seems like forever waiting, I pull the door to my house closed behind me and jog to the cottage. My strides are long and quick and I arrive in record time. Knocking on the door, it swings open immediately and Emma is standing there, looking so very beautiful with her face beaming up at me. 

"Right on time," she murmurs, before stepping out and pulling the door to the cottage shut behind her. 

We remain silent as we pick up our pace, but I still feel the contentment slide through me with something as simple as only having her next to me. 

There's nowhere else I'd rather be. 

There’s no one else I’d rather be with.

We continue to complete our run in a comfortable, companionable silence and this run is the start of our new comfortable, working – completely platonic - friendship.

Even though there would be times that I would catch myself watching her; watching her accomplish simple daily tasks such as making coffee, the way her hands moved sometimes when she spoken to the foreman about how she pictured certain details for the restaurant, how she would smile at everyone she encountered...making them feel that they were the center of her world.

It’s what she makes me feel every time she shares that smile with me and several times I become hopeful, thinking I’m seeing something there. But then I crash back to earth when she abruptly turns or bestows that smile on some other poor male that has the same hopes as me.

The next weeks roll by quickly as we really dig in, working every waking moment, to get the rooms and restaurant ready for the grand opening. I have an internal fight every day to maintain my distance as I watch Emma take charge of pretty much everything with regards to the restaurant. She has assumed the role for hiring and conversing with the chef on the menu, knowing exactly what she is looking for, but leaving the wine pairing to me. She also oversees the interior decor of the rooms and restaurant, making tweaks here and there from my plans. I don't interfere with her decisions to make changes. I trust her. 

I would even trust her with my heart if she only wanted it.

She works steadily beside me throughout it all only gaining more of my respect as time hurries by as she never hesitates at the extra hours. I often wonder how her boyfriend feels that she has spent her every waking moment here lately but I don’t ask and I thankfully don’t cross paths with him again. 

Finally, six weeks after Emma started, we reach our opening day. If I thought she was busy before, on opening day she doesn't even take time to eat. 

Late afternoon, I watch her scurry through the dining room, stopping here and there to fix something she sees out of place. Her distracted, worried gaze comes to me and she gives me a tired smile before moving to step past me.

Reaching out, I grasp her by the arm. The sizzling awareness that still exists between us sparks electrical currents through my fingers at the feel of her skin. 

Her shocked, but extremely tired eyes warily come up to my face as I say firmly, "Emma. You need to eat." 

Shaking her head, she breaks the connection with our eyes, using the excuse to glance around the restaurant one more time to make sure everything is right, as she replies, "I'll eat later. Right now I have to..."  

"No, you'll eat now,” I interrupt her. “You're no good to this place if you keep this up. Take a break and eat," I continue firmly. 

She lets out an exasperated sigh, giving in, knowing that I won't give up. Keeping her arm in my grasp, I force her to sit on the bar stool at the bar as I place my dinner, that was prepared by my mother who knew I was too busy to cook, in front of Emma. I watch as Emma takes a bite, then quickly takes another. She doesn't stop until it is completely gone. 

"Wow, I was hungry," she says, bashfully. 

Laughing, I agree, "Yes, you were.” Sobering quickly, I say sternly, “Now slow down and take a moment." 

Her eyes widen as she replies, "I can't. I have over one hundred people coming shortly plus the guests at the inn that are already starting to check in. I have to get back to work." She jumps up from the stool before I have a chance to stop her and brushing past me, heads right back into it. 

That night I’m sure Emma is going to run out of steam. She practically flies around the restaurant, making sure everyone is doing their jobs, along with checking on guests to ensure they are having a great meal. I watch her, always unable to keep my eyes away from her, as I sit with my parents for just a few minutes to have a celebratory toast. 

"Emma is so busy," my mother states as she too watches Emma. 

Sighing, I reply, "I have tried to get her to slow down. But she keeps going. I’m afraid she is going to burn out soon. I’m hoping that after tonight she will relax a little." 

But it doesn't happen and after our second week of operations, I take it upon myself to step in. I call the recently hired host, whom - from what I can see so far - can handle her job perfectly, and ask her to cover Emma’s shift.

Stopping Emma in her tracks as she tries to blow past me in the morning, I catch her arm, knowing touching her will get her immediate attention, to inform her, "Emma, you are not hosting tonight." 

She shakes her head and as she opens her mouth to say something, I interrupt her before she has a word out. 

"I want you to meet the group I am bringing here tonight. It's business so you don't have to feel guilty. You’ll still be working but you will at least have a chance to eat a sensible meal," I say firmly. 

"I think I should work to make sure everything goes fine for the meeting," she replies but I can see the tiredness in her eyes. She wants to give in, take a little rest but she also doesn’t want to let go. It’s hard placing your trust in someone for the first time and I know Emma cares about what happens with this place just as much as I do.

"No, go home. Have a rest and meet me back here tonight at 7," I say coaxingly. 

She hesitates and I switch to a firm tone as I state, "Go home, Emma." 

She sighs, clearly exhausted, before reluctantly giving in. Finally, she nods as she concedes, "Okay. Call me if you need me for anything." 

I don't answer her. There's no point. Unless the place catches on fire and she is the only one who can save it, I won’t be calling her. 

I spend the afternoon taking over part of Emma's job, making sure the kitchen has everything it needs, ensuring the new staff are paired up with the staff already trained before heading home to have a quick shower. 

A few minutes before 7, the hired limousine pulls up out front of the restaurant and my guests for the evening from other vineyards in the area spill out. As I’m showing the last one to her seat, the restaurant door swings open and Emma steps inside. 

My attention is immediately riveted to her, my need for her pulsing through my body. 

Dressed in a long, black, floor length evening gown that has a scooped neckline which clearly shows off her cleavage to the best vantage point, she has my body begging for her from across the room. The dress clings tightly to her body, outlining her perfect, luscious, sensual silhouette. 

Managing to find my brain, I move forward to greet her, my eyes moving over the elegance of her long neck that is on display with her hair pulled up and off her face. 

"Emma," I whisper. 

Her eyes turn to me, soft and sensual, and I feel a punch to my gut that she isn't mine. Sorrow spreads through me as I hold out my arm for her to take, cursing the damn cop as jealousy eats away at me. 

Escorting her to our table, I seat her next to me. Even though she isn’t mine, I will take this small gift to be able to sit next to her all evening, soaking up the smell of her, the look of her as she sits next to me. 

Throughout the night, I am unable to take my eyes from her. Her laughter often rings out over everyone else and I realize that while I had been worried about her working, she was thriving. With each step getting closer to our opening date, she had found more and more confidence in herself as a business person. 

She is radiating pride and accomplishment.

I’m now in total admiration of her. Even more smitten. 

Everything goes off without a problem and I feel the pride continue to radiate from her as my guests compliment us both on a job well done. 

Escorting the guests back to the limo, we both stand on the steps as the last guest, an elderly man named Jack says, "Hold on to this one, Lucas. She's a gem," before ducking his head to get in the rented limo. 

Chuckling, I glance over at Emma as I tease, "He's smitten too." 

My words hang heavy in the air between us and I swallow my laughter.

I had inadvertently let it slip that I was definitely into her with that small three-letter word too.

She flushes as she turns to go back into the restaurant. 

"Emma," I murmur. 

There’s so much I want to say to her. 

She pauses, her eyes weary as she looks at me.

I swallow the words I want to say and instead continue with the platonic words, "You’ve been working so very hard. I wanted – no, need - to tell you how much I appreciate it." 

I see her relax again, losing that weary and cautious look as a full genuine and happy smile spreads across her face.

God, she is radiant, - my heart thuds softly in my chest.

"It has been my pleasure. I enjoyed it all thoroughly. And not just tonight," she murmurs.

With true honest intentions in mind, I gently coax, “But your body must be very tired. I have a hot tub at my place that you could relax in and give your muscles a much-needed break."  

She moans softly, her eyes closing in the anticipated pleasure, and I forcefully remind myself to keep this totally platonic, as she admits, "That does sounds heavenly." 

"Why don't you head back to the cottage to change and I'll check in on the staff. I’ll ensure Melissa is okay to lock up on her own," I suggest. I silently tell my heart thudding heart that we’re just friends. Just two friends unwinding after a very long stretch of working hard. 

"She has never locked up before..." Emma hesitates, but I can also see that my suggestion has her intrigued. 

"Melissa has been trained to lock up by you. She has to do it on her own at some point and it’s time to let go of some of your responsibilities," I interject firmly. 

Emma sighs, giving in easily, even as she asks, "Are you sure?" 

"Yes, I’m sure. I'll meet you at my place in half an hour," I reply quietly. 

Emma nods and finally turns to walk to her car. I watch as she climbs in before turning to go back into the restaurant. 

I ignore my racing heart beat as I speak with Melissa and the chef, thanking them for a job well done and asking Melissa to close up. 

Grabbing a chilled bottle of Pol Roger Pink Champagne from the restaurant, I hop in my car and cover the distance to my house quickly. As I lay the bottle in an ice bucket, my doorbell rings. My heart races even faster as I scold myself that this is a platonic evening, that Emma is with someone else and she is hands off. 

Firmly getting my excitement under control, I cross to the door and swing it open. Emma is before me in a short swimsuit wrap that comes down to the top of her thighs, barely concealing the rest of her body with the see-through material. Her hair is piled high into her usual sexy, messy bun leaving that long elegant neck I want so desperately to taste on display. 

I feel my cock twitch. 

Stop it, - I mentally berate myself. Platonic, remember? 

Swallowing, I say hoarsely, "Come in," and step back so that she can step through. 

I’m careful to keep one hand on the doorknob, squeezing it, while sticking the other in my pants pocket to keep from reaching for her as I close the door behind her. 

"This place is spectacular," I hear her say in awe. 

No, you are what's spectacular, - is what I want to say aloud, as I watch her gazing around the room, her barely there cover up teasing me with glimpses of her shapely ass. My cock turns to pulsating.

And I realize this idea was a mistake.

I had subjected myself to an evening of torture. 

Powerlessly, I watch as Emma walks to look out over the vineyard through the floor to ceiling windows in my living room and I wonder if I will ever want another woman as much as I want Emma. 

She turns to look back at me, and I quickly try to hide my yearning for her, as she says honestly, "I love it. The view must be incredible in the daylight." 

"It is incredible," I agree, softly, my eyes only on her. Silently, I curse the cop. 

She crosses to my gourmet kitchen that is rarely used, running her hands over the pristine white countertops where I had set the bottle of champagne, and I helplessly envision what her hands would feel like running over my chest.

How they would feel wrapped firmly around my cock as she guided me into her body.

How it would feel to finally slake my lust for her in her body.

My cock tightens further.

Hurting... 

"I know of chefs who would give their right arm to have a kitchen like this," she says admiringly. The kitchen lights are brighter than the living room lights. 

The result is that her figure is illuminated even more. 

Clearing my throat, feeling like a horny teenage boy unable to have a simple conversation with a girl, I murmur, "I don't use it much." Inviting her back here had been the wrong thing to do. 

How could I be so stupid?

I want her too much. 

She laughs as she continues with a strictly platonic conversation while I’m having anything but platonic thoughts, "I can see why you wouldn't. It's kind of big for one person." 

I continue to stand there watching her gaze take in every nook and cranny of my home with my body screaming for hers, unable to allow my mind to form words. 

She glances over at me after finishing her perusal and asks, "Is that champagne for us?' 

Nodding, I watch as she grasps the bottle neck in one hand as she tears the foil off the top. I should offer to open it for her but I’m in danger of almost moaning aloud as I continue to imagine her hand grasping me. 

"I have to go change," I mutter quietly, leaving her to her own devices. If I stay and help her, I won't be able to resist touching her. 

And how do you plan to get through this idiotic suggestion of yours to come here tonight without touching her? - my brain taunts. She has worked so hard for you. She doesn’t deserve to have you ogling and lusting after her while she is trying to relax.

I hastily pull off my clothes and change into my swim shorts, grateful that they are loose and somewhat able to hide my heavy, throbbing erection. 

Sighing heavily, I grasp the doorknob and mentally prepare myself to face the torture of what I had started. 

Emma has a glass of champagne in her hand and is wandering around my living room, looking at photos here and there that I have on display, bending over to look closer at a picture of my parents as I walk by her. My hand itches to touch the soft skin of her outer thigh that is exposed by her pose. Instead, I forcefully avert my eyes to continue to the kitchen and hastily grab my champagne glass that Emma had poured for me, telling myself not to break the fragile crystal by clutching it too tightly. I take a large gulp of the bubbly liquid, draining it completely, wanting it to seep quickly into my veins.  

I squeeze my eyes shut. 

I’m so hard it hurts. 

Refilling my glass, I grab the ice bucket with the bottle in it and walk to the living room doors, easily sliding them open with my knee. I don't say anything as I lay the bucket and glass on the section of the hot tub that has been perfectly molded to hold drinks. I remain silent as I remove the cover from the hot tub. Not bothering to see if she followed, I climb into the hot water and shut my eyes. Laying my head back, I silently pray for the strength to get through this without exploding in the water. 

I hear a splash as Emma enters the tub and my cock jumps. I bite my lip, my whole body, tense. 

When I’m sure she has had enough time to safely submerge herself beneath the surface, I open my eyes. She is seated across the tub from me, her eyes trained on some point past me, purposely avoiding any eye contact with me. She is clearly uncomfortable as well. 

I won't dare let my eyes drop below her neck.

I have fantasized about those breasts - having them bounce as I suckled on them as she straddled me to sink herself onto my cock repeatedly - way too much to have them displayed so perfectly in front of me and knowing I can’t touch. 

I sigh heavily and force myself to appear somewhat relaxed. 

She deserves to unwind without worrying about me coming on to her, – I again reprimand myself.

"Doesn't this feel great?" I ask, breaking the silence. 

She nods, letting out a big exhale as well. 

I press a button on the tub and soft music fills the air. Taking a sip of my champagne, I watch as Emma does the same, keeping my eyes firmly on her head. 

We both stay like this, silent, on edge - cautious - as we finish our wine. I reach for the bottle and top us both up, remaining silent. I see her hand tremble a little as I pour hers. 

My eyes shoot to her face.

But Emma firmly avoids my eyes, as she breaks the silence to say, “Your guests were great tonight." 

Nodding in agreement, I decide to try an attempt at lightening the situation. Despite wanting her as much more than a lover, I know I have to settle for friendship. 

"What did you think of Billy's toupee?" I ask, chuckling. 

Emma covers her mouth trying to hold back the laughter. But her mirth won't be contained and it breaks through, ringing out into the night air, delighting me. 

Entrancing me further.

"Oh my God. He really thinks he is hot wearing that thing, doesn't he?" she quips, sparking my genuine laughter. 

"Billy has always thought he was God's gift to women," I say, loving her laughter. I watch the amusement in her eyes, happy that I have broken some of the tension between us. 

I love seeing her so relaxed and content, I only wish she was relaxed and content with me. Despite her being with someone else, despite that my body is being tortured by longing for something that I can’t have, I suddenly never want this night to end. 

A little bit of her is better than none, - I silently console myself. 

Wanting to keep things light between us, I continue to tell her of some of Billy's escapades as we unknowingly finish off the full bottle of champagne.  

“Well that's empty," I say, as I lift the bottle and shake it in front of her face. 

Emma immediately sobers as I stand to lean over the side of the hot tub to place the empty bottle on the deck. 

"I should be going," she says as she shoots, cumbersomely, to her feet. 

My eyes helplessly drop to her full, jiggling breasts that are barely covered by her black bikini top. Blood rushes to my head and I forget everything as my cock, past the point of no return, leaks precum. 

I watch her, my body overtaking my head, as she turns to place her right foot on the first step to the stairs. 

And I know I can’t let her go.

It feels like I’m dreaming, as my right arm reaches out under its own spell, to place my hand on her outer right thigh. 

Her skin feels better than I ever dreamed. 

She halts, staring straight ahead. The only sound in the night other than the hot tub jets and soft music is Emma’s ragged breathing. Encouraged that she hasn’t moved, I move a little closer to stand behind her, as I slide my hand around from her right thigh to her flat belly. I cautiously place gentle pressure on her abdomen, encouraging her to grind into me as I allow my cock to come into contact her with her ass. 

My cock jumps and I have to temper the desire to tear her bikini bottom away and sink myself deep, allowing myself to finally rut into oblivion with this woman that I have obsessed about since the day she walked into my life. 

But outweighing that urge is my need to keep her here. 

With my chest pressed against her back, I can see the tops of her breasts, trembling from her shortened breaths.

Fuck, I need her. 

“Stay,” I whisper into her ear, inhaling her scent. My body only screams more for hers at this sensory overload.

She doesn't do or say anything, but she does continue to stand there, unmoving, her breathing erratic in the night air with her foot still up on the step and the other remaining on the floor of the tub - allowing me perfect, easy access. 

I slowly slide my hand from her belly back to her right hip, to grasp her gently, but firmly. Stepping back slightly, I trail the fingers of my free hand up her inner right thigh, absorbing the heady feeling of her muscles jumping and quivering underneath my fingers, until I reach the juncture of her thighs. I hear her breath hitch as I feel the pulse of my body settle entirely in my cock. 

I’m so close to where I want to be.

So very badly... 

Meeting the barrier of her bikini bottom, I stop breathing and listen – watching - for any signs of resistance from her as I pray silently to myself that she doesn’t stop me. Exhaling slowly, I gently and cautiously slide my index finger underneath the elastic, gently pushing her bikini bottom to the side to slide my middle finger up into her. 

She feels like velvet. 

And so fucking hot.

My head now feels as if it will explode. 

I hear her soft moans, further inflating my lust. Releasing her hip from my other hand, I step back slightly and with my heart thundering, I push my shorts down to allow my raging cock to spring free. Grasping it, I slowly stroke myself as I push two fingers into Emma before continuing my strokes inside of her velvety softness. Emma has now arched her back, affording me a better view of where I’m longing to be. 

I watch as my finger slides in...and then slowly out.

God, she is beautiful, - I silently moan.

The precum now drips from my cock in anticipation. 

"Lucas..." I hear her whisper. 

It's the first time she has used my name and my cock twitches in my hand. 

Leaning forward, my chest connects with her back again and I savor the feel of her soft skin against mine. 

Little by little, I remove my fingers from her as I whisper in her ear, "Turn around." 

Slowly, she does as I ask. I watch as her eyes widen, focusing on my cock that I have continued to stroke. I see her lick her lips and I’m suddenly unable to think, to wait any longer. 

I reach forward and slowly tug on the string that is tied behind her head holding her beautiful full breasts up. I watch as, almost in slow motion, the string releases and her top falls away, finally leaving her breasts exposed to my gaze. 

Gently heaving with her shortened breaths.

I have never seen anything so beautiful, so lustful...so erotic. 

"Untie the strings on your bottoms," I murmur, continuing to stroke myself, the anticipation killing me. 

I watch as my fantasy plays out before me as Emma unties one side and then the other, allowing the moving water from the jets to take away her bottoms in the current. 

“Sit down and spread your legs for me, Emma," I whisper, barely able to breathe. 

I watch as Emma slowly slides into a seated position before tentatively spreading her legs. The sight of her spread before me, waiting for me – wanting me - makes my cock jump and twitch yet again. 

Stepping over to her, the height of the hot tub seat is at the perfect height to where I’m standing in the middle of the sunken part of the tub, lining us up perfectly. I tease her as I finally touch the tip of my cock to her opening, the current of the water flowing in and around us, stimulating us both even more. I watch her once again bite her lip, all resistance gone, as she breathes heavily, yearning for me to be inside of her. 

"Wrap those long beautiful legs around me," I whisper, not sure how much more I can handle of my own teasing. 

Feeling her legs slide around my waist makes me lose control. Placing my hand on her hip, I hold her still as I push forward into her. 

"Say my name," I whisper harshly. 

"Lucas," she says softly. 

Hearing my name again from her lips spurs me on and I sink myself deep. Now grasping her tightly by both of her hips, I watch as her breasts jiggle from our movements, the water lapping around her nipples firing off so many explosions inside my body, inside my head.  

Glancing down to where we are joined, I watch as I slide myself out and then back into her again, my cock throbbing, close to cumming much too soon. I pull out again and raising my eyes back to her breasts, I watch them shake from the force of my thrust as I push into her again, lust completely consuming me. My gaze moves up to her face as I force myself to slowly back out. 

I need to watch her face, to make her cum. 

Holding her eyes, I push back into her forcefully, then just as forcefully pull back out - over and over - my moves becoming savage as I place a finger on her clit. I watch as her eyes become intense, staring back at me as I work her body, commanding it to listen to me. 

Her eyes slide close and I feel her squeezing - oh so tightly - around my cock. I finally allow myself to let go, filling her deeply.

Satisfyingly. 

The sensation of making love to her is so much better than my dreams and I feel as if my body is filled with electric darts that all scream her name. 

I collapse on top of her, my mouth hot on her neck, gasping for air as my brain tries desperately to catch up to what just happened. 

I feel her legs release around me and I suddenly comprehend that I may be crushing her against the side of the hot tub. Stepping back from her, I glance around for towels, only focused on wanting to take her to my bed to continue this because that was way too short for my liking. 

I need more.

So much more. 

I have a driving need to explore all of her body. Make her cum like that again. 

"Damn it. I forgot the towels. I'll be right back," I murmur, as I pull my shorts up before climbing out of the tub. 

Not caring that I’m dripping water all over my floors, with my heart still hammering – still tripping in excitement from being with Emma and finally experiencing her, I head back to my bedroom to grab a couple of towels.  

What about the boyfriend? – slips unwanted through my mind. I push it away, unwilling to deal with it right now after having the hottest sex of my life. 

Heading back outside, my heart is still hammering, and my head is still in sensory overload leaving me with a heady feeling.

"I have towels..." I trail off as I realize that Emma isn't there. The hot tub is empty except for her bikini that is floating around in the moving water. My stomach pitches violently with panic as I go back inside and cross quickly to my front door, swinging it open. I can barely make out Emma at the end of my driveway, dressed only in her short wrap, running the fastest I have ever seen her run. 

My heart drops as I realize she is running away from me. 

Sliding my feet into my sandals, I run after her, calling her name, my voice sounding empty and desperate in the still night air. By the time I catch up to her, it’s too late as she already has her door open. She doesn't look back at me, ignoring me calling her name along with my pleas as she steps inside, shutting and locking the door behind her just as I reach the top step. 

I bang on the door, still desperately calling her name, trying to coax her to open it so we could just talk and sort through what had happened but she completely ignores me. And as I watch the lights being turned out, I feel a hollowness settle deeply in my chest.

Chapter 9
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Looking at myself in the mirror, I allow the tumble of self-inflicted questions to torture me once again. 

Why did I allow last night to happen?

How could I have let that happen? 

I love my job. Why did you allow yourself to cross the line?

Are you just another notch on his bed post?

My heart catches, hurting on the last question. Shaking my head, tears spring to my eyes when my mind plays through last night once again. I had been completely under his control...out of control. 

I had sat there in the hot tub under his command, the feel of the water flowing between my legs from the jets heightening my arousal, and spread myself for him...

Eager... 

The deep throbbing need to allow Lucas to touch me, that could only be described as pleasure pain, had obliterated all of my thoughts. I had only thought of how desperately I needed him to make the ache, the lust – the driving need to finally feel him inside of me – go away. 

I feel myself flush as I vividly recall just how perfectly he had satisfied that lust.  

“How do I face him this morning?” I whisper to my image.

I had considered throughout the sleepless night of calling in sick in the morning but that would do nothing but delay the inevitable. Instead, I had decided that it’s best that I pick myself up, and move past this indiscretion. Acknowledge it for what it was, a one-night stand that meant nothing, and move past the slip up. Holding my eyes in the mirror, I convince myself that I can handle this. Lucas and I are both grown-ups and both professionals. Last night had been the result of too much wine mixed with the beginning heat of summer that is only around the corner. 

That’s all it was.

That’s all it could ever be.

Half-heartedly convinced, I turn from the mirror and step into my shower. I wash my hair with unnecessary roughness, hoping to remove some of the memories of how he felt inside me from my brain.  

No one has ever felt that good, that deeply connected to me before. 

I had never once before been with any man that had made me forget all of my inhibitions like Lucas did.

I feel myself flush again and I step back under the shower head, allowing the water to beat forcefully on top of my head. 

My mind flashes, unwillingly, to when I had turned around in the hot tub to see Lucas stroking himself. Any thought I had to stop what we were about to do had flown from my head as all I could think about was having that long, thick length inside of me. I had only concentrated on the want – the need - to experience the feeling of having such a beautiful, confident, sexy man moving inside of me, commanding responses from my body.

To make me forget about everything except the feel of him.

Angry with myself that I have allowed my thoughts to wander down that road again, I turn off the shower and step out. I roughly dry my hair as self-punishment.

Skipping breakfast, unable to eat with my roiling emotions, also half afraid Lucas will appear on my doorstep any moment, I grab a coffee and Quinny to head outside. I take the path to the lake that Lucas had once shown me. I haven't been here in a while because work had been so busy, eating up every spare moment of my time. I close my eyes and lift my face to the sun that has made its way up over the shimmering lake.  

Lucas had stayed for a long time pounding on my door last night, pleading with me to open it up. But I knew if I gave in and opened it, I would end up in bed with him.

And I knew I would keep him there...all-night long. 

One mistake was enough. I didn’t need to repeat it.

"I'll get through this," I say aloud. 

I stay there a few more moments allowing the soft breeze and the warm sun to fill me, giving me the courage to face Lucas today. 

We had not even kissed. It had simply been a one-night stand when we forgot who we were and let lust and wine take over, - I silently remind myself.

We didn’t need to make it out to be more than it was.

A deep inhale, then a deep exhale and I feel like I have gathered myself as much as I am able. Calling Quinny, I walk back to the cottage. I dress methodically, my mind more worried on how I would be able to look Lucas in the eyes today. I know that after experiencing him, knowing how he can make my body react, how easy I had been to succumb to him, was going to make it difficult. 

The drive to the work is much too short and before my brain feels ready to deal with this upcoming face-to-face, morning after making a huge mistake and sleeping with your boss confrontation, I find myself standing outside the restaurant entrance. Inhaling deeply, with the butterflies in my stomach flapping their wings violently enough to make me feel as if I want to vomit, I push open the door. The first pair of eyes that I meet are an intense blue. They somehow seem to sear through me even more after experiencing him. My nipples tighten, between my legs pulsating, even as embarrassment stains my cheeks. I quickly drop my gaze. Concentrating on walking across the floor to the stairs, I silently beg to whatever higher power was in control that I don't fall. The high heels that I have paired with my pencil skirt, seem somehow louder as I click clack my way across the room. 

I silently and desperately wish I could disappear. 

Upon reaching the staircase, I keep my gaze straight ahead of me and swallow thickly, my stomach feeling hollow. I can feel when Lucas joins me on the stairwell, his hand – the same hand that had stroked between my thighs last night - is in my peripheral vision as he grasps the railing, following me. 

I flush again.

Heated...

My body is even more finely attuned to him after last night.

I just may vomit, - my brain silently warns me. 

I want to turn around, run past him down the stairs, back to the safety of the cottage, but I know I have to deal with this at some point. Running away may have helped in keeping my distance from him last night, but I know it won’t solve the problem of having to face to him at some point. I couldn’t hide from what had happened. I needed to face this head on, deal with it and get over it. I love my job and last night was a mistake. I need to let Lucas know that I’m an adult who can move past this and continue to work with him. 

I also need to let him know that it can't ever happen again. 

Opening the door to my office, I walk behind my desk, and enforcing a bravery I don't truly feel, I lift my gaze to Lucas. 

My heart silently aches that I never had a chance to explore his beautiful mouth, run my lips over his corded neck.

To taste his skin. 

"Emma..." he begins. 

With my heart feeling like it is about to beat out of my chest, I stop his words as I interject, "It's okay, Lucas. Last night was a mistake. We have been working really hard and we both got a little tipsy. We made a mistake and let things go too far but I want to put it past us quickly and move on. I love my job here and I don't want last night to affect that. We have both experienced one-night stands in the past, let's chalk it up to being that.” 

His shocked eyes scan my face.

Probing... 

“Just a stupid one-night stand," I reiterate, forcing a strength I don’t feel into my voice.

I pray that he doesn't see that I’m weak - very weak - when it comes to him as I resolutely hold his eyes, needing this done, dealt with and over. 

"That's what you want? To pretend it didn't happen?" he asks, anger is now very much evident in his tone. 

"It was a mistake Lucas. Please...just let this go. Please," I whisper, pleadingly. 

"We never used protection," he states rudely. 

I blanche but respond, "I’m on birth control and I’m always careful."  

My mind mentally adds on snidely, - Usually. 

His gaze bores into me, making my heart beat harder in my chest.

“So that’s it? You want to forget about it?” he asks, disdain now mixing with the anger in his voice.

I will never forget, - I silently admit to him.

But he doesn’t need to know that, - I firmly tell myself.

I can’t speak so instead I only nod my head.

He holds my gaze for a few more seconds that seem like forever, his anger and frustration clearly radiating from him in waves, flowing over me, as I begin to chant over and over in my head, - Please...just go now before I become weaker. 

Finally, he turns and leaves the office, not bothering to close the door behind him. I feel as if I’m boneless - weightless - as I slide into my chair. Leaning forward, I place my elbows on my desk, my head in my trembling hands. 

How could I have let that happen last night? It changes things. It changes everything despite what you are trying to convince yourself, - I mentally scold myself, wanting to grab fistfuls of my hair and pull it out. 

I hear a rustling at my office door. Reluctantly, wishing that Lucas had closed the door when he left, I lift my head and notice Martha hovering, hesitating to enter. Pasting a forced smile on my face, I somberly say in welcome, "Morning, Martha." 

“Rough morning?" she inquires, concern evident on her face as her eyes search mine. 

Nodding, I confess, "You could say that. But it's been dealt with as much as it can for the morning." 

“We can reschedule our meeting," she offers gently. 

Sighing, I shake my head as I reply, "I need to work." 

And it’s true. Over the next couple of weeks, I keep myself busy at work but I barely see Lucas. When I do, he keeps his eyes averted from me, as I do to him. Working with him side by side, alone in one of our offices, has become impossible and he feels it as well so we both avoid it. His mother has called and invited me every week to brunch on Saturdays but I always offer up an excuse. 

I can't bear to sit across from him, in his family's home, and pretend the one night we slipped up hasn't affected me. 

Because every night since being with him, Lucas is in my dreams. I relive over and over how it felt having him touch me. How it felt when he had whispered the words, "Spread your long legs, Emma." 

How it felt when I had responded...

Did what he asked...

I had never felt so strong – so impossibly powerful - because this beautiful man desired me. But I also felt vulnerable because I knew he could steer me down the path of fulfilling his every sexual request. 

I have never obeyed any man's request. I had always held back, kept my heart out of it. But that one time with Lucas...and I was putty in his hands, ready and willing to do anything he wanted. 

Forgetting about my job...

My dreams.

Sighing, I lay back on the beach from where I had been sitting for the past fifteen minutes, staring out over the lake, once again thinking about Lucas and remembering how we once watched the sunrise together. 

I close my eyes and breathe deeply. 

I miss spending those times with him.

It has been several weeks since our slip-up and it still remains awkward between us. If anything, it has become more awkward as time slipped by. 

As much as it hurts me to think about it, I know I have to move on and I have to find another job. The saying that time healing all wounds doesn’t seem to apply in this instance and I can’t continue living with these wildly swinging emotions.

Suddenly, I hear a crunching on the stones of the beach. Sitting up quickly, I glance around and the man who has been haunting me is there, looking so hot that I have to swallow thickly as I remember exactly just how hot he looked stroking himself as he asked me to spread my legs for him.

I flush, wetness pooling immediately between my thighs.

I feel a trembling start deep inside. 

I miss running with him. 

I miss everything about him, - I silently give into the acknowledgement. 

"Sorry. I didn't realize you would be here or I wouldn’t have come this way," he apologizes but instead of leaving, he stays, hesitantly watching me. 

"It's your beach. I'll leave," I return quickly, immediately on edge, unreasonably upset by his statement that he would have avoided me if he had of known. 

I push to my feet and call Quinny who has run over to greet him excitedly. She completely ignores me and instead looks up at Lucas in excitement and adoration. Lucas moves his gaze from me to her as he squats down onto his haunches to rub her ears. I can hear her contented moans from where I stand. 

He does have the touch, Quinny, - I silently agree as I remember how those hands that are gently caressing her fur, had just as gently slipped between my legs. 

Coaxing me. Silently asking me to allow him to touch me.

I flush again, unable to speak, but unable to leave without my dog. 

"I’ve missed you, too," I hear him murmur quietly to Quinny. My heart twitches. He glances up at me after a few quiet moments, while still running his hands over her.  

"Emma," he sighs out reluctantly as he pushes to a standing position. 

I tense. 

"We have to address the obvious elephant in the room that is between us. Martha has asked me what happened between us. She also told me the employees are tense, watching us, and on edge whenever we are in the same room together," he says quietly. 

I don't say anything. I can't. 

He sighs again, holding my gaze as he continues, "I also hate this awkwardness between us. I want to have an easy working relationship with you again." He pauses for a moment before adding, "Prior to..." but trailing off before trying to put into words that night we slipped up. 

The silence between us hangs heavily and I know he is waiting for a response from me.

"It was a mistake, Lucas," I give in after several seconds. "It shouldn't have happened." 

He winces before he replies, "You made that point clear before. I know you have a boyfriend and I’m sorry that things went too far but I want to clear the air between us. Move on, work together again without this hanging over us. We have to be able to be in the same room together again. I don’t want to lose you as an employee. Do you think you can do that?" 

I barely hear the rest of what he said. Anger rises in me as I realize he thinks I would be the type to cheat. I open my mouth to make it clear to him that I would never do that to someone, but at the last second, I snap my mouth closed without saying anything. 

He watches me, waiting for my response. 

"So, what do you think?" he asks, his eyes probing. 

"We can't ever cross that line again, Lucas," I respond, quickly deciding to temper my anger that he thinks I’m a cheater in order to keep him in the dark about my single status. I can use all the road blocks I can get in keeping Lucas at a distance. It’s better to have him think I’m a cheater, to have that barrier of him thinking I’m with someone else.

He hesitates but finally he nods. 

Sighing deeply myself, letting all of my anger go with it, I only allow myself to confess, "It’s been hard for me too. I have never crossed that line with a co-worker. Or a boss." 

We are both quiet for a few moments before I continue, "I love my job here. I love gaining more knowledge about wine. I love where I’m living and my new lifestyle. I don't want to leave, so yes. I would like a retry on trying to put that night behind us." 

I see him visibly relax at my words. 

I wait for him to say something further but he doesn't. Deciding to focus my attention on Quinny, I call her name and she finally leaves his side to follow me reluctantly back to the cottage, her tail down in obvious disappointment of having to leave Lucas.

I shower quickly before heading to work. When I arrive, Lucas is already there, looking over the reservations for the day at the host stand. His beautiful blue eyes lift to me as I push the door open.

And my breath whooshes out of me. 

I had sex with this beautiful man, - whispers, unwanted, through my mind. I almost trip over my own feet as I remember how he felt moving inside of me, those blue eyes staring into mine. 

I flush, my pulse tripping, out of sync. 

"Coffee is brewing," is all he says, his tone flippant, before dropping his eyes back to the iPad in front of him, dismissing my presence easily. 

"Thanks," I say in response and head back to the kitchen area to grab a cup. Trying to settle my racing heart, I place my hands on the edge of the counter and squeeze. 

“Just breathe,” I whisper underneath my breath.

"You okay?" I hear Lucas ask behind me. 

I jump, and fumbling with my cup, I reply, "Yeah. Just a little tired. Haven't been sleeping well." 

"You’ve been working a lot again. Maybe you should take a couple of days off," he suggests as he casually reaches around me to grab the coffee pot to pour his coffee. I watch as his long fingers grasp the handle and my mind flashes to remembering how they felt as they explored me.

Pushing deeply into me.

My body is yearning for him against my will.

Abruptly, I turn and face him.

He holds the pot out, like there had never been anything between us, silently waiting for me to lift my cup so he can fill it up. My hand shakes as I try to unsuccessfully hold it steady, pretend that I’m okay.

"Think about it," he says, placing the pot back on the burner before turning with his coffee in hand, to leave the kitchen. 

His casualness, like nothing happened, has left me spinning. 

This is what you wanted. You wanted to pretend it didn't happen and now that Lucas is doing exactly that, you’re not happy with that either, - I mentally scold myself. 

Hastily, I sweeten my coffee before I take a large sip, and focus only on swallowing the caffeinated beverage.  

"Buck up, Emma," I whisper under my breath forcing myself to leave the kitchen before I’m mentally ready.

Heading up to my office, I try throwing myself into my full day of work, trying so hard, but failing, to forget that night.  

In the evening, I decide to go for a run hoping to burn off some of these spinning emotions. As I exit the cottage, Lucas jogs past, completely defeating that plan. He waves a short, casual, friendly wave before continuing on his way past the cottage. I feel slightly stung even though I shouldn't. We had crossed a line and we couldn’t have the friendship we had before.

His casualness is for the best, - is what I keep repeating over and over in my head as my feet hit the dirt, feeling as if I have heavy weights strapped to each of my ankles as I head down the road that leads back to the main road and purposely choose to jog in the opposite direction of Lucas.

Over the next few weeks, Lucas remains firmly behind the line I had drawn. He treats me cordially, asking for my opinions and suggestions, working side by side with me often. But he always remains aloof, respectful, my employer only. He continues to jog daily but never again asks me to join him. 

But for me, every time he stands near me, it affects me more and more. I find myself inhaling his scent, loving how his laughter touches me deeply. Watching how his hands move, remembering over and over, how his hands felt as he touched me that one time. Wanting desperately to go back and experience how that mouth of his would feel on mine - on my body. 

Mourning that I never tasted him when I had the chance.

My mind slips back to that moment in the hot tub, when he had stood before me stroking himself, the head of his beautiful cock leaking precum...

And I had for a moment, wondered where I wanted him most first...

"Emma?" Martha says from my office doorway. 

Snapping out of one of my many day dreams, I look up to Martha's questioning gaze. 

"Sorry, I was deep in thought," I say, flushing.  

"I could see," she replies, teasing lightly. "Lucas asked me to speak with you about attending an LCBO dinner with him this weekend. Some of the board members will be staying here and he would like for you to be in attendance along with his parents." 

My first instinct is to say no but then I remember Lucas's firmly placed distance between us. This was just a business dinner.

"Yeah, sure," I reply, unenthusiastically. 

She nods quickly, opens her mouth to say something but must decide against it, before turning to retreat from my doorway. 

Sighing, I pack up my bag and head back to the cottage to spend another evening by myself. With all the additional work hours I have taken upon myself, I have not made any friends. Maybe it is time to slow down, to get myself back into a normal schedule. After all, the restaurant and inn are doing well, and the employees are all now fully trained. 

I could afford to relax a little now, get some balance back into my life.

Deciding that there’s no time like the present to start working on that, I walk and feed Quinny before heading into the small town of Niagara-On-The-Lake. I pop in and out of shops, browsing mainly, chatting with the small shop owners when they realize that I’m Lucas’s new restaurant and inn manager. They all state how much they love Lucas with the older ladies fluttering on about him and how handsome and hard-working he is. Around 8pm, I give into my hunger and decide to check out one of the local restaurants. The host quickly assures me they have room for one and I follow him to my table, which is located at the back of the restaurant. 

After I have sat and placed my napkin across my lap, I hear familiar laughter from across the room, causing my stomach to bottom out immediately, as my head turns. Lucas is sat five tables away from me, deep in an easy conversation with a beautiful blond. 

I sit frozen, unknowing what to do, the host’s voice seeming as if from far away as he inquires as to whether I want a drink or not. I feel unreasonable as unwanted jealousy eats away at me as I see her reach out and touch his arm. I grit my teeth, anger swirling through as he whispers in her ear, a grin spreading cockily across his face. As he is pulling away from her, he glances across the room, his gaze colliding with mine.

I quickly rise from my seat, suddenly not hungry, suddenly not even angry...

Wanting only to vomit...

I unknowingly cause my chair to fall backwards, drawing the eyes of the other patrons as the bewildered host hastily catches it before it crashes to the floor.

“Sorry,” is all I can manage as I grab my purse, stumbling over the napkin that has fallen over my feet, threatening to trip me before I manage to stay upright to get myself out of the restaurant without further incident.

Getting into my car, I lean my head onto my steering wheel, pressing it into my forehead hoping that the pain I can physically inflict will distract from the pain tearing through my heart. 

Seeing him with another woman hurts...

So very deeply. 

Leaning back from the steering wheel, I mutter out loud, "He isn't yours. He never was. This is ridiculous." 

I feel a tear slip ludicrously down my cheek. I swipe at it, angry at Lucas...even angrier at myself. 

I hastily turn on my car and head back to the cottage where I pour myself a large glass of wine. This time, even though I feel stupid allowing it to happen, I don't try to hold back the tears that start streaming down my face. 

Chapter 10
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"It was great seeing you Lucas," Amelia says, her voice practically purring the words, as she places a hand on my chest.

I inwardly groan. Now comes the hard part.

Turning to face her outside the restaurant, I take her hand from my arm and give it a squeeze. I now realize that calling her out of the blue this evening had been a mistake but I had been walking around with a frustrating hardon all day. By the time I left my office to head home, I decided a good romp between the sheets with someone would help.

If I thought it was hard to be around Emma before I had even had the chance to touch her, it was worse now. After that night with her, every time I saw her, I would envision how she looked, naked, her legs wide open waiting – begging - for me. 

Today, Emma had worn a white blouse that had shown the outline of her bra when it pulled tight and all I could think of was those bountiful breasts as they bobbed up and down from my thrusts. 

Breasts that I never got to touch - to savor - because Emma had cut the night short.

Way too short.

Since that night, I have relived what it was like to feel Emma wrapped around me, oh so tight, as I was finally able to slake my lust for her inside of her body instead of using my hand once again. Having to revert back to using my hand since that night has not helped now that I have those vivid and real memories. I had mistakenly convinced myself that all that I needed was a sexual release and Amelia’s blond beauty had immediately come to mind. 

Amelia and I had an easy relationship, one that has been mutually beneficial on both sides over the past five or six years off and on. Although neither one of us had wanted anything more than an occasional hook up, we had somehow become friends as well as lovers so I hadn’t hesitated in making the call, knowing she knew exactly what I wanted when I asked her to dinner.

And I had tried throughout the course of dinner to forget about Emma, to focus on Amelia but Emma...

She had always lingered in my mind, my body - my heart.

Constantly yearning to be only with her. 

Looking up to see Emma seated at a table across the room with a stricken look on her face, had killed all desire to be with Amelia.

"Amelia, I'm sorry," I begin, as I allow my eyes to run over my now former lover’s face.

"Who is she?" Amelia cuts straight to the point.

Sighing, knowing there is no use in denying it, I respond, "She's my GM at the restaurant and inn."

"Ahhh," she replies with a knowing smirk on her face. "I was wondering why you haven't taken me to your restaurant."

Nodding, I admit honestly, "Yeah."

I watch Amelia’s face probe mine as she says quietly, “Lucas, we have been friends as well as lovers. While our relationship has always been mutually beneficial, and I thoroughly enjoyed it, I never expected you to use me to try to make someone jealous.” 

Wincing, I try my best to explain these roiling emotions, "It’s not like that, Amelia. I didn’t bring you here tonight to make her jealous.”

“So, just why are we here?” Amelia asks, her tone becoming irritable, her arms crossing over her chest as I begin to see her impatience begin to settle in.

“Emma and I had an...encounter,” I find myself struggling trying to name the night that had haunted me. “And I can’t stop thinking about her. I was hoping your company would help me to forget, to move on because she has made it clear she is hands off. I didn’t know she was going to be here tonight.”

Amelia waits impatiently, knowing there is more.

Sighing, I admit, “She also has a boyfriend, and what we did, completely crossed the line and I’m struggling with the fact that I know no one deserves to have that happen to them. I know deep down Emma isn’t the type to cheat but...”

Amelia lets out a big sigh, her arms coming uncrossed as she pauses a moment before saying, "You’re both fools, Lucas.”

Surprised, I look at Amelia. I hadn’t expected that response. I had expected for her to be upset, to rail in anger at me in using her in trying to forget someone else.

“I saw her face. She wasn’t happy that we were together, boyfriend or no boyfriend. Whatever you’re feeling, she is feeling too. You’re a fool if you don’t pursue her. If she feels half as strong about you as what you feel about her, this boyfriend is just an obstacle, a mere blimp on the bumpy road to being with her."

Shaking my head, I respond, "I’ve tried talking to her but she keeps this wall up. Since the night we..." I trail off, suddenly awkward talking about my one night with Emma.

"So, you did sleep with her?" Amelia asks in her direct way, not shocked at all.

"Not really slept..." I hinge.

Amelia's short bark of laughter is sudden, surprising me.

"Lucas, Lucas. What were you thinking was going to happen tonight? That you would forget about her? I know you. For the first time, you have fallen for someone. I always knew that when it happened, you would fall hard. Everything you do, you put your heart and soul into. Falling for someone would be the same. Go, speak to her, because that look on her face was not the look of someone who wasn't feeling something in return," Amelia says.

Leaning down, I lightly kiss her cheek as I reply truthfully, "Turns out calling you was the right thing after all."

She chuckles and lightly swats my chest as I straighten, saying, "Oh...I'm going to miss your random calls."

Grasping her hands, I lightly kiss both, before releasing them. Turning from her, I hail a taxi and escort Amelia to it with a brief thankful kiss to her cheek again before I walk to my car. Amelia's words of encouragement keep reverberating around in my head.

The next morning at work, I wait patiently by the host stand, with a coffee in hand for Emma. I know that to accomplish my goal to be with her, to get her to see that there is something deep between us, deeper than just a physical one-night stand, I need to be patient. I watch as she finally appears, swinging the main door to the restaurant open before stepping through and I'm immediately breathless. Dressed in a short summer dress that shows off those long legs of hers causes my cock twitches to attention. Forcefully, I pull my attention away from the legs that had once wrapped tightly around my waist to pull me closer to her, as she silently begged me with her body, her eyes, to fill her more deeply.

Her gaze avoids mine until I murmur in welcome, "Good morning. I made your coffee the way you like."

Finally, she lifts her eyes to meet mine and I see confusion. Instead of responding to her confusion, I smile widely at her.

She has no idea that I have made up my mind to have her.

That this time, nothing will stop me.

"I want to review the food and labor cost reports you left on my desk yesterday," I continue, as I gesture for her to head up the stairs before me.

She looks startled.

"I have a meeting this morning with Charlie," she replies, clearly off balance.

Taking out my phone, I send Charlie a quick text, as I say in a pleasant tone, “I’ll just let Charlie know that you will be a few minutes late.” Slipping my phone back into my pocket, I look over Emma’s face, silently telling her that she isn’t getting away from me.

Not again.

Unable to come up with an excuse to avoid meeting with me, Emma heads up the stairs ahead of me. I follow, drinking in the sight of her ass in front of me.

Someday soon... - I promise myself silently.

Along the way to Emma’s office, I tell her I’ll be with her momentarily as I quickly retrieve the reports from my desk, before I rejoin her. 

As the door to her office clicks softly closed behind me, I watch as her eyes widen. We’ve made a point of never being alone, in close - and closed - quarters since that night. We both knew that spark between us would ignite so we both silently agreed to keep the doors open at all times.

But not this time.

Walking over to where she is sitting behind her desk, I lay the reports in front of her. Placing one hand on the back of her chair with the other braced on the desk, effectively encircling her without touching her, gives me the perfect view of her cleavage.

I suddenly envision grasping both globes, placing my cock between them as I thrust myself into ecstasy.

I force myself to move my gaze away from her swelling breasts before I explode like a school boy in my pants and concentrate on the report. We review the numbers for a few minutes, the air heavy and thick – alive – between us as I maintain our physical closeness so that she has no other choice but to remain aware of me. I hear her shallow breathing and I firmly keep my eyes away from her cleavage, knowing that those beautiful breasts would be trembling from her jagged breaths. She reaches out to take a sip of the coffee I poured her and I see that her hand is shaking.

Leaning close to her ear, I admit in a whisper, "I didn't fuck her. There hasn't been anyone since you."

She shoots straight to her feet, forcing me to step back quickly.

"Emma..." I say quietly, intently.

"Lucas..." she says my name, her voice trying to be stern.

It's the first time she has said my name in front of me since that night. My cock twitches again, pulses.

Unable to stop myself, I take a step towards her but she avoids me and scoots around the opposite side of the desk.

"We agreed to a working relationship," she says breathlessly, off balance.

"Yes, we did. But what I saw on your face when you saw me with Amelia last night,” I pause before I add on softly, “I know I’m not the only one that cares."

She flushes. I love when I make her flush.

"I don't care if you’re still seeing the cop because I know what you feel for him is not as deep as what you feel for me," I state quietly, firm and confident in my statement.

Her eyes glance away from me.

"Don't try to deny it," I coax softly.

"I have to get to my meeting with Charlie," she says. She doesn't look back as she walks out of her office. I let her go...for now. I have done what I set out to do.

The next morning, I greet her the same way but this time as I hand her the coffee, I tell her how beautiful she looks. I can see it startles her, making her uncomfortable as she glances around. She will have to get used to it. I plan on telling her every day. 

And someday it will be when she first opens her eyes in the morning - in my bed.

That evening, the LCBO board members arrive for the dinner party that I’m hosting. As part of my marketing plan, I plan on wining and dining them so I remain top of mind with them. I realized long ago that spending time with people, getting to know them over great food and wine is the best way to establish a business relationship because it becomes more than a business relationship. It becomes a friendship. 

A few minutes after the set reception time for cocktails, I glance at my watch, nervous that Emma won't show up. But twenty-two excruciating minutes later, the door swings open and she finally walks through. Dressed in a long, silky deep blue dress that clings to every curve, my body is drawn to hers by an invisible string, as I walk to her as if in a trance. Her gaze follows my every step towards her and I can see in her eyes that she is just as much in appreciation of me.

Reaching her side, I hold her eyes as I say softly, "You’re the woman of my dreams."

She flushes but she doesn't pull away as I take her arm to lead her to our table where I introduce her. All the men are immediately enamored with her, some of them inviting her to sit next to them. She foils my plan to have her sit next to me as she accepts the invitation of Brian, the youngest of the group who is about thirty. I oddly don't feel jealousy as I watch them throughout the night, her laughter ringing out, enchanting everyone including me and the other ladies at the table, with her ideas and her beauty.

She’ll be mine again soon. 

I know she feels it too.

She can flirt, completely beguile Brian as much as she wants because I know it’s me she wants deep down inside.

"Ladies...gentlemen..." I say as I stand once the dessert dishes have been cleared, suggesting, "How about a night cap in the vineyard?"

Everyone is in delighted agreement and I lead the group out into the vineyard where I had previously arranged for solar powered lanterns and blankets to be laid out in a row along the vines. Some opt to sit to relax and take advantage of the clear night sky to look up at the stars while others remain standing to mingle, discussing the varieties of grapes that my vineyard produces. Emma is the perfect hostess as she mingles easily with everyone, quietly orchestrating the staff as to who will be having refills.

Slowly, the group disperses over the next hour and head back to their assigned rooms. I decide to walk the oldest board member, Ethel, who uses a cane at the ripe age of eighty-one but refuses to retire from the board, back to her room, concerned she may trip in the darkness.

Ethel pats my cheek endearingly as I swing her door open, sighing wistfully, “If only I was younger...”

Chuckling, used to Ethel’s cheekiness, I give her a quick kiss on her cheek.

As I pull back from her, she says wisely, “That girl, Emma...she is as besotted of you as you are of her.” 

Grinning at the cunning capability of this elderly woman to see through people to their core, I confess, “I hope you are right, Ethel.”

Patting my cheek again, she says confidently, “My dear boy. She doesn’t stand a chance against you and that charm.”

Chuckling my way back to the restaurant, I arrive to see that everyone has left and Melissa is just cluing up. Deciding to lock up myself tonight, I send her quickly on her way. After I walk around checking to make sure all kitchen equipment has been turned off before turning off the lights, I walk to the alarm panel at the employee entrance. 

My eyes catch on something moving in the vineyard. 

My heart skips, then seems to beat in triple time, as I realize it's Emma. She hasn't left and is now sitting on the blanket, looking up at the stars.

Without hesitating in seizing this unplanned moment, I quickly grab a bottle of red wine and two glasses. Softly sliding the patio door closed behind me that leads from the restaurant to the vineyard, I inhale deeply, strangely nervous. I’m careful to be quiet as I slowly approach her, my heart thudding in my ears, my stomach doing somersaults at this turn of luck.

I startle her as I sit next to her and she immediately tries to stand but I grasp her hand, saying simply, "Stay."

I see her hesitate but I hold her eyes, trying to let her see that I care for her. She sighs but resettles herself on the blanket. I slowly release her hand to pour us each a glass of red.

"You know, I never did this before you. Now every night, whenever I can, I always make a point to sit and relax in the vines somewhere," I admit to her as I hand her the glass. She takes it, her hand trembling, remaining silent as she lays it on the ground next to her.

Laying my wine glass next to me on the ground as well, I focus my gaze up at the stars for a few moments. Sitting here, next to her, my body is craving hers. To feel the softness of her inner thighs again.

Explore more fully the soft, velvety wetness between her legs.

"It kills me that you are with him," I whisper my confession.

I feel her look at me and I turn my head to meet her gaze.

I see a moment’s indecision cross her face before she admits softly, “I’m not with anyone. Dave was only a couple of dates. I’ve never been with him.”

My heart races. I hold her eyes, willing what she has said to be the truth.

“Why did you let me think otherwise?” I ask, even though I think I know the answer.

“Because I was trying to keep you away,” she admits softly. “I thought it would help.”

Unable to help myself, I reach out my hand to cup her face, rubbing my thumb along her jawline. She tries to pull back but I stop her by sliding my hand back to wrap around the back of her neck, firmly but gently forcing her to hold my eyes. Watching her eyes intently, I lean forward and slowly touch my lips, lightly, to hers.

"Emma," I whisper against her lips, inhaling her breath, allowing it to fill me. She closes her eyes.

Opening my mouth over hers, I feel her lips part slightly and I tentatively – so very slowly - reach out my tongue to touch hers. 

It's the most stimulating moment of my life.

Unable to stop, I bring up my other hand to grasp the other side of her face, along her jawline. I deepen the kiss, devouring her with my mouth.

Pushing her gently back against the blanket, my head feels as if it will explode, my heart thundering, my cock begging.

Please don’t make me stop... - I silently pray.

Lying on top of her, I run my hands up her sides, along her outer thighs, all the way up to where her breasts are pressed against my chest, absorbing the feel of her curves that I’ve been so desperately wanting to touch.

"Emma," I whisper again reverently against her lips before I lean slightly away from her to trail one finger down the edge of her neckline, lightly running my finger over the slopes of her breasts.

I continue to move my finger, tracing over the peak of her breast, then continue down her side, noticing that her dress’s zipper is on the side. Grasping it between my thumb and forefinger, I gradually lower it, listening to her rapid breaths. I bring my hand back to slowly push her bodice down. Unclasping her bra in the front, I watch as her breasts pop free. Licking my lips, I am about to take my first taste of them when I feel Emma stiffen.

Looking up at her eyes, I shake my head as I whisper, "No, Emma. No more running." I gently kiss the sides of her mouth, coaxing her to stay.

Placing my hand on her bared breast, I whisper against her mouth, "Let me....please..."

I hear her sigh. Not waiting another second, I trail my lips down her jawline, to her ear where I whisper, "I can't wait to taste them. It’s the one thing that I have regretted about that night."

I feel her hands come up to my hair, her fingers winding through it.

Entangled.

Leaving her ear, I kiss my way down her elegant throat, pausing at the erratic beat of the pulse in her neck. Continuing, I cross over her collarbone, then finally I reach the start of her cleavage. I lightly trail my tongue over her beautiful mound to find her puckered nipple. Closing my mouth, I lightly use my teeth to pull it into my mouth. Gently suckling - first one - before moving on to the other.

"Lucas..." I hear her whisper, her hands tugging on my hair, sending my already speeding heart racing a little more.

Pushing myself up to kneel before her, I push her dress up, not stopping until it is bunched around her waist. I look at her laying sprawled before me, in my vineyard, about to make another fantasy that I had of her, come true.

Tugging on her underwear, I slowly pull them down and off her legs. She lays there, biting her lip, driving me mad.  I quickly undo my belt, pushing my pants down, now anxious to be inside of her.

To feel her surrounding me again.

Lowering myself on top of her, I grasp my cock and slowly, while watching her eyes, I slide myself in deep.

She feels hot and tight. I feel a pulse start in my cock and I know I won't last long.

"Emma," I whisper into her ear, as I lower myself onto her fully, gyrating my hips to press myself deeper.

She responds by wrapping her legs around me, tightly. I slowly withdraw before pushing myself back in, so very deep inside of her.

"You are my dream, Emma," I whisper and pull out to slide back in again. 

Hot and tight...

Her arms come around me, her hands sliding down to cup each of my ass cheeks, encouraging me. 

I lose my grip on my control. Using one hand to cup her ass while placing the other on the top of her head I hold her firmly in place as I jackhammer my hips, over and over into her. I completely lose control, thrusting myself deep inside of her, marking her unlike I have never done with any other woman, making her mine as I feel myself ejaculate, spasming so deeply inside of her. For a brief moment after my heads clears slightly, I feel remorse that I didn't take her with me, until I feel her squeezing around me, causing a second round to spurt from me. 

I lose my breath momentarily as I absorb the effects of the most intense orgasm I have ever felt.

I collapse on top of her, my breath hot and heavy in her ear, my heart pounding. It takes a few moments for my head to catch up. Pushing myself up onto my elbows, I look into her eyes. I see caution there, her body stiffening slightly as I allow my cock to slowly slide out of her body. It's as if she is waiting for my next move.

"So beautiful," I whisper before kissing her gently, and I’m rewarded when I feel her relax.

Lifting my head, tearing my lips way from hers, I ask softly, "Will you come home with me?"

She hesitates, causing my heart to stop. 

To fear. 

She finally nods her head yes. I place a swift kiss on her lips before I kneel between her legs to fix my pants. Standing, I mentally snap a picture of this perfect vision of the woman that I know will be forever mine, looking so beautiful and lush with her breasts glowing in the moonlight, between her legs glistening from where I had left a part of me. 

I reach down and clasp her hand to pull her to her feet before helping her to fix her dress. As I finish zipping the final inch of her dress up, I lean down and whisper in her ear, “I will never forget this moment, taking you here in the place that I love.”

I hear her quick inhale of breath just as I straighten away from her. Grinning, knowing I’ve made her flush, I thread my fingers through hers, before bending to scoop up the blankets. Gently, I tug on her hand to prompt her to walk with me back to the restaurant. I drop the blankets in a heap on the floor immediately inside, uncaring of where they land, before locking the sliding patio door. I don't let go of her hand as I set the alarm or as I lock the door after we exit. Walking her to my car, I open the passenger side, ignoring the fact that her car is parked right next to mine. 

I’m not letting her go to drive the short distance to my house. She’s staying with me in case her doubts start to creep in so I can push them away. 

Sliding into the driver's seat, I turn on the car and back out. 

Reaching across the center console for her hand, I place a kiss on the back before suggesting, "Let's stop for Quinella."

She squeezes my hand in return as she responds, "That would be great."

Within a few short minutes, we arrive at the cottage. 

"I should get some clothes," she says softly as I park.

Shaking my head, I reply, "No way. I’m removing that dress at my house." 

I hear her shocked gasp, just before I plant a firm kiss on her lips, as I reach out and take her key from her hand. I quickly exit the running car, taking the steps to the cottage two at a time.

Chapter 11
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Watching Lucas using my key to the cottage from where I’m seated in his car, I can’t help the feeling of surrealness whirling through me. 

"What am I doing?” I can’t help but ask myself aloud. 

I had promised myself to stay away, but his persistence and complete openness in wanting me over the past few days, had worn me down. I knew it was only a matter of time before he would succeed. How could anyone avoid his advances? He was stunningly beautiful, his warm blue eyes always intense when he held my gaze, causing my body to always react to him from across the room.

Sighing, I shake my head. 

I know I should have stopped this, but now it was too late. If I got out of his car right now, tried to put distance between us, I know Lucas wouldn’t leave. He’s too persistent, confident in what he wants and right now he has his sights set on me. Whatever happens between us in the future could mean our professional relationship would flourish or come to an abrupt end. It’s a terrifying thought for me, someone who prided herself on working hard, making my own way in this world, not to mention absolutely loving everything about my current position.

Over the past couple of weeks, I had considered leaving my position, due to this undeniable chemistry between Lucas and I – to remain unentangled from him - but I had come to love the vineyard as much as the restaurant and inn. 

It has somehow slipped underneath my skin, deeper than I had imagined, and right now I didn’t want to be any other place than waiting for the disturbingly erotic man that had once again seduced me tonight.  

“What about California?” I silently question myself. I firmly and abruptly push it away. This will probably end as quickly as the attraction began. Hopefully at the end of whatever this is, we can retain a professional working relationship. 

It’s not as if I would be at Reid Vineyards forever. 

I just want to be here.

Just for now.

To explore this man.

I watch as Lucas open the doors and quickly swoops down to lift a wriggling and happy Quinny into his arms. I watch in amusement as she gives him a few quick kisses and see his face squint as she lovingly licks his jawline. He quickly kisses the top of her head before he steps inside. A few seconds later and I see a light come on and go out a few seconds later. Then he is back outside, striding confidently in that sexy swagger he has to the car, while holding Quinny in one arm and her bag of food in the other.

I can’t help but admire his physique as the car headlights illuminate him.

Yeah...there was no way I could have resisted him. Even now, after having him less than a half hour ago, I want him again.

I feel myself pulse between my legs, my heart beat picking up from knowing I get to go home with this man.

Lucas opens the back door to place Quinny in the back seat and I coo to her in welcome with a wide smile on my face.

I feel so very happy.

Content.

Lucas grasps my hand once we are back on the road, my stomach filling with butterflies as it hits me again and again that Lucas is taking me to his home. 

That I’m spending the night with this beautiful, sexy man.

As he pulls into the driveway, he kisses the back of my hand before telling me to wait for him to open my door. It’s these small things that make me feel that I’m the center of his universe. 

He holds his hand out for me to grasp as I exit the car and as soon as the car door shuts behind me, he pushes me up against it.

Lowering his lips to my ear, he whispers, "I can't believe you’re here."

My nipples tighten, between my legs where we had been joined, pulsating deeper, more of our combined liquid slipping from me.

“Me either,” I whisper, as I pull him into me for a quick kiss on his neck.

Now that I’m here, that I have accepted this attraction for now, I plan to enjoy him.

Every seductive inch of him.

Lucas pushes away from me and then with a wink, he opens the backseat door and reaches down for Quinny. I watch as he lays her on the ground to have a pee break, his large hands so very gentle with her. Quinny quickly uses and not wasting another moment, Lucas is back to grabbing my hand to tug me to the door of his house. He slides his key in quickly, then grinning widely at me, he swings the door open to tug me inside, flicking on a light switch as I cross over the threshold to his home.

He waits until Quinny is also inside before shutting the door and locking it.

And I suddenly feel nervous.

Overwhelmed.

My palms sweat as I take in his penetrating blue-eyed gaze.

Sensing my nervousness, Lucas pulls me to him, sliding his arms around me in comfort before laying his cheek on top of my head.

"Would you like some wine?" I hear him murmur into my hair.

Nodding into his chest, I admit to myself I need the wine to settle my nerves.

He releases me and heads towards the kitchen where he pulls a bottle of white from his wine cooler. I watch him, how his hands are strong and steady on the wine bottle as he smoothly removes the cork. I watch how his long dark hair lies lightly against his collar, that is still ruffled from our session in the vineyard, the top five buttons of his shirt still undone exposing the hard, defined planes of his chest. I flush, loving that I was the one that made this man look so unkempt. 

That he had just been fucked by me.

I’m slightly shocked at my inner thoughts. But this man, he makes me feel things like I have never experienced before. He makes me so sexually aware of myself as a woman.

I watch as he grasps both glasses of wine, walking towards me.

I can't wait to have him inside me again, - I silently acknowledge, suddenly feeling empowered and all nervousness leaves me.

He holds my eyes, and I know he knows my mood has shifted. 

That he knows exactly what I’m thinking. 

I feel myself swell further between my legs, wanting him so bad.

"Want to go to my room?" he asks softly as he hands me my wine.

I nod. 

God, I’m already on fire. 

I take a sip of my wine, his eyes watching me as he does the same.

He grasps my hand again, and I follow behind him, my desire becoming more and more heightened, knowing that he is going to give me what I want.

Opening his bedroom door, he flicks a switch that turns on the two bedside lamps. My gaze wanders around the room, feeling like I’m having an out of body experience, as my mind tries to catch up with physically being in this beautiful man's bedroom. He releases my hand to cross to a wall that is nothing but windows. I hear him unlock them, surprised that they fold back completely, allowing the night air in to touch my skin.

Taking another sip of my wine, I watch him as he undoes the rest of the buttons of his shirt, showing his flat, muscled belly.

My eyes follow the deep V that disappears down underneath the waistline of his pants...

My mouth waters, mixing with the wine, in my desire to taste him.

I swallow slowly then lick my lips at the thought of satisfying my every desire for this man.

He holds my gaze as he walks back to me, taking my wine glass from my hand before I drop it, laying it on a dresser close by. Still holding my gaze, he walks behind me. He prevents me from turning my body by placing his hands on my waist from behind, only allowing my head to turn and watch him.

He pushes my hair to one side and I close my eyes as I feel him place his lips on my neck, suckling. His hands come up to grasp my breasts through my dress. They swell for him, desperately wanting skin on skin contact.

I moan and allow my head to fall back on his naked and powerful shoulder.

He lifts his head, detaching his lips from my neck, as he pushes me forward until I’m standing in front of a full-length mirror. He holds my gaze in the mirror as one of his hands comes up to my left side to slide my zipper down. Loosened, my dress falls away from my chest and Lucas tugs it down until I can step out of it along with my shoes. Holding my eyes once again in the mirror, his hands come up to the front of my bra, easily releasing the clasp, allowing my breasts to spill free. His heated gaze spears through me, even in the reflected image from the mirror and I feel as if I have a heart beat in each nipple.

I silently beg for his hands to come up and grasp each globe, to gently pinch each throbbing nipple, to make me feel again that feeling that only he can seem to make me feel.

"Your breasts are so full. I love to watch them as I fuck you," he whispers behind me, not touching me, only watching my face in the mirror.

"Lucas..." I whisper, about to turn but he prevents me once again by placing his hands on my hips.

His touch is burning me, inflaming me further.

I squirm, trying to push my bottom into his erection. Quickly, he slides both of his forefingers into the elastic waistband of my underwear, kneeling behind me as he pushes them down and off my legs. 

He doesn't straighten to a standing position but stays where he is as he whispers, "Lean forward to put your hands on the mirror and spread your legs."

Unable to deny him, I do as he asks.

"Fuck..." I hear him whisper as he stares at where our combined liquids from our previous lovemaking is still leaking from my body.

He straightens quickly and grabbing my hand, he pulls me to his bed, pushing me face down onto it. I hear him remove his clothes and I try to turn. He once again grasps my waist with both of his hands, squeezing me in warning, before tugging me up until I’m on my knees. 

"Look ahead, Emma," he commands quietly.

I lift my head and realize that he has placed me in a position to watch as he fucks me in the mirror. I writhe, on fire, wanting desperately for him to take me like this as I arch my back, trying to push myself back at the same time to impale myself on him. I see him reach for himself, and I hold my breath in anticipation, again pushing backwards, becoming agitated when he only rubs the tip of himself around my wet opening. I inhale deeply and open my mouth to beg but he quickly pushes forward and I’m suddenly, completely, filled by him.

"Is this what you wanted, Emma?" he asks, as he watches as my breasts in the mirror. He pulls out to thrust into me once again, his hands tightly holding my waist, allowing my breasts to flow freely back and forth with his movements.

I’m unable to speak, so I nod instead.

"Do you have any idea how good you look impaled on my cock, your breasts swinging at my every thrust?" he whispers.

I moan.

"You feel so fucking slippery and wet," he groans upon another powerful surge into my body.

I feel him remove one hand from my waist, to slide down over my abdomen, to rub against my clit. I explode against him, throbbing all around him. He picks up speed after my orgasm, letting himself explode inside of me again. His weight crushes me to the bed as he collapses on top of me and I savor the feeling of the sheer fullness of him, feeling as if he is all around me, completely surrounding me from the inside out. I feel his heavy breathing on my ear as my body comes back to earth, absorbing and loving the feeling of his body on mine.

"Sorry," he whispers, about to push off me but I reach back with my hand, grasping his ass to hold him there.

He chuckles as he teases, "Can't get enough now?"

I wiggle my ass in response.

He chuckles again, lifting himself slightly to trail kisses over my shoulders. I savor the sensation of him, and of me, being so deeply connected like this as I revel in the feeling of his lips on the sensitive skin of my shoulders. 

"We should shower." I feel his whispered words against my skin.

I moan, not wanting to move.

He chuckles, lifting himself from me, disconnecting us as he slowly slides out. When he lightly swats my ass, I roll onto my back and for the first time, I have a look at this beautiful man without any clothes.

My gaze runs over every indent and defined part of him and I can't believe he wants me. There is certainly no doubt about it as his leering gaze runs over me, settling between my legs. 

I flush, warm again.

"God, you look good with me seeping from you," he murmurs.

I bite my lip. His lack of hesitancy to use such erotic descriptions turns me on.

"We should probably be using condoms," I whisper.

Shaking his head, he says, "I disagree." Holding my eyes, he continues, "I don't plan on being with anyone else. I'd like it if you'd do the same."

Holding his eyes, knowing that he is solidifying this relationship between us, I nod as I reply, "I'd like that."

A grin spreads across his face.

He leans forward and grasping my hand, he pulls me into a standing position. Wrapping his arms around me for a quick hug, he whispers into my ear, "I’m glad you agreed because there is no way I could share you."

My heart flutters as I follow him into his shower, my future plans, for now, pushed to the back burner.

We don't sleep much that night and are still awake when the sun comes up, slanting across our faces in his king-sized bed. We lay there, content and happy, watching it as it rises across the tops of the vines. 

It is in the morning light that I realize exactly how truly stunning his home is. Not big and gaudy, but a sensible sized bungalow, that has been designed to take advantage of the view of the vineyard with Lake Ontario gleaming behind it. I silently pray that I’ll have many mornings, lying here with him, my head on his strong, sculpted chest listening to his heart beat while watching the sun rise. I can't think of a better way to start each day.

The next two days are the weekend and we decide to take them off to spend the days together. On Saturday morning, we take a trip into town for coffee in Lucas’s black convertible. I’m unable to take my eyes from him, from his hands, as he confidently handles the smoothly purring vehicle, flushing – feeling extremely aroused as I remember how just as expertly he had held me by the waist last night and sunk himself so deeply – and very satisfyingly - inside of me. After parking the car, Lucas tells me to remain where I am, still seated in his car, as he exits and quickly crosses to my door. 

As he opens my door, pleasure helplessly sliding through me at his gentlemanly gesture, I slide out and ask softly - teasingly, “Why do you always feel the need to open my door?’

He grins, swings the door shut, before pushing me up against it as his hands slide around my neck, up into my hair as he lightly draws his lips over mine. A few soft kisses later, he confides, “A guy gotta have an edge over the competition somehow and impress their girl. Not many guys do that these days and you’re definitely worth impressing.”

My cheeks flush scarlet, my heart hammering at his use of the words in implying that I’m his girl and I watch his eyes closely as he connects our lips again. My eyes slide close at the pleasure seeping through me – from his words – from the heady feeling of just being with him.

A few moments later, Lucas releases me and grasps my hand as he takes me to his favorite coffee shop. When we walk inside, there are several people of all ages that greet Lucas warmly. He introduces me to each of them and I begin to realize just how much this town respects Lucas and adores him. As we walk down the sidewalk with my coffee clutched in hand and my other hand firmly wrapped around his, Lucas introduces me to the people on the sidewalk that he knows along the way. Their reaction to him is one of welcome and respect as well, like old friends and it exhilarates me. Everyone seems to react to Lucas, their eyes brightening as he greets them all warmly by name and asking about their families. Seeing the love and respect in their eyes can’t help but make me feel special to be with such a man.

My hearts beats thickly in my chest as I feel him chip a piece of it away from me. 

I knew from the first moment I met Lucas that he would do this to me and I only hope that when this ends, I have enough of my heart remaining because I know he could steal every single piece of it.

We come across a group of elderly ladies, distracting me from my thoughts, who are sat outside another coffee shop and they each lift their cheeks expectantly to welcome his greeting kiss. Their knowing and assessing eyes fall on me, sizing me up, and I know immediately they are silently accessing as to whether I’m good enough for him.

In the afternoon, we head back to the vineyard to attend brunch at his parent's home. I had tried to back out of it, feeling uncomfortable at the newness of our relationship, worrying about how his parents will react to seeing us together.

Dating...

An employee sleeping with the boos.

As we enter their home, I try to shake free of Lucas’s hand, feeling a little awkward about the situation, but Lucas only grasps mine tighter as we enter their kitchen. William is sitting at the counter, reading the paper, his coffee cup up to his mouth when Lucas strolls in, dragging me behind him. Charlotte is in her usual flurry of activity as she prepares her weekly brunch and doesn’t immediately notice me. 

His father's goes to our entangled hands and he pauses only for a moment before taking a sip of coffee to murmur in welcome, "Morning Emma. Lucas." I don’t miss the wink thrown Lucas’s way as William lowers his mug.

I flush.

Charlotte looks up at hearing her husband greet us and her gaze immediately goes to our hands as well. Dropping her spatula, she quickly crosses the kitchen to where we are standing, happiness radiating clearly through her smile.

"Emma," she says, taking my free hand to squeeze. "This is such a wonderful surprise."

"Sorry," I say quietly. "We should have called to let you know I was coming."

Shaking her head, squeezing my hand again, she says meaningfully, "I told you that you have a standing invitation for every Saturday. All that matters is that you are here. Come and sit. Lucas get her some coffee."

I do as she asks and watch as Lucas pours my coffee, my unease settling a little before disappearing completely after he comes to sit next to me. He takes my hand from my lap to hold it again as we chat with his dad about the latest vineyard news while his mother finishes her cooking. 

Brunch passes comfortably with Lucas sitting next to me, his hand on my upper thigh from time to time or around the back of my chair. I can’t help but silently wonder what his parents think about him dating his employee but from what I can see, they seem to be only happy for us.

Saturday evening, we decide to barbecue at his place, wanting to be alone. As he looks at me from across the kitchen bar from where he is straightening from filling the dishwasher, his gaze becomes intense and I feel heat instantly race through me. Watching such a beautiful, exotic looking man such as Lucas, doing mundane everyday things like the filling the dishwasher is such a turn on for me.

He could be anywhere, with whatever beautiful woman he wanted, but yet he is here with me.

His eyes clearly showing me that he wants me.

I don't protest when he abruptly grasps my hand to pull me back to his bedroom.

I don’t murmur a word of protest when we stay there for the rest of the night.

Sunday morning, I wake to sunshine falling across my face and Lucas standing by the bed with a coffee in his hand for me, wearing only boxers. Unable to stop myself, I place both of my hands on his upper thighs, loving the feel of how his muscles jump at my touch, before sliding them up underneath – one hand grasping his now ridged cock with the other gently grazing my fingernails over the sensitive flesh of his inner thigh. Looking up at him, I watch his chest rise and fall quickly, his blue eyes penetrating me – begging me – for what I’m about to do.

Releasing him, I slide my hands out from under his shorts and into his waistband to quickly tug his boxer shorts to his knees. The head of his cock is bobbing invitingly before me and I can’t resist holding off tasting him any further as I lean forward and flick my tongue over the tip of him. 

I hear him groan and looking up at him from between his legs, I slowly take him into my mouth, gently suckling – savoring – his taste. Suddenly, he pops himself free from my mouth, quickly laying the forgotten coffee on the night stand before pushing me onto my back. His arms hook behind each of my knees, bringing them up and over his shoulders as he quickly sinks himself so perfectly into me.

I lose my breath for the moment from the sheer pleasure of feeling him so deep. My insides throb, begging that he move and move quickly.

I don’t have any further thought as he withdraws himself completely and then spears back up and into me just as quickly. My eyes close in ecstasy as he performs the exact same moves for the next few moments causing an orgasm to start deep inside of me, pulling him into me further, inviting him to do with me as he will.

Afterwards, I lay underneath him, completely spent but also completely happy as I hear his breathing return to normal.

I continue to push away any questions that I want to ask myself because right now I’m too happy to think past this moment. I only want to allow myself to enjoy Lucas, to let my hair down and enjoy an affair with the first man who has ever made me feel like I’m the most desirable woman in the world.

After a shower, we decide to spend the day at the local farmer's market and it is here that I realize that I have to be more proactive in cautioning my heart with him. Being with him, wandering around from stall to stall of fresh produce as we decide on dinner, holding his hand – feeling him squeeze mine from time to time – laughing with him as he tries to eat an ice cream without it melting all over the ground...all of those little mundane everyday things only draws me in further.

And he is doing it inch by all-consuming inch.

Lucas and I make dinner together at his house and as I cut the vegetable for our salad, his hands come to my waist and squeeze gently, possessively, before placing a swift kiss on my neck. Sighing contentedly, I lay my head back on his shoulder and close my eyes as I push away any thoughts of work tomorrow and the complications that will arise from our affair.

As the clock on the night stand torturously creeps towards ten o’clock, I push myself off Lucas's chest, where I had collapsed moments before, after he had rocked my world again.

"I should get going," I whisper, kissing his chest lingeringly one last time.

His arms come up to grasp my hips, wrapping tightly around them as I feel him slide deliciously from my body.

"Going where?" I hear him ask firmly.

"Home," I say, trying to push away. I really do need to get home. I need to have a good night's sleep, to get ready for my workday in the morning.

To have a break, to have a moment to think about what this new relationship means – how it’s going to work. 

And I can’t seem to think around Lucas.

That’s because you don’t want to think about it around him, - my mind mocks me.

"You’re not going anywhere," he insists, his tone rough as he abruptly sits up to lick the pulse on my neck. My nipples tighten in response quickly even though I had just used Lucas’s body to slake another round of desire that had over taken me upon seeing his naked, powerful body as he stepped from the shower.

I had practically tackled him as the towel he had swung around his hips had dropped to the floor as he reached to pull on his boxer shorts. It had seemed such a shame for him to cover that beautiful part of him so I had launched myself at him and he had allowed me to playfully pretend that I was conquering him as he fell back onto the bed, where I had quickly removed my underwear and impaled myself quickly and deeply onto his now hard cock. As I had rode him, I had secretly relished in the female seductive power that I had over him, as his eyes darkened, his lips whispering, “Fuck...” repeatedly over and over, as I lifted and lower myself onto him, my hips occasionally rotating when he was deep inside, wanting him – always -  deeper and deeper.

"Lucas..." I whisper, "I have to go home. I have work in the morning."

He stops his assault on my pulse and lies back down, laying his head against the pillow, to stare up at me. My center squeezes, wanting him again.

"You're serious?" he asks, his tone petulant.

Nodding my head, I can't resist a quick kiss to his lips, before I push myself off him and climb out of bed. 

He leans up on one elbow, looking deliciously used as he asks, "Why can't you stay here?"

Smiling, loving that I had been the one to deliciously use him, I pull on my clothes as I respond, "Because I won't get any sleep here and I need to have clothes to get ready for work in the morning."

"Stay here. I'll let you sleep and you can stop by the cottage in the morning to change your clothes on our way into work," he says, his tone persuasive.

Laughing, I button my jeans as I respond, "I somehow doubt you will be able to keep your promise and let me sleep. I also doubt that I will be able to keep you from keeping your promise plus I don't want us arriving at work together."

His face abruptly changes as he quickly pushes the blankets off him, coming to a standing position. I sigh and watch him wearily, knowing he is going to try to persuade me to stay. 

"Why don't you want to arrive to work together?" he asks, staring into my eyes and I hold his eyes firmly, not backing down on this.

"What happens between us is separate from work. No one needs to know and I don’t want them to know," I reply forcing a firmness into my voice.

"I don't give a fuck who knows or not. I’m not hiding us," he states, his irritation on the topic evident.

Sighing, not wanting an argument, I reply, "I’m the supervisor of your staff, Lucas. How will they look at me, respect me when they know I’m sleeping with the boss? I’m going back to the cottage." I turn from him, not willing to discuss this further. I call Quinny, who lifts her head from the new bed Lucas had bought at the market. She slowly rises, as if she is reluctant to leave too. I scoop her up and exit through the bedroom door as a naked and irritable Lucas follows me.

"This is stupid. They will find out at some point," Lucas continues his protests from behind me.

Turning to him when I reach the front door, I put my hand on his chest as I state firmly, "Lucas, I’m going home."

He catches me around my waist, pulling me close, to say, "I’m not going to hide. We have no reason to hide."

I push away from him, saying unwaveringly, "And I don’t want employees knowing. I’m asking you to respect my wish in this." 

I hold his eyes until he sighs out, frustrated, “Let me get dressed to walk you home.”

Knowing he will persist in staying with me if I allow him to walk me to the cottage, and also knowing I’m too weak to push him away again, I shake my head.

I finally see him concede before he says firmly, "I'm definitely picking you up in the morning." He swoops down to place a quick kiss on my cheek before releasing me and I don’t bother to start in on that argument.

Instead, I take one last glance of his handsome face before I turn from him and open the door to step out into the night to walk the short distance home. Quinny shows her obvious reluctance to leave too as she longingly glances back to Lucas’s now closed door as I place her on the ground. She finally moves to walk but stops after a short distance to stare back at the house until I call her firmly to follow me.

Going back to the cottage turns out to be futile for sleeping purposes as I spend most of the night tossing and turning, missing the warmth of Lucas's body already.

At 5am, I finally give up. 

After a shower and a coffee, I decide to walk Quinny earlier than usual so that I can get into work before Lucas makes good on his plan to pick me up. 

A little over an hour after I have arrived at work, I can feel Lucas’s presence in the doorway of my office before I see him. I look up in time to see him stalk towards me, not hesitating in walking behind my desk to angrily jerk my chair out, uncaring that I’m still in it.

Placing both his hands on each arm rest, I can clearly see how irritated he is as he leans over me saying, "I told you I’m not going to hide," before placing his mouth heatedly on mine. Not able to move because he has me trapped in my chair – along with the fact that his sexy strut over to claim me has my head spinning - I eagerly return his kiss.

God...he tastes so good, - I admit to myself as my body flushes, responding to him. 

I’m hungry for him after all night and for a moment I forget where I am, or that the door is open, as I place my hand on his chest, feeling his heart beat and contemplate pulling his shirt from the waist band of his jeans just so I can trace the deep V that I had nipped my teeth along just last night. 

He breaks the kiss saying firmly, "And tonight you stay with me." Straightening, he doesn’t wait for a response as he pushes me back into my desk from where I’m still sitting in my chair – my chest rising and falling erratically from wanting this man so very much - before walking out the open door.

And past Martha.

My face burns.

"I was wondering when that was going to happen," she says calmly as she walks into my office, ready for our usual Monday morning meeting.

"I..." I clear my throat before trying to start again, "We are..."

Martha lets out a bark of laughter as she sits across the desk from me, revealing amusingly, "Emma, everyone has been expecting it. The way you two have been, speaking one moment, avoiding each other the next, but then again secretly glancing at one another. It’s been visible to everyone.’

My cheeks burn hotter as I realize that everything between Lucas and I had been so noticeable. It had been the last thing I had wanted. 

“I’m not one to sleep with the boss,” I try to begin to explain.

Martha’s amusement abruptly stops as she says softly, “Of course you’re not, Emma. Anyone who has worked alongside you knows you are not the type to sleep around. Everyone here respects you. Admires you.”

She pauses for a moment before she asks, “Is that why you have been giving Lucas such a hard time? You thought we would think less of you?”

Squirming, uncomfortable with this subject but glad to be discussing it openly, I reply, “It was one of the things.”

“One of the things?” Martha quickly jumps on my reply. “What’s the other?”

Wishing I had not brought it up, I reply evasively, “There are many reasons why Lucas and I probably shouldn’t have happened but they are a moot point now.”

Martha eyes scan my face as she replies softly, “If it helps, I have known Lucas a long time and he has never been like this with another woman. We can all see that you are different for him. He has changed and I don’t think he’s the playboy he was before you came along.”

Her words are meant to reassure me but instead I feel panic...

Guilt...

I had never dreamed that there was someone out there like Lucas. He had not been a part of my plans.

But he pushed past all my barriers and now here I was, tangled up in him.

And all that he is.

I avoid discussing it further and instead turn the conversation towards work. Lucas interrupts us half way through, bringing a coffee to me, sending me a wink before leaving us alone once again.

Bemused, Martha watches him leave before turning her gaze back to me.

"Never thought I'd see the day that Lucas would be so smitten," she says approvingly as she chuckles.

I once again flush, feeling as if my cheeks have been on fire since arriving to work.

At lunch time, Lucas appears in my doorway with a basket in hand and a blanket slung over his arm and a wide smile on his face.

"I have lunch," he says cheerfully, walking into my office to pull my chair away from my desk.

"Lucas..." I say sternly.

Leaning over me in my chair, un perturbed, just like he did this morning, he whispers in my ear, "Everyone knows, Emma. Chef has even prepared lunch for us to enjoy in the vineyard. Come, be with me."

His breath on my ear causes my nipples to tighten. Giving in, I don’t resist when he takes my hand to pull me to a standing position. He doesn't allow me to drop his hand as we walk down the hall, then down the stairs and out the door of the restaurant. Even though I had burned with embarrassment, I had met everyone’s gaze along the way and was only met with huge, happy smiles. 

Maybe I’m being too sensitive, - I think to myself, allowing myself to relax just a little, as I allow Lucas to lead the way. 

Lucas takes us further down the vineyard, away from where the public are picnicking to a more secluded area, as he keeps up a steady chatter about how thoroughly the guests are enjoying the lunches in the vineyard.

He finally stops when he deems it far enough away from everyone and spreads the blanket between the vines on the ground. It looks picture perfect as I watch him place the basket on the blanket before dropping to sit on the blanket himself, patting the area next to him. Sitting cross-legged on the blanket with him, I feel like pinching myself to see if this is actually real. With his hair moving in the gentle breeze against the collar of his shirt, and the three top buttons left undone showcasing his smooth taut skin at the base of his throat, I feel my natural attraction to him rise.

His gaze catches mine.

And he knows...

"Are you wet for me?" he murmurs.

Shocked at his words, I glance around quickly. His blunt question makes me flush, nervous - but yet aroused. He gently tugs my hand, his gaze asking me the question again, this time in silence. 

I nod, my breasts pulsing, between my legs aching.

"Lift your dress and show me," he whispers.

I shake my head.

"Show me," he whispers again.

Glancing around again, I feel as if I’m in a dream as I slowly lift my dress. Lucas's breath becomes deeper, heavier, as his gaze focuses between my legs. Encouraged by his response, feeling like a different woman – a woman in control of this beautiful man - I slide my underwear to the side, exposing myself to his penetrating gaze.

I watch as he reaches his hand out, his finger touching me, causing tiny explosions in my body. I continue to watch as he slides his finger inside of me, watching as he pulls it back out, now gleaming in the sunlight from my wetness.

"So very wet," he murmurs as he slides it back in again. 

I moan, feeling even more hot wetness flow between my thighs.

“I thought about you all night,” he admits softly. “I replayed over and over how it felt to be inside of you, watching how those beautiful breasts of yours sway with my every thrust. This morning I went to the cottage early to make love to you, Emma. I’ve been hard for you since you left me last night.”

I feel and watch his finger slowly slide out of me...

Then watch again, helpless, wanting it so very badly, as he slowly inserts two fingers - increasing the pressure.

"Come here, Emma," he whispers quietly, as he lightly rubs his thumb over my clit, causing me to moan and throw my head back.

As I uncross my legs to do as he asks, he withdraws his fingers before pulling me onto him until I’m sitting on his lap facing him, my underwear still pushed to the side. 

Lucas asks softly but intently, "Would you like me to fuck you here, like this?"

I nod, my breath hitching.

I feel him fumbling between our legs, hear the zipper on his jeans lower and finally I feel him pushing into me, filling me. My head falls forward onto his shoulder as I absorb the feeling of him.

I feel his hands grasp my bottom as he uses his strength to lift and lower me. 

It doesn't take long before he is erupting inside me - filling me - sending me over the edge. I collapse against him, breathing heavily, loving the feeling of him still inside of me.

As our working day comes to an end, I don’t protest when Lucas comes to take my hand, pulling me away from the table assignment sheet that I had already looked over three times. Instead, I follow him without argument as he tugs me along to my car.

Opening the door, he says with a tone that doesn’t allow any sort of argument, “I’ll follow you back to the cottage to pick up Quinny and drop your car off. Then we’ll have dinner at my place after our run.”

After dinner, he doesn't allow me to go home, insisting that I stay with him. I protest, telling him I needed to get back to the cottage. I’m unprepared when he suddenly grasps me by the waist, lifting me to place me on the table where we had just finished clearly our plates from dinner only moments ago.

Placing his hands on each of my cheeks, he gently kisses my lips as he coaxes, "Stay with me, Emma."

His lips trail down my neck as his hands drop from my face to push my dress up over my hips. I feel him pull at my underwear, sliding them down and off my legs before he pushes me back to lie on the table top. I watch as his gaze focuses between my legs before he kneels and wrapping both his hands around my hips, pulls me to his mouth. As his tongue touches me, I watch his dark head between my legs, his eyes probing into mine, feeling myself grow wetter. I moan as he dips his tongue teasingly inside of me before he changes his attack and gently starts to suckle on my most sensitive area. 

“Push your dress down and let me see those beautiful breasts,” he murmurs his command against my sensitive flesh. I quickly obey, anxious and wanting him to continue his assault on me.

As they pop free, his gaze zeros in on them and I flush further.

My eyes roll back in my head, my back arching off the table as my head falls back and I push myself onto his talented mouth. I feel my toes curling around the edges of the table and as soon as I feel his tongue sweep back inside of me, my nipples tighten and I convulse on his tongue.

When I open my eyes, I glance down at him and more warmth sweeps through me as a gentle quiver. The visual effect of having such a hot man between my thighs is only making me want more of him.

He holds my eyes, gently biting my upper inner thigh and I jerk. I realize he did that to fulfill his obsession of watching my breasts move. Wanting to tease him further, I hold his eyes as I grasp each globe, squeezing them together, forming a valley as my index and middle fingers pinch my nipples between them.

His gaze flashes hotter as he abruptly stands.

I continue to watch as he pushes his jeans down his hips, preparing to enter me but I can't wait any longer to taste him again. Sitting up, loving how his hot searing gaze focuses on my swinging breasts as I slide off the table, I drop to my knees and take him in my mouth. His hand comes up to the back of my head as I bob up and down, my hand cupping him. Then, wanting to fulfill a fantasy that I know he has without even having to ask, I release his cock. Holding his eyes, I stand allowing the skirt of my dress to fall, completely covering me from the waist down before sitting in a chair, and propping my back against it. I grasp both of my breasts again to form a valley and inviting him with my eyes, I watch as he straddles me so he can place himself perfectly between them. Slowly, he starts to thrust himself, and I lift my gaze to watch how his eyes are focused on the highly erotic view. 

Dropping my own gaze to watch the head of his cock disappear and then reappear between the valley of my breasts, I hear his whispered, “Fuck,,,” and it sets off another flow of heat through my body. Leaning my head forward, I open my mouth so he can slip the tip of his cock into my warm mouth on his every thrust upwards. I feel his hands tangle in my hair, gently helping me to hold my head at the perfect angle as he fulfills his fantasy.

He takes this self-inflicted treatment for a few minutes before he groans, and slowly releases my head before stepping away from me. Then he is reaching for me, all gentleness gone as he tugs me to my feet. I feel he has lost his control as he somewhat roughly bends me over the table, inflating my lust for him further, as my now overly sensitive breasts come into contact with the cool surface of the table. I feel the skirt of my dress lift and between my legs throbs, wanting him desperately.

Begging for him to take me this way.

Suddenly he is there, driving himself deeply into me. The table groans and moves slightly from his deep, uncontrolled thrusts. Grasping the edge of the table, I hold on as I arch my ass, encouraging him to go deeper...

Faster...

Suddenly he stops abruptly, me panting his name in protest, as he says, "Say you'll stay."

I squirm, trying to push back onto him but his hands prevent me, still wrapped firmly around my waist.

"Emma..." he warns.

"Please..." I whisper.

"Say you'll stay," he says and slowly he withdraws, leaving only the tip of him inside of me, making me now feel like I’m losing control.

I moan, and try to get him to impale me again.

“Say it, Emma,” he says, not moving an inch, only squeezing my waist tighter.

"Okay," I whimper, willing to do anything to make him pick up his movements again.

Thankfully, he slams back into me, his hands wrapping even tighter around my waist, repeating his movements over and over until I feel myself release, squeezing tightly around him. 

A few more thrusts and he empties himself inside of me as he groans, “Fuck!”

He collapses on my back, his breath hot on my ear as I slowly float back to earth. Gradually, I become aware of how my fingers are still wrapped around the edges of the table with my dress hiked up to my waist and my bared breasts flattened on top of the table. 

I have never felt so deliciously sexually used as I do with Lucas.

I have also never encountered a man who knew exactly how to blow past all my barriers.

Who completely seemed to be able to obliterate them.

The next few weeks pass with me slowly moving some of my items from the cottage into Lucas's house at his prompting. We spend every spare moment together, running together, walking the beach in the early morning sunrise together, and always walking the vines together. His parents seemed overjoyed at our relationship and I find myself slowly relaxing. Allowing myself to enjoy Lucas and whatever this relationship was to bring.

With no thought given to the future.

And the summer passes peacefully – completely blissful.

As harvest arrives, I’m excited to be among the activity, participating whenever I can. I thoroughly enjoy the process, love watching the pride and joy on Lucas's face as production exceeds what he had hoped. As Christmas approaches, Lucas tries to convince me to have my parents come visit me rather than me go to them. I keep putting him off until a few weeks before Christmas, I find myself broaching the subject with mom and dad. The truth was, I wanted to be here with Lucas for Christmas but I never thought my parents would want to leave their home. To my surprise, they seem happy to come stay with Lucas and I, at Lucas’s home.

Upon meeting Lucas at the airport, my mother's eyes immediately come to mine as she returns his hug. My mother’s head has never been turned by a handsome or pretty face as she always looks beneath the surface to who the person truly is underneath before letting them in. But Lucas’s hugs are all encompassing, totally enveloping you in warmth, never holding anything back and I can tell by my mother’s eyes that he impresses her.

Swooning almost.

Like mother, like daughter, - I admit readily.

Spending Christmas with Lucas and our parents is like fulfilling a dream you never knew you had and only realizing it once you start to experience it. We spend cozy, snow filled evenings by the fire, our parents taking turns reminiscing about when we were younger, telling tales about each of us. As I sit listening to the stories, with Lucas's arms wrapped around me on the sofa, I feel completely at peace. 

I push away any thoughts that I’m slowly allowing myself to give up my prior future plans.

Something that I had always promised myself that I would never do.

New Year’s Eve arrives and we spend it at Niagara Falls, watching the fireworks after dinner from a private boat that Lucas had hired for the evening. As I stand there with Lucas’s arms wrapped around me, feeling the happiest I have ever been as the last of the fireworks finish up, he murmurs, “I have a New Year’s surprise for you.”

Laughing softly, squeezing his arm that is around my waist, I reply, “You are going to spoil me! I have nothing for you.”

“This is as much for me as you,” he whispers seductively as I feel his arm tighten around me. “After all of these festivities, I want you to myself so I booked a vacation to Napa Valley for us. We leave next week.”

Turning, surprise written all over my face, I wrap my arms around him, squeezing him tight. I feel only a little guilty that I still haven’t told him of my dream to move to LA, to open my own restaurant someday.

Because it seemed that dream was slowly falling away from me.

The truth was, lately, I had been questioning myself if it was still a dream of mine. And I wasn’t sure. It wasn’t something that still haunted me as much as it once did but occasionally, in the back of my mind, I would think about it. Wondering if I was capable of pulling it off doing my own venture, wondering if I would regret not following my dream at some point if I didn’t do it.

I knew of so many women who had given up their dreams to be with a man while I worked in Toronto as I put myself through school. While they seemed to be doing okay, I had often watched them arrive to work - harried and harassed - their minds on overload from juggling motherhood plus being a wife all the while trying to hold down a job serving tables to bring in money to make ends meet. On a night out after one of the girls had mentioned she needed a break from her husband and kids and needing to dance, I had listened as they had at first talked lovingly about their family but then it had quickly escalated into how tired they were.

How they wish they had followed the career paths they had dreamed of before settling down, having the husband, kids and a house behind a white picket fence. All of them had admitted their envy that I had stayed the course, attaining all that I had at such a young age and never letting a man interfere.

If they could see me now, - whispers through my mind and I firmly push it away.

The night before my parents are to return home, my mother and I take Quinny for a walk in the crisp night air, wanting a little mother and daughter one-on-one time.

"Lucas is wonderful, Emma," mom says quietly as she walks next to me.

I smile as I think of Lucas and nod my head in agreement as I reply softly, “Yeah, he is.”

She is quiet a few seconds and then she probes, "Does he know about your dream of owning your own restaurant in LA?"

Sighing heavily, I reply, “No.”

We walk in silence for several minutes before she asks, "Have you had a change in your dreams?"

I again sigh heavily as I admit truthfully, "I'm not sure. I never planned on Lucas."

She nods, understanding. 

She takes a moment before she replies, "You can never plan for love, Emma. While I want you to still move forward with your dreams so you have no regrets later in life, I can understand how meeting someone like Lucas can set your dreams off course."

She pauses in her walk, causing me to stop and look at her as she continues.

"Life can never be planned despite the best planning efforts. The best advice I can offer you is to make sure that you can live with yourself in whatever choices you make,” she says. I know her advice is coming from her own life experiences and decisions. I know she gave up a lot to be with my dad and she had to work hard to achieve all that she has monetarily but I know it couldn’t have been easy starting a restaurant and inn in the same year she gave birth to me with no family support around her. I squeeze her tight to me, so very appreciative of her – of who she is as a person in addition to my mother – by never standing in my way or trying to direct my life. 

After dropping my parents off at the airport the following morning, Lucas and I immediately get back into work mode to ensure the employees are well prepared for our absence. As I board the plane bound for LAX, I can’t contain my excitement as I reach over and squeeze Lucas’s hand once we are seated. He sends a quick sexy grin my way and I can’t resist placing a kiss on his cheek. Snuggling into his side, I hold his hand as we each sip on a glass of wine during the flight as we share the earphones to watch a movie together.

Like a kid in Disneyland, my eyes are wide open as we are chauffeured from the airport to where we are staying in a swanky hotel in downtown LA for the night. Lucas has arranged dinner at one of the high-end restaurants that he didn’t knowingly know were on my bucket list and I dine outside in the warm air on the most amazing food while the soft warm breeze blows against my skin.

Grasping his hand as we exit the restaurant, I pull him to a stop before leaning up to softly press my lips to his for a light kiss.

“Thank you,” I whisper against his lips.

I feel his free arm snake around my waist, tugging me closer to him as he whispers back, “Stick with me. I have a few more surprises planned.” I giggle against his lips before kissing him lightly again. Our kiss deepens and I hear his breath hitch.

Pulling back from me slightly, I hear him whisper intently, “I need to get you back to the hotel,” before turning from me to guide me, his anxiousness obvious, to the waiting limousine.

The next morning, Lucas rouses me early as he stands over the bed, leaning down to whisper in my ear, "Wake up sleeping beauty. Our driver awaits."

Stretching, feeling so happy, I throw the blankets off my naked body before crooking my finger at him. Never one to turn down an opportunity, Lucas quickly strips before joining me on the bed, pinning me under him as he spears up and into me. 

Will I ever get enough of him, - I think to myself as I slowly come back to earth after Lucas had brought us both to the edge of the earth and back. Wrapping my arms around him, I squeeze him tight just before he pushes off me, taking my hand to pull me along to the shower with him.

The driver is waiting patiently at the hotel lobby for us. He takes our luggage from the bellhop to store in the trunk as Lucas reassures him that we can get comfortable in the limo for the drive to Napa Valley on our own. As I slide into the limo, I feel my excitement mount. Lucas tells me along the way that he has us booked at a B&B which also boasts a spa and is located in one of the more popular vineyards. As rows upon rows of vines begin to take over the landscape, I feel myself leaning forward, my face pressed to the window like an eager child. When we pull up in front of the B&B, I allow my eyes to roam over the farmhouse style house that has been completely renovated. 

Someone is there waiting to greet us, and I immediately feel dark eyes scanning me from head to toe, causing me to flush uncomfortably. Lucas introduces him as Eric, the owner of the B&B and vineyard. 

There is no disputing that Eric is handsome in that traditional California way with his light blond hair and a body of a surfer. 

He also has that cocky surfer attitude.

"Well, well Lucas. You finally brought a girlfriend. And I can see why," Eric murmurs appreciatively.

"Down Eric, down. This one's a keeper," Lucas warns, his arm tightening around my waist, his body suddenly stiff.

Eric holds up his hands in faint amusement as he replies, "I get it. Hands off."

Feeling even more uncomfortable from the exchange between the two men, I change the subject as I extend my hand to Eric to introduce myself. "I'm Emma Ivany. I work as Lucas's general manager at his new inn and restaurant."

Eric's eyes don't hide his surprise as he glances quickly at Lucas before returning his eyes to me. Reaching his hand out to engulf mine in a firm, uncomfortable grip, Eric reveals, "Lucas didn't mention that you worked together."

"Emma started with me in March. She was instrumental in helping me get the restaurant and inn up and running," Lucas interjects.

"Ah. Beauty and brains. I can see why you are enamored, Lucas," Eric coos, his eyes boring into mine meaningfully as he lifts my hand to his mouth. I feel uneasy, and pry my hand from Eric’s as I feel anger beginning to radiate from Lucas.

Finally, breaking his gaze from me, Eric's tone fills with warmth as he invites, "Come. We have our best room reserved for you."

As Eric shows us to our room, I feel myself slowly relax a little from the initial encounter as he describes his operation along the way. From his description, it sounds as if it is twice the size of Reid Vineyard.

The room Eric has chosen for us is decorated with a mixture of new and old. The traditional, wooden windows are still in place but flanked on each side with aqua toned curtains, reminding me of a tropical ocean. The bed is covered in the same color tone, with contemporary bed side tables that are topped with old English style lamps. Across the room from the bed is an original fireplace that has modern candle holders adorning it and the view from the room overlooks the sweeping expanse of the vineyard.

While I like the décor, I admit that I prefer Lucas's more modern taste to this.

"Lunch will be ready in half an hour, after which, there will be a tour of the vineyard along with some wine tastings. Dinner tonight will be in the main dining room and will be informal," Eric murmurs, drawing our attention back to him.

"Thanks, Eric," Lucas says with forced politeness. He hasn't lost any of his anger. "We’ll be down for lunch shortly."

Eric nods his head, the smirk on his face clearly showing he is unaffected by Lucas's anger.

As soon as the door swings shut, Lucas exhales sharply saying, "I should have brought you somewhere else. Eric can sometimes be an arrogant ass when it comes to women. He thinks they are all fair game."

Feeling relief that we are finally alone, I smile warmly at Lucas before wrapping my arms around him, to place a swift kiss on his sexy lips. 

"You have nothing to worry about with Eric, Lucas," I gently rib him.

I feel the anger slide away from him as he wraps his arms around me. He tries to lighten the mood as he whispers, "I think you should show me."

I grin as I reach for his belt buckle.

We arrive fifteen minutes late for lunch and when we walk into the dining room, Eric's eyes collide with mine before sliding to Lucas. I flush as I know Eric knows exactly what kept us late. 

Lucas completely ignores Eric's look as he slides out my chair next to him on the right, leaving Eric on his left. I’m grateful for the space Lucas has intentionally placed between Eric and me.

Eric becomes the gracious host as he once again tells me about the surrounding area and the many wineries. 

“So...tell me, Emma,” Eric purrs as his eyes move over me, dissecting me much to closely, “What did you think of LA?”

I tense slightly.

“I enjoyed it,” I reply, taking a sip of my wine to avoid his gaze.

Eric has immediately picked up on my tenseness.

“You seem a little hesitant. LA didn’t live up to your standards?” he pries and I know he is watching my face closely.

“It’s her first time here. She never got to see much last night,” Lucas interjects.

But Eric’s gaze pins me even more as he says, “Ah...then you need to come back here again. There is so much to see and do that you can’t squeeze it all into one visit. The restaurant scene is simply amazing, and for someone like you who clearly loves the food and beverage industry, it would be a shame for you not to come back and explore it more...leisurely.” 

I watch Eric, wondering what game he is playing. I realize I don’t like him much as he seems to be enjoying putting me on the spot, uncaring about how he is making Lucas feel.

Surely there has to be more females around to taunt and chase other than me.

Leaning back nonchalantly in his chair, a wide grin suddenly splits across his face as Eric asks, “Surely given all that you have done, you must of thought of starting your own restaurant at some point?”

Blanching, my eyes bore into as I reply, “Maybe someday.”

I instantly regret it.

“Someday?” Eric asks, his gaze now speculative.

If he only knew that was the question I have asked every day since seeing Lucas.

“I’m not sure,” I reply uncomfortably. I feel Lucas tense next to me. 

Eric’s gaze bores deeper into me.

“LA has so much to offer a budding restaurant entrepreneur,” he murmurs knowingly.

The air thickens around us with silence, until finally, a few moments later, Eric changes the subject.

Removing his penetrating gaze away from me to include Lucas, he says once again slipping easily back to his hospitable tone, “Our golf cart is waiting outside for us.”

Unfortunately, Eric decided to join us for the afternoon and directs the tour himself. He seems to take great joy in focusing all of his attention on me and several times he tries to catch my direct gaze but I avoid it until finally he gives up. 

To make matters worse, Lucas has become quieter. 

I can feel his anger simmering just underneath the surface and I’m helpless to reassure him other than to hold his hand and squeeze it from time to time.

Walking back into our room after the tour, Lucas turns to me as soon as he closes the door, asking in an irritated tone, “You wanted to open a restaurant?”

Sighing, I reply, “It’s always been a dream of mine to open a restaurant in LA.”

His eyes angrily search my face as he asks, “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“It wasn’t something I thought I should tell my employer. I didn’t want it to keep me from getting the job at Reid Vineyards and since us...well...I haven’t really thought about it like I used to,” I reply softly, deciding to be honest. It was time Lucas knew. Whatever our personal relationship is or ever will be, he deserves to know about the thought always lurking around in the back of my mind of whether I still wanted that dream.

Lucas holds my eyes and I see the obvious pain there.

“Lucas, I never withheld it to hurt you. I never had us in the plans when I first started dreaming about it and right now, I’m not even considering it as an option for me,” I whisper.

He sighs heavily, and holds my eyes. I can see that he is struggling with what to say to me and I tense waiting. But then he is reaching out to me, pulling me into him.

“I’m sorry,” he whispers into my hair. “I never expected Eric to make a play for you otherwise I never would have brought you here.”

I relax into his body while tightening my arms around him as I whisper in reassurance, “Eric is not even on my radar.”

That evening, I dress in a tight black floor length dress that clings to my every curve with a scoop neckline that highlights my cleavage. When I walk into the dining room on Lucas’s arm, I immediately want to turn around as Eric's gaze travels over me, stopping pointedly to rest on the tops of my breasts. I can clearly tell he is mentally undressing me.

I also know Lucas has noticed Eric's attention as well as his posture once again becomes rigid.

"Emma..." Eric murmurs in an appreciative tone, as he stands to pull out a chair next to him. I feel Lucas bristle but I squeeze his arm in reassurance.

"Thank you," I say in a polite tone to Eric as I release Lucas's arm to sit. A few tense seconds later, Lucas sits on my other side.

Thankfully, at that moment a few more guests arrive and Eric's attention is taken up by entertaining them, leaving me alone to gently trace soothing circles on Lucas’s leg underneath the table. 

As the evening unfolds, I find myself unwinding as I meet some of the other guests, enjoying the delicious food placed in front of me along with the selected wine pairings. It also helps that Eric has directed all of his attention to the other guests throughout the meal. Eventually, Lucas unwinds a little as well and I feel his arm slip around the back of my chair casually, pulling me a little closer to him. I relax further and become even more involved in the conversation around me about grapes and wine, adding my own thoughts from time to time.

As the meal wraps up, Eric invites everyone to his wine cellar for a port tasting but I decline, wanting to step outside instead to have a few moments to myself before I head up to bed. I encourage Lucas to go along with them and that I’ll be waiting for him once he is ready. He finally, but reluctantly, agrees.

The fresh, warm air feels great as I walk along the wrap-around veranda. I stop and stare up at the moon, completely relaxed, feeling slightly heady from the wine I consumed with dinner.

I can’t believe I am in California, the place that I had built my career path around. 

Would I still pursue that path? – I silently question myself.

It’s an answer I realize I can’t yet give myself.

"This is my favorite time of the day here," I hear a deep masculine voice say softly behind me, startling me.

Turning, bracing myself, I face Eric. 

My heart flounders as my eyes search past Eric, looking for Lucas.

But he is nowhere to be seen.

"I was enjoying the peacefulness, the solitude," I say pointedly, coolness evident in my tone.

He only grins confidently as he moves closer.

"Point taken," he says, chuckling before continuing, "But I couldn't resist speaking to a beautiful woman on a beautiful night.”

His words hang between us in the night air, making me uncomfortable.

“California agrees with you," I hear him murmur as his eyes run over my breasts before settling on my face.

Sighing, knowing I should leave, I move to step around Eric but his hand snakes out quickly to grab mine.

I recoil slightly, my heart racing and I give my hand a tug, relieved when he releases me.

"Excuse me," I say abruptly as I once again try to step past him.

But this time he steps in my way as he murmurs, “I'm a little enamored by you, Emma, and have been waiting for Lucas to look the other way so I could talk to you...alone."

Startled, this time by his admission, I hold his gaze as I state firmly, "I'm with Lucas."

He smiles as he asks quietly, "And what about if you weren't? Lucas doesn’t stay with one person for long. I’ll be here when this is all over between you."

“Emma,” I hear Lucas say. The vehemence is clear in his voice.

Relief quickly spreads through me as Eric allows me to step past him.

Chapter 12
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Anger is flooding through me, surrounding me, as I hear Eric hitting on Emma.

Stepping behind him, I see Emma's face flood with relief as I say her name, breaking up this tête-à-tête that Eric had obviously and cunningly planned. He had very obviously introduced me to a guest, named Marie, that prior to Emma I would have considered spending the night with. Marie had immediately latched onto to me, murmuring that she knew I was here with another woman and that she was with an older man. When she had offered for us to meet again in a few minutes in the gazebo, I knew then that Eric had told Marie that I was a player looking for the same thing she was.

Gently trying to let her know that I had only eyes for Emma, I had missed Eric slipping away.

But I had known immediately where he had gone.

As Emma now steps around him, I hold my hand out to her, relieved when she takes it and moves to stand by my side. My other hand is opening and closing, wishing I could wrap it around Eric's neck. I had known Eric had always been a player, women just a game to him, but I had never thought he would stoop so low as to try to steal Emma.

"We'll be leaving in the morning," I ground out.

He laughs as he nods his head, a smirk evident on his face as we turn from him.

When we reach our room, my anger has reached the boiling point and it explodes on Emma.

"What the fuck were you doing with him?" I ask, as I swing her around before grasping both of her arms, shaking her.

She gasps as her eyes come up to my face, "Lucas, you’re hurting me."

I immediately slacken my grasp, not wanting to ever hurt her, but god this searing pain in my chest is killing me. Hearing about how she had always wanted to live in LA to start a restaurant and now this incident with Eric has me pushing her up against the wall, to stare into her eyes. This woman has the ability to break me and it scares the hell out of me.

Make me reel, out of control.

"I should have let you answer his question," I whisper. "What would it have been, Emma? Would you be with him, live here, if I wasn’t in the way?" 

Shocked, she looks up at me about to answer but I don't let her speak a word.

Releasing both of her arms, my hands come up to grasp each side of her face, holding her in place as I harshly kiss her lips. Trailing my mouth to her neck, to her ear, I ask with poison in my voice, "Do you wish it was him here instead of me?"

"Lucas," she says trying to push me away.

I don't let her. Instead, I grab both of her hands and pin them to the wall over her head as I bring my lips back to hers. She turns her head but I place both her hands in one of mine, still pinning her as my now freed hand comes up to grasp her chin, holding her in place, forcing my lips on hers. I feel when she has given in and opens her mouth to me. Thrusting my tongue inside of her, I taste her, always wanting more of her. I know that deep down I’m reacting this way because I’m terrified of Emma’s dreams.

That this new revelation is driving me crazy because I don’t ever want to lose her.

Moving my mouth back to her ear, I whisper, "I'm going to fuck you now and you are going to keep your eyes open so that you know it's me."

I hear her gasp and I watch as her eyes widen.

But I don’t care. I have to remind her, in the only way that I know how, that what we have is real.

Perhaps needing to tangibly mark her as mine somehow in the process. 

I release her chin to reach down to hastily tug my zipper down, my cock popping free as it throbs and aches to feel Emma surrounding me again.

Only Emma has ever made me feel this way and all I can think about is fulfilling this need to remind her of how I know I can make her feel.

Reaching up underneath her dress, and pushing her underwear to the side. I roughly finger her, watching her bite her lip, driving me mad.

"Wrap your legs around me," I say and grasp one of her legs to wrap around my waist. Anger and this pulsating need to make her realize that she is mine – only mine - still raging out of control through me.

I feel her lift her other leg, wrapping it tight around my waist, and satisfaction slides through me. Not wasting another moment, I hold her eyes as I plough into her. She screams my name, her eyes sliding closed in pleasure and it further drives me on. I never want anyone else to ever make her scream their name.

“Open your eyes, Emma,” I say as I stop my movements, feeling – just feeling – how she surrounds my cock so perfectly. 

So god damn tightly that I can’t think past anyone but her. 

I hear her sigh, watch as those beautiful lips part to expel the only air I want to breathe as her head falls back against the wall. Slowly, she slides her eyes open to hold mine. 

And I can see that she wants this as much as me.

Pulling back, I drive myself repeatedly back and up into her, still holding her hands above her head, staring into her eyes, willing her to forget about him.

Willing her to forget about everything...

To stay with me.

She says my name again and I lose control, releasing myself into her. My eruption is so strong and so long, that I barely register her release. My head drops to her shoulder, both of us breathing heavily as reality returns.

And with reality comes remorse. I had let my jealousy take over along with my deeply seated fear of her leaving me to chase her dreams.

As I slide from Emma's body, I slowly allow my hands to release hers before stepping back from her.

Turning from her, completely spent physically – mentally - I head to the washroom, removing my clothes along the way. Turning on the shower, I step quickly under the hot water. 

I had completely lost control, - I silently acknowledge.

Leaning my forehead against the wall underneath the spout, I try to reign in my jealousy...my fear.

I feel Emma's arms slide around me from behind, laying her head between my shoulder blades, and my body immediately absorbs the feeling of hers.

It’s like her body is a drug that mine is unwaveringly addicted to.

Turning around, I look into her eyes as I whisper, "I'm so sorry."

She smiles at me gently before leaning up to place a kiss on my lips, silencing me. I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her closer for a deeper kiss.

She has the lips of an angel.

Stepping out of my arms, she takes the soap and gently washes my body, her hands soothing me as they slide over my slippery skin. Her ministrations work and I’m putty in her hands as she shuts off the shower before passing me a towel. We quickly dry off and then she is taking me by my hand to lead me to the bed. I pull back the covers and slide underneath, patting the spot next to me for Emma to join me. As she lays her head on my chest, running her fingers in little soothing circles over my heart, I close my eyes and just concentrate on breathing through this ache in my chest.

Only somewhat soothed, I wake many times throughout the night, reaching for Emma, pulling her back to me if she moved off my chest throughout the night.

It’s like I know somehow that things will never be the same. I had discovered things about Emma since I brought her here that I never knew.

And it has changed what was between us.

The next morning, I wait anxiously for Emma to wake. As she opens her eyes, I immediately reach for my phone on the night stand to change our flight. Emma stops me as she reaches out to take my phone.

"Lucas, I have no interest in Eric," she says quietly but firmly as she holds my gaze. "I would really like to stay, to explore more of California."

I stiffen, reach out again for my phone but the look on Emma's face stops me as she says softly, "You have to trust me, Lucas. You can't sweep me away every time you are jealous."

But it’s more than jealousy eating away at me. It’s her plea to stay to explore more of California. Now that I know this is where she had ultimately planned to live, I wanted to get her away from it.

But I also know I can’t say no to her request.

"He's an idiot," I spit out, my anger from last night returning along with my despair. 

Those were dreams she had before she met me. They could have changed, - I silently convince myself. Willfully, I push away any doubts about Emma and what she really wants. Circumstances – people – change all the time.

Emma only smiles as she nods in agreement. Then she is sliding up against me, kissing me.

Emma’s breath whispers over my lips as she murmurs, "I agree. But Eric isn't here right now and he never will be."

She seduces the anger from me as she swings her leg up over me, positioning herself so that she can slide herself down onto me. I watch, losing myself in her, as she lifts and lowers making me forget about Eric for the moment.

After we shower together, we decide to arrange for a rental car to explore other wineries in the area. Despite wanting to leave, Emma convinces me to return to stay at Eric's B&B every evening after we have had dinner elsewhere, thus avoiding Eric the rest of our stay.

I can’t help but feel relief as we touch back down in Toronto. Eric and I had been acquaintances that kept in touch because of our mutual interest in the wine business but that would be over now. We were never close friends, more like someone to get together with to live up the night scene in either LA or Toronto. We’ve had some wild nights going from bar to bar, which always included picking up women for the night. 

But none of the women had mattered, not like Emma. 

He had crossed the line with Emma.

She mattered. A whole hell of a lot and I was glad to be back on my own turf.

Glancing at her sitting next to me in the car on the way home, I grasp her hand and bring it up to my lips to press a kiss to the back.

I’m in love with her, - I silently acknowledge. 

The thought silently terrifies me.

Emma glances over at me and squeezes my hand and my heart twists. A smile spreads across her face and I pray that she feels the same for me. 

That I’m now a part of her dreams.

Quinny, who had been staying with my parents, is ecstatic when we pick her up. I watch as she licks Emma's face excitedly when she stoops to pick her up. We have a quick coffee with my parents to catch up before continuing home.

Home...

Pulling into the driveway, I glance up at the house I had built and realize I never really considered it home until Emma was here with me.

I want her to always be in it, with me. Building a life here.

Feeling my heart flutter, I glance over at Emma, who is busy dealing with a squirming Quinny that’s on her lap, watching how she laughs at Quinny’s excitement to be home as well. My gaze rakes over her face, over her perfectly formed body and I know she is it for me. All that I will ever want. 

She is my home. 

She is what causes the blood to pump through my veins with purpose.

I’m going to ask Emma to stay here. To marry me, - I realize with slight shock, my heart beating thickly.

Emma glances up at me, her smile sliding away when she sees the intensity in my face.

"Lucas?" she asks worriedly.

Smiling, wanting to ease her fears, I reply softly as I reach my hand out to rub my thumb over her bottom lip, "This trip has not been all bad. It has made me realize something so very, very important." 

Leaning over, I gently brush her lips with mine.

That's it. That's all I say, that’s all I do. When the time – the right time – comes for me to ask Emma to marry me, I want it to be perfect.

"And you’re not going to tell me what it is?" The smile is back on her face as she reaches out her hand to stroke my cheek.

Shaking my head, I grasp her hand to place a kiss on the back before replying teasingly, "I will...eventually." Another quick kiss to the back of her hand and then I hop out of the car before I end up revealing more than I want to right now.

This isn’t the right time and I want time to plan my proposal perfectly.

Rounding the car, I open Emma's door and place a swift kiss on her lips again before getting our luggage from the trunk.

Over the next couple of months, I put my plans in place and decide that April will be the perfect month. It’ll be warm enough to hire a boat to take us up the river to Niagara Falls. There, underneath one of the world’s seven natural wonders, I’ll ask Emma to marry me.

As time slips by, I’m sometimes internally conflicted about how Emma will respond. She has never brought up LA again and I’m not sure if that is a good sign or bad. Several times I open my mouth to ask her but I’m too terrified of the response to put it into words.

So instead I remain silent, worrying. 

Sometimes confident that Emma will accept, other times terrified that she won't.

Finally, April 27 arrives and as I drive home with Emma from work on a Friday evening with the ring threatening to burn a hole in my pocket, I detect that her mood has changed from earlier this afternoon. 

She seems a little withdrawn. 

I reach over and grasp her hand, squeezing it reassuringly but she only gives me a wane smile, her eyes avoiding mine. I panic a little as I wonder if she has discovered my plans, that she wants to say no but doesn’t know how to tell me.

“Everything okay?” I ask, my heart beating loudly in my ears.

She sighs heavily and turns to look out the window at the passing scenery.

A few moments later, she replies softly, “I have something to tell you but I think it should wait until we get home.”

I feel bile rise in my throat as my stomach flips, then flops.

She knows and she doesn’t want to marry me, - my head begins it silent screaming.  

I open my mouth to tell her to just tell me but nothing comes out. 

A few minutes later, I pull into the driveway, my hand shaking as I put the car in park. Emma doesn’t wait for me as she opens her door and slides out.

Glancing at my shaking hands, swallowing back the bile, I close my eyes as I whisper, “Please God...don’t let her leave me.” 

As if in slow motion – like there is an unreality to what is about to happen, I exit the car and follow Emma into the house. As the door swings shut behind us at our home, I brace myself as she ignores Quinny, and instead turns to face me.

"Lucas..." she says sighing.

My heart tears.

"Emma, we don't have to do this," I blurt out quickly, wanting to stop the words that she doesn’t want to marry me. 

She seems disturbed, almost angry, as she asks heatedly, "Did Eric tell you about his proposal before he contacted me?"

Eric? – I find my mind silently stumbling over his name, my stomach completely bottoming out at hearing his name coming from her lips.

"Contacted me?" I ask, barely able to form the words.

Her gaze slides over my face, losing her anger, as she says remorsefully, "I guess not." 

She sighs heavily, causing my stomach to heave violently and I have to swallow again.

"He called me with a business proposition. He is opening a restaurant in LA and has asked me to be his partner, giving me full rein to do as I please. He would be my investor and silent partner." I hear her say the words but I’m unable to believe them

Instead, I stare at her in shock.

She waits for a response from me but I’m unable to respond. 

My world feels like it is tilting...

Falling away from me...

"Lucas," she whispers, reaching out her hand to me. 

Then anger takes over. Hot and explosive.

"That god damn fucking bastard!" I spit out, slapping my hand down hard on the counter, causing Emma to jump. "He won't give up, will he?"

I start pacing, running my hands through my hair, wanting to tear it out.

“He dangled that in front of you to get to you,” I stop my pacing to stand in front of her as I continue, my rage evident, “Tell me you’re not considering it?”

Her eyes plead with me as she murmurs softly, "Lucas..."

I know from her face what she is about to tell me next. 

My heart wrenches within my chest.

Shaking my head, I say pleadingly, "No, Emma." 

She is going to break me, - my brain silently tries to warn my heart.

"I'm sorry Lucas but I want to consider it," she whispers, tears in her eyes.

I want to shake her. Can't she see? This is a ploy. Eric is playing with her.

Walking over to her, I grasp both of her arms as she looks up and into my face. Should I tell her I want to marry her? Would that get her to stay?

Opening my mouth, she doesn’t give me a chance as she stops me with her own words, as she says softly, "This has always been a dream of mine, Lucas. You have fulfilled yours and now I have a chance to fulfill mine."

Those softly spoken words have the desired effect. I back off, stung.

Turning from her, I brace my hands on the counter. I feel my insides shaking, filling with rage...despair.

Silence fills the room.

“Lucas?” I hear her ask after several moments of silence. I remain silent.

“Can we just talk about this? Talk it through?” she asks. 

The only thing I can feel is myself shaking. My brain, my heart can’t seem to cope with anything else.

“It doesn’t mean the end of us, Lucas. We can try to find a way to make this work between us,” I feel her hands on my back, trying to sooth but it has the opposite effect.

“I’ll never consider a long-distance with you if you allow yourself to be bought by him,” I whisper angrily.

Even though I can’t see her, I can feel her flinch from my words. 

"Maybe I should go back to the cottage. Give you time and space to think," she murmurs quietly.

I don't say anything because I can't. I don't want her to go but I don't have the will power to not scream at her.

To not beg her. 

Because this is the one thing I can’t compete with. She has the opportunity to explore her dream. 

An opportunity I can’t give her but Eric can.

She hesitates, waiting for a response and a few moments later, I hear the door click shut behind her. Something drops on the countertop in front of me and I realize that it is a tear. Angrily, I swipe at my eyes, feeling hopelessly, irrevocably - broken.

Feeling raw, that I will fly apart into tiny emotional pieces at any moment, I whisper through my hoarse throat, “There’s no way she can walk away from us.”

Lifting my head, I stare at the closed door that Emma had just walked through. 

How could she have so easily dismissed what we have? 

“There’s no way she can walk away,” I repeat again in another hoarse whisper. 

Not if she cared as much as I do. 

But maybe that’s the problem.

She doesn’t care as much as me.

Snickering at myself, my foolishness in almost asking her to marry me tonight, I remove the ring from my jeans pocket. Wrapping my hand around the velvet box, I squeeze it tightly. I had painstakingly gone from jewelry store to jewelry store, searching for the right one, wanting everything about this evening to be perfect. Sarcasm races through me that this ring is the only thing I have left of Emma.

While I had been planning a future, an entire life with Emma, she had been on a completely different path than me.

Instead, she is leaving me. Moving on.

Leaving me with nothing but a broken heart. 

Needing to release some of these emotions, I throw on my running gear. Passing the cottage, I don't slow down or glance in. Instead, I speed up, wanting to put distance between us, between this hurt she has inflicted on me.

She came into my life, snaked herself around my heart and has left me reeling. Now she is planning to leave me, to go to Eric. 

Why couldn't I have been enough for her? - beats through my head, like a pulse, over and over. 

I quicken my pace even more, running...running...

I feel a pain in my chest, taking my already shortened breath away. Forced to stop, my chest heaves as I gasp for air, the world tipping a little. More tears mix with sweat as I bend forward, trying to right my world.

A few moments later, I’m completely drained as I turn and slowly walk back. It takes me a long time to reach my house as I stumble along, numb. I’m completely sapped of any energy to think, to move. Pushing myself to get a shower, I do so methodically, my mind torturing me with memories of Emma. Of how we would sometimes shower together and I would watch the way the bubbles from the soap would slide down the slope of her breast, clinging to the tip of her perfect nipple before continuing its path down her body. Angrily, I turn off the shower and quickly dry myself and dress in shorts and a t-shirt before heading back to my living room, grabbing a bottle of scotch along the way. Sitting on the sofa, I open the bottle and drink until I can’t think anymore.

One shot after the other.

The next morning, I wake on the couch where I had drunk myself into oblivion. My phone is ringing persistently on the kitchen counter from where I had left it yesterday evening. Bringing my hand up to my head, I press in on my right temple, trying to alleviate the pain that is throbbing there. 

It doesn't help. 

Pushing myself to a seated position, I pause. My head is swirling – aching – matching my heart. 

I feel weakened. And not only from my hangover.

I lightly - disdainfully - chuckle aloud at myself.

I fell head over heels for a woman whom I did not bother to ask what she wanted, what her dreams were. I had just assumed she would want me, be happy with me here, living my dream. I know that had been selfish of me.

I also know that deep down its selfish to expect her to give up her dreams but maybe if she had told me about them, I would have kept a little piece of my heart from her before it was too late.

My phone rings again and I lean forward to place my head in my hands, willing the phone to stop, sighing deeply in relief when it does. Pushing myself to a standing position, I slowly walk with my throbbing head, to the counter. Picking up my phone, I’m surprised to see that it is 10am and I have missed six phone calls from my parents, one right after the other. Not able to deal with talking to anyone until I have had coffee and a shower, I decide to do both before returning their calls. As I exit the shower, I hear my doorbell ringing repeatedly – persistently.

I quickly pull on clothes.

Angrily, I stride to the door, pissed that I can't be left alone, furious with both myself and Emma. Swinging it open, all my anger drains as my mother immediately steps forward, wrapping her arms around my waist and laying her head on my chest.

A lump forms in my throat. 

Emma must have told them of her decision to leave and it’s why my mom is here now.

I gratefully wrap my arms around my mom.

"Oh...Lucas..." she says, quietly. Her voice is filled with remorse.

I squeeze her, unable to form words around that damn lump in my throat.

She doesn't say anything else for several more minutes and I know she is giving me time.

Finally, I’m able to speak.

"I had planned to ask her to marry me last night," I admit in a whisper.

She stiffens momentarily in my arms before lifting her face from my chest to look up at me. I hate seeing the pity for me written clearly across her face.

"I'm so sorry, Lucas. I had hoped for and suspected that you had met the girl you wanted to marry. I never thought for a moment that she didn't feel the same," she says quietly, tears in her eyes.

"I did too," I whisper through trembling lips as I place my forehead against my mom's. 

"Maybe she will change her mind?" she whispers.

Lifting my head away from my mother’s, I release her before I walk to the kitchen. I feel my anger rise, shaking my head, as I reply, "No, I think she knows that if she did, she will always wonder what if. I know I can’t live with that, be with a woman who is questioning if being with me is the right thing for her. I only found out about her plans when we were in California. She told me then it was her dream and by that time, it was too late for me to keep myself from falling for her. "

“What about a long-distance relationship?” my mother asks softly.

Shaking my head, I respond, “It’s all or nothing for me. Plus, her being there with Eric, it would drive me mad. I would be on edge waiting for the phone call to tell me she is with him. I’m already suffering enough; I won’t let this drag out.”

My mother doesn't say anything, keeping her thoughts to herself as I pour a cup of coffee for both of us. We head outside, neither one of us speaking as the sun streams down on the vines that I had so painstakingly and lovingly planted.

Had hoped that mine and Emma’s children would be running through sometime in the near future.

I sit there, my mother silently understanding that the only thing I need right now is stillness but still appreciating her company, as I contemplate how to come to terms that that image will never be fulfilled. 

Because Emma is leaving. 

And I have to move forward. Move on.

Without her.

It will be hard but as I told my mother, it’s all or nothing for me.

"I should be heading into work. I have a position to fill that is best taken care of sooner rather than later," I say quietly to mom after we finish our coffee and I feel I can better face what’s before me.

She nods, her worried eyes scanning my face. As we both stand, she gives me a quick hug as she murmurs, "Don't let this take you down, Lucas. There is someone out there for you."

I don't respond because she doesn't understand. I know she saw Emma and I together, knew that I had fallen way too deep but she didn’t know I had felt this invisible but strong link to Emma from the start. 

This strong premonition that she was to be mine. 

So I had jumped in, with both feet, never feeling that I was wrong and now I needed to end this...and quickly...for my own sanity.

Arriving at work, I avoid everyone's probing eyes, knowing that someone had already told them. Their faces clearly show concern and pity and it only makes the hurt throb even more deeply because even they could see how much I had fallen for Emma.

Deciding that the best course of action is to deal with everything swiftly and without emotion, I head straight to Emma's office. My heart beats erratically when I arrive at her open door. I watch her for a moment, going about her daily tasks like she had not ripped my world apart. With my heart yearning for her, I silently wish for everything to go back to what it was before yesterday. 

My heart beats heavily in my ears, its thrumming a reminder of just how much she owns it, as I force out in an even tone, "I think it's best that you leave right away."

Her head comes up swiftly at my words, and I see that she has been crying, her makeup running down her face. 

And I wish I could wake up with amnesia.

That all that we had together would just be completely forgotten. It would be the only thing that could make this easier.

Because I know that otherwise, I will never forget Emma. Will never want anyone else like I wanted – still want – her.

"Lucas," she says softly, a pleading note in her voice. My heart squeezes.

And it’s so god damn painful.

"Emma, I can't have you here," I say softly but firmly.

She nods, dropping her eyes from my face. I watch as she stands, smoothing her pencil skirt down her hips, the hips that I once held as I pushed myself into her. 

My heart twists again and I want to stride over to her, shake her, make her realize that this is a stupid mistake. But I can’t ask her to give up her dreams. She wouldn’t be Emma if she didn’t have her own dreams. So instead, I stay where I am as she collects her purse along with a few other items. As she moves past me, it takes everything in me to keep my hands to myself.

Even when she is gone, her scent remains, torturing me. Rubbing my hands over my face, I step out of her office and gently close the door. 

I know my life will never be the same.

Chapter 13
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What have I done? - my head is silently screaming.

Taking the stairs down to the restaurant level, I almost turn and run back up to Lucas. 

Instead, I propel myself forward.

I have to do this. I have to do this, - I silently repeat.

When Eric had called with his proposition, my heart had raced initially with excitement until I had thought of Lucas. I knew he wouldn't take this well. I’d hoped that he would understand that I needed to do this. It was a dream. Something I had been wanting since I lived in Newfoundland with my parents, back when LA had seemed so glamourous and where I wanted to make my mark. I had to give this a try. Otherwise, I would always wonder.

I’d hoped Lucas would stand by me as I accomplished my dream. Yes, it would be hard with a long-distance relationship but at least I was willing to give it a try. 

But he clearly wasn’t.

Getting into my car, I call Eric to let him know that Lucas has let me go. There’s only a small pause from him before he says he will arrange a flight for me to fly down to meet him tomorrow if I can get Quinella's travel papers together in time today. I hang up the phone and immediately search for a local vet. Thankfully, there’s a cancellation and I go back to the cottage to pick up Quinnella before heading to the vet. 

I don't allow myself to think about what I’ve done.

About Lucas.  

I’m afraid I will change my mind. 

That I would live with regrets of unaccomplished dreams.

Arriving back at the cottage, I start packing, unmindfully going through the motions, not allowing myself to think. As I dress for bed in my tank top and pajama bottoms, I hear someone beating on my door. 

Swallowing, I debate for a moment if I should answer it, knowing it is Lucas.  

I can't seem to stop myself as I swing the door open, hoping deep down that he has changed his mind. That he’s willing to try a long-distance relationship. 

But that’s instantly shattered as his heated, angry gaze rakes over me.  

"What the fuck are you doing, Emma?" he whispers angrily and I know immediately he isn’t here to talk. He steps inside, sweeping me up against his chest with one arm around my waist as the other slams the door shut, the walls shaking from the reverberation. I don't waste any time in dealing with his anger and quickly wrap my legs around his waist. 

Because I need him one last time too.

His eyes flare as he asks nastily, "You want one last taste before you completely fuck me over, Emma?" 

Shaking my head, I whisper, "Please...I never wanted to hurt you, Lucas." 

He gazes into my eyes as he responds, "It's too late." He squeezes me tighter to him as he walks down the hall. He doesn't stop until he reaches my bedroom where he tosses me carelessly on the bed. 

"You want to fuck one more time Emma?" he asks rudely as he unzips his jeans, holding my gaze. 

Biting my lips, his words hurting me but also needing a last taste of him, I nod. 

He smirks as he pushes his jeans down, his underwear quickly following before he strips off his t-shirt. Looking at that expanse of chest, knowing this will be the last time causes a sob to tear from my throat. 

"It's too late now, Emma, for tears," Lucas says brashly as he tugs my pajama bottoms off. Leaning forward, he grasps my tank top by the neck, tearing it completely away from me. 

"Fuck, I am going to miss those tits," he says crudely and I know he is trying to hurt me by belittling what we had to only hot sex. As if what we had was nothing. 

He roughly pushes my legs apart, staring down at me as he lowers himself to slide up into me. 

Another sob tears from me and I wrap my legs around his hips, while trying to pull his head down for a kiss. He avoids kissing me, instead holding his head only inches from mine to stare steadily into my eyes as he gyrates his hips slowly. 

"Someday you're going to want the air that I breathe, you’ll wish that you never left me," he vows softly. 

Stung, tears overflow my eyes as he moves to kneel between my legs, grasping me by the hips, disconnecting every part of us except where he is deeply seated inside of me. He roughly slams into me a few more times until I feel him spurt into me. I watch as his head tilts back, his beautiful corded neck straining with his orgasm, knowing I will never forget this sight. 

It will be forever ingrained in my head.

He slides himself from me and then standing, he quickly dresses. He doesn't glance back at me where he has left me shaken - torn and unfulfilled - as he walks out of the bedroom.

And this time I know for certain, out of my life. 

I turn on my side, clutching the bed covers to me. Panic sets in and I suddenly wonder if leaving Lucas is a mistake. 

Standing, I quickly find my phone and call him. 

He answers but doesn't say anything. 

"I think I made a mistake," I whisper through my tears. 

I hear him sigh as he murmurs, "Go Emma. I can't live with the possibility that you may regret not giving this a try. This has been too hard as it is. The longer you stay, the worse it will be for me.”

There is silence between us as I swallow, wondering what I’m doing, if what I’m doing is the right thing.

“This is over, Emma," I hear him whisper. I can tell by his words that he is done with me. 

The click as he hangs up echoes through my head. My heart. It all sounds too final and panic overtakes me. 

With sobs wracking through me, I dress quickly. 

Running to my car, I drive the short distance to his house, and without knocking, I let myself in with the key he gave me.

I tear through every room, calling his name, pleading with him to answer me.

But he isn't home. Drained, I stumble to his couch and sit, staring at my hands, my entire body trembling. I feel overwhelmed, exhausted but mostly terrified that I may have let the best thing that ever happened to me slip through my fingers.

Laying back on the couch, I whisper pleas over and over for Lucas to come home until at some point, I fall asleep.

I’m startled awake by my own voice when I call out to Lucas in my sleep. Slowly pushing myself to a sitting position, I glance around and can sense immediately that Lucas didn’t come home. I check my iPhone and there is nothing from him. Selecting his number on my phone, his image fills my screen and I allow my thumb to gently trace his grinning lips as I wait for him to answer.

But he doesn’t answer. 

I try texting him, multiple times, but he doesn't respond. 

And I know I’ve lost him. 

Suddenly, my phone rings in my hand and I jump, hoping he has returned my call finally but the number displayed belongs to his mother. 

"Hello?" I answer unsteadily. 

"Emma," I hear her say, disapproval evident as she continues, "You have to stop contacting Lucas. This has been hard enough on him." 

"I'm sorry," I manage to hiccup. “I just need to speak with him. Is he with you?” 

I hear her sigh as she relaxes her tone a little to say gently, "Emma, you are a wonderful girl. He understands that you need to do this and he’s trying his best. He realizes deep down that you have to go, just as you know you have to go. So go, Emma. See if this is your dream after all. Now's your chance." 

I don't respond. Instead, I wish for a time travel machine so I could go back. 

"Take care, Emma. We wish you all the best but Lucas has asked me to tell you to leave his house," she says with pity in her tone.

His house...

His home...

His life...

He wants me out of it all.

A sob tears from my chest as I hear her disconnect the call.

And just as simply as that, I know I’m out of his life.

Forever...
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You know how they say everything happens for a reason? I am now a true believer. 

It brought me to her.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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"THIS IS BULLSHIT, JOHN!" I explode before angrily pushing the papers of my new contract back across the desk. My bandmates had already signed their names. The contract was only awaiting my signature, weighing me down with more guilt and frustration.

"Calm down, Mick," my manager, John, replies quietly, avoiding my eyes.

"I am trying to be calm," I squeeze out through clenched teeth. I look at my hands and the vision of wrapping them around his neck and squeezing flows through my mind.

"It is only another year of touring. I was only doing what I had thought was best for the band," he responds trying to pacify me.

One year. Not so very long, but long when you feel stuck, burnt out. When your soul needs a rest, a change. 

I need to get out of here, - my mind warns me silently.

Pushing back my chair abruptly, I keep my eyes averted from John as I stand. I can't look at him right now.

"Mick..." I hear him say, his voice now trying to be consoling. "Let's talk about this."

Stepping away from the chair, I head to the door only thinking of escape. 

I need to escape.

Grabbing the door handle, I twist it, and yank the door open. I don't bother to say anything else to him as I walk out of the conference room.

I keep my head down, ignoring people as they inquire if I am okay, as I make my way down the hallway to the exit. I am normally very pleasant and accommodating but at this moment I don't have it in me to pretend.

Feeling frustration sliding through me, I push the elevator button and wait impatiently. I clench my jaw as I wait and wait and wait...

Finally, the elevator arrives. I step on and jab my finger on the button to take me to the main floor. I grit my teeth, anger that my future has been decided, once again, by someone else, flooding through me. I step off the elevator and stride quickly out of the building, my anger gaining in intensity, and I continue walking until I reach Central Park. I find an unoccupied bench and sit, propping my forehead in my hands.

The heavy responsibility of my career weighs on me. I am starting to feel trapped. I enjoy my job, there is nothing that I would rather do than be on stage performing, but I wanted to have a final say in my future. Decide on my own how much I toured, to write my own songs, maybe take up an acting career. 

I do appreciate what John has done for us. He is the one who brought the boys and I to stardom, but I have given him six years of my life. My entire youth has been dedicated to touring the world, promoting our latest album while recording and producing the next album with no social life outside the band. No opportunity to live somewhat of a normal life. John has made his money back plus quite a substantial bit more, but I no longer wanted him to be directing my life, to be planning the next years of my life. I had been trying to end it on a good note and had told him I wanted out when he produced that signed contract. I could never walk away from the other members of my band, hamper their careers because my personal goals have changed. Despite being pissed, I try to reason myself through the contract, repeating over and over to myself that it is only another year and the contract that I had reviewed was more than reasonable. It would go a long way in helping the entire band with their future career choices. 

But I would make it clear to John and the boys that this is my last tour, that I would be leaving the band once this contract has been fulfilled.

Sighing, I reach to take the beanie off my head, but stop myself just short of pulling it off. If I let my hair be seen, my moment of solitude would end. I am not always sure where the paparazzi and fans descend from but as soon as they spot me they flock around me like bees to honey. It’s one of the perks of my career, this fame, but lately it’s feeling more like a burden.

And today, I can't pull off being polite.

Giving another heavy sigh, resigning myself to the fact that I would be back on the road again in a few days to finish this current tour before jumping right into the next one, I lift my eyes to glance around at the occupied benches, silently wishing I could be as carefree as some of these people who are out for a lunch in Central Park on a warm summer day. My eyes stop on a woman that is sitting opposite me, two benches down. She has her long, lean, toned legs crossed as she sits sideways on the bench leaning over what looks to be paperwork. My eyes leisurely travel up her legs to her beige pencil skirt that sits above her knee. My gaze continues up her body, lingers for a moment on her breasts as I see the lace of her bra through the fabric of her white shirt. Lifting my eyes further, I take in the perfectly formed features of her face, her long brown hair pulled back into a severe bun. I wonder for a moment if she is married and let my eyes travel down to her left hand. Seeing no ring, I let a breath out that I didn't realize I was holding.

I stay, watching only her, for several minutes. 

Watching as she reaches up to rub her nose. 

Watching as she winces and screws up her nose to whatever is persistently making her nose itchy. 

I feel myself chuckle inwardly at her cute expression. Without realizing it, my mind wanders to wonder what her skin feels like. It looks so supple and healthy. My mind quickly flashes to imagining running my hands down her toned legs, parting them to lift her skirt. 

I feel my cock stir. Surprised, I shift on my bench accommodating my hard-on. I have never been turned on by any female from afar. Not even when John had initiated me into my first vision of a naked female when he took me to a strip club. I had felt nothing but pity for the women on the stage because they felt they had to expose their bodies to make a living.

This woman...she stirs me. All I can picture is her waking up in my t-shirt.

Standing, I take a quick glance around to make sure no one has recognized me before trying to casually walk over to her bench. Focused on her work, she does not look up at me. I feel like a fumbling fool as I stand there waiting for her to acknowledge me. 

She doesn't.

Not sure what to do, I glance around quickly again and then sit down next to her on the bench, almost sitting on whatever papers has her so enraptured. 

Startled, she looks up questioningly. She holds my gaze for a moment, long enough that I see that her eyes are a beautiful sky blue. I fleetingly wonder what those eyes look like when she is aroused. 

I am going to make it my mission to find out.

She breaks our gaze and I watch her as she quickly looks around, notices several benches are available and then looks back to me questioningly.

"Mick," I state quickly, holding out my hand. It quivers a little at first but then I force it to remain still.

She cautiously evaluates me, holding my gaze steadily, then drops her stare to my hand before bringing her gaze back to mine, making her decision to ignore my hand. Feeling awkward, I drop it back to my side.

She leans forward to collect her papers saying, "Sorry. I didn't realize this was your bench." I pick up on the hint of annoyance in her voice.

My heart skips a beat. She has no idea who I am. How lucky can I be after the day I have had?

"It's not my bench," I say quickly, not wanting her to leave. "You don't have to leave."

She stops gathering her papers to look up at me, "Please don't tell me you are trying to pick me up because I am not interested."

Grinning now at her reaction, I say, "Well, I had intended to introduce myself before trying to pick you up but you have neglected to give me your name."

I feel my body stiffen as her glance runs over me. I oddly feel myself saying a silent prayer that she likes what she sees. I have never had to worry about whether a woman liked what she saw in me. Women love rock stars. 

Saying nothing, she leans forward again to collect her papers and stands, her actions silently dismissing me.

My hand reaches out quickly to grasp her wrist. I hear her gasp as my fingers wrap fully around her wrist. I know I am being very forward but I can't let her leave. I feel a pull towards her that I want to explore, like I am falling through the stars. For this reason, I don't let her go.

"I'm sorry," I murmur quickly to try to soothe her. "I only wanted to introduce myself. I didn't mean to scare you."

She glances down at her wrist still grasped in my hand. I forcefully unwind my fingers to allow her wrist to drop.

She steps away from me as I stand, still clutching her papers close as if it is a shield.

"I have to get back to work," she says as she leans down to grab her purse from the bench where she had left it when she had stood to get away from me. I have never had a woman run away from me before. I am at a loss of what to do as panic seeps through me.

"Please..." I murmur pleading. "I only wanted to introduce myself. I have no pickup line ready." For the first time in my life I feel like a floundering school boy.

She pauses a moment before replying firmly, "I really have to get to work."

"Can I walk you back?" I ask her quickly.

She shakes her head, backing away from me, saying, "I don't think so."

Not giving up, I persist, "Can I have your number?"

She bursts out laughing and shaking her head she walks back to me, causing my hopes to rise before she looks up in my face to ask, "You don't give up, do you?"

Smiling down at her, wanting to wrap my arms around her, I respond lightly, "I’m not one to give up."

Her smile widens as she says, "So...let me get this right. You invade my personal space by sitting, uninvited, on a bench I was occupying, grab my wrist uninvited, then expect me to let you walk me back to my office. And although I have repeatedly tried to distance myself politely, you still expect me to give you my number even though you are dressed like you are about to rob a bank." Her laugh tingles through me as she adds, "I can't even see your eyes."

I can't help but chuckle at her description of me as a bank robber. 

"If I take off my glasses will you give me your number?" I grin at her.

She continues to smile back at me as she says teasingly, "Take them off and we will see."

Glancing around quickly before bringing my eyes back to her, I reach up to remove my sunglasses, praying no one will recognize me but her. 

I watch her eyes as she scans my face. I momentarily see her pupils dilate when her eyes connect with mine. My heart skips a beat. 

"So, what do you think? Still a bank robber?" I ask quietly.

Breaking our eye contact, she steps away from me and I want to reach for her again, but I know if I do, my chances of seeing her again will diminish.

She shakes her head, the smile now gone from her face, saying softly, "Sorry, but I have to get back to work."

"What about your number?" I ask as my stomach flops. I feel desperation.

She grins again saying, "I don't give my number to strangers." Turning away from me, with those damn papers in the envious position of resting against her breasts, she throws back over her shoulder, "But you can meet me here tomorrow at noon for lunch."

With that she continues walking away from me.

Shit. I have a meeting tomorrow at that time. I call out to her that I can't make it but she either ignores me or doesn't hear me.

A few people glance my way at the sound of my voice. I quickly put my sunglasses back on and sit down on the bench. The disappointment sliding through me is unexpected.
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What was that? - I mutter to myself as I stroll away from this Mick guy.

He appeared out of nowhere to sit by me, but yet as soon as he sat, my senses were on high alert. Not that I was afraid of him. Quite the opposite. All I experienced was a weirdly, indescribable, immediate attraction. 

I have always been attracted to confident men. It made them sexier than any physical attribute, and this guy had both. The problem is I haven't met a male that possesses both that hasn't turned out to be an asshole.

I hear him call after me that he can't make it tomorrow but I don't pause to answer him. It is probably just as well that he can't make it. If he was really interested, nothing would keep him away.

Sighing, I continue my short walk back to my office where I work as an advertising executive. I enjoy my job in advertising. Meeting so many people is the best part but the work is fun, challenging and very creative. I plan to absorb whatever knowledge and experience they can give me to become a partner in the firm at some point in my career.

My love life is another matter. Losing my virginity to the high school jock who only cared about his orgasm plus the two other boyfriends that followed him, made me weary of any serious relationships. The boyfriend after the jock had cheated on me and the next one was so needy and possessive that I swore off steady boyfriends. Except for a casual, very sporadically, one night stand here and there, I have been single, and happily so, since college. That guy, Mick, from the park was probably only looking for a one night stand, not that I would have objected to that, but it was probably more energy than it was worth to hook up with him. Sometimes if the sex was great, it was hard getting rid of them afterwards.

Pulling the door open to my office building I take the elevator to my floor. Slipping behind my desk, I push the encounter in the park from my mind and get back to work. At 7pm, I push back from my desk and rub my eyes, sighing deeply. Perhaps I should have given Mick my number. 

At least I would have had an interesting evening ahead of me, - I silently mock.

Standing, I grab my purse and lock up my office. Waving to the janitor, Luke, on the way out I head towards the subway.

Reaching my condo, I swing open the door and head to my bedroom. I grab my workout gear, change quickly before heading down to the onsite gym. I work out for an hour before heading back to my condo for a quick dinner in front of the TV while sipping on a glass of Burgundy. Feeling myself relax a little, I decide to run a bath instead of grabbing my usual shower.

Settling myself into the bath with my wine in hand, my mind, unplanned, flashes back to the guy in the park. When he had taken off his sunglasses I had been unprepared for the immediate flush of desire that raced through me at seeing his beautiful, intense green eyes.

I silently acknowledge that I am slightly disappointed that I won't see him again. I have never had that reaction to any man before. It would have been interesting to explore. 

Even if only casually.

Taking a sip of wine, I rest my head back against the tub, allowing my mind to replay the features of his face. He was handsome. There was no doubt. The strong jaw line, the green eyes that seemed to sear into me, lips that made me want to reach out and pull him to me to taste him.

The cross tattoo on his hand had not slipped by me. I was never one for tattoos but this small tattoo was strangely erotic. Edgy. My mind flashes to imagining watching him as he slipped that hand between my thighs. 

My eyes pop open feeling the heat between my inner thighs intensify.

Standing up abruptly to end my erotic visions, I decide to dry myself off and head to bed to read a bit.

Crawling into my freshly laundered bed with a book in hand, I try to keep my mind on what I am reading. But his green eyes keep flashing in front of me. After an hour, I give up and turn off the bedside light.

Settling into my bed, I feel myself slowly slide into sleep. His green eyes flash through my sleep induced brain throughout the night, invading my thoughts and my dreams play out what it would be like to be with him. 

My mind envisions his hand with the cross tattoo, sliding over my inner thigh, up over my belly, continuing until he cupped my breast.

Another dream has him flipping me on my back, my legs clasped tight around his waist as he grinds into me.

By the time I wake in the morning, I have never been more aroused and I am angry that I never had a chance to finish the dream I had of unbuttoning his shirt, satisfying my curiosity if he had more tattoos hidden underneath.

With the last dream fresh in my mind, I crawl out of bed and try to concentrate on getting ready for work.

The morning crawls by with my dreams from the previous night constantly returning, hovering in the back of my mind. I have to admit, I am curious what it would be like to be with him.

As noon hits, with anxiety pumping through me, I grab my homemade sandwich and paperwork to head to the park. I silently concede how disappointed I am that I didn't respond when he called out that he was unavailable today for lunch. I have a feeling he would be great in bed.

Sitting in the same area as yesterday, I lay my paperwork and purse next to me as I open the container my sandwich is in. I see a shadow fall over me and I glance up, meeting green eyes. 

My heart skips a beat as I see his grin as he teases lightly, "Thought we were having lunch."

He, unfortunately, is still wearing a beanie so I am unable to see his hair. But his face is fully exposed and I let my eyes wander over his strong jawline and then down over his body. His long-sleeved shirt covers his arms but I can make out the definition of his leanly sculpted arms underneath. I find myself wondering what he would look like without his clothes.

I silently acknowledge that I want to find out.

Dropping my eyes to my sandwich, I reply, "I wasn't sure you were coming."

"So, you did hear me yesterday,” I hear him say with amusement in his voice. 

Lifting my eyes back to him, I respond flippantly, “I did but I also thought that if you were really interested, you’d be here.”

A smile widens across his face as he replies softly, “I’m interested. Definitely interested.”

With my heart still fluttering, I close my sandwich container, my mind wondering what is wrong with me that I am acting like a silly school girl. It is not as if I have never been around a good-looking guy before. Standing, I reach down to collect my papers, but he beats me to it, leaving me to grab my purse.

Looking at Mick, noticing his sunglasses are back on, I inquire, "Where are we going?"

Smiling eagerly, he replies, "A picnic. Follow me."

I follow him to a short distance away that is hidden from the walking path. At first I am a little wary, questioning my decision to follow him, someone I don't know, into a hidden area but then I see the picnic set out before us.

He stops at the edge of the blanket to lay my paperwork down before he glances around for a rock to lay on top of them. I continue to stand, watching, as his movements pull his already tight jeans even tighter. I feel a deep yearning start between my legs as I envision crawling on top of his lean, muscled legs to straddle him.

I bite my lip.

As he straightens, he glances back at me and I flush a little. His eyes snap to mine and remain there and I know that he can sense my desire.

"If you keep looking at me like that we won’t be eating lunch," he warns softly still holding my eyes.

Breaking eye contact, mentally berating myself to settle down, I reply, "This looks fabulous." I know he knows I meant him more than the picnic.

I hear him inhale deeply but he decides to let it go as he gestures for me to sit, as he says, "Have a seat."

I decide on a spot and settle myself as best as I can with my short dress.

Mick sits across from me and begins retrieving items from the basket he has brought.

I watch his hands as he lays food before me in containers. His motion causes his sleeves to move upwards and I see the start of more tattoos on his left arm. I find myself oddly wanting to see more.

I know I do not know this man but I feel myself throwing caution to the wind as I feel, and allow, my desire for him to overtake me.

"I wasn't sure what you like so I went with a salad, cheese and fruit," he says once he has everything out of the basket.

I have a feeling he would know exactly what I like, - I admit silently.

Nodding, I try to get my mind back on the food...and off snacking on him.

"It looks great," I murmur as I take a plate. I lean forward to take some of the salad but he beats me to it as he grasps the tongs in his hands and starts loading up my plate. I watch his hands again, the cross-tattoo flashing, as I sit wondering what they would feel like against my skin. 

I almost groan.

Once he has filled both of our plates, he starts with his questions.

"I think it is time you gave me your name. At least your first?" he asks teasingly.

Grinning at him, I reply, "Maggie."

"Hi Maggie. I’m Mick. Nice to meet you," he says as he holds out his hand.

Deciding to play along, I answer, "Nice to meet you Mick." Extending my hand to his, I am unprepared for the highly erotic sight of his hand in mind, the feel of his slightly rough skin on mine. I have never been so turned on by only touching a man's hand.

Mick must feel it too as he decides to hold my hand longer than a normal handshake. I watch, not pulling away, as he brings his left hand up to cover the back of my hand and flips it over. He slides his right hand away until it is no longer in the handshake hold. Using his right forefinger to draw circles around the palm of my hand, goosebumps flood me from head to toe.

Mesmerized, I continue to do nothing but watch and feel his finger tracing...around and around...in my hand. 

I have to force myself to focus on his question as I hear him ask softly, "What is it...Maggie...about you?"

I swallow thickly.

Bringing his gaze up to mine, Mick waits.

I don't know how to respond so instead I bite my lip.

His eyes move to my lips and he seems fascinated. I feel heat slide through me.

My breath hitches as I watch him lean forward slowly...very slowly...

He pauses for a moment before he softly places a kiss on where I had bit my lip. I inhale and taste his breath as it softly blows into my mouth from his exhale. My eyes slide closed involuntarily as I savor his taste.

I want more.

But he doesn't give me more. My eyes open and I stare into his. He is watching me, only inches away, with a soft smile of satisfaction on his face.

"You are beautiful," he whispers and then I feel his free hand come up to trace the outline of my face.

I feel goosebumps rise on my skin again as his finger touches first, my temple, then slowly slides down over my cheekbone, under my jawline to continue down my neck to trace where my blouse collar prevents him from going further. I feel my nipples tighten and I want to scream at him to tear my blouse off.

I am shocked back to reality when he moves away from me. I glance around to remind myself that I am in a public park about to let him seduce me.

He hasn't let go of my hand and my eyes go back to watching him as he glances down at our joined hands, intertwining my fingers with his.

A grin slides across his face as he jokes, "We are forgetting to eat and I slaved over this all morning."

My stomach, doing yet another somersault, wouldn't be able to hold any food down. I remain speechless as I absorb all the new, very intense, reactions going through my body.

I have never been so attracted.

Swallowing, lightly clearing my throat, I try to join in on his attempt to lighten the mood.

"You slaved ALL morning on a salad, did you?" I lightly joke back.

He lifts his head and grinning at me, causing another somersault, he replies softly, "All morning I was anxious to see you."

I feel my heart trip and then a little piece of it rips away from me to become his.

"Tell me about yourself, Maggie, so that I can better understand what this hold you have over me is," he murmurs, still grinning.

I can't help myself as I reach out my free hand to touch his lips. He gently kisses my fingertips as I say honestly, "I would prefer to kiss you again."

He chuckles as he replies softly, "I would prefer it too but if I kiss you again it won't stop there."

Heat, so intense, slides through me. He is right. We can't continue. We are in a public park.

He inhales deeply before continuing, "So, tell me about yourself."

Reluctantly, I drop my hand but keep my eyes on his lips as I reply, "I am an advertising executive. My office is across the street from here."

"Are you from New York?" he asks quietly.

Moving my eyes up to his face I say, "No. I am originally from a small island in Canada."

I see a moment of surprise before he asks, "No family close by?"

Shaking my head, I reply, "No. I left home when I graduated high school. I never felt like I belonged in my home town. I wanted a big city life so I could have more career opportunities."

Smiling at me, he asks, "And did you find what you were looking for?"

Lowering my eyes back to our joined hands, I confess, "In some ways...not in others..."

We both remain silent for a few minutes and I move my fingertips, watching as they move in his hand. I have never felt so emotionally and physically connected to anyone.

"How about you? You are obviously not from New York," taking my turn to ask questions.

I lift my head to watch him in his reply.

He grins at me saying, "No, I am not a New Yorker. I come from a small place in New Jersey."

Smiling back at him, I ask, "Jersey, hey?"

He grins wider and nods.

"And what is it that brings you to New York today?" I ask.

He seems to be searching my face as he replies, "I’m a singer. I have some business to attend to here before I go on the road."

I feel my heart drop as I realize that his work must take him away from home a lot.

"Are you in New York a lot?" I ask in a roundabout way of trying to figure out his lifestyle, secretly dreading the answer.

He shakes his head and I have to drop my eyes from his face to our picnic blanket as I realize that whatever he is looking for from me, it will be only short term.

My mind spins as I come to a crossroad of whether to let this go further or end it now. Looking back at him, I feel a pull like no other and I know that if I don't explore this I will always wonder, - What if?

"Are you a good singer?" I ask teasingly, wanting to keep the atmosphere between us light. 

The grin that spreads over his face causes another piece of my heart to tear away.

"Some people think so," he responds cheekily.

"I would love to hear you some time," I say softly, returning his infectious smile.

Still smiling, he replies, "Someday...but for now you have to eat before I have to walk you back to your office."

He, unfortunately, releases my hand to pick up his plate and signals to me to eat as well.

Taking a few bites, only to satisfy him, I watch as he chews. The muscles of his jaw are clearly defined and I wonder what his skin would taste like.

Shaking my head, I warn myself out of my erotic thoughts. 

Oh, the things I would love to do to his man, - I silently concede to myself despite my own warnings moments ago. I feel a little of my wall crumble. I know I am going to head down a road with this guy where I have no idea how it will turn out. He attracts me, more than anyone, and I want him. 

I want to explore him.

Mick eats quickly and then shakes his head at me when he realizes I have barely touched my food.

"Don't tell me you are one of those tiny eaters," he says jokingly.

Shaking my head, smiling back, I reply, "I have been distracted."

A broad smile spreads across his face at my reply. 

"Well... I think we should get you back to work," he teases as he starts packing things away. I join in and help him until everything is back in the basket. Standing, I bend to fold the picnic blanket but he stops me saying, "Don't worry about it. I will come back and pick this up."

"Really?" I ask puzzled. "Someone may take it."

"Leave it. I want to walk you to your office," he says, grasping my hand again and giving a light tug.

I don't argue further and I allow him to pull me in the direction of my office.

Walking next to him I realize how tall he is and I absorb the feeling of having him walk next to me. Despite not being able to see his hair, he is the most attractive man I have ever met. 

Tall and handsome as hell...and with a confidence that exudes from his body and actions...he is the stuff of dreams.

"Any chance of getting your number?" I hear him ask along the way.

Chuckling, laying my free hand on his toned forearm, taking extreme pleasure in feeling the lean, defined muscles underneath, my heart tripping and skipping, I reply teasingly, "I guess I can give you my number now."

He laughs lightly and retrieves his phone from his back pocket, turning it on before handing it to me. 

Moving my hand from his forearm, I take the phone, enter my number, and then hand it back to him.

Releasing my hand, Mick quickly steps a few feet in front of me, snapping a quick picture of me before I realize what he is doing. When he steps back to me, I lightly tap his arm in jest, saying, "Hey! That was unfair. I never agreed to a picture!"

Smiling, grasping my hand again, he says, "I needed the picture so I can look at it to stop questioning myself if you are as beautiful as what I remember."

Flushing at his words, I reply, "Such a smooth talker."

He stops abruptly, tugging my hand until I am facing him. Dropping my hand, he raises both of his to cup my jawline.

I can see his eyes behind his sunglasses and the intensity in them probes deep into me as he says quietly, "Maggie, this is not a line. You are beautiful and I am incredibly attracted to you."

My head feels as if it is floating from the intensity in his eyes, his words. 

His thumb runs over my bottom lip and I wish he would kiss me again. But I am disappointed when I hear him sigh, and then more so, when he removes his hands from my face.

"If you keep looking at me like that, I am going to drag you into the bushes of Central Park and fuck you," he whispers quietly.

His words shock me back to reality and I quickly drop my eyes from his.

Feeling him leaning close, his breath on my ear, causing me to flush again, he says, "Sorry but I always say what is on my mind. And I do want you Maggie. But here is not the place."

I feel a tremble start throughout my body as I involuntarily react to his words.

I am also scared at my reaction to him...because if he asked...I would let him take me into the bushes. I seem to have no barriers with him.

Mick grabs my hand again and I turn to continue to walk next to him. We are both silent the rest of the way to my office building. 

For me...I am busy absorbing and sorting through my feelings and reactions to him.

Reaching the entrance, I say quietly, as I gently tug him to a stop, "This is it."

Mick pauses to look up at the sky scraper which holds my office.

Bringing his gaze back to me, he says quietly, "I'll call you."

Wanting to ask him for his number but suddenly and unexplainably nervous, I only nod, hoping that he will kiss me again.

Mick takes a step back from me, squeezes my hand once, before I have to reluctantly let him go.

The deep disappointment that flows through me takes me by surprise. As he turns to walk away, I open my mouth to ask him when he will call but manage to stop myself before the words have a chance to escape. I don’t want to be that nagging, clingy girl.

But I have never felt so desperate and it scares the hell out of me.

Order Undeniable here: https://www.books2read.com/u/bo6R0L
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