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Chapter One 

(Trisha)

The sun is dipping low, casting a golden hue over the harvest festival. The scent of grapes and laughter fills the air, mingling with the notes of the wines we’re pouring. I lean against the counter of our vineyard's booth, eyes scanning the crowd.

"Not a single hot guy, Amelia," I grumble, swirling the last drops of a Merlot in my glass. "It's like the universe conspired to send all the hot women my way instead."

Amelia, my partner-in-crime and the queen of scandal, lets out a dramatic gasp. "Trisha Carmichael, you minx! There have been plenty of hot guys. You're just too busy ogling the ladies." She winks, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

I roll my eyes but can't help the grin tugging at my lips. "Please, the last guy who came by was more interested in the cheese platter than the wine. And, honestly, who can blame him? Cheese is life. But these women? Damn, they could make me forget my own name."

Amelia laughs, her voice a melody against the backdrop of festival chatter. "Face it, Trish. You've got a one-track mind, and it’s veering straight to Ladyland. Not that I blame you. Look at her, for example." She nods discreetly towards a woman in a sleek, red dress, her laughter floating on the breeze as she sips her wine.

I follow her gaze and bite my lip. "Okay, fair point. But come on, it's like every hot woman in Havenwood decided to show up today."

Amelia nudges me with her elbow. "Or maybe you're finally admitting what we've all known for ages. You're hopelessly into women. Besides, it’s not just any women—it’s powerful, confident ones. And guess what? You attract what you radiate, babe."

I snort. "So, what you're saying is, I'm a magnet for hot, confident women? Could be worse."

She grins, a wicked gleam in her eye. "Exactly. Now, let's focus on the booth before you end up seducing half the festival. Your dad’s gonna have a fit if you scare away the customers with your charm."

I laugh, shaking my head. The booth is bustling, the crowd sipping and savoring our wines. It’s a good day for Golden Harvest, and a better day for my libido, apparently.

With a wink at Amelia, I grab a bottle of our prized Cabernet Sauvignon, 'Elysian,' and make my way through the tables. The festival is in full swing, the air buzzing with excitement and the clinking of glasses. I spot a couple sampling the wine and saunter over, my smile as smooth as the wine I’m about to pour.

"So, how are you two enjoying 'Elysian'?" I ask, my voice carrying just the right mix of warmth and authority.

The man, mid-sip, nearly chokes as he looks up at me. "Oh, it's… it's incredible. Rich, with hints of blackberry and a touch of oak."

I grin, pouring a little more into his glass. "Good eye! Or should I say, good palate? 'Elysian' is aged in French oak barrels for eighteen months, which gives it that smooth, lingering finish. Pairs beautifully with a nice steak or, if you're like me, a lazy Sunday afternoon."

His partner, a woman with a sunhat that screams 'festival chic,' chimes in, "It's fantastic. I can taste a bit of chocolate too, right?"

"Bingo," I reply, tapping the side of my nose. "We like to call it our little touch of decadence. A perfect blend of dark chocolate and ripe black cherries, with just a whisper of vanilla to round it off."

I move to the next table, where a group of friends is animatedly discussing the wine. One of the guys, clearly the self-appointed wine snob of the group, raises an eyebrow at me. "This 'Elysian,' it’s got a strong tannin structure. Not too aggressive, though. You aimed for balance, didn’t you?"

I nod, impressed. "Absolutely. We wanted 'Elysian' to be bold but approachable. Those firm tannins give it structure and age-ability, but the fruit and acidity keep it lively on the palate. It's all about harmony."

As I continue making my rounds, I can feel eyes on me, but not in the uncomfortable way. It's the kind of attention I thrive on, the kind that makes me feel alive. I stop by another table, where a young woman is tentatively swirling her glass.

"First time with 'Elysian'?" I ask, leaning in slightly.

She looks up, blushing. "Yes, and I have to say, I'm impressed. It’s got a lot of depth."

I give her a playful smile. "Depth is what we're all about here at Golden Harvest. It's not just about the wine; it's about the experience, the story behind every bottle. This one, for instance, was crafted from our oldest vines, planted by my grandfather. It's like a legacy in a glass."

Her eyes widen with interest, and I can't help but feel a surge of pride. "Wow, that's amazing. You must really love what you do."

"More than you know," I reply, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "Winemaking is in my blood. And sharing it with people like you? That’s the real reward."

Leaving her with a wink, I head towards the back of the tent where the waitresses are bustling around, refilling trays and keeping the wine flowing. Amelia is there, her eyes scanning the crowd like a hawk.

"Everyone's loving the wine," I say, leaning against the table. "Our Cabernet is a hit."

Amelia raises an eyebrow, not missing a beat. "Of course they are, Trish. But come on, they’re bound to say that when the winemaker herself asks them. Who's going to tell you to your face that your baby isn't perfect?"

I chuckle, but her words strike a chord. "Yeah, I guess you're right. People can be polite to a fault. So how do we get the real scoop? Can't improve if we don't know what needs fixing."

Amelia's eyes light up with that familiar spark of mischief. "Simple. You go incognito. Blend in with the next batch of tasters and see what they really think. No winemaker aura, just an ordinary festival-goer."

The idea tickles me. I can't resist a good bit of undercover fun. "Alright, I'm in. Let's see if 'Elysian' really holds up when they don't know it's me pouring it."

She grins, handing me a floppy hat and a pair of oversized sunglasses. "Perfect. Just call me the master of disguise."

With a laugh, I slip on the hat and glasses, transforming from awinemaker extraordinaire to just another festival attendee. I weave my way through the crowd, feeling a rush of excitement. The next group is already gathering. After we’re led inside the massive tent, the biggest at the festival, the waitress seats us around a circular wooden table and politely asks us to wait while she hurries back to get our wines.

I glance around the table, noting the eclectic mix of people I’m sitting with. An old couple with sharp eyes look impatient, tapping their fingers as they wait. A young couple, definitely tourists, judging by the way their iPhones snap at everything that moves, seem way too excited for a harvest festival. And then there’s a group of young college girls in summer dresses, giggling among themselves while eyeing the hot waiter who does absolutely nothing for my pussy.

Amelia must be right—I’m turning gay.

I look at the girls again and wonder why summer dresses are so damn sexy. Maybe it’s the way they reveal so much while still keeping that soft, feminine touch.

Maybe because they’re like erotic poetry—artsy but guaranteed to get you wet.

Or maybe because the girls in front of me are an open challenge to the last shred of my will that still believes I’m only bi-curious.

Suddenly, the empty table next to me gets occupied by a woman wearing—yep, you guessed it—a sundress that's way too revealing for a harvest festival. She's got that effortless kind of beauty that makes heads turn and pulses race. Soft, dark curls cascade over her bare shoulders, and her dress clings in all the right places. My pulse quickens.

I can’t help but stare as she settles into her seat, crossing her legs just enough to reveal a tantalizing hint of lace beneath the hem. It's enough to make my mouth go dry.

I glance away quickly, feeling like I’ve been caught doing something naughty. But when I steal another look, she’s already meeting my gaze with a knowing smile.

Her eyes are like liquid sin, promising trouble and pleasure all at once. I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks, and it's not just from the festival wine.

The waitress comes back and starts making her rounds, pouring our most expensive wine, Elysian Reserve, and explaining its palate with practiced ease.

I try to follow her movements, listening to the questions people throw her way, but I can’t shake the feeling that the woman in the sundress is still looking at me.

When the waitress finally approaches our chairs, she does a quick double-take as she recognizes me but wisely keeps her mouth shut. She pours our wine, the deep red liquid catching the light, and starts explaining the exceptional qualities of our best wine.

I sneak a glance at Sundress Woman. She's listening intently, her eyes sparkling with curiosity and that damn knowing smile still playing on her lips.

The waitress describes the wine’s complex notes of blackberry, dark chocolate, and a hint of vanilla. I nod along, trying to focus on her words, but all I can think about is the way Sundress Woman’s lips would taste after sipping this wine.

Probably like heaven.

The waitress finishes her spiel, and Sundress Woman raises her glass, swirling the wine with a practiced hand. She takes a sip, her eyes closing briefly as she savors the taste. When she opens them again, she looks straight at me, her smile widening just a fraction.

Damn, she’s good.

I lift my own glass, trying to match her confidence. The Elysian Reserve is as perfect as always, but right now, it’s not the wine making my pulse race. It’s her.

I take off my sunglasses and place them on the table, giving my hands something to do so I don’t end up making a fool of myself. Suddenly, Sundress Woman leans over, her voice smooth as silk.

“This is the best thing I’ve tasted all day at this festival.”

Her lips are inches from my ear, and the scent of her hair sends shivers down my spine, straight to the depths of my core. I want to pull her into me and say, "Just stop and start kissing me right now."

But instead of risking jail time and tarnishing the great Carmichael name, I hold myself back, locking eyes with this goddess. “Really? I’m also looking at the best I’ve seen all day.”

Her eyebrows scrunch up, and I realize how that came out. “I mean, the best wine. I agree, this is great.” I nod, raising my glass, looking at the distorted image of her through the wine. Even through the glass, she looks perfect.

She laughs softly, the sound making my heart race.

Good save, Trisha.

“I’m Katrina,” she says, extending her hand.

Katrina.

The name alone sends a jolt through me. I take her hand, feeling a surge of electricity as our skin touches. My pulse quickens, and I can feel the heat pooling low in my belly. Her grip is firm, her skin soft and warm, and for a moment, I forget how to breathe.

“Trisha,” I manage to say, deliberately leaving out my last name. 

Her eyes sparkle with amusement, and she holds my hand a fraction longer than necessary, her thumb brushing lightly against my palm. It’s a small touch, but it sends a thrill straight to my core, making my breath hitch.

Katrina finally releases my hand, her gaze still locked on mine. “This wine is almost perfect,” she muses, swirling the liquid in her glass. “But it’s missing something.”

I raise an eyebrow, intrigued and aroused by her confident appraisal. “Oh? And what do you think it’s missing?”

She takes a thoughtful sip, her eyes closing briefly as she savors the taste. “It’s got a rich body, lovely notes of dark fruit and vanilla, but I think it could use just a hint more acidity. Something to balance out the flavors and give it a bit more edge.”

I can’t help but be captivated by her. The way she talks about wine, the passion in her voice—it’s intoxicating. And the fact that she’s right only makes her more attractive. “You’ve got a good palate, Katrina,” I say, genuinely impressed. “Not many people would catch that.”

She shrugs, a modest gesture that belies the pride in her eyes. “I’ve been in the business long enough to know what works and what doesn’t. And I can tell you, this wine is close to perfection. Just needs that final touch.”

As she speaks, I let my gaze wander over her, drinking in every detail. The deep cleavage of her sundress is impossible to ignore, her boobs almost spilling out, begging to be captured by an eager set of lips. The fabric clings to her curves, hinting at the softness beneath, while her muscular thighs, one draped over the other, look like they're guarding a treasure that only the most worthy can steal.

Her eyes are dark and intimidating, commanding with every flutter of her lashes, which she seems to do frequently, as if she's having difficulty keeping her eyes open for long. The effect is mesmerizing, making it hard to look away. She's older than me, a few streaks of grey in her dark curls, which only adds to her allure, giving her an air of experience and sophistication that’s incredibly sexy.

Katrina’s eyes flick back to mine, and I can feel the heat of her gaze, the way she doesn’t want to take her eyes off me. There’s a hunger there, a spark of something dangerous and thrilling that makes my pulse race.

I decide I’ve had enough. Moving closer to Katrina, I let my eyes drop to her cleavage, taking my time with the journey back up to her eyes.

“Are you new in town?” I ask, voice dripping with curiosity and intent.

“Sort of.” She shrugs, not backing down from this game of stares.

“What’s sort of?”

“I used to live here long ago. Then I left to pursue my passion.”

“Of tasting wine?”

“Yeah, and women.”

Shit, the stakes just got bigger.

My heart races, but I’m not about to back down.

“Why? Couldn’t find women worth tasting here?”

“No, this was a conservative town when I was a young woman. I had to quench my thirst… elsewhere.”

“I was born in this town,” I say, almost as a challenge.

“Well, then it’s a good thing I came back.”

I take a deep breath, feeling a surge of boldness. Time to up the ante.

“Look, I know you've been looking at me like you want me,” I say, my voice low and sultry.

Katrina’s eyes darken with interest, a slow smile curving her lips. “And if I have?”

I lean in closer, our faces inches apart. “Then maybe it’s time you stopped looking and started doing something about it.”

She arches an eyebrow, clearly enjoying this turn of events. “You’re quite forward, aren’t you?”

I smirk, feeling the heat between us. “Life’s too short to play it safe. Especially when there’s someone as tempting as you right in front of me.”

Her hand reaches out, brushing against my arm, sending shivers down my spine. “And what exactly do you want, Trisha?”

I meet her gaze head-on, my heart pounding in my chest.

“I want you to visit me at the bar tonight. Where I’ll be waiting to see whether you have a good palate for tasting pussy, or if your expertise only lies with wines.”

Katrina’s eyes widen for a millisecond, and I revel in catching her off guard. But her demeanor quickly shifts back to its usual state: relaxed, intimidating, and oh-so-seductive.

“Bold of you to assume I’d be the one doing the tasting.”

“We can do it your way if you want. I can get on my knees for you and show you why Havenwood and its women have learned a thing or two since you’ve been gone,” I say, jazzing up my accent with a southern drawl that makes Katrina break character and chuckle. “Plus, I wouldn’t want you getting on your knees and pulling a muscle, old woman,” I keep firing, unable to stop once I’ve started barreling down the ‘I can’t be intimidated’ lane.

Katrina’s eyes smolder, and her grin drops. “Which bar?”

“The Grape Escape. I’ll be the hot bartender with nipple pokies, serving up a storm later tonight.”

“Are you a bartender?”

“No, I volunteer.”

“Cool, and your nipples volunteer too?”

“They tag along for support.”

“I look forward to seeing you tonight then, and make sure your nipples are hard when we meet. I like to bite 'em when I’m three fingers deep in the cunt of a sexy girl like you.” Katrina throws away the cloak of sophistication and drills a hole through my head with her eyes, making my pussy leak like a faucet with her words.

“See you tonight.” I smirk, standing up to leave, feeling the heat radiating off her.

As I walk away, I can feel her gaze burning into me, and every step I take is a delicious reminder of what’s to come. My skin tingles with anticipation, my mind racing with possibilities. The thought of Katrina’s hands on me, her mouth exploring every inch of my body, sends a shiver down my spine.

∞∞∞

Crushing the empty can of Diet Coke in my hand, I stand under the shade of an oak tree, surveying the winding down of the Harvest Festival. A small smile plays on my lips, a mix of satisfaction and relief at the success our wines have achieved this year. As I reminisce about a flirtatious encounter earlier in the day that might just clarify my sexuality once and for all, a familiar figure approaches.

Victor Frost, unmistakable with his handlebar mustache and pin-striped suit, closes the distance with a calculated smirk. "Trisha Carmichael," he greets, extending a hand that I reluctantly shake, "congratulations on another year of overshadowing Thornfield Wines. Your networking skills are quite remarkable."

I narrow my eyes slightly, trying to peer past his crimson-tinted sunglasses. "You’ve had a decent run at the festival too, Victor," I offer diplomatically, though he merely shrugs.

"You had the biggest tent, the prime location. Clearly the star of the show, while we, the smaller ventures, were tucked away in the shadows. I don't blame you—leverage what you have, right?" His tone carries a hint of disdain that doesn’t sit well with me.

“And what exactly do I have that you’re referring to?” I ask, though I’m not sure I want to hear the answer.

Victor’s smirk widens. “Your looks, for one. Let’s just say, if I had the same… advantages, I'd use them too. I'd make sure I gave people what they needed so they'd give me what I need in return.”

His insinuation hits like a slap. I stare at him, momentarily speechless, as he continues unabashed.

“You think Golden Harvest is on top just because of my looks?” The incredulity in my voice rises despite my attempt to keep cool.

“Partly,” Victor nods, his casual cruelty masked by a cold chuckle. “That, and perhaps a flexible moral compass and a certain… willingness to spread joy in more ways than one. I mean, you do understand what I'm implying, right?”

The audacity of his words finally snaps the tenuous thread of my patience.

“You are crossing a line here, Victor,” I snap.

Victor’s face hardens, his voice dropping to a venomous sneer. "You know, Carmichael, it’s not just about the festival. You’re squeezing me out, taking everything. My distributors, my retail spaces. And all because you flutter those eyelashes and show a little—"

"Enough, Victor," I cut him off, my voice icy. "Your problem isn’t with my tactics. It’s with the fact that I, a woman and the youngest winemaker in the state, am outperforming you. That’s what this is about. Your ego can’t handle it."

He scoffs, stepping closer, his disdain palpable. "My ego? This is about survival. About fairness. You think you can just—"

"I think I can and I do compete, fairly and fiercely," I interject, standing my ground as he looms over me. "I’ve worked hard for every contract, every shelf space, without resorting to the kind of underhanded tactics you’re implying."

His laughter is hollow, bitter. "Oh, please, Trisha. Save the sanctimonious act. Everyone knows—"

"Everyone knows nothing," I snap, feeling the anger boiling inside me. "You want to know what they will know, though? They'll know that Victor Frost couldn’t keep up. That he resorted to sexist remarks and petty insults because he couldn’t face being beaten fair and square."

Victor’s eyes narrow, a cruel smirk twisting his lips. "You’re going to regret this, Carmichael."

"No, Victor. I think it's you who will regret this. I viewed you as a competitor, nothing more. But now? Now I’m going to make sure everyone knows the kind of man you really are. And trust me, I won’t have to do much. Your own words will bury you."

Turning on my heel, I leave him standing there, his anger a tangible force behind me. But it’s his problem now. I’ve got a vineyard to run, and no amount of his bile will stop me.

∞∞∞

The sun sets over the festival grounds, casting a warm, golden glow that signals the end of a long, eventful day. Inside our tent, the atmosphere is lively as the last of the festival-goers trickle out. My brothers, Matt and James, and my best friend, Amelia, are gathered around, the air buzzing with the mix of exhaustion and excitement.

James, ever the joker and the ladies' man, is in the middle of a story, his dark hair tousled and his blue eyes sparkling with mischief. “So there I was, right, chatting up this girl at the tasting booth. She’s all interested in the wine, asking me about tannins and oak aging. I could tell she was into it—into me, more like. Next thing I know, she’s dragging me behind the tent, saying she wants a private tasting. And let’s just say, she definitely got her fill of 'full-bodied.’”

I roll my eyes, smirking. “James, your stories are as predictable as they are embellished. Did you even get her name?”

James grins, unfazed. “Of course I did. It was… uh… Amanda. Or was it Emily? Anyway, she was definitely into my ‘marketing skills.’”

James is the marketing head of Golden Harvest, and his charm and good looks certainly help in that department. His knack for spinning stories and flirting with every woman who crosses his path makes him both endearing and exasperating.

Matt, the oldest and most serious of us, cuts in, his voice firm. “Alright, enough with the jokes, James. Let’s focus. Trisha, how did the day go? What was the overall feedback from the wine tasters? How was the footfall?”

Matt’s the vineyard manager, the alpha male with a no-nonsense attitude. His dark eyes bore into me, demanding a serious answer. His broad shoulders and commanding presence make him someone you don’t want to mess with, especially when it comes to business.

I take a deep breath, ready to report. “The day went well. The footfall was great, especially in the afternoon. Most people loved the wines, particularly the Elysian Reserve. A few mentioned they’d like a bit more acidity, but overall, the feedback was really positive.”

Amelia, never one to miss an opportunity to tease, jumps in. “Yeah, Trisha had a pretty productive day, didn’t you, Trish? Lots of… interesting conversations.”

I shoot her a look, trying to keep my cool. “Yes, Amelia, it was productive. Lots of feedback to consider.”

She grins, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “And some very… stimulating discussions, I’m sure.”

James raises an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “Stimulating, huh? Do tell, little sis.”

I sigh, shaking my head. “Let’s just say I made some valuable connections. Focus on the wine, guys.”

Amelia laughs, nudging me. “Sure, sure. Connections. Just like how I connect my lips to a glass of our Chardonnay every night.”

Matt looks between us, suspicious. “Alright, enough with the innuendos. Trisha, anything else we need to know about?”

I try to maintain my composure, but the memory of Katrina’s words and the promise of tonight sends a shiver down my spine. “Nothing else for now. Just that we need to keep up the good work and maybe tweak the acidity a bit for the next batch.”

Amelia can’t help herself. “And maybe keep an eye on who’s coming to our tastings. Some of them are more… discerning than others.”

James chuckles, clearly amused. “Well, as long as we’re keeping our customers satisfied, I’d say we’re doing something right.”

Matt finally cracks a smile, albeit a small one. “Alright, enough. Good work today, everyone. Let’s wrap it up and get some rest. We’ve got another big day tomorrow.”

As we start packing up, I catch Amelia’s eye, and she winks at me. I grab her hand, dragging her toward the parking lot. “Alright, spill,” Amelia says, her voice brimming with excitement. “What’s this about nipples and The Grape Escape?”

I laugh, shaking my head. “You’re insatiable, you know that?”

“Hey, I live for gossip, especially when it involves my best friend and a hot, older woman. So, how exactly are you planning to keep your nipples hard all night? Do they sell nipple clamps in Havenwood?”

I chuckle, rolling my eyes. “If they do, I’ve never seen them. And honestly, I have no idea how I’m going to keep my nipples hard all night. But you know me, I’ll figure it out.”

Amelia smirks, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Well, if anyone can pull it off, it’s you. I still can’t believe you told her you’d be the hot bartender with nipple pokies. That’s some next-level confidence, Trish.”

I shrug, feeling a rush of pride. “Go big or go home, right?”

As we reach my car, a sleek black convertible that’s seen better days but still runs like a dream, I toss my bag into the backseat and slide into the driver’s seat. Amelia hops in beside me, her curiosity practically radiating off her.

“So, tell me more about this woman,” she says, buckling her seatbelt. “What’s her deal?”

I start the engine, the purr of the car a comforting sound. “Her name’s Katrina. She used to live here ages ago but left to pursue her passion. Came back to see if things have changed, I guess.”

Amelia raises an eyebrow. “And what exactly is her passion?”

“Tasting wine… and women,” I say, a wicked grin spreading across my face.

“Damn, she sounds like trouble. The good kind,” Amelia says, her tone appreciative.

I nod, pulling out of the parking lot and heading toward the main road. “Yeah, she’s definitely the good kind of trouble. The kind that makes you want to throw caution to the wind.”

“And things like ‘I can get down on my knees and show you that the women of Havenwood have learned a thing or two while you were gone?’” Amelia laughs, and I roll my eyes.

“Did you look at her? I mean, did you really look at her? Those fucking legs went on for ages, babe. Just when I was questioning how gay I am, in walks a woman that knocked the straightness right out of me and replaced it with thoughts of making this woman cum on my face in a dark alley or something.”

Amelia cackles, her laughter filling the car. “Holy shit, Trisha! You’ve got it bad. I don’t blame you, though. She sounds like a goddess. And that confidence you threw at her? Chef’s kiss, babe.”

I smirk, feeling a mix of pride and nervous energy. “Yeah, well, it’s all fun and games until I actually have to follow through. She’s the kind of woman who doesn’t take bullshit.”

“And you’re the kind of woman who doesn’t give bullshit. It’s a match made in heaven. Or a really hot porno,” Amelia says, winking.

As we drive through the picturesque streets of Havenwood, the sun setting behind the vineyards, I can’t help but feel a thrill of excitement. This town, with its cozy cafes and historic charm, has always felt like home. But tonight, it feels like the stage for something extraordinary.

∞∞∞

The neon glow of the bar's sign flickers as I step out of the convertible, taking a deep breath. My heart pounds against my ribcage, an eager drumbeat echoing the anticipation coursing through my veins. Amelia shoots me a look that's part devilish cheerleader, part concerned parent. "You got this, Trisha. Go knock her dead."

The air tingles with possibility as I approach the entrance. Pushing open the door, the scent of whiskey and desire hits me like a tidal wave. Low murmurs and the clink of glasses set a seductive symphony as I scan the room for Katrina.

I don’t spot her.

Maybe she won’t come. Maybe I scared her away with my whorish antics.

I hardly take in my surroundings when the bar manager, a portly middle-aged man with a scraggly beard and hawk-like eyes, waves me over, the barmaid’s uniform in his hand.

I sigh.

I start walking toward the bar counter, hoping the chill in the air will be enough to make my nipples hard.


Chapter Two 

(Katrina)

I sit in my car outside 'The Grape Escape,' tapping the steering wheel with my delicately manicured nails, the rhythmic clicking the only sound breaking the evening silence. I glance outside, watching a group of young boys and girls laughing and joking as they walk in.

What am I doing here?

I let myself get carried away today. I spoke too much, stared for too long at her. But I couldn't help it. She was just that gorgeous. Those denim shorts cutting off right at her butt cheeks, legs devoid of any fat, and boobs that I could only dream of kneading in my wildest fantasies. Trisha is a bombshell. A 23-year-old bombshell that I shouldn't be lusting after, but here I am, sitting in my car, wanting nothing more than to see how hard her nipples could get under her shirt.

I sigh, my breath fogging up the window slightly. This is ridiculous. I've come back to this town to do a job, to reconnect with my son, not to make a 23-year-old girl get down on her knees and eat me out. But damn, I want it like I want to breathe.

My fingers grip the steering wheel tighter, the internal struggle tearing me apart. I should leave. I should drive away and forget about the way Trisha looked at me, the way her words sent shivers down my spine. But I can't. The thought of her waiting inside, her eyes scanning the room for me, is too intoxicating to resist.

I close my eyes, taking a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart. I am a grown woman, confident and reserved. I don't get swept up in impulsive, reckless behavior. And yet, here I am, on the verge of doing something incredibly foolish.

But oh, the way she made me feel today. The way her eyes roamed over my body, as if she could see through the layers of professionalism and control to the raw desire underneath. It's been so long since anyone has looked at me like that, since anyone has made me feel this alive.

I open my eyes, staring at my reflection in the rearview mirror. "Get a grip, Katrina," I whisper to myself. "You're acting like a teenager."

But even as I say the words, I know they won't stop me. The pull is too strong, the temptation too sweet. I need to see her, to feel her, to taste the electricity between us.

I take one last deep breath, smoothing down my dress and checking my makeup. Then, with a decisive click, I turn off the engine and step out of the car. The cool night air hits me, sending a shiver down my spine, but it does nothing to quell the heat building inside me.

I walk towards the entrance, my heart pounding with every step. As I push open the door, the dim light of the bar greets me, ushering in a sense of surrender I hadn't anticipated. My eyes adjust quickly, darting from face to face, hoping to lock onto hers. And there she is—Trisha—behind the bar, slipping into that damned uniform that clings to her like a lover's caress.

The small buttons strain against her ample chest, while the form-fitting skirt hugs her hips in just the right way.

In the back of the room, surrounded by smoke from cigars and tobacco pipes, I watch how the buttons fight to keep her tits from breaking free and making every man and woman in the bar salivate at their raw, unfiltered sight.

My mouth waters in predatory hunger as she bends over the bar to serve a customer, her ass practically begging me to bend her over the counter and take her right then and there with my strap-on, with my fingers, with my tongue… anything that I could slide inside her ass and make her scream my name.

I saunter towards her, my heels clicking on the wooden floor, announcing my presence like a warning shot. Trisha's eyes meet mine, and in them, I see the same fire I'm feeling.

"Well, well, if it isn't the prodigal winetaster," Trisha says in that sultry voice of hers. "To what do I owe this pleasure?" She sets down the glasses she was drying and wipes her hands on a towel.

I lean against the bar, letting my gaze wander over her before meeting her eyes. "I couldn't resist the allure of such… exquisite company," I purr, my voice low and teasing.

She smirks, leaning closer, the scent of her perfume mingling with the smoky air. "Flattery will get you everywhere, Katrina. But I suspect you already know that."

I let out a soft laugh, tracing a finger along the edge of the bar. "And what if I do? It seems you have a way of drawing out my most… primal instincts."

Trisha raises an eyebrow, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Is that so? And here I thought you were all about control and sophistication."

I meet her gaze, letting the heat in my eyes speak volumes. "Even the most sophisticated among us can be undone by a beautiful temptation."

She bites her lip, a gesture that sends a shiver of desire through me. "Well, I aim to please. Tell me, Katrina, what do you desire tonight?"

I lean in, my lips inches from hers, my voice a husky whisper. "I desire… you, Trisha. Your body, your touch, your taste. I want to know what it feels like to have you beneath me, writhing in pleasure."

Her breath hitches, and my eyes trail down to see her nipples hardening, straining against the fabric of her tight T-shirt. The sight sends a jolt of desire through me, making my pulse quicken.

“Bold words, Ms. Whitmore,” she murmurs, her voice wavering with a mix of excitement and lust. “But can you live up to them?”

“I always live up to my promises,” I reply, my voice dripping with confidence and desire. “The question is, can you handle what I’m about to give you?”

Trisha bites her lip, the flush on her cheeks deepening. “Try me.”

I’m about to respond when I notice movement behind the bar. A petite figure with shiny golden hair and striking blue eyes steps into view. She’s the picture of a Barbie doll—gorgeous and perfectly put together—but not exactly my type. Still, there’s a playful glint in her eyes that tells me she’s noticed the tension between Trisha and me.

Trisha straightens up slightly, her expression caught between frustration and amusement. “Katrina, meet Amelia. My best friend and resident troublemaker.”

Amelia grins, her eyes twinkling with mischief as she looks between us. “Well, well, if it isn’t the infamous Katrina. I’ve heard a lot about you,” she says, her tone teasing. “Looks like I walked in on something interesting.”

I raise an eyebrow, giving Trisha a sidelong glance. “Only the beginning of something interesting, I’d say.”

Trisha laughs, her earlier tension easing slightly. “Amelia, don’t you have tables to attend to?”

Amelia leans on the bar, her gaze fixed on me. “I think they can wait a minute. Besides, I’m curious. You two looked like you were about to combust.”

I smirk, appreciating her candor. “We were just getting to know each other a little better.”

“Is that what they call it now?” Amelia quips, her grin widening. “Well, don’t let me stop you. Just make sure you don’t scare off the customers with all that sexual tension.”

Trisha rolls her eyes, though there’s a fondness in her expression. “We’ll behave. Promise.”

Amelia winks at me before turning to leave. “Good. Because I’d hate to have to break up a fight—or join in on the fun.”

As she walks away, I can’t help but chuckle. “Your friend has quite the sense of humor.”

Trisha nods, her eyes still smoldering with desire. “You have no idea. But she’s right. We should probably tone it down a bit.”

I lean in closer, my voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “Or, we could finish what we started somewhere more private.”

Her breath catches, and I see the temptation flicker in her eyes. “I like the way you think, but I still need to bring my shift to a climax before I can.”

I smile and lean back, but Trisha leans forward, her breasts almost spilling out of her top, teasing me with every breath she takes.

“I can get you something to drink while you wait,” she says, her words dripping with double meaning, her propped-up tits begging for attention.

“A whiskey sour,” I say, my voice barely masking my desire.

Trisha grins. “A great choice.”

She spins around, her hips swaying seductively as she saunters to the whiskey cabinet. My eyes drop to her skirt, following the curve of her ass, imagining all the ways I could take her clothes off.

Would she let me tear her uniform off? She seems adventurous enough, and the thought of ripping the fabric away, exposing her flawless skin, makes my mouth water. Slowly stripping her naked would be a disservice to a body like hers. She needs to be worshipped, devoured with a hunger that only she can satisfy.

As she reaches for the whiskey, I imagine sliding my hands up her thighs, feeling the heat of her skin under my fingertips. I want to make her gasp, make her arch her back in pure, unadulterated pleasure. I want to mark her, leave my imprint on her perfect flesh, show her just how worked up she’s gotten me.

She turns back with the whiskey in hand, her eyes locking onto mine. There’s a spark there, a challenge, and I can’t help but smirk. She knows exactly what she’s doing, and she’s enjoying every second of it.

Trisha pours the whiskey, her movements slow and deliberate, giving me plenty of time to appreciate the view.

“Your eyes are like an x-ray machine, you know that?” The way she says it makes goosebumps breakout on my arms.

I smirk, taking the glass from her hand, my fingers brushing against hers. “Can you blame me? You’re worth a thorough examination.”

She laughs, a sultry sound that sends shivers down my spine. “Well, I hope you find everything to your satisfaction, Doctor.”

I take a sip of my drink, my eyes never leaving hers. “Oh, I think the prognosis is excellent. Though a more hands-on assessment might be in order.”

"Wow, a snappy brain and a talented tongue, you’re quite the package,” says Trisha, turning to make another drink.

“You haven’t sampled my tongue yet. How do you know it’s talented?”

“I was talking about your wine-tasting skills, babe.” The way she says ‘babe’ makes me want to climb over the bar, grab her neck, and kiss her until we’re kicked out for public indecency.

As I sip on my drink, I find the wait becoming intolerable. And Trisha flirting with me every few seconds doesn’t help.

With each passing minute, the desire inside me grows more unbearable. A 43-year-old woman, sitting in a bar full of Gen Zs, acting hornier than all of them combined—it's almost laughable. Almost. But every time I almost get up to leave, Trisha would come back with a whiskey sour, lean over, and say something that would make my heart almost combust in flames, and I would continue sitting, waiting like a horny teenager to feel up their first pair of tits.

She leans over the bar again, her breasts nearly spilling out of her tight top, her voice a low purr. “You seem tense, Katrina. Need anything to help you relax?”

Her words, her proximity, the scent of her—it’s all driving me insane. My body is humming with need, and the way her eyes lock onto mine tells me she knows exactly what she’s doing to me. “I think you know exactly what I need,” I reply, my voice huskier than I intended.

She bites her lip, her gaze dropping to my mouth. “Oh, I have a few ideas. But patience, remember?”

I groan internally, my hand tightening around my glass. “You’re torturing me, Trisha.”

She laughs softly, the sound sending shivers down my spine. “Good things come to those who wait, right?”

I raise an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at my lips. “And what makes you think I’m good at waiting?”

Her eyes darken, a flush creeping up her neck. “Maybe I like to see you squirm a little.”

I take another sip of my drink, trying to steady my racing heart. But the way she’s looking at me, the heat in her eyes, the way her tongue flicks out to wet her lips—it’s making it impossible to think straight.

I’ve had enough. The anticipation, the teasing, the way she’s been driving me crazy all night—it’s time to take control. I set my glass down with a decisive clink and lean forward, my voice low and commanding.

“Trisha,” I say, my tone leaving no room for argument. “Meet me outside in ten minutes. I don’t care if your shift is done or not. If you’re not out there, I’m driving away.”

Her eyes widen slightly, taken aback by my sudden assertiveness, but I see the spark of excitement there too. She likes this. She likes me calling the shots. “Katrina, I—”

“No excuses,” I cut her off, my eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that leaves no room for doubt. “You’ve been teasing me all night. Now it’s time to see if you can handle what you’ve started.”

She swallows hard, her breath hitching. “Ten minutes?”

“Ten minutes,” I repeat, my voice a seductive purr. “And Trisha? Don’t keep me waiting.”

Without another word, I stand and make my way to the door, my heels clicking against the floor in a rhythm that matches the pounding of my heart. As I step outside, the cool night air hits me, but it does nothing to quell the fire burning inside me.

I lean against the side of my car, crossing my arms and watching the entrance of the bar. The seconds tick by slowly, each one a test of my resolve. But I’m done waiting. I’ve given her the ultimatum, and now it’s up to her.

Five minutes pass, and I start to wonder if I pushed too hard. Maybe she’s not ready for this, for me. But just as doubt begins to creep in, the door of the bar swings open, and Trisha steps out, her eyes locking onto mine with a mix of determination and desire.

She walks over, her hips swaying with every step, and stops in front of me. “I’m here,” she says, her voice breathless.

I don’t reply. Instead, I grab her by the wrist and lead her into a dark alley beside the bar. The night air is cool, but it does nothing to calm the fire burning inside me. The sounds of the bar fade away, leaving only the pounding of my heart and the soft click of our heels on the pavement.

The alley is dimly lit, shadows playing against the walls, adding to the thrill of the moment. I push her against the brick wall, my body pressing into hers, our faces inches apart.

“Katrina,” she whispers, her eyes wide with a mix of excitement and nervousness.

I capture her lips in a searing kiss, all the pent-up desire and anticipation pouring out of me. My hands roam over her body, feeling the heat of her skin through her clothes. She moans against my mouth, her hips grinding against mine, and I can’t get enough of her.

Breaking the kiss, I trail my lips down her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. “Do you have any idea how badly I want you?” I murmur against her ear.

She shivers, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “Show me.”

I smile against her neck, my teeth grazing her skin. “Patience, darling, remember?”

Her hands clutch at my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin through my clothes. “Katrina, please…”

“Please what?” I tease, my hand sliding up her thigh, pushing her skirt higher. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you,” she breathes, her voice trembling with need. “I want you to touch me. I want to feel you inside me.”

I chuckle softly, my fingers brushing against the damp fabric of her panties. “You’re already so wet for me. Do you like this? Do you like being taken in a dark alley, where anyone could see us?”

She nods frantically, her hips pressing against my hand. “Yes, God, yes. I need you, Katrina. Please.”

My arousal sears through my pussy, my desire making me want to push her panties to the side and fuck her right here in the dark alley. But as I said, this goddess deserves more.

Still, she did keep me waiting. She made me squirm on that bar stool as my pussy leaked for her, and I deserve a little payback, don’t I?

I grab Trisha’s slim waist and turn her around, pressing her against the rough brick wall. Her breath hitches in anticipation, and I can see the excitement and nervousness in her eyes.

A car whizzes by, and I wait for the sound of its engine to fade away before I lean in close, my lips brushing against her ear. “I don’t usually do this, you know?”

“What?” she asks, her voice barely a whisper.

“Become desperate enough to rip clothes off a girl in a dirty alley. But you’ve been a dirty girl too,” I murmur, my voice low and seductive.

She shivers, her back arching against me. “Have I?”

I run my hands down her sides, feeling the heat radiating from her body. “Oh, yes. You made me wait, made me want you so badly I could barely think straight. Now it’s time for a little payback.”

I slide my hand up her thigh, pushing her skirt higher, my fingers grazing the edge of her panties. “Do you know how hard it was to sit there, watching you tease me, knowing I couldn’t touch you?”

She moans softly, her hips pressing back against me. “I could see it in your eyes. The way you looked at me…”

I grin, my fingers slipping under the fabric of her panties. “I was imagining this,” I whisper, my voice husky with desire. “Imagining you, wet and ready for me.”

Her breath catches as I press my fingers against her slick heat. “Katrina…”

“Shh,” I murmur, my fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles. “I want to hear you moan. I want to hear how much you want this.”

She gasps, her head falling back against my shoulder. “I want it. I want you.”

I tighten my grip on her waist, pulling her back against me, feeling the heat radiating from her body. My hand slides up, lifting her skirt, exposing her perfect ass. I can’t resist running my fingers over her smooth skin, appreciating every curve.

I press my hips against her, my own arousal searing through me as I rub my clit against her ass. The friction sends jolts of pleasure through my body, and I moan softly into her ear. “You feel so good, Trisha. So fucking good.”

My hands cup Trisha’s tits, and I squeeze both at the same time, while my tongue snakes out and licks the side of Trisha’s face. She moans softly, pressing back against me, her body trembling with need.

Just then, a group of boys enter the alley at the other end, their laughter echoing off the walls. Trisha stiffens in my arms, fear flashing in her eyes.

I immediately let go of her, my hands sliding down to her waist. “It’s okay,” I whisper, my voice soothing. “We can go somewhere else.”

She nods, her breath still coming in short gasps. “Okay.”

I take her hand, leading her out of the alley. We walk around the block, the cool night air doing little to calm the heat still burning inside me. As we turn the corner, we come across a deserted shop that’s under renovation.

“Let’s go back to my car,” I suggest, my voice a low purr. “We can finish what we started there.”

Trisha shakes her head, a determined look in her eyes. “No, I can’t wait.”

She pulls a pin from her clutch and kneels in front of the shop’s door, picking the lock with practiced ease. I watch in amazement as the lock clicks open.

“How do you know how to do that?” I ask, my voice filled with curiosity.

She grins up at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I live with two brothers. You pick up a few things.”

I chuckle, pulling her to her feet and kissing her hard. “You are amazing.”

She pushes the door open, and we slip inside the dark, empty shop. The smell of sawdust and fresh paint fills the air, mingling with the scent of our arousal.

I lunge towards Trisha, eager to feel her against me again, but she steps into the shadows, her laughter echoing through the empty space. It’s mesmerizing, taunting. I turn around, trying to catch a glimpse of her in the darkness, but she’s nowhere to be seen.

“Trisha,” I call out, my voice a mix of desire and frustration.

Suddenly, I’m pushed against a wall, the rough surface biting into my back. Trisha steps into the moonlight filtering through the grimy windows, her eyes dark with determination and lust. “I’ve had enough of you making me beg, Katrina,” she says, her voice low and fierce. “Tonight, I’m in charge.”

Her words send a thrill through me, and I can’t help but smile. “Is that so?”

She steps closer, her body pressing against mine, her breath hot on my neck. “Yes. You’ve teased me enough. Now it’s my turn.”

I shiver, my heart pounding in anticipation. “What are you going to do to me?”

She grins, a predatory glint in her eyes. “I’m going to make you come, right here, right now. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

Before I can respond, she drops to her knees, her hands sliding up my legs, pushing my dress higher. “Fuck,” I gasp, my fingers tangling in her hair. “What are you—”

“Shh,” she murmurs, her eyes locking onto mine. “No more talking. Just feel.”

Her hands grip my thighs, spreading them apart, and she leans in, her breath hot against my skin. I feel her lips press against the inside of my thigh, her tongue flicking out to taste me, and I moan softly, my head falling back against the wall.

“God, Trisha,” I whisper, my voice trembling with need.

She smiles up at me, her eyes filled with mischief and desire. “You smell incredible,” she murmurs, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties, pulling them down.

The air around us is charged with electricity as she kneels before me, her eyes filled with desire and her lips parted in anticipation. "You look so good on your knees!" I moan, overwhelmed by the sight of her.

But she speaks back, her voice low and sultry, "You look so good towering over me." She presses her cheeks against my thigh, closing her eyes as if to savor the feeling of my skin against hers.

I can't control myself any longer as I watch this gorgeous girl explore the insides of my thighs with the tip of her light pink tongue. When she opens her eyes and looks straight into my desperate soul, I lose all sense of composure. My body trembles with need.

A longing fills me as she speaks, wishing we had wine to share in this intimate moment. "Why?" I manage to ask, barely able to form words.

"So I could taste it off your body," she replies with a low, throaty laugh that sends shivers down my spine. "But perhaps we can do that when we go back to your place from here."

The thought alone makes my body ache with desire. Trisha pushes up my skirt until my navel is exposed, and I feel her full, juicy lips pressed against my throbbing pussy. In all my 43 years of life, I have never seen stars swirl in front of my open eyes or felt such intense pleasure coursing through every nerve in my body. My clit throbs with both pain and pleasure as I resist the urge to grab her hair and grind myself against her skilled lips.

Trisha’s breath is warm against my skin, her fingers trailing up my thighs, spreading my legs wider. She looks up at me with those piercing eyes, a mischievous grin playing on her lips. "You taste so good, Katrina," she murmurs, her voice a sultry whisper that makes my knees weak.

Her tongue flicks out, tracing a slow, deliberate path along my folds, teasing me with featherlight touches. I moan softly, my hands clutching at the wall for support as she continues her slow torture.

“The more you tease me, the harder I am gonna fuck your face!” I cry out in agony.

Trisha giggles against my clit, turns her head, and plants a flurry of kisses along my inner thigh.

“That makes me want to tease you more. That’s not a threat, woman, that’s a temptation.”

“Shut up and stick your tongue inside me!” I grab the back of Trisha’s head and yank her hard against my shivering mess of a clit that is going crazy for Trisha’s lips.

Trisha doesn't hesitate for a second, her tongue plunging deep inside me as she sucks and licks at my sensitive flesh. Her hands grip my hips tightly, holding me steady as she devours me with an intensity that leaves me breathless.

"Oh god," I moan, my head falling back against the wall. "You're driving me crazy."

Trisha’s response is to pull her top over her head and expose her tits while her tongue laps at my clit.

She reaches up, grabs her own tits, and gives them a squeeze. An animalistic growl leaves her throat, and I feel heaven descend upon me in that tiny little shop in a tiny little town in Texas.

Heat ripples through my veins, my body responding to her every touch with a desperate need for more. I can't help but fixate on her—the way her muscles tense as she grips herself, the assertive way her tongue flicks and twists against me, serving my every whim while simultaneously asserting her own desires.

I rake my fingers through her hair, anchoring her to me, commanding yet pleading. "Harder," I gasp, the words slipping out like a prayer. "Please, Trisha."

She obeys without hesitation, the pressure of her mouth increasing, her tongue delving deeper. The shop around us fades away into nothingness; there is only this moment, this blinding surge of pleasure that Trisha so expertly coaxes from the depths of me.

A fire builds within my core, growing with every stroke of Trisha's tongue, every suckle of her lips.

My breath hitches as I teeter on the edge. "I'm close," I breathe out, barely able to form words. Trisha looks up at me through those almond eyes laced with lust and determination. Then she doubles down on her efforts, her fingers digging into my flesh as she pulls me closer to her hungry mouth. I can feel the edges of control slipping away, spiraling into that delirious space where only sensation and desire exist.

"Katrina," she murmurs against me, the vibration of her voice sending shocks of pleasure through my body. "Let go for me."

Her words are the catalyst, and I shatter beneath her touch, waves of ecstasy crashing over me as I cry out her name. Trisha's relentless pursuit doesn't wane; she rides out every pulse and tremor with a fervor that leaves me gasping for air.

As the aftershocks ripple through me, Trisha eases back, her lips tracing a path up my stomach until she stands before me. Her eyes gleam with triumph and something softer, a tenderness that belies the ferocity of moments before.

I reach for her, my hands finding the warmth of her skin as I pull her into a searing kiss. Our mouths move together with a shared hunger, a silent conversation of lips and tongues that speaks volumes more than words ever could.

Breaking away from the kiss, I smirk at her. "I suppose it's my turn to return the favor," I say, my voice low and thick with promise.

Trisha's breath hitches in anticipation.

Her eyes lock onto mine, a mischievous spark igniting within them. "I was hoping you'd say that," she teases, biting her lip in that way that drives me wild.

I smile, slow and predatory, as I back her against the wall. Her chest rises and falls rapidly, and I can feel the heat radiating from her body. Trisha is a vision of desire—hair tousled from our earlier activities, eyes dark with arousal, lips swollen from my kiss.

Without breaking eye contact, I trail my fingers down her neck, relishing the shiver that runs through her. My touch is deliberate, tracing the contours of her collarbone before slipping down to tease at the navel piercing she loves to flaunt.

Then I trace my fingers back up, brushing the valley between her tits, while I stare deep into her eyes.

“You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, Trisha,” I say sincerely, and her eyes water.

“I havn’t heard that in a long time.”

“That’s a pity. You’ve infused new life into this old woman.”

“You aren’t old. You are hotter than most men, most women. My pussy has been wet all day thinking of your body. You are perfect, Katrina.”

“And so are you, and your fucking tits!”

I grab her left tit and give it a hard squeeze, giving in to the temptation.

Her gasp fills the room, a sound that stokes the fire in my belly. I lean in, my lips brushing against her earlobe as I whisper, "And I'm going to worship every inch of you."

Trisha moans softly, her hands reaching up to tangle in my hair. She pulls me closer, and our bodies press together with an urgency that's almost palpable. Her fingers trace the line of my jaw, and then she's guiding my head down toward her chest.

The sight of her bare flesh makes my mouth water, and I lavish attention on her tits, my tongue swirling around her nipple before I draw it between my teeth gently. Her reaction is immediate—a sharp intake of breath and a bucking of her hips against mine.

Trisha's hands roam across my back, nails grazing my skin through the fabric of my blouse. Her touch is both a command and a beg—she wants more, needs more. And goddammit, I'm more than willing to give it to her.

“While sitting next to you in that tent, tasting wine, all I could think of was tasting your breasts,” I say, as I trace the outline of her areola.

“I could sense that. Your eyes were… locked… onto my tits.”

“And when I first make love to a woman,” I continue, sliding my tongue down her breasts and flicking it over her underboob, “I make sure I don’t make her tits feel left out before I sink my tongue into her deep pussy.”

Trisha gasps, her fingers tightening in my hair as I tease her with my words and my mouth. I take my time, savoring every inch of her soft, warm skin. My lips travel across her chest, leaving a trail of wet kisses, and I feel her heartbeat quicken beneath my touch.

I move to her other breast, my tongue swirling around her nipple before I take it into my mouth, sucking gently. Trisha moans louder, her back arching as she presses herself against me. I can feel her arousal growing, her body responding to my every touch.

And then I let myself lose all control. And by that, I mean let go of all the reasons that were holding me back from showing Trisha how badly I craved her.

I stop worrying that I was about 20 years older than her.

I stop worrying that we had broken into a shop and could be caught at any moment.

I stop worrying about how Trisha might perceive me if I went back to my old ways.

But I had missed my old ways for some time now. I had wanted to feel the thrill of crossing boundaries, acting out forbidden desires and thrills, but no woman in so many years had unlocked that side of me, until now.

Until Trisha.

And as the faculty of my brain that dictates logic goes kaput, I open my mouth as wide as I can, look at the agonizingly beautiful face of Trisha, and stuff my mouth with as much of her firm tits as I could.

Trisha's moan is immediate and loud, echoing off the empty walls of the shop. Her hands tighten in my hair, pulling me closer as I suck hard, my tongue swirling around her nipple. I can feel her body trembling, her arousal building with every touch.

“Oh God, Katrina,” she gasps, her voice trembling. “You’re incredible.”

I smile against her skin, my teeth grazing her nipple lightly. “You haven’t seen anything yet, darling.”

I move to her other breast, giving it the same attention, sucking and licking, feeling her squirm beneath me. My hands roam over her body, gripping her hips, pulling her closer, feeling the heat radiating from her skin.

Her breath comes in ragged gasps, her body arching against mine. “Please, Katrina,” she whimpers, her voice raw with need. “I need more.”

I bite down gently on her nipple, making her cry out, her nails digging into my scalp. “You like that?” I murmur, my tongue flicking out to soothe the bite. “You like it when I use my teeth?”

“Yes,” she moans, her hips grinding against me. “God, yes.”

I smile, my hands slipping under her skirt, finding the edge of her panties. “Good,” I whisper, my voice a low purr. “Because I plan to use my teeth on every inch of you.”

I pull her panties down, the fabric sliding over her smooth skin, and toss them aside. My mouth trails down her body, leaving a path of wet kisses, my teeth grazing her skin, making her shiver.

When I reach her thighs, I pause, looking up at her, my eyes locking onto hers.

"Ready?" I ask, voice heavy with desire.

She nods, eyes glazed, lips parting as if to welcome every sensation I'm about to bestow upon her. I spread her thighs with my hands, revealing the glistening treasure that has consumed my thoughts since the moment we met. The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, and it takes all my self-control not to dive in immediately.

Instead, I start with a gentle kiss on her inner thigh, close to the knee, and slowly make my way north. Each kiss is a promise of what's to come, each lick a prelude to the main event.

I tease the edges of her pussy with my breath, not touching her yet, watching as she squirms with need. A low whine escapes Trisha's throat, and it's music to my ears. She's desperate for me. For my touch. For release.

With a smirk, I finally grant her wish. My lips envelop her clit in a soft suckle while two fingers slide into her wetness effortlessly. She bucks against me at the contact, gasping out my name like a prayer.

"Faster," she pleads, and who am I to deny such a delicious request? 

My movements become more purposeful, fingers curling within her, finding that sweet spot that makes her writhe. My tongue dances over her clit with a rhythm born of pure lust and an eagerness to taste her climax.

Trisha's mouth falls open in silent screams, her body tensing and then shuddering as waves of pleasure crash over her. I feel the contractions around my fingers, the rush of warmth against my tongue, and it only spurs me on.

I don't relent, not even as she bucks wildly beneath me. Her hands find my head, holding me in place as though worried I might stop—as if I could ever get enough of making her unravel like this.

When her tremors finally begin to wane, I slow down, gentling my touch until she's panting softly, a flush of satisfaction painting her cheeks. I pull back just enough to meet Trisha’s gaze, and the vulnerability there is almost my undoing.

"Katrina…" she whispers, a contented sigh escaping her lips. The way she says my name sends a shiver down my spine.

I rise up to cover her body with mine, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. 

∞∞∞

Havenwood is fast asleep. Its streets are deserted, windows aglow with warm light, and its residents passed out after partying all day at the Harvest Festival. But we are awake, two women walking hand in hand down the main road, our faces flushed with the afterglow of the best sex we have ever had.

A street lamp flickers, and I catch Trisha’s face in the intermittent light. She seems content, satisfied with how I went down on her multiple times in a span of a few minutes.

Her fingers lace with mine, a silent testament to the connection we've forged amidst stolen kisses and whispered confessions. The cool night air caresses our skin, but the heat that radiates from her keeps me warm, keeps me wanting more.

“If my ex knew what I have just done, he would lose his mind,” Trisha says, whirling around to face me and walking backward.

“Why? Did he never think you’d be capable of breaking and entering, and then cumming?”

“Yeah, and that too with a woman. And he was a he. Not a she. I have only just found out I am into shes.”

“Really?” I ask, walking faster to catch up with Trisha, who turns around once again and sways our hands wildly. “Was I your first?”

Trisha looks mock-offended. “Was my oral that bad?”

“No, it was just perfect, which leads me to believe I wasn’t your first.”

“Nope, you weren’t, Miss. But you were the best.”

“Better than your ex?”

Trisha laughs, the sound echoing through the emptiness of the deserted streets. “He tried his best in bed. I’d say oral wasn’t one of his strongest suits, along with other things.”

“That’s a pity,” I whisper, “A girl with your looks deserves to have people dying to eat you out at all times.”

“That’s why I dumped him.” Trisha shrugs and then pulls me closer with a tug. “And that’s why I took my chance with you. You looked like a woman who knows how to eat pussy from the moment I laid my eyes on you.”

I smile. “Thank you. But you were a great muse too. I don’t want to take all the praise.”

We walk in silence until we reach a crossing, where we turn right towards the lane where I rent my two-bedroom house.

“I hope you only love eating pussy and not corpses after you’ve kept them frozen for a few days,” Trisha says as we head down the street that’s shrouded in darkness.

“As much as I would love to keep you all to myself, I am, unfortunately, not a serial killer. I just happen to live on a street with minimal lighting.”

“Tell me about it,” Trisha says, looking around. “I live in a cottage on a hill. It gets very quiet over there as well, but because I live on grounds that my family owns, with 24/7 security, I somehow manage.”

I cock an eyebrow. “Where do you live?”

Trisha takes a deep breath as we finally reach my rented house.

“I haven’t been completely honest with you,” she says, biting her lip—a habit of hers that keeps reminding me how gay I am.

I lean against the door, crossing my arms with a smile. “Well, you’ve got me intrigued. What haven’t you been honest about?”

She looks at me, her eyes filled with a mix of mischief and vulnerability. “My name is Trisha Carmichael, and I am the head winemaker at Golden Harvest Vineyards, owned by my father, Robert Carmichael.”

I open my mouth to reply, but no words come out. Standing before me is Trisha Carmichael, daughter of the man who has just employed me to help with his vineyard. And my hand’s been inside his daughter before I shook his.

“Katrina?” she prompts, her voice pulling me from my stunned silence.

“You’re a winemaker?” I ask, slowly turning the knob to open the main door.

“Yeah,” Trisha studies my face, “and I still don’t know what you do.”

“I am a business consultant,” I reply, nodding at Trisha to enter the house.

Once inside, I fumble for the switchboard and turn on the lights in the living room. The room is still a mess, the floor strewn with a mix of opened and unopened cardboard boxes, random items of clothing, furniture, a few books, and hiking equipment that I had just unpacked earlier today.

“Wow,” Trisha exclaims, looking around the living room with a smile. “You really like to hike, don’t you?”

I chuckle, stepping over a pile of clothes to clear a spot for us to sit. “It’s one of my passions. Helps clear my mind and keeps me fit.”

Trisha’s eyes light up as she examines a pair of hiking boots. “I’ve always wanted to try it. Maybe you could take me sometime?”

I raise an eyebrow, a smirk playing on my lips. “I’d love to. But be warned, I don’t go easy on beginners.”

She laughs, the sound filling the room with warmth. “I can handle it. Besides, I’ve already conquered one of your challenges tonight.”

I move closer, my hand reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face. “You did more than conquer, Trisha. You left me wanting more.”

Her cheeks flush, and she bites her lip—a habit I’ve quickly come to adore. “I’m glad to hear that.”

We stand there, the air between us charged with anticipation. I take her hand, leading her to the couch amidst the clutter.

The silence is heavy, each second stretching out as my mind churns with conflicting thoughts. Should I continue this, knowing that from tomorrow, we might become co-workers? But when Trisha holds my hand on the couch and pulls herself closer, the thoughts vanish from my head.

She leans back, her eyes scanning the room. “So, how are you finding Havenwood?” she asks, her voice breaking the silence.

I force a smile, my mind still on the feel of her body against mine. “It’s charming. A bit quieter than I’m used to, but I think I’ll manage.”

Trisha’s eyes light up. “There are some great hiking trails near our vineyard. I could show you around sometime.”

I nod, but my mind is elsewhere. I’m still horny, my body humming with residual desire. I don’t want to give away too much about myself, lest Trisha finds out that I’m the wine consultant her father hired. I can’t risk her getting up and leaving. Not yet. Not when I’m so close to having her again.

“So, why did you come back to Havenwood?” she asks, her curiosity evident.

I dodge the question, leaning in closer. “Does it matter?” I murmur, my voice low and seductive. “Right now, all I can think about is how amazing you look in that light.”

She blushes, but I can see the spark of desire in her eyes. “You’re avoiding the question,” she teases.

I smile, my hand sliding up her thigh. “Maybe I am. Or maybe I just want to focus on more… pressing matters.”

Her breath hitches as my fingers brush the inside of her thigh. “Like what?”

“Like this,” I whisper, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. My hand moves higher, slipping under her skirt, and she moans softly into my mouth.

“Round two? Already?” Trisha whispers into my mouth, her hips instinctively pressing into my touch.

“I could go all night with you.” I bite her lips and hear her groan.

“I wouldn't want you taking a day off work because of how sore you’ll be tomorrow morning,” Trisha teases.

I grab her hair and give it a tug. She winces in pain but keeps smiling.

“Let’s see who’ll be sore in the morning? Huh? The old woman, or the young girl who thinks too highly of herself?”

“My money is on the old woman,” Trisha taunts, then opens her mouth and sticks her tongue out. I capture her tongue with my lips and suck on it.

While I continue to suck on her tongue like a melting popsicle, my hand reaches down and grabs a cardboard box lying by our feet. Without breaking eye contact with Trisha, I pull out a seven-inch strap-on dildo from the box marked 'toys' and dangle it in front of her face. Her eyes widen in surprise and anticipation.

“By tomorrow morning, you are going to be a sore loser,” I say and attack Trisha’s lips once more. 


Chapter Three 

(Trisha)

Morning sunlight streams through half-closed blinds, enveloping us. I'm entwined with Katrina, my head on her chest. Each breath she takes, each heartbeat, thrums against my ear. I shift slightly and feel it—that delicious soreness between my legs, a vivid reminder of last night.

Flashes of Katrina storm my mind. Her fierce eyes. The way she pinned me down, the strap-on's coolness slicing through the warmth of my skin. Her gaze locked on mine, dominant, unyielding. She moved like she owned every part of me. Every thrust wasn't just physical; it was a claim, marking me as hers. And damn, did I surrender.

I gently ease myself up, careful not to disturb Katrina, whose breathing is steady and deep—a tranquil rhythm in the quiet morning. Slipping out from under the cocoon of sheets, I tiptoe around the bedroom, hunting for my clothes. The room is a battlefield of last night's haste: clothes strewn over chairs, a toppled lamp, our shoes discarded haphazardly by the door. It's chaotic but a vivid imprint of our passion.

After gathering my scattered garments, I quickly dress, glancing over at Katrina. She's out cold, the faintest smile curving her lips. A chuckle escapes me as I wonder if I’ve exhausted her completely. "Not bad for an old woman," I muse silently, admiring how the years seem to have missed her, making her appear a decade younger than she really is.

Giving the room a once over, I realize something feels off about my outfit. It hits me a few seconds too late that I am commando, that my panties are lost somewhere in the debris of our lovemaking the night before.

Maybe I’ll leave it for the old woman to remind her of the hot twenty-three year old she fucked.

Right before I am about to wake Katrina up, curiosity tugs at me as I notice her handbag perched precariously on the nightstand. She'd dodged every direct question about her reasons for returning to Havenwood, her evasiveness now gnawing at my resolve. Despite the voice in my head screaming no, I find myself drawn to the bag. My hands shake slightly as I rummage through, seeking her ID. When I finally find it, the pieces click together with a chilling clarity. Her full name—Katrina Whitmore. Age 43. Left Havenwood 20 years ago.

A cold wave of realization crashes over me. She’s Ryan Whitmore’s mother. My ex’s mother.

The room spins, and I stagger back, clutching the piece of plastic like a damning piece of evidence. How could I have not seen it? The timeline, her elusive answers, it all lines up now, forming a narrative I wish I hadn't uncovered. I feel a weird mix of betrayal and disgust—a grave sin committed in ignorance but a sin nonetheless.

What have I done?

The weight of my actions, the intimacy shared with the mother of my ex, suffocates me. A tumult of emotions churns within, each one a sharp jab to my conscience. I look at Katrina again, her peaceful sleep now a contrast to the turmoil inside me.

I need air. I need to think.

Quietly, I slip out of the bedroom, my mind racing, heart pounding. As the door clicks shut behind me, the finality of the sound mirrors the closing of a chapter I hadn't even realized had begun. I step outside, the cool morning air hitting my face, barely calming the storm within.

I try to remember where I had parked my car, only to realize Katrina and I had walked from The Grape Escape to her house, and I had left my car back at the bar.

Deciding I did not want to drive back alone, I unlock my phone and rack my brain.

I quickly scroll through my contacts, fingers trembling as I find Amelia's number. I press the call button, holding my breath, hoping she picks up. The phone rings a couple of times before a groggy voice answers, heavy with sleep.

"Whazzup?" Amelia’s voice sounds like she's been gargling gravel.

"Hey, can you swing by The Grape Escape and pick me up? Like, now?" I try to sound casual, but my voice probably carries more panic than a cat in a bathtub.

"Trish, it's the crack of dawn. You sound like you've seen a ghost. What's the 911?" Her voice sharpens with the wake-up call of my distress.

"It's an emergency, Amelia. I just… I need to get out of here," I whisper, casting a nervous glance back at the house, half-expecting Katrina to appear any moment.

There's a pause, then a sharp intake of breath from her end. "Okay, I'm coming. Just hang tight, alright?"

"Thanks, you're a lifesaver," I say, ending the call and starting my walk of shame—or shock, more accurately—towards The Grape Escape. The streets are quiet, the kind of silence that screams in your ear.

As I walk, I replay last night’s highlights, feeling like my romantic life just got directed by Quentin Tarantino—unexpected and slightly horrifying. Reaching the bar, I find the usual bench and plop down, folding into myself like a bad origami.

Minutes tick by slowly, each one a heavy tick of the clock in my heart until, finally, I see Amelia's car turn the corner. Relief floods me, but it's tinged with a dread of having to explain everything. How do I even start? How do I tell my best friend that I might have just had the best sex of my life with my ex’s mother?

Amelia parks in front of me, and before the car has fully stopped, she's out and rushing over. Her expression is one of pure worry.

"Trisha, what the hell happened?" she asks, her voice urgent, eyes scanning me as if looking for injuries.

I shake my head, words failing me as the reality of my situation sets in. "It's… complicated. Let's just get out of here," I manage to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

∞∞∞

“So, step-mommy scenarios are about to become real awkward for Ryan, huh?” Amelia throws a cheeky grin from behind the counter at Der Sozial Haus, the age-old local hangout she manages alongside her spitfire Granny.

“No,” I grimace, “that’s not at all what I was getting at. And, eww!”

“‘Eww’ from the girl who was bent over all night by her ex’s mom,” she teases with a nudge.

I pause, my cheeks heating up. “Well, let’s just say that was one of many positions, but we’re straying off topic here…” I shake my head, trying to fling off the mortification of last night’s antics.

“What am I supposed to do now? How do I ditch this guilt?” I spill out, feeling the weight of last night’s choices.

“What guilt?” Amelia leans forward, resting her elbows on the counter, looking at me like we're discussing nothing more than our next beach day. “You and Ryan split ages ago, and you had no clue that the hot 40-something was his mom. They don’t even look related.”

“Yeah but… I bitched about Ryan’s skills in bed to her. That was…”

“The truth? He did suck in bed from what I remember you telling me.”

I sigh. Amelia is right. It’s been a year since I ended things with Ryan, and all through our relationship, I was the model girlfriend while he strutted around like he owned the world, acting all high and mighty.

“But we’re still sort of friends,” I find myself saying out loud, the words tasting strange in my mouth, “and if he ever finds out, it would totally crush him. I really don’t want to be responsible for that kind of pain. Not even for an ex who made most of my days miserable.”

Amelia gives me a look that’s part pity, part exasperation. “Trish, you can’t set yourself on fire to keep others warm. You didn’t know who she was. It’s not like you planned the whole thing.”

Her advice makes sense, but it doesn’t quite ease the knot in my gut. Guilt, unwelcome and persistent, lingers like a bad taste.

“Maybe you’re right,” I admit, playing with the condensation on my glass, “but how am I supposed to face Ryan now? It feels like I'm hiding a massive secret from him.”

“Listen,” Amelia leans in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “you need to cut yourself some slack. This is your life too. Plus, you didn’t sign up for the drama when you hooked up with Katrina. You didn’t know.”

"I didn't know…" I mumble, still in a daze from the night's revelations.

"And she was hot, wasn’t she?" Amelia prompts, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

"Unbelievably hot…" I echo, my voice drifting off like I'm in some sort of trance.

"And she had a strap-on bigger than Ryan’s dick, which she definitely knew how to handle better than any guy you’ve been with, right?" Amelia continues, pouring me another beer as if it's the middle of a festive evening rather than midday.

I snap back to reality, eyes wide. "And she had a—wait, how do you even know about that? I didn’t tell you!" I exclaim, suddenly alert.

Amelia bursts into laughter, nearly spilling the beer. "I just guessed from the cowboy way you were walking today," she teases, nudging me with her elbow.

I bury my face in my hands, mortified yet unable to deny the truth in her jest. Amelia's absolutely right. Katrina did things, moved in ways, that no man has ever managed to rival. And here I am, already craving her touch again.

But I can’t.

She’s my ex’s mom.

A ridiculously hot mom who I can’t stop fantasizing about.


Chapter Four 

(Katrina)

As I push open the door to the local café, the familiar jingle of the bell greets me, mingling with the subdued murmur of early morning patrons. The cashier, a young woman with a bright smile, nods at me. "Morning, Katrina," she says, her voice a soft lilt against the clatter of cups and saucers.

"Morning, Ella," I reply, offering a smile as I make my way to my usual corner seat. The chair gives a familiar creak as I settle in, my gaze instinctively drifting towards the window. Outside, the Harvest Festival is in full swing, the rows of colorful tents bustling with activity even from this distance. But my eyes are drawn to one spot in particular—a nondescript shop across the street, freshly painted, hiding the secrets of last night's escapades.

I sigh, stirring my coffee absentmindedly. The warmth of the mug in my hand contrasts sharply with the cool detachment settling over me. Last night, Trisha and I had crossed lines in a dance of passion and abandon, her presence so intoxicating, so all-consuming. And now, silence.

Ghosted by a woman who had clung to me with such fervor, whispered promises spilling from her lips as easily as the moans that accompanied each movement.

I close my eyes, and I am immediately overwhelmed with flashes of her arched back slamming into me as I penetrate her with my strap-on. Her screams echo in my head like a siren’s call.

She was loud last night, and very expressive.

She didn't hesitate to ask me to fuck her harder; she wasn't shy to admit that I had given her the best fucking of her life.

And before we drifted off to exhausted sleep, she had returned the favor by plunging her tongue so deep inside me that I had to clutch the headboard to stop myself from thrashing around like a crazed maniac.

But in the morning, she had left as if she regretted every second of it, and even though I was not one to pine over girls half my age, Trisha was different.

And her departure left me a little hurt.

I shake off the memories, refusing to let my mind linger on the softness of her lips, or the way she looked under me, a mixture of vulnerability and unbridled desire. I'm Katrina Whitmore. I don't do vulnerability. Not anymore.

The door jingles again, and I glance up, my heart skipping a beat as Ryan steps in. He looks disheveled and tired, his clothes rumpled and his hair a mess. His eyes scan the room, narrowing slightly as they land on me.

"Ryan," I say, my voice steady but tinged with surprise.

"Mom," he replies, his tone clipped. He makes his way over, the tension between us palpable. As he sits down opposite me, his movements are stiff, his face set in a scowl.

"Rough night?" I ask, attempting a casual tone.

"You could say that," he mutters, avoiding my gaze. His irritation is evident, his fingers tapping restlessly on the table.

“What’s wrong?”

“I was up all night, working on some reports. Just the usual headaches of working as an accountant in a large accountancy firm. I don’t want to talk about it. You have a good sleep last night?”

I clear my throat and look away. “Yeah, I slept early last night.”

“Good. Did you order anything to eat? I am starving.”

I arch an eyebrow, a smirk playing on my lips. "The usual for you, I presume? The heart-attack-on-a-plate special?"

He grunts an affirmation, and I signal the waitress to bring us two of their greasiest breakfast platters. All the while, I can't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction in maintaining this facade of normalcy with my estranged son.

As we eat in strained silence, I let my thoughts drift back to Trisha. That impulsive little vixen had stormed into my life like a whirlwind—all fire and unapologetic passion. And damn it, I wanted more.

"So," Ryan begins, his voice cutting into my reverie like a knife through butter, "any new projects you're consulting on? Or are you still helping those pretentious vineyard owners figure out the difference between a Chardonnay and Sauvignon Blanc?"

I smirk at his attempt at sarcasm. "Actually, I have a new client later today. It promises to be quite… stimulating." My mind flashes to the possibility of Trisha turning up at the winery, and I can't suppress the grin that spreads across my face.

Ryan narrows his eyes. "You look way too pleased about that."

“I just love being around vineyards, you know that.”

“Yeah, a little more than I would like,” Ryan mutters.

The barb stings, but I don't let it show. I know the history we share is a bitter blend, one that has soured our relationship far beyond what most could stomach. His words are laced with the pain of abandonment, a child left behind for a mother's obsession. I'd like to say it was all about survival back then, escaping a life that would've broken me had I stayed. But excuses are just that—weak attempts at painting over the ugly truth.

My fingers tighten around my coffee mug, the ceramic suddenly too fragile in my grasp. "Ryan," I start, my voice a soft plea for understanding, "I know I wasn't there when you needed me most. I've made choices… choices that have cost both of us dearly."

He shifts uncomfortably in his seat, his eyes finally meeting mine. There's a storm brewing in their depths, one of hurt and accusation. "Choices," he echoes bitterly. "Is that what we're calling them now?"

I nod slowly, my heart heavy with the weight of our shared history. "Yes, choices. And if I could turn back time and make them differently, knowing what it would mean for you… for us… believe me, Ryan, I would."

Ryan's eyes hold mine for a moment longer, a silent battle raging within him. Then he sighs, pushing away his half-eaten breakfast, the greasy sausages suddenly unappealing. "I don't want to start my morning like this, Mom. Can we just… not?"

I can see the fatigue in his posture, the way he rubs at his temples with the tips of his fingers. I take a deep breath and nod. "Of course. Let's change the subject," I say, mustering a tone of casual indifference.

In an attempt to steer the conversation into safer waters, I lean forward slightly. "How's work been treating you lately?" I ask. "Any challenging accounts you're tackling? Tax season must be a beast."

He grunts, a ghost of a smile touching his lips despite himself. "Same old numbers game," he admits with a shrug. "But there are some interesting tax loopholes that we've been exploring for certain clients. It's like detective work sometimes."

I catch the spark of enthusiasm in his voice as he warms up to the topic—something safe, something grounded in routine and numbers, so unlike the emotional minefield we'd been navigating seconds before.

"Detective work?" I raise an eyebrow, intrigued despite myself.

"Definitely," Ryan replies, a little more animated now. "It's all about finding the right angles, making sure everything lines up just so."

I nod, sipping my coffee. It's good to see him like this, lost in the intricacies of his work. It feels normal, and normal is something I crave with him, especially after all the chaos I've put him through.

The bell above the door jingles again, pulling us out of our bubble. I don't want to look, afraid it might be Trisha coming to confront me about last night. But when I finally glance over, it's just an old man with a cane wobbling into the diner.

Ryan leans back in his chair, watching the old man find a seat. He turns back to me, his expression softening. "Anyway, have you finished unpacking at the new house? Settled in?"

I chuckle, picturing the mountain of cardboard boxes that still holds my living room hostage. "Mostly. I found my favorite wine glasses yesterday—only one casualty in the move." My fingers trace the rim of my coffee mug, remembering the sound of shattering glass. "Gave me an excuse to christen the house with a good bottle, at least."

Ryan smirks. "Well, that’s you—always looking for a reason to break out the good stuff."

I shrug, a playful glint in my eye. "Life's too short for bad wine."

Our banter is easy, almost comfortable now, a dance around topics that don't slice open old wounds. He's about to respond when his phone vibrates on the table, the screen lighting up with urgency.

"Hold on," he mutters, swiping it up and scanning the message. I watch as his brows knit together, concern etching lines into his youthful face.

"Work emergency," he says quickly, standing up. "I've gotta go."

I stand too, stifling the pang of disappointment at our truncated time together. "Okay, be safe out there," I manage to say, though what I want is for him to stay, to mend the rift between us with more than just small talk over breakfast.

He nods, a brief flash of that boyish charm crossing his features before he hurries out the door. And then it's just me again, with my thoughts and the ghost of his presence.

∞∞∞

The gate to Golden Harvest Vineyards beckons in the distance, sleek metal artistry that whispers exclusivity. My fingers tighten around the steering wheel as I navigate through, anticipation buzzing under my skin.

Rugged charm unfolds before me—acres of twisted vines stretch out like an ancient dance, rolling hills peppered with patches of wildflowers bucking against the structured lines of grape trellises. A hawk circles lazily overhead, its cry piercing the silent reverence for nature's undisturbed domain.

As I near the tasting room, sophistication replaces rustic imagery. The building is a modern marvel amidst time-honored tradition, glass walls reflecting the cloudless sky and manicured gardens that envelop it. I park and step out, my heels crunching on gravel, a sharp counterpoint to the soft hum of bees amongst lavender bushes.

The air is laced with the promise of fermented magic, and I can't help but let a small smile play on my lips. Here, in this sanctuary of indulgence, I am both queen and conqueror—my reputation precedes me.

I stride towards the entrance, my confidence a palpable force, when the door swings open and reality does a damn sexy pirouette. There stands not Trisha with her bold temptations and impetuous fire, but a vision of masculine allure that's as surprising as it is pleasing to the eye.

He's got that Bradley Cooper thing going on—that rakish smile, those piercing eyes. His suit hugs his frame in all the right places, and I catch myself wondering what lies beneath. It’s not my usual distraction, but damn if he isn't a feast for the senses.

"Katrina Whitmore?" he inquires, his voice smooth like aged whiskey. "I'm James Whitmore."

My eyebrow arches involuntarily; this must be one of the brothers.

"Marketing head," he continues, extending a hand which I accept, noting the firmness of his grip. "Welcome to Golden Harvest."

He ushers me inside with practiced ease, and I step into the cool interior. The atmosphere is tastefully opulent, underscoring the vineyard’s success—and mine if this consultation goes my way.

"So," he begins as we walk through an elegantly appointed hallway lined with local artistry, "I've heard quite a bit about you. Your reputation for turnarounds in the wine industry is almost legendary."

I smile, letting the flattery wash over me like a warm tide. "I do my best to live up to the hype," I say, my voice laced with a hint of playfulness.

James leads me into a spacious tasting room where sunlight spills across an array of bottles and crystal glasses. "Then we're all eager to see what you'll bring to Golden Harvest," he says, sweeping his hand toward a long table set for a private tasting.

But even as we chat about terroir and vintage, my mind can’t help but stray back to Trisha—where is she? When will she make her grand entry? How will she react seeing the woman she ghosted this very morning, standing in her tasting room, being shown around like royalty?

James picks up a bottle, cradling it in his hands like a precious child. “Our branding aligns with the artistry of winemaking,” he shares, eyes shimmering with pride. “Each label tells a story, a journey from earth to glass.”

He looks at me, expecting me to be charmed by his poetic waxing about branding aesthetics. It's comical really, how he's trying to impress me with such a practiced spiel, unaware of my intimate knowledge of not just the wines but also the family behind them.

James continues his spiel, gesturing to an impressive array of bottles each bearing the vineyard's symbol, a golden sunburst cradled by two crescent moons. "Our branding is about the duality of the wine experience—the celestial warmth meets the earthy richness," he tells me with a flourish, completely unaware of how I'm only half-listening, my thoughts dancing between his words and memories of Trisha's touch.

"And this," he says, picking up a bottle with a label more intricate than the rest, "is our pièce de résistance. 'Elysian'. It's as mysterious and complex as its name suggests." His smile is hopeful, like a schoolboy showing off his best project.

I sense that James is trying to do more than just impress me. His eyes linger on me as he shows me around, his smile conveying more than just professional courtesy.

And then it hits me—I am being wooed by another Whitmore in the span of a day. But this Whitmore has no idea he’s preaching to the wrong choir. All my lust is reserved for another Whitmore, one with an hourglass figure and breasts like a Greek goddess.

I take a moment to let the irony sink in, then refocus on the wine before me. "Elysian sounds promising," I reply, allowing my tone to dip into that sultrier register, that space where business meets the edge of flirtation. "Complexity in a bottle can be quite… intoxicating."

James nods eagerly, unaware that he's just a placeholder for the anticipation building inside me. As he rambles on about soil compositions and aging processes, my gaze drifts to the doorway every so often, half-expecting Trisha's silhouette to fill the space with her commanding presence.

The sound of footsteps finally catches my attention, and I turn, my heart rate spiking, but it's not Trisha; it's merely another staff member bringing in additional glasses. Disappointment tightens my chest, but I push it aside.

I realize that the teasing Trisha began last night hasn’t ended. It’s taken a different form. Instead of making me wait to taste her, she’s now making me wait to see her.

Where are you, Trisha?


Chapter Five 

(Trisha)

I slide into my usual seat in the cafetaria, the hum of conversation wrapping around me like a well-worn jacket. Fork in hand, I spear through my garden salad—it's no substitute for the hunger gnawing inside me, but it'll have to do. Eyes flit across familiar faces, some buried in their phones, others animatedly chatting about the usual vineyard gossip.

I can't help but overhear two vineyard workers at the next table, their voices laced with a mix of awe and lust. "Man, have you seen the new consultant?" one says, his eyes wide as saucers. "She's as hot as they come."

His buddy nods appreciatively. "Legs for days." He mimics a curve with his hands. "And an ass that’s just begging to be—"

"Watch it," I interject before he can finish that thought. The interruption earns me a pair of confused looks. I shrug off their surprise with a smug grin. "Tone down the desperation in front of your boss’s daughter at least, boys. Has the consultant arrived already?” I ask.

“Yes,” Joe says, eyeing me nervously, as if he isn’t sure how much he should say after being scolded.

“Is she really hot?” I ask, swallowing a mouthful of green that tastes horrible, but will make sure my six-pack doesn’t disappear before the end of summer.

They exchange a glance, then the one named Joe clears his throat. "Uh, yeah, she's pretty striking. Tall, dark hair… you know, classy."

I fork another bite of salad, disinterested in the greens but very interested in their news. "Well, that's good to hear," I say nonchalantly. "We could use a few more pretty faces around here. Break up the monotony."

I can tell they're itching to get back to their lewd conversation, but I'm not done with them yet. "Did she say anything about her plans for the vineyard?"

Joe shifts in his seat, uncomfortable under my gaze. "Not really. Heard she's meeting with James Whitmore first."

I smile, tapping my fork against the rim of my plate. Another piece of information to file away for when I finally make my entrance. It might be fun to keep her waiting just a little bit longer, let the anticipation build to a delicious crescendo.

As I take another bite of my lackluster salad, my mind wanders back to Katrina's legs—those perfectly toned pillars I had wrapped around me just the night before. My stomach flutters not from hunger but from the memory of her touch.

∞∞∞

The walk from the admin building to the tasting room is always a treat, even when the heat tries to smother me in its embrace. I stride past rows of lush green vines, their leaves rustling whispers of secrets and seductions. Workers dot the landscape, their hands a blur as they tend to their charges with practiced care. I give them a nod here, a wave there, always mindful of the power balance—boss's daughter or not, we're all slaves to the grape.

My sneakers kick up small clouds of dust as I navigate the dirt path, feeling the comforting firmness of well-trodden earth beneath my feet. The sun glints off my navel piercing, a little wink of rebellion against the expanse of toned abs that have been my pride and joy since freshman year.

The glass tasting room looms ahead—modern, sleek, incongruous against the rustic charm of its surroundings.

I pull open the door, already tasting the cool relief of A/C that's about to hit my face. The hum of conversation halts as heads turn, an instinctual reaction to new prey stepping into the lioness's den. But I'm no gazelle; I'm a goddamn panther in this territory.

My eyes skim over familiar faces until they land on the back view of a figure that makes my heart skip a beat—not James, but the new consultant, dressed in a red pencil skirt so tight it's a miracle of engineering. Her silk blouse clings to her back like a second skin, daring anyone to look away. It's a challenge I gladly accept.

Suddenly, I realize the ass looks vaguely familiar. The soft curls of dark hair are something I might have seen before, something I might have clutched while a strap-on kept sliding in and out of me.

My stomach flutters, and my heartbeat pauses momentarily. When the consultant turns her head, I stop dead in my tracks.

Standing next to my brother is Katrina Whitmore—consultant extraordinaire, animal in the sheets, my ex’s mom, and now, my co-worker—all rolled into one scandalous package.

The room spins, and my knees wobble like I'm on the deck of a ship caught in a storm. Sweat beads on my forehead, trickling down despite the artificial chill of the A/C. The stir of air can't cool the fire Katrina's mere presence ignites inside me.

A bead of perspiration trails down my spine, and for a second, I wish it were her fingertips playing that path. But I can't think like that; not here, not with my brother introducing us like we're strangers.

"Trisha, meet Katrina Whitmore," James says, oblivious to the thunderstorm brewing inside me.

I manage a smile that doesn't reach my eyes. "Pleasure to meet you," I lie through gritted teeth, extending a hand that trembles slightly. It's all for show because we've met, oh have we met.

Katrina takes my hand firmly, her grip assertive as she offers a curt nod. "Likewise," she replies, her voice like velvet over steel.

And damn it if that voice doesn't send shivers straight to places that should be off-limits in daylight hours—especially under these circumstances.

Katrina's charcoal eyes scan me, a hint of mischief dancing in their depths. "I hope to tap into your… expertise while I'm here," she says with a tone that's way too loaded for innocent interpretation.

My pulse quickens. I remember the way those eyes watched me, hungry and unrelenting, as I writhed beneath her touch. Her innuendo hits me like a freight train. My mouth goes dry; all the moisture in my body seems to have rerouted directly to my skin.

My brother is chatting away about our latest vintage or some such thing, but his voice fades into the background. I'm hyper-focused on Katrina's lips as they form words I can barely process. The room feels ten degrees hotter all of a sudden.

I'm sweating bullets now, each breath a laborious task. My gaze drops to her mouth again as she talks about "long-term investments" and "maturation processes." That mouth has whispered filthy promises against my skin, and lord help me, I want to hear them again.

But not here. Not now.

The panic starts as a murmur in my chest, a distant drumbeat that grows louder with every second. How do I escape this exquisite torture? How do I stop myself from imagining her pinning me against the nearest wall and having her wicked way with me? I can't, and it terrifies me as much as it thrills me.

My fingers twitch with the memory of her, the sharp bite of her nails digging into my flesh, marking me as hers. I swallow hard, trying to anchor myself in the now, but my body betrays me. It remembers too well the commanding presence of her, draped over me like a cloak of pure sin.

I can feel the heat emanating from her even from this polite distance. The room narrows until all I see is Katrina—her knowing smirk, the predatory grace in her stance. She's a siren, and I'm a drowning sailor.

The air is thick with unspoken secrets and my past transgressions. A bead of sweat slides between my breasts, and I imagine Katrina's tongue tracing the same path, tasting me in that deliberate way she does—like a connoisseur savoring a fine wine.

I'm losing it. The heat, her nearness, the rush of memories; it's all too much.

"Excuse me," I gasp out, snatching my hand back as if her skin burns me. I turn on shaky legs and bolt, pushing past clusters of waiters who fade into a mass of faceless bodies.

I don't get far. The world tilts precariously, and suddenly I'm grasping at air. My last coherent thought is of Katrina's arms—strong enough to catch me, hold me, subdue me.

And then darkness swallows me whole.

∞∞∞

I blink my eyes open, the morning light filtering through my bedroom curtains. I feel groggy, disoriented, like I've been hit by a truck. The last thing I remember is… oh, God. I sit up abruptly, my heart pounding as the memories flood back. Fainting in the vineyard, seeing Katrina, the shock, the realization.

I glance to my right and see Amelia, her face illuminated by the glow of her laptop screen. She's engrossed in some article, her fingers tapping away on the keyboard. I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself. My head feels like it's spinning, and I lay back down, closing my eyes, hoping the nausea will pass.

"Hey, you're awake," Amelia says, her voice soft and concerned. She doesn't look up from her laptop, but I can feel her eyes on me.

"Yeah," I manage to croak out, my throat dry and scratchy.

I can feel Amelia's eyes on me, filled with that mix of concern and amusement she's so good at. She leans back, smirking, and I know what's coming next won't be helpful but will probably be hilarious.

“So, should I keep tailing you around the vineyard now? Or is this gonna be the last time you pull a bitch-ass move and faint because you saw a woman who fucked you last night?”

“Hey… she’s not just a woman who fucked me last night!” I strain myself as I raise my voice, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks.

“Okay,” Amelia raises her hands in defense, “she is a hot woman who fucked you into the mattress like a piledriver. Is that the correct description?”

“You’re leaving out the most important part. That woman and her son have both…” I trail off, unable to complete the sentence, but Amelia finishes it for me with a wicked grin.

“Tasted your insides?”

“Fuck off, Amelia. Why are you even here? Don’t you have a cowboy you can flirt with in your bar?”

“Fucked all of ‘em in town. I need to shift to another town for fresh meat. Talking of meat, what do you think you’ll do about Katrina and her pencil-skirt-wrapped ass now that you’ll be working together crushing grapes and shit?”

“I don’t know, but Katrina needs to know,” I whisper, struggling to prop myself up in bed.

“Needs to know what?”

“That mitochondria is the powerhouse of the cell!” I look at Amelia, totally exasperated. “What do you think?”

“That she shares the same taste in women as her son?” Amelia barely holds back a burst of giggles.

“You’re really getting a kick out of this, aren’t you?” I narrow my eyes at her, my best friend who’s already diving back into her laptop.

“You can’t blame me for loving the drama. It's like watching a sexy soap opera with my best friend as the sultry star,” Amelia chuckles, eyes glued to her screen.

Frustrated, I hurl a pillow at her, but it misses by a ridiculous margin. Lucky for her, I’m too drained to chase her down right now.

∞∞∞

I pull up in front of the Admin building and recognize Katrina’s black Mercedes G class parked next to my father’s BMW.

Great, now I gotta act like I don’t know Katrina in front of Dad. Who is more perceptive than a CIA operative.

I step out of my car, the gravel crunching under my boots. I smooth down my blouse, trying not to think about how Katrina's hands would feel doing the same. My heart hammers in my chest, a relentless echo of my nerves.

The door swings open before I reach it, and there she is. Katrina looks like a dream with her hair slicked back and those piercing eyes fixed on me. She's wearing one of those pencil skirts that should come with a warning label: May cause heart palpitations.

"Trisha, how are you feeling? You look a bit pale. Are you sure you're up for this?" Katrina's voice is laced with concern, her gaze probing.

I force a tight smile, fighting the flutter in my stomach. "I was just out in the sun too long. I don’t like delaying the inevitable."

Dad takes a step towards me, his sharp features softening as he looks at me. "You sure you’re alright, kiddo?" His grey suit, always impeccably tailored, adds to his authoritative aura, making him look every bit the seasoned vineyard owner.

"I’m fine, Dad. Really," I assure him, turning to face them both.

"Well then," Dad claps his hands together, "let me formally introduce you. Trisha, this is Katrina Whitmore. Katrina is here to streamline our operations. She brings a wealth of experience in modernizing vineyards, focusing on everything from sustainable practices to enhancing wine quality through innovative technology."

Katrina nods, her expression serious. "I'm here to make sure we're at the cutting edge, Robert, but I respect the legacy of Golden Harvest. It’s about blending the new with the tradition that has built this vineyard."

I catch a hint of respect in my dad’s eyes as he looks at Katrina. They're like two titans of the industry, and for a moment, I feel like just a kid caught in their professional crossfire. But I shake off the intimidation. I’m not just a bystander in this.

"I’m looking forward to working with you, Katrina," I say, stepping forward. "But I’ll be keeping a close eye. We value our legacy here, and while innovation is key, it shouldn’t wash away the roots that made this place what it is today."

Katrina’s eyes sparkle with amusement. "I wouldn’t expect anything less. It’s important to have someone who holds onto the essence of Golden Harvest. Consider me your partner in this, not just a consultant."

"A partner in crime or in bed, dear Katrina?" I murmur under my breath, too low for anyone but me to hear.

"Trisha here is not only the head winemaker, she is also a general overseer of everything in the vineyard. Along with my two sons, my kids now mostly run the company. I just like to take a backseat and watch my kids take this company forward," Dad says, his eyes twinkling with pride.

"Isn’t it great to see your kids also having the same drive and passion for what you love?" Katrina says smoothly, her gaze flicking to me for just a moment too long. It's that look, the one that says we share a secret that's scorching hot and strictly between the sheets.

"I'm always proud of them," Dad responds, his voice filled with warmth. "Trisha is particularly tenacious. Reminds me of myself when I first started out."

There it is again, the way Dad can inflate my ego and put pressure on me in the same breath. But right now, there's a different kind of pressure building inside me—Katrina's presence stirs something wild within, like fermentation that can't be controlled.

"Tenacity is an excellent quality," Katrina remarks, her voice smooth as silk. "Especially when coupled with skill and… flexibility." She punctuates the words with a subtle arch of her eyebrow—a secret message meant only for me.

“Alright, now that I have done the bare minimum as the laid-back CEO, I will now hand you over to my daughter, who will show you to your office, and perhaps help you get up to speed on the most pressing matters of the vineyard’s operations,” Dad announces with a charming smile, his gaze bouncing playfully between Katrina and me.

“Sure,” I manage, my voice cracking slightly. I cover it up with a smile as broad as Dad’s.

Katrina just keeps staring, her smoldering eyes seeming to undress me right there.

∞∞∞

I can feel her eyes on me, scanning me from head to toe. The click of her heels behind me as I lead her through the labyrinth of the main building syncs with the rhythm of my pulsing heart like a metronome. I turn to steal a quick glance, and she catches me, the corner of her mouth quirked up in that way that always cranks up my temperature a notch.

We pass by the gleaming steel fermentation tanks, their surfaces reflecting our silhouettes. "Here's where we mix tradition with innovation," I explain, gesturing to the equipment.

Katrina merely nods as we continue down the hall and reach a junction where the corridor splits into two V-shaped hallways, leading deeper into the world of the Carmichaels.

“To the right, we have the offices of the senior management, and to the left, the cafeteria, the recreational room, and the lounging hall. You'll also find the stairs to the basement at the end of this hallway, leading down to the wine cellars and storage. Let me take you to your office.”

My voice is curt, and robotic, betraying none of my emotions or nerves.

“How long until we stop playing games and I push you against the wall to continue where we left off?” Katrina whispers, her words wrapped in a velvet seduction that makes my skin tingle.

I almost trip over my own feet, caught off guard. "Katrina, we can't—"

"But we can. And we will. It's just a matter of time," she interrupts, her voice carrying the certainty of gravity. It’s not a promise; it’s a law of nature waiting to be proved.

We reach her office, and I swing the door open with a flourish, trying to regain some semblance of control. "Your new command center," I announce, keeping my back to her as she walks in.

The room is spacious, with large windows that overlook the vineyard. The mountains in the distance are painted with the golden hues of the afternoon light.

She steps close, too close, her breath hot on my neck. "You're cute when you pretend to be professional."

I spin around and our faces are inches apart. I can almost taste the wine on her lips from our last encounter. "This is professional," I retort, but my voice lacks conviction.

"Is that so?" Katrina counters with a smirk. She trails a finger down the lapel of my blouse and my knees weaken. "Because this feels personal."

I catch her wandering hand and hold it between us, our eyes locked in a silent battle of wills. "It's as personal as you want it to be," I whisper, the proximity making my head spin.

"But right now, it's about work. We're here to make this vineyard shine, remember?" I try to put distance between us, but Katrina isn’t having any of it. Her other hand finds its way to the small of my back, pulling me closer until there's no space left for pretenses.

"Work can wait," she murmurs, her lips grazing mine.

My heart races like a prize mare, pounding against the confines of my chest. The heat from her body seeps into mine, setting every nerve ending ablaze. Her grip tightens and I'm melting, succumbing to the gravitational pull of her desire.

I breathe in deep, taking in her scent mixed with the oaky aroma that permeates the room. “Katrina,” I manage, my voice a mix of a plea and a warning.

She leans in further, her eyes darkening with promise. “Yes?” she teases, flirting with the edge of danger.

Every molecule of me yearns to give in, to crash into her like a wave against the cliffside. It would be so easy to let go, to ride this current of wanton passion.

But then I remember who she is—Katrina Whitmore, Ryan Whitmore’s mother. Ryan Whitmore, whom I dated for a year and loved for half of it.

With an effort that feels Herculean, I pry her hand from my back and step back. “No,” I whisper fiercely. “I’m here to work, not play out some steamy scene.”

Katrina’s eyes narrow, confusion clouding her expression. She steps back, crossing her arms. “What’s up? You were all over me last night and then you ghost me. Now you’re acting like a scared rabbit? What's going on?”

I scramble for an excuse, something to deflect the intensity of her gaze. "I… I was overwhelmed, okay? It was just a lot to process."

Katrina raises an eyebrow, clearly unimpressed. “Overwhelmed? Really? That’s the best you’ve got?”

I swallow hard, realizing she’s not buying it. “Did you know I was Robert Carmichael's daughter from the start?”

She pauses, considering her answer. “Not initially. But after we left the shop, yes.”

“You knew, and you still went ahead and hooked up with me?” I say, my voice rising in disbelief.

Katrina laughs, a low, throaty sound that sends shivers down my spine. “Would you have stopped if you knew I was the consultant who would be working with you?”

“Yes,” I lie, trying to muster conviction.

She shakes her head, her gaze piercing. “I don’t buy it. You’re just caught by surprise, and it’s normal. But once the shock wears off, you’ll be back on your knees in front of me.”

Her dominant nature takes hold, her words dripping with confidence. She steps closer, her presence overwhelming.

“No! I won’t be on my knees for you, Ms. Whitmore. In fact, you will be working under me. Professionally. No moves, no seduction, nothing about what happened between us last night!”

Katrina looks like she’s been slapped. Her eyes widen, blinking rapidly, her usual composure faltering as she turns to look out the window towards the rolling hills.

“Is it because you regret sleeping with an older woman? Hmm? Suddenly embarrassed you fucked a woman your mom’s age? Is that it?”

“No, that’s got nothing to do with it, Katrina.”

“Then what is it?”

“I can’t tell you! It’s… too weird.”

Katrina narrows her eyes, clearly trying to piece together a puzzle that doesn’t make sense. “What the hell are you talking about?”

This is it. I can’t keep it in anymore. I just hope the revelation doesn’t give Katrina a heart attack.

“You are Ryan Whitmore’s mother,” I state, my voice trembling. “And I dated Ryan for a year before breaking up with him. I dated your son, Katrina.”

The words hang in the air, heavy and explosive. Katrina stands frozen, one hand gripping the edge of her desk, the other tapping impatiently against her thigh.

“He never mentioned you,” Katrina breathes out, her voice a strained whisper.

“You guys weren’t on speaking terms, right?”

“But even after we started talking again, he just said he dated a girl, but it wasn’t serious.”

“Well, that hurts. But the truth is, it was serious. He had already started planning a wedding before I dumped him.”

Katrina’s face pales, her knuckles white as she clutches the desk. “He… he never told me that. Why didn’t he tell me?”

“Maybe because you weren’t around to ask,” I say, my tone sharper than intended. “He was hurt, Katrina. And now, here we are, tangled in this mess.”

Katrina’s eyes flash with a mix of emotions—guilt, anger, confusion. “I had my reasons, Trisha.”

The vulnerability in Katrina’s eyes melts me, and I take a step towards her. “Look, I don’t know why you left. But I do know Ryan hardly spoke of you when we were dating. All he told me was that you had left to become a winemaker when he was a kid, twenty years ago. And… when I woke up in your bed this morning, I couldn’t help but look at your ID. That’s when I saw your name. I added two and two together and realized what we had done. Now do you understand why I left?”

Katrina silently nods, her gaze dropping. “I came back to this town to mend my relationship with my son. And I’ve gotten off to a horrible start by sleeping with his ex!” She anxiously stares out at the hills once more.

“But he doesn’t know! We can keep it that way,” I say, trying to ease the guilt that Katrina is suddenly feeling.

“Are you two still friends?”

“Sort of. I speak to him every now and then.”

“Great!” Katrina lets out a sigh of relief. “Well, I guess this is it for us then. We can still be friends, right?”

I smile but silently question myself if I have the strength to just be friends with this incredible woman. “Of course. Friends.”

Katrina’s expression softens, but there’s a lingering intensity in her eyes. “Although… I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since last night.”

I feel my heart hammer against my chest, the same heat that pooled in my veins last night rushing over me like a tidal wave. "Katrina," I breathe out, struggling to hold onto my resolve. "We can't."

“I know,” Katrina admits, her voice tinged with defeat.

“I just wonder how my father or any of my brothers didn’t tell me they were hiring my ex’s mother as the consultant,” I say, frustration creeping into my voice.

Katrina shrugs, a slight smirk playing on her lips. “Maybe they thought it wasn’t relevant. Or maybe they didn’t know the full story either.”

“Still, it’s a pretty significant detail to leave out,” I mutter, shaking my head.

“Maybe they were afraid you’d object to me working here,” Katrina suggests. “If they knew about your history with Ryan, they might have thought you wouldn’t want me around.”

I sigh, rubbing my temples. “Yeah, that sounds like them. Always trying to protect me in the most backward ways.”

Katrina steps closer, her eyes softening. “Trisha, I didn’t plan for any of this. But now that we’re here, let’s make the best of it. Professionally, at least.”

I nod, feeling a bit more at ease. “You’re right. We’ll figure it out. But we need some ground rules.”

“Agreed,” Katrina says, folding her arms. “What do you have in mind?”

“Well, for starters, you can’t reference anything that happened last night. No innuendos or remarks that make me remember how…”

“…how we made love all night?” Katrina finishes, a smirk playing on her lips.

“Exactly. You can’t bring up the wine tasting off my body that you helped yourself to, or the nickname I gave to your strap-on. You can’t remind me how I kept begging you to go deeper, or how I had never… opened myself up to anyone like that.”

“Or the way you sat on my face and I had to tap out before I lost consciousness?” Katrina asks, her voice flat and matter-of-fact.

“Yes,” I manage to say amidst labored breathing, as flashes from last night play on a loop in my head.

“You need to stop wearing crop tops that show off your navel piercing,” Katrina adds.

“Sorry, can’t do that.”

“Then you’ll have to allow me to stare sometimes. Also, any time your tits are half-out, I will ogle.”

“Fair enough,” I respond, pulling my t-shirt down to expose more of my cleavage.

“This is going to be hard, little vixen,” Katrina murmurs, eyes glued to my chest.

“I said no nicknames,” I say firmly.

“Or what? Afraid I’ll pull out Stabby?”

“I said… no nicknames. That goes for your strap-on as well. As I said.”

Katrina quirks an eyebrow, a corner of her lip twitching upwards. "Okay, Stabby stays in the drawer unless called upon," she says with a teasing lilt in her voice.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “Alright, then. We’ve established some ground rules. Let’s stick to them and focus on the vineyard.”

The rest of the meeting is a whirlwind of discussions about the vineyard’s major pain points. As we sit across from each other in her new office, the tension is palpable. Katrina starts by identifying some key issues that Golden Harvest is facing: inconsistent fermentation results, unpredictable availability of high-quality grapes, and outdated marketing strategies. She lays out her strategies with the precision of a seasoned consultant, and despite the sexual undercurrent, I can't help but be impressed.

"The fermentation process needs more control," she begins, her voice authoritative. "We need to invest in temperature-regulated stainless steel tanks to ensure consistency. The current system is too reliant on manual monitoring, which increases the risk of variability."

I nod, trying to focus on her words instead of the way her blouse clings to her figure. "That makes sense. We’ve had a few batches that didn’t turn out as expected because of temperature fluctuations."

It’s a miracle how I am able to form coherent words when Katrina’s nipples are outlined against her silk blouse.

Katrina leans forward, her eyes never leaving mine. "Exactly. By automating the temperature control, we can maintain a more consistent environment, leading to a more predictable fermentation process."

I jot down notes, my mind half on the task at hand and half on the memory of last night. The way her hands moved over me, her lips tracing patterns on my skin. I shake my head slightly, trying to clear the thoughts.

But all I can think about are her nipples. The way they tasted last night, and how thick they were, perfect for the storm of licks and nips I showered upon them while getting my pussy stuffed by Katrina’s fingers.

"We also need to address the availability of high-quality grapes," Katrina continues, oblivious to—or perhaps enjoying—the effect she’s having on me. "We should consider contracts with more reliable suppliers and perhaps even expand our own vineyards to ensure a steady supply. The current reliance on a few local sources is too risky."

Her gaze flicks down to my lips as she speaks, and I see the corner of her mouth twitch upward. I swallow hard, forcing myself to stay on topic. "What about the older vines? Some of them are nearing the end of their productive lifespan."

"We'll need to graft new vines onto the existing rootstocks. It's a time-consuming process, but it will rejuvenate the vineyard and ensure we have productive vines for years to come," Katrina says, her tone professional but her eyes still carrying that spark.

Every glance, every movement is charged with an electric tension. Despite our earlier agreement to keep things strictly professional, the air between us is thick with unspoken desire. I can feel her eyes tracing the curve of my neck as I scribble notes, and I know she can sense my gaze lingering on her tits and her nipples that are now pleading to be tasted.

"And the marketing strategy needs a complete overhaul," Katrina says, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that sends shivers down my spine. "We need to embrace digital marketing, create a strong online presence, and engage with a younger demographic. The current methods are outdated and not reaching the potential market."

I nod again, trying to ignore the way my pulse quickens every time her eyes meet mine. "We’ve been relying on traditional methods for too long. Social media, online campaigns… it’s all been neglected."

Katrina smiles, and it feels like a secret shared between us. "Exactly. We need to tell our story in a way that resonates with today’s consumers. And we have such a rich history to draw from."

Her use of the word "story" makes my mind wander to our own unfolding narrative. The sexual tension is almost unbearable. I can feel my body reacting to her proximity, the memories of our night together making it hard to concentrate on the business at hand.
As the meeting goes on, the lines between professional and personal blur further. We talk about potential partnerships with other vineyards, new technologies for wine aging, and even the possibility of hosting more events at Golden Harvest. But through it all, the undercurrent of attraction never wanes.

At one point, Katrina leans back in her chair, stretching in a way that draws my eyes to the curve of her waist. "We should also consider expanding our tasting room. Make it more inviting, more… intimate."

I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "Intimate is good. People want a personal experience."

Katrina’s eyes lock onto mine, and for a moment, it feels like she is talking about more than just the tasting room. "Exactly. It’s all about making connections. Making people feel special."

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest. "We want our customers to leave with unforgettable memories."

"Unforgettable," Katrina echoes, her voice a seductive whisper. "Like last night."

The comment is so unexpected, so direct, that it takes me a moment to find my voice. "Katrina…"

"I know," she says, cutting me off with a smile. "No more innuendos. But it’s hard to resist when the memories are so vivid."

We finish the meeting with a renewed sense of purpose and a list of actionable items. As we stand to leave, Katrina catches my arm, her touch sending a jolt through me. Her grip is firm, and I can feel the heat of her skin seeping through my sleeve, igniting a spark that spreads through my entire body.

“Trisha,” she murmurs, her voice low and sultry, “I am trying very hard, Little Vixen, and if it wasn’t for my son, I would have already had you in my lap right now, your mouth filled with my tits and nipples that you can’t seem to take your eyes off.”


Chapter Six 

(Katrina)

I slam the door behind me, fling my heels across the living room, and slump down on the couch. My head throbs, figures and numbers swirling inside, along with a growing irritation at myself.

How can I be so dumb? So weak?

I lean against the back of the couch while the unopened boxes containing all that I own glare at me, judging me in silence.

But they don’t judge me like the way I judge myself.

Acting like a horny teenager, risking sabotaging my relationship with Ryan for a girl who I’ve just met. What am I thinking?

My eyes flutter open, and I try to reason with myself. I remind myself how I’ve been so good for so many years.

No major relationship to speak of, no falling head over heels, no endless string of one-night stands, well, that's not entirely true. But still, one word that I wouldn’t use to describe my one-night stands over the years would be ‘endless’. Because it’s mostly just been me, my work, and the few trusted bottles of red that have kept me company on lonely nights, along with an occasional woman who I would introduce to ‘Stabby’. I've been impenetrable—a fortress of self-preservation and focus.

I push off the couch and walk over to a mirror hanging above the fireplace. Can't remember the last time I stood here, taking stock of myself. My own reflection stares back at me, confident as ever but with a hint of… what? Longing?

With a scoff, I turn away. Katrina Whitmore does not do longing.

And yet, there's Trisha. That infuriatingly tempting siren who seems hell-bent on cracking every layer of my carefully constructed armor with nothing but her impish smile and insatiable curiosity.

Twenty years.

Twenty bloody years I've been strong. Strong when I packed up a single suitcase and left everything behind. Strong when jobs came and went until I carved out my niche in this cutthroat business. And damn sure strong enough to never let someone get close enough to see the cracks.

But now, one reckless night with Trisha Carmichael has me wondering if there’s more than just endless work and solitude waiting for me when each day ends.

“No,” I whisper to my reflection, shaking my head fiercely. “I can’t afford distractions. I have a son out there who hates me, for whom I have come back to this town. I need to focus on what really matters… building bridges with my son.”

I grab the bottle of Pinot Noir from the counter, pouring myself a generous glass, hoping it will drown out the echoes of Trisha’s laughter from my mind. But wine is no match for desire, and I know it.

The feeling of her soft skin beneath my fingertips, the way she gasped when I took control—it's etched into my brain. It's dangerous. She's dangerous. Because for the first time in years, someone makes me want to be reckless too.

I sink back onto the couch, sipping at the wine as I try to piece together a strategy—not for business, but for keeping Trisha Carmichael at arm's length.

Thinking back, it's not the first time I've felt this pull, this yearning to break all my own rules. There was one other—a memory I've buried under layers of self-control and wine labels.

The girl with cerulean eyes that twinkled like the mischief in Pandora's Box. We met at a vineyard, her laughter more intoxicating than the vintage I was appraising. She was an artist, painting landscapes on canvases as vast as the vineyards stretching before us.

She drew me in like gravity, a force I couldn't see but felt with every fiber of my being. In her studio, amidst the scent of oil paints and turpentine, our bodies collided with a hunger that shocked me—a craving for touch and taste that eclipsed all thoughts of consequence.

She painted streaks of passion on my soul that day, raw and vibrant. But waking up to her serene face, bathed in morning light, something twisted inside me. Guilt clawed at my chest, not for the act itself, but for the sheer joy of it.

How could I allow myself such bliss when there was so much pain I'd wrought? My happiness felt like betrayal—a disservice to the life I'd abandoned and the son who might never forgive me.

I left without a word, ghosting her before it could go any further. Before I could make another mistake that would split me open, leave me bare and exposed, unable to piece myself back together.

But it's different with Trisha. She doesn't paint with brushes; she paints with words, bold strokes that sear her image into my mind. Yet, the guilt remains—a constant companion whispering that pleasure is a price too steep for someone like me to pay.

I place the glass on the coffee table, harder than I intend, and it clinks ominously. A warning bell. Echoes of resolve.

Tomorrow, I tell myself, I’ll face her with walls up and barriers strong. There will be no stolen glances, no lingering touches. Business only.

But as night falls and the quiet of my house envelops me, I can't help but wonder if this is how it begins—the crumbling of defenses one reckless heartbeat at a time.

Damn you, Trisha Carmichael. You've woken a storm within me that I'm not sure I can quell. And deep down… a part of me doesn't want to.

The night stretches on, and sleep eludes me as the battle wages within. Desire versus duty. Longing versus logic.

The wine bottle is empty by midnight, my resolve still hanging by a thread, when my phone lights up with a text from Trisha.

Late-night texts are like forbidden fruit—too tempting to ignore, and I'm Eve reaching for the apple. I grab the phone, feeling a thrill mixed with dread.

'You awake?' the message reads, simple and innocuous, but like a siren's call to a sailor lost at sea.

I type out, 'Yes,' before I can stop myself. It's the truth, after all. I am awake—painfully so.

Trisha: I just spoke to Ryan.

Katrina: What? Why?

Trisha: He texted me first. I told him your mother has joined our vineyard as a consultant. He seemed pretty chill with it, except for the fact that you didn’t tell him.

Katrina: He wasn’t interested in talking about my work the last time we met.

As I am busy texting with my forbidden crush, a text from Ryan pops up on the screen.

Ryan: You are working with my girlfriend?

Why is he still calling her his girlfriend?

Katrina: Hey! Yeah, I didn’t know she was your ex until Trisha pieced it together. Apparently, you haven’t told her much about me.

Ryan: Can you blame me for it? Anyway, I was wondering if you’d like to join me and Trisha for dinner tomorrow? I guessed now that you are working with her, it will be nice for us to meet and hang out.

Why would he want that? This is a recipe for disaster!

I quickly message Trisha, apprising her of the situation.

Katrina: Ryan just asked me to join the two of you for dinner. And he still calls you his girlfriend.

Trisha: Must be out of habit, and yeah, I know. In fact, I suggested he invite you as well.

Katrina: Now why would you do that?!

Trisha: It’s been ages since I’ve met him in person, and I needed emotional support!

Katrina: You want emotional support from the woman you slept with, and whose son you are meeting the next day, who also happens to be your ex?

Trisha: I didn't think it through.

Ryan's message interrupts our conversation.

Ryan: What do you say, Mom?

The term "Mom" sends a flutter of butterflies through my stomach and with a smile on my face, I reply:

Katrina: Sure, son, I'll be there!

Quickly switching tabs, I start typing a message to Trisha.

Katrina: I've told Ryan I'll join you guys. But let me stress again, this wasn't one of your best ideas, Trisha.

Trisha: Ever since I met you, my brain works against me. It makes me do things that can cause havoc in my life 😒

Katrina: I could say the same thing. Today was… really tough.

Trisha: I could stop wearing crop tops if that would make it easier for you 😉

Katrina: It's too late for that. I already know what your body looks like without clothes on, and my imagination is powerful.

Trisha: And so is your thrust 😉

Katrina: It doesn't feel right to be sexting with my son's ex while texting with him at the same time.

Trisha: You call this sexting? Oh, sorry, I keep forgetting you're from the generation that used letters for sexting.

Katrina: Babe, I come from a generation that knows how to treat a woman right. Have you forgotten, or should ‘Stabby’ remind you once more?

There I go again, taking the bait and flirting back, fully aware of the potential consequences.

Trisha: All I remember is you shaking, and trembling and kicking your way to an orgasm as you rode my face.

Katrina: And on that bombshell, I need to hit the sheets. It's been a long day.

Trisha: Come on, Katrina. You and I both know there's no sleep on your agenda after a tease like that.

Katrina: You think you have me all figured out, don't you?

Trisha: Maybe not all, but I know when someone's playing possum.

Katrina: Goodnight, Trisha. We'll continue this tomorrow.

Trisha: Sweet dreams of me, Katrina. Don't let ‘Stabby’ poke too hard.

Katrina: Very funny. Just for that, I'm going to make sure I dream of anything but you.

I hit send and toss the phone aside, determined to stay true to my word. But minutes turn into hours, and my mind is still racing with thoughts of Trisha. Her reckless abandon, the heat of her touch—it's like a drug I can't quit.

I lie there, my mind a battlefield between exhaustion and arousal. The darkness in my room doesn't compare to the images flashing vividly inside my head. Grinding my teeth, I try to shove away the memory of Trisha's body beneath mine, but it clings to me like a second skin.

The way she looked up at me, her eyes glazed with desire, as she dared me to take control—that brazen challenge that always ignites something feral within me. I can almost feel her again: the softness of her skin flushed with excitement, her breath hitching as I hover above her, the tension coiled tight in her muscles.

Suddenly, my imagination is unchained and the scene unfolds mercilessly. I'm back there, straddling her face, and I can feel the hot press of her lips against me. The slick warmth of her tongue draws a path along my folds, teasing rhythms that have me shivering with need. Her hands are on my hips, not to guide or take control, but to surrender—to hold onto something tangible while she drowns in pleasure.

The grip of her fingers tightens as I rock against her mouth, each movement more brutal and frenzied than the last. I can hear her muffled gasps for air mixed with the wet sounds of her indulgence. God, she wants it just as bad as I do, hungry for every taste, every drop.

I clamp my eyes shut, wrestling with the heat that coils deep in my belly. I need to stop this. I need to sleep. Desperation takes hold and I force my thoughts to the mundane—tax returns, grocery lists, anything to wash away the relentless tide of arousal.

But it's useless. Every time I close my eyes, it's Trisha's name that echoes through my mind, her image stamped on the back of my eyelids. I swear I can feel the ghost of her kiss trailing down my neck, her breath warm against my collarbone.

"Get a grip, Katrina," I mutter to myself, my voice a harsh whisper in the dark room. The moonlight slinks through the window, casting a silver glow across the empty sheets beside me. They're cool and crisp—untouched and unyielding.

My fingers itch with temptation, but I resist the urge to touch myself. It won't be her hand on me; it won't be her voice coaxing me over the edge. It would be a betrayal of our volatile chemistry—the fire we stoke within each other that promises annihilation and rebirth all at once.

With a frustrated groan, I roll over and bury my face into the pillow, inhaling deeply. I try to recall scents that have nothing to do with her—lavender, fresh linen, even the sterile tang of office air conditioning. My mind finally begins to relent, and the images of Trisha start to fade into obscurity as exhaustion claims its due.


Chapter Seven 

(Trisha)

James and Matt are already seated at the conference table when I stride into the room. They're both buttoned-up and serious, a stark contrast to the wild mess of fantasies still fresh in my brain. I flash them a grin that's all teeth and trouble.

"Morning, boys," I say, pouring myself a coffee. "Ready to talk shop?"

James looks up from his tablet, his brows furrowing as he adjusts his glasses. "Ready as we'll ever be," he replies. Matt just nods, silent as always but with an intensity that means business.

Katrina sweeps into the room like she owns it, which, I guess now she kind of does.

The air shifts, like a current of electricity, prickling against my skin as Katrina’s gaze locks onto mine. She’s in this tight black pencil skirt that hugs her curves like it's privileged to do so. Paired with a silk blouse, the top buttons undone just enough to tease, she's a vision of control and temptation rolled into one.

I can't help but rake my eyes over her—down the length of her long legs encased in sheer stockings, up to where the fabric stretches over her gorgeous ass. It's an outfit that screams power with a silent whisper of debauchery. A wicked smile tugs at my lips.

"Katrina, looking sharp as ever," I comment, my tone dipping into playful territory.

Her eyes twinkle with amusement and the slightest hint of danger as she replies, "And you, Trisha, always have quite the eye for detail."

James can't help himself; he's always been a charmer, the kind of guy who'd flirt with a lamppost if it struck his fancy. With a lopsided grin that borders on boyish, he leans back in his chair and nods towards Katrina.

"Exceptionally sharp, might I say," he chimes in, his voice smooth as the vintage wine we keep in the cellar. "It’s as if you’ve walked straight out of Vogue and into our humble meeting."

Katrina arches an eyebrow at him, her lips curving slightly. "Flattery will get you everywhere… or was it nowhere? I can never remember," she says, her voice rich with that refined yet risqué edge.

I smirk, leaning back in my own chair and crossing my arms over my chest. "For you, James, I think it's a ticket straight to nowhere."

Matt chuckles, a deep, rumbling sound that fills the room. Even he can't resist the charged banter we're volleying across the table.

Throughout the meeting, James turns on the charm, thick as molasses, trying to impress Katrina. But she’s not biting—dodging his moves like a pro, serving back zingers that leave him a step behind and thoroughly outmatched. Yeah, a part of me feels a twinge of jealousy watching them, but I know Katrina's heart doesn't swing that way. She's as lesbian as they come, so I shove the petty feelings aside.

When the meeting wraps up, Matt chimes in, nudging me to take Katrina on a tour of the vineyard. She lights up at the suggestion—been eager to check out the wine cellars since our too-close-for-comfort chat in her office yesterday. That talk cut deep, swirled around like the wine we craft, leaving no time for tours. But today, we've got all the time in the world, and I’m ready to show her every hidden gem and dusty corner of our world here.

∞∞∞

As we stroll through the vineyard, the post-harvest calm hangs like a gentle sigh over the land. The vines, recently relieved of their fruit, bear a kind of proud, tired elegance. Leaves turning from lush green to rustic hues of amber, gold, and deep red flutter softly in the mild breeze, painting a canvas of autumn right before our eyes.

The workers, less hurried now that the grapes have been picked, prune and tend to the vines with practiced care. Their laughter and chatter fill the air, a relaxed symphony contrasting the usual frantic pace of harvest. I join in with their jokes and tasks, my presence more like a fellow laborer than the vineyard heiress. Katrina watches, amusement flickering in her eyes, as I effortlessly blend into the camaraderie.

The surrounding hills, with their sprawling patches of land, host quaint cottages that appear like snapshots from a bygone era, their vintage charm underscored by the serene end-of-season atmosphere. It’s a perfect day, with the sun casting a golden glow that seems to warm every leaf and blade of grass, enveloping us in the magic of Havenwood’s quieter days.

As we wander past a particularly serene stretch of vineyard, Katrina's curiosity peeks through her professional guise.

"So, Trisha, tell me about the irrigation system here. Is it drip or overhead, and how do you manage it during the dryer seasons?" Katrina asks, her gaze sweeping over the vineyard's expanse.

"We use a drip irrigation system," I reply, pointing to the thin lines running along the base of the vines. "It's more efficient, especially in a climate like ours. We can control the water down to the drop, which is crucial during drought conditions. Plus, it helps prevent disease by keeping the foliage dry."

Katrina nods, clearly impressed. "And what about pest management? What strategies do you employ to keep the vines healthy?"

"We lean heavily on integrated pest management. It’s all about using natural predators and barriers to keep pests in check, rather than relying solely on chemicals. We introduce beneficial insects and use pheromone traps for early detection," I explain, proud of our earth-friendly approach.

"Smart move. And soil health? How do you maintain the fertility of the soil given the constant demand on it?"

"We cover crop in the off-season and rotate them to fix nitrogen back into the soil. It's like giving the land a rest and a meal at the same time.”

Katrina nods before glancing up with a playful smirk. "Impressive! And here I thought I might stump you with the technical stuff."

I chuckle, brushing a loose vine from my path. "Oh, come on, Katrina. You’ll have to try harder than that to trip me up. I was practically raised on grapevines and soil samples."

Katrina’s lips quirk in a half-smile, her eyes alight with a challenge. "Good to know I'm not dealing with an amateur." She pauses by a row of vines and plucks a dried leaf, twirling it between her fingers. "So, how did you first fall for winemaking? What's the story there?"

I chuckle, kicking at the soft earth beneath our feet. The dirt here is like my second skin, and the question has me looking back through years of sun-soaked memories.

"Winemaking?" I start, letting the memories flood in as we walk. "It's in my blood, Katrina. As a kid, I'd trail behind my dad like his shadow, watching, learning. The way the sun hit the vineyard at dawn, the scent of crushed grapes during harvest… It's a sensory overload that just sucks you in. You don't fall for winemaking, it seduces you," I say, my voice tinted with nostalgia.

She smiles, that dominant edge giving way to genuine interest. "And now here you are, ruling over your domain."

I laugh, a playful sound that feels at home among the rustling vines. "A queen in her court," I quip.

My laughter dies down, and I find myself caught in a moment of raw honesty. Katrina's gaze is steady, expectant, waiting for me to peel back another layer.

"But it wasn't always smooth sailing, Katrina. My dad, he was a perfectionist, kind of like you," I say, catching her eye with a teasing glint. "He once gave me the task of pruning the younger vines—said it was time I learned the precision it takes. It's an art, really. You have to know exactly where to cut, how much to strip away, to ensure they thrive." I pause, tracing the line of a vine with my finger. "But I was impulsive even then, more eager to prove myself than to actually listen."

I can still see the rows of vines, leaves strewn about like casualties of my hasty enthusiasm. My dad's disappointed frown when he saw the misshapen plants is etched into my memory.

"I botched it," I admit with a half-hearted smile. "Took too much off some, not enough off others. The balance was all wrong."

Katrina’s eyebrow arches, her interest piqued by my confession.

"I was devastated," I continue. The frustration of that day comes back in waves—the hot sun beating down on me as I tried desperately to fix what couldn't be undone. "I spent hours out here alone, going over each vine, talking to them as if they could understand my apologies." I gesture around us, encompassing the now-thriving vines. "But you learn, right? You learn that with each cut, each decision, you shape the future of the vineyard."

Katrina's eyes soften just a touch as she listens, a hint of her own hidden depths flickering there before she covers it with a smirk. "Well, I must say, your… tutelage seems to have paid off. Havenwood's wines are exceptional," she says, her voice laced with sincerity undercut by her teasing tone.

I beam at the praise, feeling a swell of pride for the land and our wine. "Thank you. That means a lot, especially coming from you."

We reach the edge of the vineyard where the land dips down to reveal the cellars dug into the hillside. The entrance is framed by aged oak doors that open to an underground world of barrels and bottled history.

"Ready for the inner sanctum?" I ask, a playful glint in my eye as I grasp the heavy iron ring and pull one door open.

"The grand tour continues," Katrina replies with an intrigued smile, stepping into the cool shadows of the cellar.

Inside, the air is thick with the scent of wood and wine—a heady aroma that settles on your skin. Our footsteps echo off the stone walls as we navigate through rows of oak barrels. The dim light casts a warm, amber hue over everything, turning the space into a vault of liquid gold. I can feel Katrina's gaze on me, her presence a charged energy at my back as she follows my lead.

Katrina runs her hand along one of the barrels, the graceful arc of her fingers tracing the grain of the wood. "French oak?" she inquires without looking up, and I nod in confirmation.

"The best for our reserve blends," I respond, my voice low to match the hush of the cellar. "It adds that hint of vanilla and spice that lingers on your palate."

She hums appreciatively, and I can't help but watch the way the dim lighting accentuates her silhouette—a blend of strength and sensuality that draws me in. It's maddening and intoxicating.

Katrina tilts her head, studying the layout with a practiced eye. "Temperature control must be precise in here," she ventures, her tone suggesting interest beyond mere curiosity. "What's your system?"

I step over to a digital panel mounted on the wall, its soft glow a beacon in the muted darkness. "State-of-the-art climate control," I say, tapping on the screen that springs to life with graphs and numbers. "Keeps everything at a steady sixty degrees with the perfect level of humidity. The vines might be subject to nature's whims, but down here, we play god."

A smirk plays on Katrina's lips, her eyes reflecting a spark of amusement at my phrasing. "And this god is benevolent or vengeful?"

I laugh, leaning back against a barrel. "Benevolent, mostly," I admit. "Though there was this one time when a power outage nearly turned divine retribution real. We had to scramble to get generators online before any damage was done."

Katrina nods, her lips pursing slightly as she processes that. Then she points to a small device nestled among the racks—a hygrometer, recording humidity levels. "And that's for tracking?"

"Exactly." My eyes flicker to meet hers. "You can't leave anything to chance. The slightest shift could turn a perfect batch into vinegar."

She laughs softly at that, but there's no mockery in it—just recognition of shared dedication, maybe even admiration. Katrina turns back to me, her gaze lingering with an intensity that sets my pulse racing. It's like she's looking right through me, seeing every raw edge, every perfectly curated part of what makes me… me.

She steps closer, the space between us charged with possibility. "I suppose that's the thrill of it, isn't it? Balancing on the edge, knowing that one false move could ruin everything. It takes guts—and precision."

Her voice is a sultry murmur that sends shivers down my spine. I'm vividly aware of her proximity, the warmth of her body mere inches from mine. "You get it," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. "That sweet spot between control and chaos—that's where the magic happens."

Katrina's eyes are on my lips now, and I feel a magnetic pull towards her, an impulse urging me to close the distance. But I hold back, caught in the tension of the moment.

Just then, the lights flicker—a warning tremor. My heartbeat stalls. Every second elongates, stretched taut like the string of a bow. And then darkness swallows us whole. The power outage hits, snatching away the digital panel's glow, leaving us in the belly of the cellar with nothing but pitch black.

"Damn," Katrina mutters, her voice slicing through the sudden silence that claims the space. I can barely make out her silhouette now, a deeper shade of darkness against the void.

The air shifts as she moves closer, and I'm hyper-aware of her scent mingling with the rich aromas of aging wine. Her hand finds mine in the gloom—a lifeline in the blackout. "Looks like your benevolent god just rolled the dice," she quips, a smirk audible in her tone despite the situation.

My laugh is a nervous one, a hint of breathlessness betraying my desire. "Let's hope she's feeling merciful tonight."

I hear Katrina fumbling in her pocket, and moments later, the soft beam of a phone light cuts through the dark. It paints our faces in stark contrasts—her features illuminated like some classical painting of a goddess of old.

I feel Katrina's fingers tighten around mine, the subtle warmth of her touch grounding me in the unsettling darkness. "Backup generators should kick in any minute now," I murmur, trying to sound more confident than I feel.

We stand there in silence, the seconds stretching into what feels like eternity. The usual hum of machinery returning to life remains absent, the weight of the dark pressing in around us. It’s unsettling, this quiet, and it gives way to thoughts I’d rather keep at bay.

"Strange," I finally say, breaking the silence. "This has been happening a lot lately, too many power outages for it just to be a fluke." My voice is low, mingling with the faint echo of our breathing in the cool air of the cellar.

Katrina's brow furrows, visible even in the dim light of her phone. "That doesn’t sound good. Frequent outages could mean someone’s messing with the systems." Her tone is serious, hinting at her swift shift to problem-solving mode.

"Yeah," I agree, a knot forming in my stomach. "And it's always at the worst possible times. Just when we're processing new batches or when the cellars need to be at a certain temp. It’s like someone knows exactly when to hit us where it hurts."

Katrina’s grip on my hand tightens, her protective instincts flaring up. "We need to look into this, Trisha. If someone is deliberately sabotaging the vineyard, it’s not just about financial damage. It’s personal."

I nod, the gravity of the situation settling in. "We should check the external circuit panels when we get out of here. And maybe have a word with Matt and James. See if they’ve noticed anything off during their rounds."

Suddenly, I am hit with a strong memory, and I chuckle softly, the memory warming me from within, even as the darkness tries to assert its chill. "You know, there are candles here somewhere. I used to come down to read by candlelight. Sounds weird, but there was something mysterious and romantic about being surrounded by aging wine and flickering shadows."

Katrina's light flickers across her face, revealing a curious smile. "Really? That does sound… intriguing. What did you read?"

"Mostly old mysteries and some poetry," I confess, the admission making me feel oddly vulnerable. "It made the stories feel more alive, more… intimate, I guess."

With Katrina's phone light guiding us, we move deeper into the cellar. I navigate us toward an old wooden desk that sits against the far wall, its surface dusty but familiar. I pull open the heavy drawer, the sound echoing slightly. "They should be in here," I murmur, my fingers brushing past old wine journals and a few scattered tools.

Finally, I feel the familiar shapes of the candles, their waxy surfaces cool and smooth under my fingertips. Beside them is a small box of matches and an ornate candle holder, its metal tarnished but still elegant. "Got them!" I exclaim, a little triumph in my voice.

I set the holder on the desk, slotting the candles into it while Katrina holds her phone over me, her presence a comforting shadow at my side. I strike a match, and the sharp scent of sulfur cuts through the musty air before the small flame takes hold, casting a warm, golden light around us.

The flickering candlelight softens everything it touches, the rows of barrels stretching into the dim corners of the cellar turning into silhouettes. "There," I say, a soft smile playing on my lips as I look up at Katrina. "Just like old times—except better."

With the candles casting a soft, inviting glow, I spot a couple of old wooden chairs tucked away in a corner under a cobwebbed cloth. I drag them over to the desk, the legs scraping gently against the stone floor, each sound amplified in the quiet cellar. "Here, let's sit," I suggest, pulling a chair out for Katrina before settling into my own.

Katrina thanks me with a nod, her eyes lingering on the flickering light, watching the shadows dance across the rough-hewn surfaces around us. As she settles in, I turn back to the desk, curiosity nudging me to explore its forgotten contents.

I pull open another drawer, deeper than the first, filled with a miscellany of vineyard paraphernalia—old labels, a rusted pair of secateurs, and at the bottom, buried under a stack of vineyard maps, a small, leather-bound book. I pull it out, the leather cracked and worn, a testament to its age and the stories it might hold.

"What’s that?" Katrina asks, her voice a mixture of intrigue and anticipation.

I hesitate, the weight of the leather-bound book heavy in my hands. It's familiar, too familiar—the cover embossed with intricate patterns that I've traced a thousand times before. A sly grin dances across my lips as I flip it open to a random page, the soft whir of paper filling the silent cellar.

The words leap out at me, and I can't help but feel a flush of heat creeping up my neck. Erotic tales, each one more lascivious and titillating than the last. I remember now—this was my secret indulgence, my escape from reality amongst the aging wines.

"Ah, just an old book," I stammer, trying to shove it back into the drawer discreetly. But Katrina is quicker, her hand reaching out and taking it from me. Our fingers brush, sending a jolt of electricity through me.

"What kind of old book?" she asks, her voice low and teasing as she opens it to where I left off.

I can feel her gaze on me, intense and questioning. My mouth goes dry as I watch her scan the page, her brows arching ever so slightly. "Quite the choice for a young girl alone in a wine cellar," she says with a chuckle that rumbles deep in her chest.

My defense mechanisms kick in; I toss my head back, the lock of unruly hair falling across my eyes. "Hey, a girl's gotta have her vices, right?" I counter, my tone playful yet edged with a hint of defiance. "Besides, there's something about the musty scent of old books that just… stirs the senses."

Katrina's laugh is soft, like velvet brushing against my skin. She closes the distance between us by dragging her chair closer to mine, her movements deliberate and predatory. With the book still in hand, she leans in close enough for me to catch the faintest hint of her perfume—a blend of citrus and something more exotic.

She holds the book up, her finger tracing one particularly steamy passage that I seemed to have underlined for when I am in the mood and need a little bit of literary stimulation. "Hmm," Katrina muses, "it appears we share a taste for the… finer things." Her lips curl into a sly smile as she glances back at me. "Why don't you read it out loud? Let's see if your voice can do justice to these… provocative scenes."

I shake my head, a smirk creeping onto my lips despite the flutter in my stomach. "Oh no, you're not getting me to voice these filthy fantasies. Not a chance."

But Katrina simply raises an eyebrow, and damn it, I can feel my resolve slipping. "Afraid your voice will betray how much you enjoy it?" she challenges softly, yet her tone is commanding, the undertone of a dare I can't ignore.

I bite my lip, trying to muster some semblance of resistance. "I don't think this is the time or place for an erotic audiobook session," I say, but it's half-hearted, and we both know it.

She taps the page with her fingernail pointedly. "Trisha Carmichael, are you afraid of a little… performance?"

Her challenge is like red to a bull. My competitive streak flares up, and I find myself snatching the book back from her grasp. My eyes meet hers—a silent agreement passing between us. It's an erotic tug-of-war, and I'm not backing down.

"Fine," I say with feigned exasperation, clearing my throat dramatically before beginning to read the lush descriptions that had once captured my fantasies. My voice quivers at first, but as I delve deeper into the passage, it grows fuller, breathier.

"The queen's chambers were heavy with the musk of incense and lust, her handmaiden kneeling reverently at her feet." Katrina watches me, eyes darkening, and I feel exposed yet empowered under her gaze.

I swallow hard, my voice gaining confidence as I continue. "With delicate hands, the handmaiden unwraps the silk bindings of her queen's corset, revealing the pale expanse of royal flesh that begs for attention." A flush creeps onto my cheeks. Is it the wine cellar's warmth or the rising heat between us?

Katrina leans back in her chair, the ghost of a smile playing on her lips as she observes me. "Her queen sighs, a sound of pure yearning that stirs the maid's desire to please. With reverence reserved for holy altars, she leans forward, pressing her lips to the softness of her queen's breast."

I pause for a breath, my pulse racing with each word that slips past my lips. The narrative crescends into explicit territory and I'm caught in its tide, unable to resist its pull. "The handmaiden worships with her mouth, taking the hardened nipple between her teeth—" The look on Katrina's face stops me dead in my tracks. Her eyes are half-lidded, her lips parted just so, and there's a palpable tension that's thicker than the air heavy with the scent of oak barrels around us. I feel her foot slide up my calf under the table, a gentle yet assertive nudge that sends my heart into overdrive.

"Do go on," she purrs, her voice a husky whisper that vibrates through my core. "I'm quite eager to hear what comes next."

With a shaky breath, I pick up where I left off, each word now punctuated by the stroke of Katrina's feet against my calf.

What a day to wear a short denim skirt, Trisha!

"She—she devours her queen's breast with a hunger that borders on reverence—her tongue swirling, taking—"

I can't finish the sentence. The air between us crackles with the unspoken, the words on the page nothing compared to what's unfolding right here, right now. It's like we're in our own erotic tale, and Katrina's playing the queen to my handmaiden.

Katrina leans in closer, and her voice drops to a whisper that sends shivers down my spine. "And what does the queen do?" Her gaze locks onto mine, steadfast and demanding.

I'm gulping down air, lost in this dance of seduction we're weaving. I whisper back, leaning into her personal space as if drawn by an invisible force. "The queen… she spreads her thighs in silent invitation, her body alight with desire for her faithful servant."

Katrina shifts, her foot slipping higher up my thigh. My breath catches. "And does our diligent handmaiden accept this royal invitation?"

My heart is pounding against my ribs like a frantic drumbeat. With her foot inching closer to where heat is gathering like a storm, I nod slowly. "Oh yes," I breathe out, my voice trembling with the weight of my arousal, "she accepts… eagerly."

The tables have turned; I'm no longer just reading a story—I'm living it. Katrina's touch is deliberate as her heel presses against the sensitive skin just below the hem of my skirt. I stifle a moan, my entire body buzzing with anticipation.

Just as her foot grazes the edge of my panties, a loud click echoes through the cellar. Lights flicker above us, harsh and intrusive. The power's back. The spell shatters.

I rise up and almost topple the chair over.

Katrina rises too, but her movements are controlled, almost regal, as if she's untouchable—even now. Her foot retreats from my thigh like a queen casually withdrawing a favor. Her eyes linger on me for an electric second before she smooths her skirt and adjusts her posture.

We stand there, staring at each other across the table strewn with papers and wine glasses—a battlefield of unspoken desires and half-completed actions.

Katrina's voice breaks the silence first. "Well," she says crisply, her tone cool and tinged with amusement that doesn't quite reach her eyes. "That was quite the reading session, wasn't it?"

I clear my throat, trying to find my voice. "Yeah," I manage to croak out. "Quite something."

We're on the edge, teetering on the brink of something wild and unnamed. It's in the way Katrina tilts her head, in the lingering warmth where her foot once teased—a silent acknowledgment of the line we almost crossed.

“Should get going and investigate that power outage,” I suggest, attempting nonchalance. My suggestion hangs between us like an offering, a lifeline to reel us back from the precipice of desire.

Katrina nods, the professionalism slipping back onto her like a well-worn cloak. "Indeed," she replies with a tight smile. "Duty calls."


Chapter Eight 

(Katrina)

The low din of forks on plates and hushed conversations greets me as I step into the only fine dining restaurant in Havenwood, 'The Last Bastion'.

I spot Trisha sitting at the far end of the room, her eyes scanning the menu while she sits gracefully in her seat, reminding me exactly why I haven’t been able to get this girl off my mind for even a minute since meeting her.

She's a vision, hardly the damsel in distress or the abashed maiden from our little reading session. Trisha's wearing a dress that clings to her like a second skin, the black fabric hugging each curve and sculpting her body in a way that's both elegant and provocative. It’s cut daringly low at the back, revealing the smooth expanse of skin down to where my gaze lingers—a little longer than it should—on the dimples at the base of her spine. The navel piercing I know she has is hidden, but the knowledge of its existence is like a whispered secret between us.

I take a deep breath and start walking. A tumultuous sea of anxiety churns in the pit of my stomach, and my mind races, conjuring every awkward scenario that could unfold at this dinner with Trisha and Ryan.

As I near the table, Trisha catches sight of me and offers a tentative smile. It's genuinely endearing, and despite my inner turmoil, I find myself smiling back reflexively. Standing tall, I pull out the chair opposite her and sit, my posture a testament to the confidence I've honed over the years.

"Evening, Trisha," I say, maintaining eye contact. A spark—an ember from our last encounter—still glimmers in her eyes, refusing to be extinguished.

She tucks a stray strand of hair behind her ear, a charming gesture that stirs the warmth within me further. "Katrina," she breathes, her voice a rich tapestry of emotions. "You look… stunning."

Her gaze sweeps over me, appreciating every detail of my tailored suit. I feel a warm flush spread up my neck under her intense scrutiny.

"Thank you," I manage to reply, my tone measured. "You’re quite the vision yourself."

Trisha chuckles softly, sliding the menu across the table. "I just hope Ryan doesn’t realize we’re a tad overdressed for what was supposed to be a casual dinner."

"Trisha, do you honestly think there’s a world where your ex, my son, would suspect us? We could flirt outrageously throughout dinner and the idea would still never cross his mind."

Her laughter fades into a nervous sigh. "And that's exactly why him eventually finding out would be a nuclear disaster," she replies with a hint of dread.

"He won't find out anything because there's nothing to find out now. We've been good girls, haven't we?" I cross my legs and scan the overpriced menu.

"Really? I don't think your behavior in the wine cellar was good. It was bad. It was… naughty," Trisha emphasizes the last word.

"My behavior? You're not really putting all the blame on me, are you?" I drop the menu onto the table and narrow my eyes at her.

"I most definitely am! You were the one who demanded an erotic reading session by candlelight."

"Yeah, but who asks you to start breathing heavily, moaning, imagining yourself in those scenarios?"

Trisha shrugs. "What else do you expect? I'm a sucker for well-written erotica."

"Oh, so it was just the erotica then?"

"Yup. Just the erotica."

"And not the woman sitting in front of you? Or her foot… sliding up and almost reaching that area where something wet and damp was waiting for it?"

“No,” Trisha says, but her lips can’t help but curve into a delicate smile.

“So has my magic worn off?” I lean forward, and Trisha leans back, crossing her arms in front of her chest.

“Would it make you sad if I said that it has?”

“No, because I would know it’s a lie.”

“What makes you so confident?”

“The way you begged me that night, to fuck you senseless… that’s what makes me so confident.”

“But that was just… one night, Kat.” Trisha arches an eyebrow.

“But the aftereffects still linger, Little Vixen.”

“I thought we said no nicknames?” Trisha brushes a loose strand of hair out of her eyes.

“Then why did you call me Kat?”

Trisha laughs, “You would rather I call you… Pussy-Kat?”

My heart nearly stops hammering away in my chest when Trisha leans forward and slowly enunciates the word ‘Pussy’ through her juicy, lipstick-smeared lips.

I play it cool, a smirk tugging at the corner of my lips. "Meow," I retort, my voice laced with a hint of playfulness I rarely allow myself to show. "Only if you promise not to scratch."

Her eyes light up with mischief, and there's a challenge in them that sends a shiver down my spine.

Suddenly, the air between us crackles with that familiar tension again. We're like magnets, pushing and pulling at each other's resolve with our little game of cat and mouse.

As I savor the escalating flirtation, the tension between us thickening like the evening fog, the moment shatters abruptly. The clinking of silverware and the sudden pull of the chair draw our attention away from our private world. Ryan arrives, his presence like a cold splash of reality, dispelling the charged atmosphere with routine civility.

"Sorry I'm late," he says, glancing between us with a puzzled expression as he senses the lingering energy, “was stuck with a client who wouldn’t stop asking questions about a tax issue. Did I miss something?"

Trisha, ever the quick thinker, flashes a radiant smile and swiftly changes the topic. "It's fine, Ryan. We were just discussing the new marketing strategies for the vineyard."

Inwardly, I steady myself for the evening ahead, knowing that every glance, every word, now carries the weight of potential consequences. Yet, the thrill of the forbidden only adds a sharper edge to my interest in Trisha, making it all the more difficult to simply be… professional.

Ryan, dabbing his mouth with a napkin, shifts the conversation towards me, his interest more polite than genuine. "So, Mom, how's it working with the Carmichaels? They're quite the family business, aren't they?"

I nod. "Absolutely, they are remarkable. Robert is a visionary—genuinely understands the vines and the land. And his sons," I pause, choosing my words carefully, "James and Matt are both passionate about their roles. James has an excellent grip on the market dynamics, and Matt's dedication to the vineyard management is commendable."

Finally, I turn to Trisha, who is watching me with cautious curiosity. "And Trisha here, she's truly a talent in winemaking. Her innovative ideas and dedication are pushing Golden Harvest to new heights."

Ryan’s expression softens, and he turns to Trisha, a hint of pride breaking through his usual reserve. "Yes, she is. I’ve always known she had a knack for this, despite our… disagreements." He chuckles lightly, trying to ease the tension.

Trisha, however, looks slightly taken aback. "Really, Ryan? Because I remember a time when you thought I should be doing something else—anything else but the family business."

Ryan’s smile falters, and he leans back, looking for the right words. "Well, yes, I might have said that, but seeing you now, how you’ve grown into this role… I was wrong."

“It sure took you a long time to say that,” Trisha says as the waiter shows up, and I thank him silently for the distraction.

"I'll have the seared scallops with the lemon beurre blanc," I announce with practiced ease, closing the menu and setting it aside. The server nods, jotting down my order before turning expectantly toward Ryan.

Ryan briefly glances at Trisha before speaking. "She'll have the grilled salmon—"

"Excuse me?" Trisha cuts in sharply, her voice laced with irritation. "I'll speak for myself, thank you."

Her gaze, now blazing with a fierce independence, shifts to the waiter. "I'll have the steak, medium-rare, with a side of garlic mashed potatoes. And a shot of vodka martini, keep them coming.”

“Make that three vodka martinis,” I chime in, throwing a glance toward Ryan, inviting his concurrence.

Ryan raises an eyebrow, signaling his surprise but not objecting. He nods to the waiter, "Three vodka martinis, and I’ll take the herb-crusted rack of lamb, thank you."

The waiter nods and departs, leaving the three of us in an awkward silence that's cut with a knife so easily, it’d slide through butter. Ryan turns his attention back to Trisha, trying to mend fences. “You always order the grilled salmon here. I thought you’d like the fact that I remembered your favorite dish.”

Trisha leans back into her chair, the soft light from the chandelier sprinkling over her like silent applause for the performance she's about to give. She crosses her toned legs, a spark igniting in her almond eyes.

"Tastes evolve, Ryan," Trisha says, leaning back against her chair, all poise and confidence. "Just like people do. I’m not the same girl who liked to play it safe with salmon." Her eyes flicker to me for a fraction of a second, igniting a spark that sizzles through the air between us.

“What does that mean?” Ryan asks, a slight hint of annoyance edging into his voice. “Should I be prepared for tattoos all over your body next?”

Trisha looks at Ryan as if he has lost his mind. “You shouldn’t be prepared for anything, because we aren’t dating anymore, remember?”

“Yeah, I remember,” Ryan mutters, his voice dropping as he looks away. I feel a pang of sympathy for him. Clearly, he's trying to win back Trisha, a fact that severely feeds the guilt gnawing at me for lusting after his ex.

Seeking to diffuse the tension and steer the conversation to neutral ground, I interject with a light-hearted comment, "Well, speaking of changes, how’s the bigger house treating you, Ryan? Does it feel good to have the extra space, or do you feel a bit lonely staying there all by yourself?"

“I like the space,” Ryan says. “I've worked hard for it. I've slept on friends’ couches, stayed in cramped rooms with two other guys, and even in rat-infested studios, among other places. It feels great to finally have the extra room. Plus, now that I have the big house, I can also start thinking about settling down.”

Settling down? Is that why he’s trying to win back Trisha?

"But you are still young, Ryan. What about playing the field some more?” I ask.

“I don’t really find any satisfaction in that. I dream of living a family life more than having one-night stands. Maybe because… I wasn’t really afforded a family life when I was young,” Ryan says, staring down at his feet but directing his words at me.

The sudden taunt leaves me momentarily speechless, grappling for the appropriate response. Before I can gather my thoughts, Trisha steps in to defend me, her voice firm and assured, “We looked into the matter of the power outages, and it seems like someone has been tampering with the external power generators. That’s why we were left stranded in the dark for so long.”

Grateful for her intervention, I catch Trisha's eye, recognizing the deliberate effort to shield me from the awkward moment. Her quick thinking not only shifts the focus but also deepens my appreciation for her acumen.

Intrigued and concerned, I lean forward, eager to understand more about the situation at the vineyard. "That sounds quite serious. How did you find out about the tampering? What exactly was done to the generators?"

Trisha nods, clearly prepared to explain the technical aspects. "Well, initially, we thought it was just a typical failure or maintenance issue. But when the technicians checked the generators, they found signs of deliberate sabotage. For example, the fuel lines had been cut, and there were signs that the wiring had been tampered with to cause short circuits."

Ryan, also drawn into the conversation, furrows his brow. "Isn't that dangerous? Couldn’t that cause a fire?"

"Exactly," Trisha continues, "It’s not only reckless, it’s criminal. We’re working with local authorities now. They believe the saboteur may have used a basic method like introducing a foreign substance into the fuel mix, which is something easily overlooked but can significantly disrupt the generator's operation."

Curious about the broader implications, I ask, "How are you handling the security now? Are you upgrading the systems to prevent this in the future?"

Trisha nods again. "We've installed surveillance cameras around the external generators and are considering advanced locking mechanisms. We're also scheduling more frequent inspections and have alerted the staff to be vigilant about any unfamiliar activity around those areas."

My interest peaks as the discussion unfolds, driven by my professional focus on operational security. "Where exactly are these power generators located?" I inquire, keen to grasp the full extent of the security breach.

Trisha uses her hands to sketch an invisible map on the table. "They're positioned somewhat remotely, near the northern edge of the vineyard, close to where our land borders Thornfield Vineyards."

"How could someone access them without being noticed?" I press on, emphasizing the critical nature of the security lapse.

"That area isn't heavily trafficked or well-lit," Trisha explains, "It seems they took advantage of its isolation. We're now considering adding more lights and possibly even motion sensors."

I nod, absorbing this, then ask about the broader security measures. "How robust is your overall security setup? Do you conduct regular patrols, or do you rely mostly on technological surveillance?"

"We've relied mainly on surveillance cameras and occasional checks by the night staff," she admits, "but given these incidents, we're rethinking our strategy to include more regular patrols, especially at night."

As the conversation begins to taper, Trisha leans forward, lowering her voice as though imparting a secret. "Honestly, I suspect Victor might be involved. His vineyard, Thornfield, borders ours, making it easy for one of his workers to slip onto our grounds. There's been a history of… let’s just say competitive tension, and I wouldn’t put it past him to escalate things."

As Trisha voices her suspicions, I see Ryan's expression shift, a flicker of concern washing over him. He leans in, eager to offer assistance. "My boss is good friends with the sheriff. I could ask him to—"

Trisha quickly cuts him off. "No need, Ryan. Dad's already on it. He and the sheriff have been friends for years." Her reassurance seems to settle Ryan, though I sense his frustration at being sidelined.

Just then, the waiter arrives, skillfully balancing a tray of drinks which he distributes among us. The clink of glass against the wooden table gives me an idea. I pick up my martini, the cold glass feeling solid and reassuring in my hand. "To Golden Harvest Vineyards," I begin, my voice carrying a warmth I hope will smooth over any lingering tension, "and to Ryan's new house—may it become a home full of warmth and laughter."

Ryan, catching the cue, lifts his own glass, his earlier mockery softened into something that might be a genuine smile. "And to my mom coming back into my life," he adds, his tone teetering on the edge of jest and sincerity.

I can't help but appreciate his words, even delivered with a hint of sarcasm. It’s a step, however small, towards mending fences. "To family and new beginnings," I conclude, feeling a mix of hope and caution stir within me as our glasses meet in a gentle clink, the clear sound echoing slightly in the quiet ambiance of the restaurant.

The toast marks a moment of fragile camaraderie, binding us together with the prospects of futures both shared and individual. As we sip our drinks, I find myself contemplating the complexities of our intertwined lives, wondering how much of our current peace is merely the calm before another storm.

From the corner of the room, a tall, well-built man with a casual swagger approaches. His eyes light up as he spots Trisha, and a mischievous smile plays across his lips.

"Trisha! Long time, no see," he exclaims, standing beside our table with an ease that suggests a familiarity not just with Trisha but with the space he occupies.

Trisha's reaction is immediate and bright, her face lighting up in a way that hadn't been evident earlier in the evening. "Luke! Wow, it's been a minute, hasn't it?" She stands to greet him, their hug lingering just a second too long for casual friends.

Luke's eyes are twinkling as he pulls back, his gaze boldly traveling over Trisha's form. "Definitely too long. You look amazing, as always." His voice is warm, carrying an undertone of flirtation that doesn't go unnoticed.

I glance at Ryan, whose face has tightened, the muscles in his jaw clenching subtly as he observes the exchange. Trisha, perhaps aware of the effect her interaction is having, seems to lean into it more.

"So, Luke, what brings you here?" Trisha asks, her tone light and playful.

"Just in town for business, but I couldn’t resist stopping by my favorite spot. Imagine running into you here," Luke replies, his hand gently touching her arm. "We should catch up while I’m around. Dinner, maybe?"

The suggestion hangs in the air, charged with implications. Trisha laughs, a sound that seems a bit too high-pitched, perhaps for the benefit of an audience. "That sounds like fun. I’d love to."

What’s she trying to do here? Make Ryan jealous… or me?

The man leaves after another unusually long hug, and when Trisha sits back down, I raise an eyebrow at her while the little vixen just smiles and proceeds to down her drink.

My eyes dart to Ryan, whose discomfort is palpable.

He clears his throat, his voice carrying a sharp edge as he intervenes. "How soon after we broke up did you start seeing other people, Trisha? Was this guy on the list?"

The question is like a slap, sudden and loud in the quiet tension of our table. Trisha's smile falters, her eyes flashing with a mix of embarrassment and anger. "Ryan, that’s really none of your business."

But Ryan isn't appeased. His eyes are narrowed, his voice rising slightly as he addresses Trisha again. "It seems like you moved on pretty quickly. Makes me wonder if it was all so easy for you."

“Ryan, you need to calm down,” I say in a measured tone.

“And you need to stay out of my business, like you’ve been doing my entire life!”

Ryan’s outburst slices through the air like a whip crack, the words heavy with accusation and years of repressed emotion.

I lean in, my voice steady but firm. “Listen, Ryan, we're all adults here. Let's not ruin the evening over past relationships.”

Trisha nods, her face set in determination as she addresses Ryan with a calmness that contradicts the fire in her eyes. “Exactly. Our relationship ended an year ago. What I do now is my business.” Her voice holds an edge, sharp enough to make it clear she won’t tolerate any more probing into her personal life.

Ryan's hand trembles as he reaches for his glass, and the ice clinks like a warning bell. He downs the amber liquid in one swift gulp, his throat working against the burn. Silence wraps around our table, a shroud dampening the earlier mirth.

"I'm sorry, Trisha," he finally murmurs, his words barely above a whisper, and it's like watching a storm retreat behind his eyes. He doesn't apologize to me, but I hadn't expected him to. That's just Ryan—abrasive when cornered and selective with his remorse.

He runs a hand through his hair, exhaling deeply. "Work's been crushing me lately," he admits, and there's a hint of vulnerability in his admission that surprises me. "Pressure's piled on from every direction."

We look at him—me with a raised eyebrow, Trisha with a softened expression—and the moment feels like the dropping of weapons after an unnecessary battle.

Ryan’s admission cuts through the tension, leaving a raw, palpable silence in its wake. As he looks down, avoiding our eyes, I can’t help but reflect on his struggles—struggles that, in part, I have caused. I watch him closely, my heart twisting in my chest. It's clear that his earlier outburst wasn't just about jealousy or possession; it was a cry of someone drowning under the weight of his own unresolved past.

Sitting here, observing the way he tries to compose himself, the way he seeks some kind of forgiveness without knowing how to ask for it, I realize the depth of his vulnerability. Ryan has always had a complex relationship with the women in his life, perhaps because, for a long time, his mother wasn’t one of them. The abandonment he felt when I left to pursue my career—an abandonment not intended as neglect but perceived as such—has left scars that clearly still ache.

Trisha, during the years they were together, might have been more than just a girlfriend; she was a semblance of stability, a female presence he desperately clung to in the absence of a mother. Now, watching him reel from her detachment, it's evident how deeply his fears of being left behind are ingrained.

The realization that I have missed out on guiding him through life’s intricate dances, of not being there to help him navigate his emotions, weighs heavily on my spirit. As he struggles now, caught in the tumult of his emotions, I see the boy who once looked up at me, needing reassurance that he was loved, that he was enough.

I resolve then and there, as I watch him wrestle with his vulnerabilities, that I will do more than just be present. I will actively work to mend the fragmented pieces of our relationship. I need to address the wounds of the past, to help heal the breaches that time alone cannot repair. It is my responsibility, one I've shirked for too long, to help him secure the emotional fortitude that comes not just from a resolved past but from the supportive presence of a mother.

As Ryan glances up, meeting my gaze for a fleeting second, I offer him a small, reassuring smile. It's a promise, a silent vow, that from this day forward, I will strive to be the mother he needs, the one I failed to be when he needed me most.

As the dinner progresses, the atmosphere at our table gradually shifts. The earlier tension dissipates, like fog lifting under the warmth of a rising sun. We find ourselves delving into lighter, more neutral topics—discussing everything from popular new TV series to recent local events. Laughter, hesitant at first, begins to bubble up more frequently, easing the stiffness that had settled between us.

By the time our main courses are cleared and dessert menus are offered, there's a natural camaraderie that wasn't present at the beginning of the evening. Ryan, who had been somewhat tense, now leans back in his chair, relaxed, his earlier frustrations seemingly forgotten.

As we're contemplating coffee and dessert, Trisha’s phone vibrates loudly on the table. She excuses herself and picks up the call. “Hey James, what’s up?” she speaks into the phone with a smile. Listening intently, her eyes light up. "Oh, that sounds like a blast! Yeah, count me in."

She hangs up and turns back to us, her enthusiasm infectious. "James and Amelia are over at The Grape Escape. They’re heading to that new haunted house experience later. Sounds like fun, doesn’t it? You guys should come!"

Ryan chuckles, shaking his head. "You know haunted houses aren’t my thing, Trish. But you go and have fun." He turns his gaze to me, his expression teasing. "Mom, you should definitely go. When was the last time you just let loose? You need a good night out."

"Come on, it’ll be fun. Plus, you’ll be in good company," Trisha adds, the martinis slurring her words.

A ghost of a smile tugs at my lips, but inside? My stomach does backflips. Mixing with a tipsy Trisha sounds like straddling a live wire—thrilling and potentially perilous. But the martinis in me? They're convincing advocates, whispering adventurous thoughts, painting vivid pictures of the night that could unfold.

"Katrina," she says, and that one word has my name sounding like an illicit promise on her lips. Her gaze locks with mine, something like challenge shimmering in those deep brown pools. "What do you say?"

"Why not?" I finally answer, my voice betraying none of the apprehension that flutters inside. "It's been ages since I've had a good scare. Could be… invigorating."

Trisha beams at me, her eyes alight with something more than just excitement over a haunted house. "I knew you'd be up for it," she says, her grin wicked. She signals our waiter for the check, tossing her napkin onto the table with a carefree flourish.


Chapter Nine 

(Trisha)

In the bustling ladies' room of The Grape Escape, the air hums with the clink of makeup cases and the murmur of Friday night confidences. Amelia and I stand side by side in front of the foggy mirror, dabbing on lipstick and smoothing down flyaways—a pair of warriors touching up our armor.

"So, how did you and Katrina end up coming here together?" Amelia asks, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection as she applies a glossy red to her lips.

I twist the cap back on my own lipstick, a deep burgundy that promises trouble. "We came in Katrina’s car. Left mine back at the restaurant. I’ll pick it up tomorrow." The memory of the drive here, with the windows down and the cool night air playing with strands of my hair, brings a spontaneous smile to my face.

"And how was the drive? Did you guys talk about the dinner with Ryan?" Amelia quirks an eyebrow, her tone teasing, knowing full well the evening had its share of fireworks.

I shake my head, laughing softly. "No way, I didn’t want to ruin the vibe. All I wanted was to enjoy the night air on my face while Katrina drove. It was perfect, just the escape I needed."

Amelia turns to me fully now, leaning back against the counter. "Hmm, and what about what you and Katrina decided? You know, about just being friends?"

I let out a loud laugh, one that turns a few heads in our direction. "That was sober Trisha talking," I confess, winking at her through the mirror. "Right now, I’m five martinis down, and let me tell you, I want to be anything but friends with Katrina."

“And how do you plan on being anything but friends with Katrina in front of your brother and a bar where most people know who you are?”

“Here’s where being into another woman has its advantages. I can dance with her, as close as I want, even kiss her on her cheek, embrace her tightly until her gorgeous tits are pressed against mine, and all people would think is ‘this girl’s just a little tipsy’. No one cares when two women are PDAing all over the dance floor.”

Amelia squints her eyes, and pushes herself off the counter. “But why do you think Katrina will be willing to indulge herself in these petty antics. She looks like a woman who would rather just fuck than play all these games.”

I turn to face Amelia, and reciprocate her squinty expressions, “You may be onto something, bff. What if she acts all ‘high and mighty’ because she’s known to do that from time to time?”

“As if you are not.” Amelia rolls her eyes, and I ignore her.

“What do I do that makes her want to break our pact as much as I want to?”

Amelia's question hangs in the air for a split second before it's swallowed by a crescendo of moans spilling from the farthest stall, unmistakable in its rhythm and fervor. We exchange a quick, knowing glance and stifle our giggles behind manicured hands, the warmth of shared amusement bringing a flush to our cheeks.

"Damn," I breathe out. "Havenwood's really stepping it up, huh?" The thin walls do nothing to muffle the symphony of passion; it's raw and unashamed, erotic energy that makes my own skin prickle with anticipation.

The moans crescendo and then fall away as hastily as they began, followed by the unmistakable sound of a lock clicking and a stall door swinging open. Two flushed faces emerge, one of them desperately trying to smooth out her disheveled hair.

"Get it, girls," Amelia calls out, clapping lightly as they pass, and the couple throws us cheeky grins before sashaying out of the restroom together.

“That’s what I want, babe,” I groan in desperation, “that’s my goal for tonight. To exit a little bathroom stall with Katrina behind me and smelling like her perfume.”

“You asked me not to let you do that!” Amelia says, her hands on her hips and a frown of determination on her face.

“Oh, I don’t need your permission. Trisha Carmichael does what she wants. And tonight, she wants to do Katrina Whitmore,” I announce with a flourish, and invite a few stares.

Amelia shakes her head, a mix of exasperation and humor dancing in her eyes. "You're incorrigible, you know that?" Her lips curve into a smirk as she gives me a light shove towards the door. "Go on then, sweep your lady off her feet. Just remember to keep it classy, tiger."

I flash her my best predatory smile, a promise of untamed desires lurking beneath the surface. "Classy is my middle name," I say, though we both know it's a bald-faced lie.

Striding out of the bathroom, I catch sight of Katrina hovering by the bar, her silhouette an elegant contrast against the dim lights and the row of shimmering bottles. The way she commands space without even trying sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine.

My heels click against the floor in a steady rhythm, a beat coaxing me closer to Katrina's magnetic pull. But then, there's an interruption—a visual static that has my steps faltering. It's James, my brother, leaning way too close into Katrina's personal space. His hand gestures animated and face lit up with that stupid boyish charm he thinks works on every woman.

I can't help but roll my eyes, catching Amelia's gaze as I nudge her. "Look at that idiot, trying to woo a goddess."

Amelia nods, sipping her drink. "This time it looks like she's buying what he's selling though," she says, a playful taunt in her tone.

"What?" My brows knit together. "No way is Katrina falling for his 'charms.'" But I can't ignore how Katrina tilts her head at something James says, how her lips curve in amusement.

Amelia leans towards me conspiratorially. "You sure she swings only one way, Trish?" Her words are like a dare, pushing me out of my comfort zone.

"Positive," I reply, my confidence a mask that I'm not ready to drop. "She's just playing nice because he's my brother." But deep down, a knot of unease forms in my stomach. I need to intercept before James becomes more than background noise.

"Amelia, I've got an idea. How about we give her a little show?" The words spill out before I can censor them, and I'm already picturing the look on Katrina's face.

Amelia raises an eyebrow, intrigue flickering across her features. "A show? As in…?"

"As in, you and me getting cozy. Right in her line of sight." I can feel the devilish grin stretching across my face.

Amelia hesitates for a heartbeat, then a devilish glint appears in her eyes. "That could work. Make her jealous?"

"Exactly," I purr, feeling the rush of the gamble already flowing through my veins like adrenaline.

Amelia hesitates, biting her lip in thought before nodding slowly. "Fine, but you owe me one. And it better be a box of 'Elysian' I get out of this."

“You have my word," I assure her as I grab her hand and pull her towards me. My hands find her waist, and I pull her close enough to feel the heat radiating from her body.

She gasps slightly at the sudden proximity but plays along, wrapping her arms around my neck as we sway to a silent rhythm only we can hear.

"This is odd, Trish," she murmurs, a tinge of hesitance lacing her voice.

I chuckle, low and sultry, feeling her body react to the sound. "Afraid you'll like it too much?" I tease.

Her laughter is soft and melodic. "Questioning my sexuality already?"

“Not questioning—just tempting." I lean in, my words a velvet caress. My eyes lock onto Katrina’s from across the room, ensuring she's watching this intimate dance unfold.

"Katrina looks intrigued," I whisper into the warm space between us, eyes never leaving the statuesque figure that's now watching us with a predatory interest.

"Good," Amelia says with a newfound confidence that vibrates through me. "Let's really give her something to look at then."

And we do.

My hands roam Amelia's back, tracing the lines of her dress as our bodies press closer, an illusion of desire painting a picture too compelling to ignore. Her breath is warm against my cheek, and for a moment, I let myself forget the performance.

Amelia's scent is intoxicating, a mix of wildflowers and something uniquely her. My heart hammers in my chest as memories of drunken nights flash through my mind. Times when I lay beside her, imagining what it would be like to roll on top of her, to feel her lips against mine. But it's always been just a fantasy—Amelia's straight as an arrow, and I've never wanted to risk our friendship over a silly drunken night.

As we move together, I let myself enjoy the closeness, the way our bodies fit perfectly. It's not Katrina's commanding presence or the way she effortlessly takes control, but there’s a sweetness in Amelia's uncertainty that tugs at the corners of my desire.

But then there's Katrina, standing just a breath away from our little spectacle, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrors my own.

"Am I interrupting?" Her voice is like silk and smoke, wrapping around us with an authority that can't be questioned.

Amelia and I halt, our bodies still pressed together but now completely attuned to the new force that's entered our orbit. I turn to face Katrina, my lips curling up in a playful smile. "Not at all. Just teaching Amelia some moves."

Katrina's eyes bore into mine, and she leans in, close enough that I can feel the heat emanating from her body. Her gaze is a challenge, a silent call to the game we both want to play. "Looks like I could teach you both a thing or two," she retorts with an edge of dominance that sends shivers down my spine.

Amelia steps back then, sensing the shift in gravity between Katrina and me. "I'll leave you two to it," she says, her voice light but edged with curiosity.

Katrina watches her leave before turning her full attention back to me. "You were quite the performer," she observes, her tone dripping with that seductive blend of praise and provocation.

I lean closer, emboldened by desire and the electric tension crackling between us. "Only trying to catch your eye," I confess, my words heavy with implication.

Her hand comes up to trace the curve of my jawline, her touch firm and possessive. "You don't need cheap tricks for that," Katrina whispers, her breath teasing my skin.

My heart races as she draws me closer until there's no space left between us. Her other hand finds its way to my navel piercing, playing with the delicate jewelry in a way that makes my entire body hum with anticipation. "Cheap tricks aren't really my style," I reply, my voice husky.

Katrina's laugh is like dark chocolate, rich and smooth. "Good to know," she murmurs, her fingers now tracing the contours of my abs through the thin fabric of my body-hugging dress. "I prefer something more… substantial."

I can barely contain the moan that threatens to escape as her hand inches upwards, brushing against the underside of my breasts teasingly. Her eyes never leave mine, holding me captive within their depths.

"Something like this?" I challenge, biting my lip to stifle a gasp. Her thumb grazes over my nipple, and it's all I can do not to arch into her touch.

"Exactly like this," Katrina confirms, her other hand sliding down to cup my ass, pulling me closer still.

Our lips are inches apart now, and I can feel the warmth radiating from her mouth. The air between us is charged with an energy that promises unspoken pleasures.

"Do you always get what you want?" I manage to say, despite the frenzy of thoughts racing through my mind.

Katrina smirks at that, a predator baring her teeth before the kill. "Always," she answers confidently.

I should be intimidated by her assuredness, but instead, it only makes me crave her more. My hands snake up around her neck, nails lightly scraping along the nape. Her eyes darken further at the gesture.

"And what if I want you?"

Katrina's smirk wavers, and for a heartbeat, I see something like vulnerability flash across those fierce eyes. "Trisha," she says, her voice steadier than her gaze. "We made a pact, remember? Just friends—because of Ryan."

I can feel the tension knotting between us, like a coiled spring ready to snap. Her words are a bucket of ice water, but my skin still burns where she touches me. So close, too close to back down now.

"I don't care anymore," I growl, aggression seeping into my voice. "He and I broke up, and he's a 25-year-old big boy who can handle his own business. It's time I handle mine."

Katrina's eyes flare with that predatory glint again, and her arms tighten around me. "You're playing a dangerous game," she mutters, her lips skimming the shell of my ear, sending another shudder through me.

I tilt my head, exposing more of my neck to her. "Aren't all the best games dangerous?" Her fingers dig into my flesh, and I can tell she's fighting her own urges.

“If you are so concerned about Ryan, then why are you holding me so close? James is right there at the bar, probably wondering why you are grinding against your son’s ex in a crowded bar. Aren’t you afraid he’ll say things?” I challenge.

“James is not at the bar. He met a girl and left with her before I came up to you. I wasn’t flirting with him. I was being his wingwoman and setting him up with another girl he had taken a fancy to.”

Hearing this, I laugh and say, "So I put on that show with Amelia for no reason?"

Katrina laughs and says it wasn't for no reason. "It turned me on. Amelia is pretty hot!”

I feel a devilish grin stretch across my face. "So, you enjoy watching?" I ask provocatively, a hint of mischief in my voice.

“Yeah, only if I know my woman is mine. If I knew you were really into it, I would have done a lot more than just walk over to you and ask you politely whether I was interrupting!”

Katrina's statement sends a jolt of electricity down my spine, her possessive tone igniting something raw and primal within me. My fingers thread through her silky hair, pulling her closer, our breaths mingling.

"And what would you have done?" I breathe out the question.

Her eyes lock onto mine, that dominant glimmer sharpening like the edge of a blade. "I would have claimed you right there in front of everyone," Katrina says, her voice a seductive growl that resonates deep in my core. "Made sure everyone knew you were off-limits."

I feel a surge of excitement at the thought, my heart pounding against my ribcage. "Do it," I challenge her, the words slipping from my lips without a second thought.

"You've had too much to drink, Trisha," Katrina says, her voice cloaked in the pretense of concern. That's her trying to put up walls again, but I can see the way her pupils dilate, betraying her.

I let out a throaty laugh, leaning into her space until our foreheads nearly touch. "You're such a coward, Katrina Whitmore." My words are laced with heat and a daring that I know she can't resist.

She tries to reason with me, placing a hand on my chest as if she could physically hold back the tidal wave of desire between us. "Trisha, we… we can't do this here. It's reckless. Inappropriate."

I arch an eyebrow, daring her further. "Since when do you care about appropriate?" My voice drops, sultry and suggestive. "You're the one who fantasized about claiming me in front of an audience."

Her resolve cracks like thin ice underfoot, and a hot, urgent whisper escapes her lips. "Fuck it." With that, Katrina's hands roam over my body with a sense of ownership that sets every nerve ending ablaze. She pushes me against the nearest wall, hidden enough in the shadowy corner of the bar.

Our lips crash together in a fierce, hungry kiss that obliterates every rational thought. The world narrows to the taste of her, the feel of her body pressed against mine. She's not gentle, and God, I don't want her to be. Her teeth nip at my lower lip, demanding entrance, and I give it willingly, welcoming the invasion of her tongue.

Our kiss is a battle for dominance that I'm happy to lose. Katrina's hands roam with aggressive intent; one hand fists in my hair while the other traces the exposed skin above the low cutout of my backless dress, edging towards my ass.

But suddenly, someone pushes Katrina off me. It's Amelia, her eyes wide with urgency as she pulls me into a protective hug. Her breath is hot against my ear as she whispers, "James is back!"

I stiffen in her arms, the mention of my brother like a bucket of cold water dousing the inferno between me and Katrina. The shift is abrupt, from the pleasure of Katrina’s assertive touch to the shock of Amelia’s sudden interruption.

Katrina gets the hint instantly, stepping back into the shadows of the bar like she was never there, her intoxicating scent lingering for a moment before being replaced by Amelia's familiar perfume.

Her grip tightens around me protectively, yet it pales in comparison to how Katrina had held me mere moments ago—forceful and filled with carnal promise.

"Where is he?" I hiss under my breath, trying to regain composure. I'm still clinging to the threads of desire that Katrina has spun around me.

Amelia's eyes scan the room before locking onto mine with a fierceness that matches my own. "By the entrance, chatting up some brunette," she says, her voice low and urgent.

"Thanks, Amelia," I whisper, giving her arm a grateful squeeze. Then I meld into the crowd, slipping through bodies and laughter until I'm at the exit.


Chapter Ten 

(Katrina)

The whiskey sour bites at my lips. The tang of citrus and the burn of bourbon are a welcome distraction from the lingering heat Trisha left on my skin. My fingers trace the rim of the glass, still tingling from where they explored every dip and curve of her tantalizing body.

He approaches me, James, Trisha's brother, his cheeks a rosy flush of triumph. I'm only half listening as he launches into his tale, all boyish charm and clumsy gratitude. "Katrina, you were right," he blurbs out. "That line worked like a charm."

The corners of my mouth twitch into a smirk. "I take it your evening has been… fruitful?"

He leans closer, oblivious to personal space. "That girl was wild, exactly my type. We didn't even make it past the alley." He grins wider, if possible. The boy is all glee and no guile.

“So you did it in the alleyway?” I grimace, then remember I did the same with his sister and feel a pang of hypocrisy. I mask it quickly with another sip of my drink. "Romantic," I say dryly, the sarcasm barely veiled.

James doesn't catch it, or maybe he does and just doesn't care, too wrapped up in his own conquest to notice the undercurrents swirling around us. "Yeah! Hey, you okay? You look a bit… flushed."

I level my gaze at him, letting a controlled smile grace my lips. "Flushed? Well, this place is quite stuffy, wouldn't you say?" It's not entirely a lie; the body heat and exhaled excitement of the crowd have turned the air thick and warm.

"Right," he nods, accepting the explanation as he takes a swig from his beer. "Anyway, thanks for winging for me."

The gratitude in his voice pricks at something within me. Trisha was right; I do put up walls. And here's her brother, offering a glimpse into the kind of openness I rarely allow myself to experience.

"Don't mention it," I reply, my tone softer than intended. The night flashes before me in vivid snapshots—the electrifying dance with Trisha, her challenging smirk, our lips colliding in reckless abandon. It's intoxicating and terrifying all at once.

I search for a casual subject change, something to steer away from the intense memories. "Where are Trisha and Amelia?" I ask, glancing around the bar. The last thing I need is for him to see right through me.

James shrugs, his brows knitting together in an expression that borders on suspicion. "They've been getting a little too close with each other tonight," he says. His voice carries an edge that wasn't there before.

I raise an eyebrow, playing it cool. "Oh? And what's wrong with that?"

He leans back against the bar, fixing me with a look that has seen more than it should. "Nothing, I guess. I just hope the girls don't ruin their friendship or anything."

His words hang heavy between us, and I can't help but feel a flare of annoyance at his insinuation. I reply sharply, "They were just being drunk girls at a bar, don't think too much into it."

But James isn't convinced; there's a speculative glint in his eye as he sips his beer. "You know," he says slowly, as if reluctant to admit something, "part of me somehow wishes they would become a couple."

The admission catches me off guard, and for a moment, I'm at a loss for words , wondering how much he suspects. I settle for a neutral laugh, keeping my tone breezy. "You think so? That's a surprising stance."

"Yeah," he continues with a shrug, as if trying to appear nonchalant. "They've got chemistry. Everyone can see it. Plus, men are assholes. I would rather she ends up with a woman."

I can't help but wonder if he's fishing for information or truly unaware of the tension between his sister and me. I choose my words carefully, opting to deflect. "Chemistry can be deceiving, James. It's not always what it looks like. And even women can be assholes."

James chuckles, lifting his glass in a sort of salutary gesture. "Fair point, Katrina. I guess I'm just protective of her, you know? Plus, Amelia is so pretty!"

I nod, understanding the protective nature of a sibling. "She's lucky to have you, and also, I think someone has a crush of their own on Amelia," I say, though a part of me wonders if he knows just how close Trisha and I were to crossing a line from which there'd be no return.

∞∞∞

We leave the bar, the night wrapping around us like a velvet shroud, when I spot them—Trisha and Amelia—snuggling against the wall. Amelia's got a cigarette between her lips, smoke curling up into the night sky. Trisha's wearing Amelia's jacket, the club's neon sign casting them in an eerie glow.

A flicker of jealousy gnaws at me before I squash it down. Trish sees us and straightens up, her eyes bright and mischievous in the dim light.

"We've been waiting so long for you guys," she calls out, her voice slurring just a tad. "Let's go to the haunted house. I'm tipsy enough to brave any ghost."

Amelia laughs, stubbing out the cigarette beneath her heel. "You're going to scream your pretty head off."

Trisha rolls her eyes with a grin, linking arms with me. "I won’t if I have someone to hold me tight," she teases and winks at me.

∞∞∞

We approach the haunted house, a looming Gothic mansion that whispers tales of old. Its windows are like darkened eyes, the ivy creeping up its walls like sinister fingers reaching for the moon. I can feel the thrum of my heartbeat loud in my ears as we traverse the cobblestone path leading up to the grand entrance.

Trisha's grip tightens on my arm, her excitement palpable. "Look at this place," she breathes out, her words riding the night air.

I nod, taking in the gargoyles perched atop stone pillars, their expressions twisted into silent screams. This place feels like it's alive, watching us with a thousand unseen eyes. Amelia is practically bouncing on her toes, jittery energy radiating off her.

James is the first to reach for his wallet as we line up at a booth tucked under the shadow of an enormous oak tree. The air smells musty and damp, a scent that sinks into your clothes and clings to your skin. A bored-looking attendant barely glances at us as he takes our money and hands us tickets with a detached "Enjoy."

Trisha brushes her fingers against mine as she takes her ticket, sending a spark up my arm. "Lead the way," she whispers, her breath hot on my earlobe. My skin tingles with awareness, and I push down the impulse to drag her into the shadows and claim those teasing lips.

Amelia snags the last ticket from James and nudges Trisha playfully. "Watch your step," she advises with a wink, "haunted houses prey on the distracted."

We enter through a grandioise archway, its once-gilded frame now tarnished and peeling. The air inside is musty, charged with age and secrets. The house is built like a labyrinth, each room an episode of history frozen in time—furniture draped in sheets like silent white ghosts.

Trisha's hand slips into mine, a lifeline in the eerie hush that envelops us. "Let's split up," she suggests, voice barely above a whisper but laced with excitement. "Katrina and I will take the first floor; you guys cover the ground level."

James hesitates, confusion flickering across his face for a moment before trust wins out. He nods, and with Amelia in tow, they disappear through a doorway to our right, their footsteps soon swallowed by the mansion's expansive belly.

I turn to Trisha, raising an eyebrow. "You sure about this?" I ask, my voice steady despite the chill creeping up my spine.

She grins, that naughty twinkle in her eye promising adventures of a different kind. "Absolutely," she assures me.

I lead us up the staircase, its creaks and groans adding to the thick atmosphere of suspense. As we climb higher, the shadows seem to dance along the walls, stirred by the faintest drafts that weave through cracked windows and beneath doors that haven't been opened in decades. The air is cool, almost cold enough to see your breath.

But Trisha strides ahead, her confidence contagious. The upper floor stretches out before us, a network of dimly-lit corridors and doors ajar. She pauses at the entrance to one room, head cocked as if she's heard something I haven't. Then she's moving again, sure and swift, like she's being pulled by some unseen force.

"Trisha, wait!" I call out after her, my voice hushed but insistent. There's something about this place that feels off—like we're not alone.

She doesn't turn back. Instead, she vanishes into an empty room, her silhouette swallowed up by darkness. I curse under my breath and follow, the soft echo of my footsteps an eerie soundtrack to my pursuit.

I push the door open wider, the moonlight streaming in through a large window casting a pale glow on the dusty floor. "Trisha?" I call again, scanning the space for her.

Suddenly, a hand shoots out from behind the sheer curtains, ghost-white in the moon's silvery light. It wraps around my wrist, pulling me forward with unexpected strength.

It's Trisha who ambushes me in the dim light, her lips crashing onto mine with urgency and desire. The world outside our moonlit seclusion ceases to exist as her kiss consumes me.

I groan into her mouth, taken aback by her boldness yet utterly captivated. The soft fabric of the curtains dances around us like ghosts celebrating our union.

Our mouths fuse together, hot and eager. Her tongue sweeps in, greedy for a taste of me, and I'm hungry to give it. I feel her muscles shift as she presses closer, her hands gripping my hips tight enough to bruise.

"Kat," she pants between kisses, her voice husky with need. My name on her lips is like a fire that spreads through my body.

She moans into my mouth, a sound so raw and wanton it sends shivers down my spine. Her fingers dig into my shoulders as her thigh slots between mine, creating delicious friction. I tilt my hips, seeking more contact, desperate to feel her everywhere.

I can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric separating us, and a low growl escapes me. My hands dive into her hair, tugging lightly at the blonde streaks that contrast the deep brown. She rewards me with another searing kiss that leaves no room for thought.

She smirks against my neck before planting a trail of bites and kisses downward. Her mouth latches onto one exposed collarbone, sucking hard enough to leave a mark.

But somewhere deep inside, a flicker of my usual dominance sparks to life. I need to remind her who really controls this dance of desire. With a swift movement driven by want and a hint of challenge, I spin us around. Now it's Trisha pinned against the wall, her hands drawn above her head in one fluid motion.

The surprise widens her eyes, but there’s also that unmistakable glint of excitement. She bites her lip, and it’s like she's daring me to take things further.

My nails scrape gently up her toned arms until they find purchase around her wrists. Leaning forward, I pin her hands against the cool surface with one hand while the other trails down the side of her face, exploring the line of her jaw and the softness of her cheek.

“You are fucking relentless, aren’t you? You won’t stop making me want you? Huh? You won’t stop making me break all my fucking rules for you? And your pretty face?”

“Yes. I won’t stop until you tell me you give up. That nothing can stand between what we want… what both of us truly fucking want!”

“Alright… then I guess I’ll have to surrender.”

She squirms beneath me, temptation incarnate with that tight ass pressed against the stone and those perfect tits struggling against the fabric of her dress.

I can't help myself—I lean in closer until my lips are grazing her earlobe. The warmth of my breath teases her skin as I growl words of domination, “I need you… so fucking bad that it’s impossible to even think of trying to stay away from you. I can’t do it.”

Her response is a whimper that sends a bolt of desire straight to my core. Her eyes are ablaze, mirroring the fire I feel inside me.

I release her wrists, and she immediately wraps her arms around my neck, pulling herself up for another hungry kiss. My hand ventures down, skimming over the tight fabric of her dress until it finds the hem. Our kiss breaks just long enough for me to lift it up over her waist. I stop until it is pooled around just below her tits, and then I push my thighs between her legs and press it up her crotch, with only the thin fabric of my pants and her lace panties separating her wet pussy and the skin of my thighs.

Trisha's breath comes out in ragged pants, and her hips start to rock almost instinctively. The rough texture of my pants against her sensitive folds seems to drive her wild. "Katrina, I can't—I need…" Her voice is a needy moan, pitched between desperation and the edge of ecstasy.

The sight of her so undone, grinding against my thigh with abandon, is intoxicating. I watch every undulation of her hips, feeling the heat through the layers as if it were searing into my skin. And God, watching her come undone is an aphrodisiac stronger than the finest wine.

“You need this?” I tease, my voice heavy with desire as I press harder against her, offering the friction she craves.

"Yes!" she gasps out, tilting her head back as she rides my thigh. The tension in her body coils tighter with every roll of her hips.

I smirk, loving the power I have over her in this moment. But then she takes control again, seizing the corset top I'm wearing inside my blazer and tugging it down fiercely. My breasts are exposed to the cool air of the room, nipples tightening instantly. Without missing a beat, she leans forward and takes one into her mouth, sucking hard enough that a shiver runs through my entire body.

The sensation of her wet mouth on my nipple sends sparks of pleasure straight to my core. It's aggressive yet utterly submissive—a paradox only Trisha could embody so perfectly. Her tongue swirls around the peak, teeth grazing just enough to make me arch into her touch even more.

I groan, my dominant facade cracking under the onslaught of sensation. "Fuck, Trisha…"

And when she looks up at me through those large almond eyes while still latched onto my breast, I know I'm lost to her. Her gaze is pure sin, a promise of all the unspoken things we're about to do to each other.

She releases me with a pop, and that's my undoing.

Her hips don't stop, pounding against me with a rhythm that's both wild and precise. I grab her hair, not too rough, just enough to tilt her head so I can claim her mouth once more. Our tongues dance in a furious tangle, the taste of her like the first drop of rain in a storm.

She breaks away again, gasping for air, her eyes locked on mine. "I want more," she breathes out, the words a ragged whisper but no less commanding.

I can't help the smirk that curls my lips as I nod, granting her silent permission. She dives back down without hesitation, taking my other nipple into her mouth with an intensity that borders on desperation. Her teeth graze me before her tongue soothes the bite, a delicious mix of pain and pleasure that has me writhing beneath her.

Her movements against my thigh grow more frantic, more feverish. The pressure builds between us like a held breath, coiling tighter and tighter until it's all-consuming. Her body is a symphony of need, each movement another note in an erotic melody that has my own arousal cresting just from watching her.

The room echoes with the sound of our labored breaths and the wet suction as she releases my nipple with another loud pop. Her head falls back, exposing the long column of her throat, and I take advantage of the moment to trail kisses down her neck.

She moans loudly, a raw sound filled with longing that sends shivers down my spine. My hands slide lower to grip her ass, encouraging her wild ride as she fucks my thighs like a woman possessed.

"Kat! Kat! Kat! Kaaaaaat!”

Her voice crescendos into an urgent chant, each syllable punctuated by her hips slamming down with abandon. I can feel her pussy soaking through the fabric of my pants, and it's all I can do to not rip them off and dive into her heat.

I'm so wound up, every nerve ending screaming for release. But this moment is about Trisha, about pushing her over the edge until she splinters apart in my arms.

"Yeah, baby?" My voice is hoarse, breathless from the effort of holding back my own climax. "Come for me."

Her response is a strangled cry as her movements become erratic. She's close, so fucking close I can almost taste it.

I bite down gently on her neck, sucking a mark into her flawless skin. It's primal, marking her as mine even if only for this moment. The sharpness of the bite sends her over the edge; she freezes, clamping down hard around my thigh.

"Katrina!" It's a scream this time, loud and uncontrolled as her orgasm rips through her. Her entire body shudders violently against me in wave after wave of pleasure.

I hold on to her tightly, riding out her climax with her until she finally slumps against me, panting heavily. Her eyes are closed, but there's a smile on those luscious lips—a look of blissful satisfaction that's more rewarding than any words could ever be.

∞∞∞

“I can’t believe we just abandoned Amelia and James in that haunted house!” Trisha says over the sound of Ed Sheeran’s guitar as we speed up in my car now heading towards Golden Harvest vineyards.

“Both of us have love bites on our necks, and more importantly, I couldn’t have allowed them to break our moment.”

I feel Trisha slowly turn her head to look at me, and even though my eyes are fixed on the road ahead, I know the expression she's wearing, that sexy, smoldering look that says she's not done with me yet. I can feel the heat of her gaze like a physical touch, setting my skin ablaze.

“So, now that we’ve thrown caution to the wind and hooked up in a haunted house like two desperate horny souls of the past,” she purrs, her voice a mix of mischief and raw desire, “what’s your wicked plan for us going forward?”

I glance at her briefly—the flush still on her cheeks, the way her hair is tousled from our escapades, it sends another bolt of heat through me.

“To take it slow,” I answer.

“Slow? How slow? Like a snail slow? Or like a wine aging to perfection slow?" Her tone teases, and she inches closer to me, her thigh brushing against mine.

I laugh, a deep, throaty sound that vibrates through the car. "Like savoring every drop of an exquisite wine. I want us to see if all this relationship’s meant to be is hurried, secretive hook-ups, driven by raw, unbridled lust, or if there is something more.”

I flick on the turn signal, steering the car through the winding roads leading back to the vineyard.

Trisha's eyes softened, understanding the weight of my words. "Okay, I can do that. But how do we keep this… tension under control?" Her voice is half-teasing, yet there is a genuine query beneath the flirtation.

With my eyes finding the moon in the night sky, looking majestic hanging over the rolling wine country of Texas, I speak in a soft whisper, “Look, the pull we feel for each other is too wild,” I sigh, “and I know the two of us aren’t very good at controlling our desires, especially for each other.”

“You got that right,” Trisha says, absentmindedly tracing the love bite deepening on her collarbone.

“So we try our best. We continue in secret, making sure we keep our feelings hidden, and if a situation arises where we feel we can’t hold back, then we let go, and we burn together.”

Trisha lets out a low, throaty chuckle that makes my insides twist with want. "Burn together, huh?" she says, her voice heavy with innuendo. "I'm all for spontaneous combustion, but what about the fallout? We're playing with fire here, Kat."

I grip the steering wheel tighter, the leather cool under my fingers. "Then we deal with the ashes when they settle. For now, let's focus on not getting scorched." I steal another glance at her and find her biting her lip, a sure sign she's thinking about all the ways we could ignite.

“Then how about we set the stage for a massive fire tomorrow? Dinner at my place?” Trisha leans forward and rests her chin on my shoulder. It’s a little act, something trivial, but it’s romantic, different from how we usually behave with each other.

At the risk of crashing the car into a neighboring vineyard, I look down into Trisha’s eyes, and my heart skips a beat. I feel a surge of emotions that don’t originate from between my legs, but from the depths of my heart.

“You are gorgeous,” Trisha whispers, heavy-lidded and looking like a goddess of beauty.

“Says the girl who’s broken through every last shred of my willpower and made me surrender to every inch of her body.”

Trisha snuggles closer into my neck and I can feel a blanket of calm and serenity envelope me with the warmth of her breath on my skin. The car’s engine hums, blending with the symphony of our rapid heartbeats. "You haven't seen me surrender yet," she teases, her voice a velvet promise that sends shivers down my spine.

I grin, accepting the silent challenge in her words. "Looking forward to it," I respond with equal parts anticipation and warning. "But for now, let's focus on getting back without becoming roadkill."

As we pull into the driveway of Golden Harvest vineyards, the sprawling fields of grapes under the moonlight seem to hold their own secrets, like the whispers of lovers hidden within the rows.

“Keep driving,” Trisha murmurs against my neck, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine that almost has me missing the turn. I nod slightly, grateful she can’t see how her proximity affects me. With hands steadier than I feel, I steer us past the tasting room where tourists sip Chardonnay unaware of our heated exchange.

The car moves with precision as we roll past the administrative building, its windows dark and sleeping. The hum of the engine is steady, like a heartbeat, as we ascend what feels like the backbone of the property.

Dirt crunches beneath tires as we follow the winding path, and with each curve closer to the summit, I can sense Trisha’s impatience building beside me.

There it is—a cottage straight out of an Italian painting, with climbing vines and warm stone walls that look like they’ve held a hundred years' worth of secrets. It's nestled right at the peak, offering a vantage point over the whole vineyard.

I kill the engine, and the silence that follows is thick with anticipation. Trisha doesn't move at first; she's staring at the cottage, her eyes reflecting the moonlight, turning them into liquid pools of desire.

"I live here," Trisha reveals, her voice laced with a mixture of pride and a tender vulnerability that touches something deep inside me.

"Here?" I manage to ask, my eyes scanning the quaint, vine-covered cottage that indeed seems ripped from a canvas of the Tuscan countryside. The thought of Trisha living apart from her bustling, lively family strikes me with a blend of curiosity and admiration.

"Yes." She smiles, stepping out of the car and beckoning me to follow. "Let me show you."

As we walk towards the cottage, the gravel crunching under our feet, Trisha starts to unravel the story of her unique residence. "My great-grandfather built this place. He was completely enamored with Italy—the culture, the architecture, the vineyards. He wanted to bring a piece of that back here."

I nod, understanding the sentiment. As someone who has spent a considerable amount of time traveling, the idea of carrying a piece of one's travels back home resonates deeply with me.

"He designed it after the cottages he fell in love with in Tuscany," Trisha continues, her voice warm with memories. "When I was deciding where to live, there was no question. I chose this little sanctuary."

We reach the front door, and she unlocks it, ushering me into a world that feels both incredibly intimate and expansively serene. The interior is rustic yet elegantly simple, with exposed wooden beams and walls adorned with photographs of Italian landscapes and vintage wine bottles.

"It's beautiful," I say sincerely, following her into the living room where the heart of the cottage—a robust stone fireplace—radiates a comforting warmth.

Trisha smiles, clearly pleased. "This is my favorite part of living here. The privacy, the quiet… It’s my own little piece of Italy. I love being able to wake up and feel like I'm a world away from everything."

I can't help but admire her more in this moment, seeing her in her element, surrounded by artifacts of her passions and dreams. It’s a side of Trisha I’ve only glimpsed in passing—her independence and her connection to her heritage.

"Why Italy?" I find myself asking, genuinely curious about what drove her connection to such a specific place.

She laughs softly, the sound mingling with the crackling of the fire. "I studied abroad in Florence during college. That experience… it changed me. The way Italians cherish beauty, their dedication to the craft of winemaking—it struck a chord with me. I wanted to bring that passion, that artistry back here."

Sitting down on a plush, overstuffed couch, Trisha pats the seat next to her, inviting me to join. I sit, our sides brushing lightly, sparking a familiar jolt of electricity between us.

"This cottage," she says, gesturing around, "is my heart. And I’m glad I can share it with you tonight."

Her words, simple yet profound, strike a chord in me. In this small, secluded cottage, I see Trisha not just as the vivacious winemaker or the bold woman I've come to know, but as someone deeply rooted in her passions and dreams, someone who cherishes her independence as much as she cherishes the connections she makes.

"And now," she adds, her gaze locking with mine, "I get to make new memories here, with you." The warmth in her voice wraps around me, as inviting as the cottage itself.

"Tell me about your time in Florence," I urge gently, genuinely curious about the experiences that shaped her so profoundly.

Trisha's face lights up, her eyes twinkling with the nostalgia of cherished memories. "Oh, Florence was an awakening in every sense. I was there as a summer intern at a winery. It was my first real dive into the wine world outside of my family's vineyard."

She laughs softly, a sound that fills the cozy room with warmth. "And you know, amidst all the learning and the chaos of the harvest, I met this young vineyard worker there—Luca."

Her mention of a name draws me closer, my interest piqued. "Luca?" I echo, smiling at her animated expression.

"Yes, Luca," she continues, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. "He was passionate about winemaking, about the land. He had this infectious enthusiasm that just… drew me in. We spent long days in the vineyard, and even longer nights talking about everything under the sun."

The softness in her voice, the dreamy look in her eyes, it all tells me this isn't just any story. "And?" I prompt, not wanting the tale to end just yet.

Trisha chuckles, a mischievous glint appearing in her eyes. "And… he was my first. Under the Tuscan stars, no less. It was as cliché as it sounds, but so beautifully earnest."

The intimacy of the admission pulls at something deep within me. It’s a glimpse into her vulnerabilities, her rites of passage into adulthood. "That sounds like a scene straight out of a romance novel," I tease, hoping to keep the mood light yet intimate.

"It felt like it," Trisha agrees, her laughter mingling with mine. "But, you know, as summer faded, so did our little affair. We were two kids, caught up in a moment that was as fleeting as it was intense."

I nod and look around the cottage once more as we sit side by side. “Give me a tour of this place,” I whisper into the darkness.

Trisha rises, a playful smile curving her lips as she takes my hand and pulls me up to stand with her. Her touch sends a thrill through my body, anticipation coiling in my belly. "Prepare to be enchanted," she purrs, leading me through the cottage like a siren beckoning a sailor to the sea.

The walls are adorned with framed photographs and paintings, each telling a silent story of vineyards, laughter, and sun-soaked moments. Trisha points to one, her fingertips brushing the glass. "That's from my first harvest here," she says. "We celebrated with the whole team, feet stained purple from grape treading."

We move from memory to memory as she guides us through the cottage. The living room is warm and inviting, with a stone fireplace dominating one wall. Plush couches offer a welcoming embrace, and I can't help but imagine sinking into them with Trish after a long day. An array of candles sits on the mantelpiece, their scents mingling together—sandalwood, citrus, and something floral.

She leads me to the kitchen next, where copper pots and pans hang above a rustic island. Jars of homegrown herbs align the windowsill, their green leaves vibrant against the terracotta tiles. "I love cooking here," Trisha confesses with pride in her eyes. "Everything tastes better when you put your soul into it.

"But enough about the kitchen," she says with a sudden spark of energy, gripping my hand tighter. "There's one place I'm dying to show you." We leave the warmth of the kitchen behind, our footsteps light on the cool hardwood floors.

She leads me towards a door at the end of a short hallway. It swings open with a flourish, revealing her bedroom-a sanctuary with one wall composed entirely of glass, providing an unobstructed view of the vineyard sprawling beneath the stars.

My breath catches in my throat at the sight—it's like stepping into another world. The moonlight bathes us in silver as we step closer to the glass wall. Below, rows upon rows of vines reach into the darkness like fingers stretching for something just out of grasp. The seating area is a quaint little nook, perfect for intimate conversations or solitary musings.

"Wow, Trisha," I gasp, genuinely impressed. The view is spectacular, and yet it pales in comparison to the woman standing beside me. She leans against the glass, looking every bit a part of this magical landscape.

"It's my favorite place to be," she admits quietly, her eyes reflecting the vast night sky. "Especially at night when everything is so still… It's like the universe is holding its breath."

I can feel her gaze on me now—intense and unwavering—as if she's trying to read all my hidden thoughts. "Sometimes," she says in a voice that echoes my own heartbeats, "I imagine someone else here with me—a partner in crime to share this serenity."

“Have you ever made love to a… woman here?”

“Never.”

“A man?”

“You mean… your son? No,” Trisha laughs, “He’s never been here. I reserve this place for myself, and he never became important enough in my life for me to bring him up here.”

“And you brought me here within days of knowing me?” I ask.

Trisha's eyes lock onto mine, a daring challenge sparkling within them. "I guess you're just special," she declares with a smirk that sets my pulse racing.

“So are you.”

As we stand, hovering a hair’s breath away from each other, bathed in moonlight that streams down like silver rain from the gods, I can sense myself succumbing to the gravity that is Trisha.

Her bedroom exudes sensuality, the kind that speaks to my hidden cravings—the dominant within me that yearns for surrender and control in equal measure. There's an unmade bed to our right, its sheets tangled from where dreams were chased in restless sleep. I can almost hear the echo of her moans, envisioning her beneath me, or perhaps even on top, challenging every rule I've ever set for myself.

Trisha inches closer, her breath a warm whisper against my skin. "What are your thoughts?" she asks, voice laced with temptation.

"I'm thinking how beautiful you'd look," I say, letting my gaze drift down her form, "bound to your bedposts, drowning in pleasure."

She shivers slightly, her lips parting in anticipation. "Is that what you're into? Tying women up?" Her question is coy but her eyes beg for affirmation.

"Absolutely," I respond, my voice steady with conviction. "But only when they crave it, when the thought of being held captive by another's desire sets them alight."

Trisha steps back ever so slightly, feigning contemplation. But the quickened rise and fall of her chest betrays her excitement.

“What other kinks do you secretly harbor, Katrina Whitmore?”

“I like to watch,” I say and hope I am not being too bold or too honest.

Trisha's eyes gleam with mischief, reflecting the moonlight like twin beacons of intrigue. "Watch what, exactly?" Her voice dips an octave lower, husky and laden with unspoken promises.

"Everything," I answer with a sly smile. "The way desire builds in someone's eyes, the flush of skin that begs to be touched." I step closer, closing the distance between us until our bodies are nearly touching. "I like to see it all unfurl before me."

Just as the words slip from my mouth and our breaths mingle in the tantalizing space between us, the shrill tone of Trisha's phone slices through the thick air of tension. She steps back, a frown marring her forehead as she glances at the screen. It's Amelia.

Trisha holds a finger up, signaling for me to wait. I watch, my heart drumming in my ears as she presses the phone to her ear.

"Hey, Amelia, what's—" Trisha's expression morphs from annoyance to alarm. "He is what? But we—I mean, yeah, sure, definitely sick from the drinks."

Her eyes flicker to mine, a silent conversation passing through her gaze—panic mixed with a tinge of regret. I realize in that moment that our bubble of heated intimacy has been burst by an intrusion we can't ignore.

"Alright, alright. Yeah, thanks for letting me know." Trisha hangs up and looks at me apologetically.

"James is on his way here," she says hurriedly. "Amelia convinced him I was getting sick and needed you to drive me home, but now he’s worried and he’s coming over to check on me."

I nod, understanding dawning clear as crystal. "Then I should leave," I state flatly, pushing down the frustration bubbling within me.

"No!" Trisha grabs my arm, her grip tight. "But… I don't want you to go." Her large almond eyes plead with me, swirling with desire and disappointment.

I gently lift her hand from my arm and press a soft kiss to it before letting go. "It's too risky, Trisha. I'm almost certain he suspects you're into girls—into Amelia, specifically. This just isn't a good look for us right now."

Her shoulders slump, disappointment etching her features. "I know, you're right. It's just—damn, I didn't want the night to end like this."

"Neither did I," I admit, feeling the weight of our broken connection.

"There will be other nights," Trisha murmurs, but her voice carries a hint of uncertainty that tugs at my heart. She's unsure if we can truly promise each other more moments like this.

Compelled by a force that refuses to let us part so easily, I step closer, my hands instinctively finding her waist and drawing her against me. "Listen," I whisper, my tone both gentle and firm, "this isn't the end—it's just an interruption. We have all the time in the world to explore everything… every desire, every fantasy."

"I want you to live out one of those fantasies right now," Trisha murmurs with a mix of impatience and longing.

"Wha—" I start, caught off guard.

"When you leave, don’t just drive away. Sit in your car for a bit and watch my bedroom window. Make sure you park where you can see inside clearly, okay?" Her voice is a hushed, urgent whisper as she gently pushes me toward the door.

"I'm confused!" I exclaim, still trying to process her sudden change in demeanor.

Trisha rolls her eyes playfully, a sly smile playing on her lips. "How does a 43-year-old business consultant not figure out what I'm trying to do? Are you losing your edge because of old age?"

A laugh escapes me, rich and throaty as I allow Trisha's boldness to sweep away any lingering hesitation. "Very funny," I retort with a wry smile, my tone laced with mock indignation. "But okay, I'll play along with this little fantasy of yours."

We're a whirlwind of hasty touches as I follow her lead out of the cottage. The moon hovers lazily above us, bathing the world in ethereal silver light that seems to conspire with our secret rendezvous. Our lips crash together in a frenzied kiss, full of the urgency of stolen moments and whispered promises.

As I pull away, Trisha's breathless laughter dances between us. "Go on then," she urges with a mischievous glint in her eyes, "before James turns up and ruins everything."

I slide into the driver's seat, the leather cool against my heated skin. I catch Trisha's silhouette as she appears at her bedroom window, backlit by a soft amber glow. True to her word, she leaves the curtains open just a crack—enough for me to be her voyeur.

Park the car a few feet away from her window? Easy enough. My hands grip the steering wheel tighter as I maneuver into position, the vantage point perfect. The anticipation coils deep within me, and I'm not ashamed to admit my breath hitches when she teases a curtain wider with a wicked smile aimed in my direction.

Trisha knows exactly what she's doing—strutting around her room like it's a stage and she's performing just for me.

The light from her bedroom spills out onto her neatly manicured lawn, casting long shadows that dance with the rhythm of her movements. She pauses, her silhouette a tantalizing outline against the soft glow. I watch, transfixed, as Trisha turns her back to me, her posture radiating confidence and desire.

Time seems to slow down, each second stretching out endlessly as she reaches behind herself. I watch the delicate muscles in her arms flex and her shoulders roll sensually. With no hesitation, she finds the tiny zipper at the base of her dress - a simple action loaded with promised intimacy.

She glances over her shoulder, locking eyes with mine through the glass pane. There's a challenge there, an invitation laced with wild daring. My heart races in response, pounding out a rhythm that syncs with each incremental lowering of the zipper.

The dress parts like the petals of some exotic flower, revealing the toned canvas of her skin.

Trisha bends forward slowly, deliberately, and oh so sensually. Her fingers graze her calves as she slides down the straps of those killer heels, pushing them off with a gentle flick of her toes. And there it is, the sight that sends a shockwave through my entire being—her ass, perfectly framed in lace that clings like a second skin.

I'm powerless, utterly consumed by the curves that defy gravity. Each round cheek is a testament to Trisha's dedication in the gym, muscles tightening and relaxing with every slight movement. It's a view sculpted to perfection, an artwork of flesh that calls to my very core.

There are moments in life when you come across something that steals your breath away—this is one of those moments. I've had my share of control, bending others to my will with little more than a glance or a word. But as I watch Trisha Carmichael sway before me, I realize I've never truly felt this kind of intensity, this electric pull that dominates every rational thought.

Legs shifting, hips swaying, she peels away the last shreds of fabric with an elegance that leaves me reeling.

With a fluid motion, she turns once more to face me, her eyes gleaming with mischief and lust. Her fingers trace lines across her stomach and upwards, movements deliberate and slow, drawing my gaze along every swoop and curve of her body.

She runs a hand through her voluminous hair, flipping it over one shoulder—a cascade of light brown streaked with blonde—leaving an open expanse of neck exposed. It's perfect and inviting. I picture my lips there,grazing gently, marking my territory in silent whispers against her heated skin. Trisha tilts her head slightly, as though she can feel the ghost of my touch, anticipating where I would start.

Her muscles ripple under the surface of her skin as she raises her arms above her head in a languid stretch that pulls every line of her body tight. Oh, she's showing off now, and damn it if I'm not putty in her hands.

I can’t help but bite my lip as I watch, my hand slipping beneath the fabric of my pants with a mind of its own. The thrill of being unseen yet seeing everything has always been intoxicating to me, but this… This is divine debauchery.

Her navel piercing winks at me, a little sparkle amidst the expanse of toned flesh, and I think about how it would feel between my teeth. Trisha’s hands roam lower, skimming over the ridges of her abs, fingers dipping below her navel before they hook into the waistband of her panties.

She's teasing, pulling the fabric away just enough for me to glimpse the promise of what lies underneath, then releasing it with a snap that I swear I can hear even from my car. Trisha's smile widens; she knows I'm completely captivated, utterly ensnared in her web.

Her fingers play along the edge of her panties, and I find myself leaning forward, as if by sheer willpower, I could get closer to the scene unfolding before me. Then slowly—achingly slow—she peels them down her legs. The sheer audacity of her performance sends heat coursing through my veins.

The panties join the rest of her discarded clothing in a heap on the floor. Now she stands there, proudly naked, her body a work of art illuminated by soft light. She steps into the moonbeam streaming through the window, and the silvery glow kisses her skin, making her appear almost ethereal.

Trisha moves with a dancer's grace, every motion deliberate and seductive. She turns once more, back to me, and bends forward again—a move that draws a sharp intake of breath from my lips. Her hands caress her ankles, then trail up her legs. The sight is too much; it's as if my entire existence has narrowed to this singular moment of voyeuristic pleasure.

And as her hands glide higher, my own hands match her pace, desperate to feel a fraction of the sensation rippling through her. I'm rougher with myself, none of the teasing that Trisha indulges in. She's all about the slow burn, but I'm a raging inferno.

She steps closer to the window, the moon casting a halo around her form. Her hands slide around to cup those great tits of hers, squeezing and teasing as I clench and unclench my thighs in response. The sight of her nipples hardening under her own touch is almost unbearable.

And then, she does it—the thing that completely undoes me. Trisha leans her head back, locks of hair cascading down her back in a golden waterfall. She pushes one breast up, so tempting, so close to her lips that they're almost touching. Her tongue flicks out, a quick dart of pink against the dusky brown of her areola, and I swear I can feel it on my own flesh.

My breath hitches because she's right there, in front of the window, doing the one thing that's guaranteed to make me lose my goddamn mind. The tip of her tongue teases around her nipple, circling with maddening precision before—god, yes—she licks her own nipple with a slow lasciviousness that sends a jolt straight to my core.

I can't hold back the scream that claws its way out of my throat as three fingers plunge into my aching pussy. It's rough and desperate and utterly relentless. I ride the waves of pleasure as Trisha continues to taste herself, eyes closed in rapture.

Her other hand roams restlessly until it finds its way to the apex of her thighs. She’s not shy about what she wants—never has been—and as she parts those slick folds with two fingers, I can see the gleam of her desire, shining like a beacon in the soft light. She's open and exposed, but there's power in her vulnerability; it's a challenge, a statement that she doesn't need anyone to bring her to the heights of pleasure—but she wants me to watch.

I'm beyond thought now, my world narrowed down to the vision of Trisha and the desperate clawing need inside me. My fingers move faster, matching the rhythm she sets, plunging into the heat and wetness as I imagine it's her fingers, not mine.

She dips a single finger inside herself, and I mimic the motion, feeling the walls of my own sex clench around the invasion. She withdraws her finger only to circle her clit with purposeful strokes that have me panting against the glass. “Fuck,” I gasp out. A voyeur no longer—I'm an active participant in this game of pleasure.

Her middle finger returns to its quest, delving deeper this time. Her hips buck against her own touch as if she's riding an invisible lover. The sight is entrancing; each thrust of her hand is a promise of what’s to come.

Trisha’s brow furrows in concentration, biting down on her bottom lip with a ferocity that tells me she’s close. And God, I’m right there with her, the pressure inside building to a crescendo that I can't—and don't want to—escape. My thumb finds my swollen clit, circling in time with Trisha's movements. Each flick against that sensitive nub sends sparks flying behind my eyes, the world tilting precariously on its axis.

Through half-lidded eyes, I see Trisha's back arch, her movements becoming less rhythmic, more frenzied. Her free hand claws at her breast, pinching and rolling her nipple with a roughness that has me envious and aching for contact.

She lets out a sharp cry, head thrown back in silent ecstasy, and I know she's teetering on the edge. I'm right there with her—suspended on the brink as our bodies demand the final release.

With a strangled moan, I watch Trisha plunge over the precipice. Her whole body is a study in pleasure as she convulses with each wave of her climax. The sight of her surrender pushes me over my own edge; I shatter into a million pieces, pleasure racking my body as I ride out the high.

Trisha's fingers slow, but the tremors of her climax still quake through her body. She draws out the lasting pleasure, savoring it. Her glistening digits slip out from between her thighs, and she lifts them to her lips, tongue flicking out to taste herself—a teasing gesture that has my insides coiling with new hunger. Her eyes flick open, catching mine with an intensity that sears through the space between us.

She licks slowly, deliberately, making a show of cleaning every last trace of her essence from her fingers. Her gaze holds mine captive, and there's a smirk playing on those lips—full, satisfied lips that I've kissed a hundred times over in my mind. She sucks on each finger, languid and sensual, drawing out the moment until I'm almost whimpering.

And then she smiles at me—a triumphant, devilish curve of her mouth that's both a salutation and a dare. With an air of casual seduction that only Trisha Carmichael can pull off, she sends a flying kiss my way. A silent promise of things to come—or things that could be if only I dared to cross the invisible line we've drawn tonight.

She walks toward the curtains, hips swaying with a hypnotic rhythm that has my heart pounding in time with her steps, and with one final glance at my direction, she draws the curtains, and the darkness swallows her silhouette.


Chapter Eleven 

(Trisha)

I am back to being a teenager with a major crush next day. The impending date with Katrina at my house has me distracted, and it’s a miracle that I am getting anything done at all.

As I stroll through the vineyard, inspecting the aftermath of the harvest, I can't help but marvel at the rows of vines, now barren but still standing proud against the crisp autumn air. I'm supposed to be evaluating the yield and planning for post-harvest treatments—things like pruning and soil amendments—that keep the land fertile and ready for next season. But honestly, every grape, every leaf, seems to whisper Katrina's name.

The vineyard is unusually quiet today. Most of the heavy lifting is done, and the team's energy is winding down. I find myself in the nursery, checking on the new grafts we’re experimenting with, supposed to take notes on their growth, resistant qualities, all that jazz. Yet, my mind's a sloppy mess, swirling with images of Katrina's smile, the feel of her touch… God, even the way she furrows her brow when deep in thought sends a shiver down my spine.

I shake my head, trying to clear the fog of daydreams. "Focus, Trisha," I mutter under my breath. But it’s a lost cause. Every task feels like I’m moving through molasses. I check the pH levels of the soil, adjust the nutrient feed for the younger vines, and even help set up some new trellising systems—all with the finesse of a sleepwalker. My body's here, but my heart? It's already at home, setting the stage for tonight's movie date.

What movie did we even pick? Something cheesy and romantic, probably, knowing Katrina’s surprisingly sappy taste. We joked about watching a horror flick, but chickened out, agreeing that neither of us wanted to be distracted by unnecessary screams—other than our own, perhaps?

Back in the office, I pull up the vineyard’s production charts on my laptop, the numbers blurring before my eyes. My fingers hesitate over the keyboard, itching instead to text Katrina. Is it too clingy to ask if she’s as restless as I am? I decide against it, biting my lip and forcing my attention back to the harvest data.

The moment Katrina steps into the room, the air thickens—a maelstrom of tension and unspoken desires. She's the picture of professionalism, hair swept back in a no-nonsense bun, the lines of her tailored suit sharp and commanding. Her presence fills the small office, and I'm suddenly acutely aware of every tiny space she occupies, every move she makes.

"Trisha," she begins, her voice smooth and even, pulling up a chair across from my desk without waiting for an invitation. "I've been reviewing our fermentation techniques, and I think we're missing out on some newer, more efficient methods that could really elevate our product."

I nod, trying to latch onto the words, to focus on the meaning behind them, but it's like trying to catch smoke—everything slips away as soon as I think I've got a grip on it. My heart races, not from the topic at hand, but because Katrina is here, in my personal space, talking about fermentation processes like it's any other day.

As Katrina spreads her charts across my desk, detailing her plans for updating our fermentation process, a flicker of resistance ignites within me. "Hold on," I interrupt, leaning forward, my fingers drumming impatiently on the tabletop. "Why fix what isn't broken? Our current methods have defined our vintage's character for years."

Katrina’s eyes meet mine, unflinching, a spark of challenge lighting them up. "Trisha, the new techniques involve using cryo-extraction and flash détente. These methods could help us intensify the flavors and stabilize color earlier in production."

I scoff, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. "Cryo-extraction? Flash détente? That sounds like we’re making wine in a lab, not a vineyard. Our current slow fermentation adds depth and complexity—things our customers expect."

She leans in, her voice steady but forceful. "It’s about enhancing efficiency, Trisha. These processes can also increase yield and reduce risks. We’re not removing the artistry; we’re just supporting it with science."

"Enhance? Sounds more like replacing the soul of our wine with something… manufactured." My words hang between us, charged and defiant.

She holds my gaze, persuasive. "Let's run a trial batch. See the results for ourselves. If it doesn't work, we’ll drop it. No harm, right?" Her tone is coaxing, almost too reasonable.

I hesitate, torn between the comfort of the known and the lure of potential. "A trial," I repeat slowly, mulling over the implications. "And if it changes the essence of our wine?"

"Then we scrap it," Katrina assures, her voice firm, a silent promise in her eyes. "You have my word."

I nod, reluctantly intrigued by the challenge. "Fine, we’ll trial it. But I’m holding you to that promise."

Katrina smiles, a genuine one this time. "That’s all I’m asking."

As she gathers her papers, there's a palpable shift in the room—a mix of tension and anticipation. She stops at the door, turning back to add, "Tonight, we keep it casual. Just the movie, agreed?"

"Agreed," I reply, my heart still racing, not just from our clash but also the unresolved anticipation of what lies ahead.

I watch Katrina stride out with her folders tucked under her arm, boss babe to the core. The room feels colder, emptier somehow. My mind replays the meeting—the way she confidently laid down her plans, her damn charts—and I'm a little baffled.

Just last night, she'd parked outside my apartment, her dark eyes locked on me as I peeled off layer after layer for her. My dance was for her eyes only, each move deliberate, each sway of my hips a way to make her burn with desire for me. I remember the heat of her gaze like a physical touch, setting every nerve ending on fire.

And yet here she is now, all business. Not a flicker of that heat in her eyes today. It's as if she's got this switch inside her—professional Katrina and the woman who can make me writhe with just a look, completely separate entities.

It messes with my head. Is it that easy for her to shut off? To be so… unaffected by what we did? The way she talked about cryo-extraction and flash détente with such focus, it's like last night was just a dream.

I lean back in my chair, staring at the closed door, my thoughts tangled. Does she compartmentalize everything? Lock away emotions and desires into little boxes that never mix?

I shake the confusion off as best as I can and focus on the vines, the nurturing of life that doesn’t talk back or look at me with those deep, dark eyes. I throw myself into my work, because that I can control, that I can understand. The vines don't play games; they either thrive or they don't.

∞∞∞

As the sun begins to dip below the horizon, casting a warm golden glow through the windows, I find myself in a flurry of activity, prepping my cozy Italian-style cottage for Katrina's arrival. Soft melodies from Taylor Swift's "Lover" album fill the air, setting a soothing yet subtly romantic atmosphere. I catch myself moving rhythmically to the tunes, my long, flowing skirt swirling around my calves. The skirt, a deep forest green with delicate floral embroidery, pairs beautifully with my ivory crop top, which features a daringly deep neckline and flared sleeves, adding a touch of bohemian elegance. A wide leather belt cinches my waist, accentuating my curves.

I wander through the living room, lighting candles strategically placed to cast a warm, inviting glow. The flickering lights create dancing shadows on the walls, and I can't help but smile at the ambiance it's creating. Next, I turn my attention to the couch, my hands fluffing up the cushions before I step back, scrutinizing the setup. Too many? Too few? After a minute of indecision, I add one, remove two, then add a different one back, trying to strike the perfect balance of comfort and style.

Realizing my nerves are getting the best of me, I head to the kitchen and pour myself a glass of wine—our vineyard's finest red. The rich, robust flavors explode on my tongue, a reminder of the passion and precision that go into every bottle. "We don't need new fermentation techniques," I mutter to myself, savoring the taste. "This is perfect as it is." I make a mental note to convince Katrina tonight, to show her the soul of our wine.

Just then, the crunch of gravel outside signals her arrival. My heart thumps louder with each second, and I hastily set the wine glass down, wiping my palms on my skirt. The doorbell rings, slicing through the calm music, startling me so much that I nearly jump. With a deep breath to steady my nerves, I glide to the door, smoothing down my skirt as I go.

I swing the door open and there she stands—Katrina, looking effortlessly stunning. She's clad in a sleek, tailored black blazer that hugs her figure perfectly, paired with a sheer black blouse underneath that hints at the contours of her silhouette. The blouse is subtly provocative, with just a hint of lace peeking from under the blazer. Her trousers are equally refined, a high-waisted, slim-fit design that elongates her legs, matched with stiletto heels that add an authoritative click to her step.

For a moment, I'm breathless, taken aback by how someone can oscillate so seamlessly between the stern professional and the drop-dead gorgeous date. Her hair is styled in loose waves that frame her face, and a hint of smoky makeup accentuates her eyes, making them pop with a mysterious allure.

"Hi," she greets with a smile that could light up the darkest of nights, and I realize I've been staring a little too long.

"Hey," I manage to reply, stepping aside to let her in. "Come in, Katrina."

As she steps past me, the subtle scent of her perfume fills the space, a blend of jasmine and cedarwood, sophisticated and intoxicating.

As Katrina steps inside, closing the door behind her, we both move towards each other with an air of determined casualness, aiming for a simple greeting. Somehow, our signals get crossed spectacularly. I reach out to hug her at the exact moment she extends her hand for a shake. Our arms tangle awkwardly, and we end up half-hugging, half-handshaking in a bizarre dance of limbs.

We pause, our faces inches apart, and then simultaneously burst into laughter. “Why is this so awkward?” I gasp between giggles, finally stepping back and running a hand through my hair in bewilderment.

Katrina grins, a twinkle of amusement in her eyes. “Maybe dangerous situations are where we thrive, Trisha. Vanilla just doesn't do it for us, huh?”

I laugh, the sound bright and carefree. “Apparently, we need a little peril to smooth things out!” I motion towards the living room. “Come on, take a seat.”

As Katrina makes her way to the couch, I can't help but notice how many cushions there are—clearly, I overdid it in my nervous flurry. She gracefully sits down, sinking slightly amidst the soft fortress I've inadvertently built around the seating area.

“This is really lovely, Trisha,” she says, her voice sincere as she looks around at the candlelit room, the soft music still playing in the background. “You've made it very romantic.”

I feel a warmth creep up my cheeks, and it dawns on me that I can't remember the last time I blushed this much. “Thanks,” I manage to say, a little sheepishly. “I, um, wanted it to be nice.”

Settling down beside her, careful not to disturb the cushion arrangement too much, I catch her eye and something soft and unspoken passes between us.

Settling into the cozy ambiance, I glance nervously at Katrina, then over to the kitchen. "So, I did something tonight that might actually be riskier than any vineyard escapade we've had," I start, trying to mask my anxiety with humor.

Katrina raises an eyebrow, her interest piqued. "Oh? And what's that?"

"I cooked." I let the word hang in the air for a moment, watching her reaction. "And not just any cooking—like, actual food that you might need to chew and swallow without medical supervision."

Her laughter fills the room, a sound that makes me relax a little. "Trisha, should I be scared?"

"Potentially," I quip back, grinning. "I mean, if we survive this meal, I think we can officially say we're invincible. Look, I say that I like cooking, and yeah, I might have given off that vibe earlier, but to be honest, I like cooking when people have already chopped up things for me, or measured everything and arranged them on the counter in nice little cups. That’s when I love to cook!"

Katrina chuckles, shaking her head. "What culinary dangers have you prepared for us then?"

I wave towards the kitchen with a flourish. "Feast your eyes—and hopefully your taste buds—on what I like to call 'The Trisha Special'. It’s a mysterious blend of whatever I found in the fridge that didn't smell questionable."

"Sounds… gourmet," she teases, the sparkle in her eyes telling me she's enjoying this banter as much as I am.

"Don't worry, it's actually pretty edible. I made spaghetti aglio e olio. It’s hard to mess up pasta with garlic and oil, right?" I say, suddenly not so sure of my culinary adventure.

"Well, if anyone could turn it into a thrilling experience, it'd be you," Katrina replies, her tone playful yet reassuring.

I laugh, feeling the tension ease out of my shoulders. "Let's hope it’s the kind of thrill that ends with us wanting seconds and not dialing emergency services."

Katrina glances around the cozy living room before suddenly standing up, an impish glint in her eyes. "Why are we sitting here? I want you to pour me a glass of wine and take me to your bedroom…"

The look on my face must have spoken volumes because Katrina hastens to add, "Because I want to sit outside in that sitting area outside your bedroom. It looks so inviting with all those string lights."

I burst out laughing, relief washing over me as I set down my fork. "You nearly gave me a heart attack, Katrina! Here I was, thinking you wanted to get to some… action before my cooking could potentially kill us."

Katrina laughs too, her eyes twinkling with mirth as we both stand. "Well, the night is still young, Trisha. Who knows what dangers your spaghetti might pose?"

Shaking my head with a smirk, I grab the wine bottle and two glasses, leading the way to my bedroom. The memory of last night's impromptu striptease flashes through my mind as soon as we enter the room. The shadows and light had played just right, turning the space into a stage where I had felt bold and seductive under Katrina's intense gaze.

The thrill I had felt was undeniable, but so was the embarrassment that now creeps up my neck as I recall how vulnerable I had allowed myself to become under her gaze. Surrendering control like that was uncharted territory for me; it was both terrifying and exhilarating.

As we step through the doorway, those remnants of desire and performance linger, charging the air with a palpable tension. I pour us each a glass of wine, trying to focus on the here and now, even as the thrill of last night's memory dances tantalizingly at the edges of my consciousness.

"Here’s to a peaceful, non-lethal evening," I toast, handing Katrina her glass with a playful nod towards our ongoing joke.

"To peace, and maybe a little peril," Katrina responds, her voice low and teasing as she clinks her glass against mine.

We step through the large glass doors that open from my bedroom onto the balcony, entering a magical outdoor seating area that feels like it's been lifted from the pages of a fairytale. The area is framed by a series of elegantly strung lights that weave a warm, golden web of light above us, twinkling like earthbound stars. The lights reflect softly off the large glass panes, blurring the boundaries between inside and out.

The floor beneath our feet is smooth cement, cool and firm, bordered by lush grass that whispers under the gentle evening breeze. To one side, a modest but well-maintained barbecue grill stands ready, a silent promise of many future summer nights filled with laughter and good food. But tonight, it's just the two of us and the quiet serenity of the hillside.

Beyond the manicured edges of the balcony, the ground slopes gently into a tapestry of rolling hills, each contour a shadow under the moonlight. The hills stretch far into the distance, their outlines occasionally obscured as the moon plays peek-a-boo with the clouds. Each time the clouds shift, the landscape alternates between soft illumination and mysterious shadows, adding a dynamic, almost pulsing life to the view.

Above us, the night sky is a vast canvas dotted with stars, their light competing with the flickering string lights. The whole scene is surreal, a perfect backdrop that feels both intimate and expansive. The air is crisp, scented with the faint aroma of neighboring gardens and the wild, untamed notes of the distant woods.

As we settle into the plush couches, the soft cushions enveloping us, we sit side by side in comfortable silence, sipping our wine. The serene landscape before us, bathed in the moonlight and framed by the gentle glow of the string lights, fosters a tranquil moment, allowing the world beyond to fade into a distant murmur.

After a few minutes, the peaceful atmosphere coaxes words from me, a gentle confession that's been brewing in the quiet space between us. Turning slightly towards Katrina, I break the silence with a soft, earnest voice. "I know what we are doing might be wrong in many people's eyes, but to me, it seems like the most perfect thing for us to do.”

The words hang in the air, mingling with the night breeze. I glance at Katrina, searching her face for any sign of doubt or hesitation. Her expression is thoughtful, her eyes reflecting the starlight as she takes a moment to process my words.

She finally responds, her voice just as soft but firm with conviction. 

“Trisha, I haven't really done many things in my life that society would call ‘correct’ or ‘right’. I left my son when he was just five, and though staying would have meant my own destruction, society would have still expected me to endure it. So, this doesn't feel wrong to me. Right now, I'm just sharing moments of pure magic with the only person in years who has given me hope,” Katrina shares, her voice soft but resolute in the quiet night.

“Hope?” I probe, trying to decipher her expressions in the dim light.

“Yes, hope for a happy ending for myself. Hope for a life shared with someone I love, not just advising vineyards on producing the best wines,” she continues, her words sincere and striking a chord within me.

Katrina's openness takes me by surprise. Just hours ago, I was pondering how effortlessly she seemed to compartmentalize her emotions, and now here she is, opening up about her deepest yearnings. 

And she isn’t even drunk yet!

“Am I a bad person for making you do something that could derail your efforts in rebuilding your relationship with your son?” I ask.

Katrina turns to face me, her eyes searching mine in the soft glow of the string lights. “Trisha, you're not making me do anything. This—us—it's my choice. I'm here because there's nowhere else I'd rather be.”

She takes a deep breath, her voice steady and sincere. “As for my son, rebuilding our relationship is important, but it’s also a separate part of my life. My choices here with you don’t detract from the love I have for him or my hopes to mend things. I’m capable of handling both, and I don’t want you to feel responsible for any complications.”

I nod, absorbing her words, relieved yet still a bit apprehensive. “I just don’t want to be the reason for any more pain in your life, Katrina.”

She reaches out, her hand gently squeezing mine. “Trisha, you’re the reason for joy in my life right now. The world isn’t just black and white, and happiness doesn’t come without its risks. But believe me, whatever happens, being with you is worth it. I’m not here lightly; I’m here because it feels right.”

I nod. “Do you think Ryan will understand when he finds out?”

Katrina pauses, her gaze drifting towards the moonlit hills, reflecting on the question. "Ryan… he's had to deal with a lot because of my choices. Understanding this won't be easy for him," she admits, her voice tinged with concern. "But Ryan is also more compassionate than he gives himself credit for. He's grown so much, and I hope he can see the happiness this brings us and find it in himself to accept it."

She turns back to me, a determined look in her eyes. "I'll be honest with him when the time is right. It’s important he hears it from me, with the respect and truth he deserves."

“And… do you think we will know when the time’s right? I mean, how do we know if what we have is serious enough to risk it all?”

Katrina’s eyes hold mine, her gaze soft yet filled with a depth of understanding. "Trisha, I believe we'll feel it," she says, her voice calm and assured. "There's no formula for this, no perfect moment scripted out for us. But the connection we have, the way we feel around each other—it's palpable. We've already taken risks, just being together like this. If we wait for a sign that’s clear and undeniable, we might wait forever."

She takes a sip of her wine, her eyes not leaving mine. "It's about choosing each other every day and finding that the happiness we gain outweighs the fears we face. That's when we'll know it’s serious enough. We won't have all the answers, but we'll have enough conviction to stand by our choice."

I listen, her words sinking in, mingling with the doubts and hopes swirling within me. "And if we decide it’s worth it," I continue, "we commit, no matter the challenges?"

"Exactly," Katrina affirms, squeezing my hand. "We commit.”

I smile at Katrina's words, feeling a warmth spread through me as the wine and the enchanting surroundings begin to weave their magic. I feel as though I'm floating, overwhelmed with a happiness and contentment I've never known before. Here I am, sitting beside a woman twice my age, whom I met less than a week ago, yet she has captivated me completely with her deep, dark eyes, her long tones legs, her wisdom, her intelligence, and her pure, raw, sex appeal.

“What drew you to me?” Katrina asks, her voice light with curiosity.

“Have you taken a good look in the mirror lately?” I quip with a chuckle. “I mean, you could make a statue blush.”

She rolls her eyes playfully. “That’s just the exterior. Looks reel you in, but it’s the extras that keep you hooked, right?”

I nod, grinning. “Absolutely. And you, Katrina Whitmore, are no ordinary catch. You’ve got this incredible blend of strength and wisdom that’s just… intoxicating. You know your way around a vineyard better than I know my way around a Netflix menu.”

“Anything else?” she probes, her eyebrow arching as she takes a sip of wine, a mischievous twinkle dancing in her eyes.

I lean closer, lowering my voice conspiratorially. “Well, I have a thing for women who can talk tannins and terroir. It’s my kind of sexy.”

Katrina can't help but laugh, a sound that's equal parts sophisticated and seductive. "Well, I'm glad my oenological charm has such an effect on you." Her eyes linger on me, softening with a vulnerability I've never seen before.

After a moment, she turns away slightly, staring into the vineyard stretching out before us. Her fingers toy with the stem of her wine glass, twirling it slowly. "Trisha," she starts, her voice dropping an octave, "do you ever wonder about… my past? About why I left everything behind?"

My heart skips a beat as I catch the tremble in her words. The weight of the question hangs between us like a delicate crystal chandelier, brilliant yet fragile.

Inhaling deeply, I say, "Katrina, we all have chapters in our lives we wish we could rewrite."

She nods slowly, her gaze still fixed on the distant vines, lost in a world of memory and regret. “Yes, and some chapters are harder to revisit than others. I sometimes worry that the more you learn about my past, the less you’ll… understand.”

Reaching over, I place my hand gently over hers, stilling the nervous movement of the wine glass. “Katrina, knowing where you've been only helps me understand how far you’ve come. It doesn’t change how I feel about you. In fact, it deepens it. Your journey, the choices you’ve made—they're part of what makes you the person I’m getting to know.”

“But you don’t know yet. What if you change your mind when you find out?”

“Did ya kill someone?” I ask Katrina, letting my Southern drawl show for a few seconds.

“No, but I was very close to it at one point.”

“Haven’t we all, at least once, wished to kill someone? A math professor? An ex? A vineyard worker who can't prune a grapevine right?" I tease, trying to lighten the mood.

Katrina's lips twitch into a small smile, but I can see a shadow of darkness behind it. "It's more complicated than that, Trisha," she says softly, her hand squeezing mine.

I hold her gaze, letting her know I'm here for whatever demons she's ready to face. But right now, in the dimming light of the vineyard, all I want is to make her forget her troubles, if only for a moment.

"Then let's not talk about the past tonight," I suggest, leaning in so close that my lips brush against her earlobe, whispering the promise of escapism. "Tonight is about us.”

Katrina nods, her eyes lingering on my face for a few seconds before drifting over to admire the landscape in front of us.

I refill our wine glasses and suddenly feel a burning desire to rest my head on Katrina’s shoulder.

Am I being too cheesy too early?

Are we at the ‘keeping heads on shoulders’ level of intimacy yet?

The questions, all logical but somehow illogical at the same time, hound me. But I've never been known to quell my desires. I've always been a ‘go-getter’, even if that meant going after the unattainable.

Without waiting for my brain to catch up with my racing heart, I lean in and rest my head against the warmth of her shoulder. Katrina's body stiffens for a fraction of a second before relaxing. Her arm tentatively encircles me, pulling me closer.

I tilt my head back to look up at her, finding Katrina's eyes already on me. "Was this too much?" I murmur, ready to retreat if I've overstepped.

Katrina returns a confused smile and says, “You didn’t ask permission before giving me a love bite, or going down on your knees and stuffing your face between my legs, but you need my permission for this? This young generation is crazy!”

Her comment sends a delightful shiver down my spine, and I can't help the laugh that bubbles out of me. "Well, I suppose I'm full of surprises."

The corners of Katrina's lips lift in that signature half-smile of hers, the one that has always felt like an invitation to dive into something deep and dangerous. She caresses the side of my face with the back of her fingers, and my skin tingles under her touch.

My lips part in anticipation, eager for another one of her bold moves, but instead she whispers, "I like your kind of crazy," with a playful wink.

This feels easy. Conversations flow effortlessly, interspersed with sips of wine and comfortable silences. This is what all first dates should feel like. Although Katrina and I have already fucked like rabbits, bypassing the usual first-date jitters about physical compatibility, there’s still a hint of uncertainty about tonight. Will we fuck again or just enjoy conversation? This lingering question adds a subtle thrill to the evening, mixing a touch of nerves with our comfort.

As we chill side by side, Katrina and I drift into a chat about music. She's been looping '70s folk rock lately—Carole King, Joni Mitchell, and the gang. Clearly, she has a thing for songs with more feelings than my entire dating history. Me? I’ve been all about jazz, diving deep into Coltrane’s riffs that are complex enough to make my last relationship look simple.

Checking the time, I realize we've been shooting the breeze for ages. "We should probably grab some food," I suggest, getting up with a stretch. "And then we can dive into that cinematic fossil you adore, 'Gone with the Horizon'—I mean, 'Gone with the Wind.'"

Katrina smirks, playing along. "Fossil? That 'fossil' is a masterpiece, Trisha. It's epic—a very long epic. So if you start snoozing, I won’t judge. You'll miss Rhett's sass though, which is almost as good as mine."

I roll my eyes, feigning exasperation. "Oh, I could never miss the chance to admire any sass that rivals yours." I'm about to turn towards the kitchen when Katrina grabs my hand, her grip firm and sure.

The sudden contact sends an electric jolt through me. She pulls me back down so I'm hovering over her, our faces inches apart. "Before we get lost in the 'epic' movie," she says, her voice low and husky, "there's something I want."

I can feel her breath on my lips, her words hanging between us like a dare. I don't need to ask what it is; the hunger in her eyes tells me everything. It's a look I recognize, one that mirrors the heat coursing through my veins. "Tell me," I whisper, closing the gap between temptation and satisfaction.

Katrina's answer is immediate, her voice thick with intent. "I want your mouth on me," she breathes out. "Right now."

The command sends a thrill directly to my core, igniting a carnal desire that demands to be fulfilled. With a ferocity that matches her own, I close the space between us, capturing her lips with mine.

The kiss is a clash of power and submission, a dance of lips and tongues that leaves us both breathless. My hands roam over the contours of her body, feeling the softness of her blouse before slipping underneath to explore the skin beneath. Katrina's fingers tangle in my hair, tugging gently but insistently as she guides me down.

I trail kisses along her jawline, down her neck, reveling in the small sighs and gasps she makes. It’s like music—her sounds are my symphony, and I play each note with precision.

Moving lower, I begin to kiss her cleavage, pressing my lips firmly against the skin where her breasts meet to create a tempting valley of desire. Just as I am about to pull down her blouse and reveal a nipple to suckle on, she suddenly stops me and stands up. She hovers above me, locking her scorching gaze onto mine, before gently wrapping her fingers around my neck and applying slight pressure. "Not so fast, baby," she whispers seductively, planting a passionate kiss on my lips.

Her fingers loosen around my neck, and I gasp for air, but it's not air I want—no, it's more of her, always more. She stands up with a devilish grin and straightens her blouse. "Food first," she purrs and turns to walk into the kitchen with a sway in her hips that has me staring after her like she's the last drop of water in the desert.

∞∞∞

Katrina takes a bite, and I watch her, eager for her verdict. She chews thoughtfully, her eyes on the screen, but I know she's tasting more than just the aglio olio. She's tasting the anticipation, the unspoken promise hanging in the charged air between us.

"Mmm." The approval vibrates from her throat, primal and gratifying. "The pasta's good. But the company…" Katrina turns to me with eyes glinting like starlight, "…is exquisite."

I can't help but beam at her compliment.

"Glad you approve," I say, my voice a playful purr as I take my own bite of pasta. The garlic and olive oil blend perfectly, but it's Katrina's gaze that has me intoxicated.

We settle into the couch, side by side, our shoulders brushing occasionally as 'Gone with the Wind' begins its lengthy overture. The strings swell from the speakers, filling the room with a tension that mirrors my own inner turmoil.

The couch, our makeshift raft, seems to shrink beneath us, drawing us inexorably closer. With each passing scene, each flare of drama on the screen, Katrina inches nearer, her presence a warm draft on a chilly evening.

The candles flicker their last tales into the creeping shadows, and the room dips into a silvered twilight, lit only by the moon's glow and the flickering TV screen.

Katrina tugs the blanket from the back of the couch, a casual move that turns conspiratorial as she drapes it over us. The fabric settles around our shoulders, drawing us into an intimate cocoon. Under the cover, our sides press closer, and I can feel the steady rhythm of her breathing, synchronized with mine.

As Scarlett vies for Ashley's attention, Katrina's hand finds a more daring role, resting casually yet provocatively on my thigh.

I catch my breath, the movie blurring into a backdrop as my focus hones in on every point where our bodies meet. The room is awash in moonlight and cinematic glow, casting us in a silver-blue that feels like we’re underwater—submerged in a sea of tension and desire.

Our shared warmth battles the chill that the cinematic Southern belles on screen cannot feel, and I wonder if Rhett and Scarlett ever felt this undeniable pull, this gravitational dance of desire.

Katrina's touch on my thigh sends my pulse racing, and I fight to keep my eyes on the screen, though it feels like an impossible task. She's right there, real and electrifying, while the movie has faded to nothing more than a whispered soundtrack to the tension between us.

Her fingers start to drum lightly against my skin, a beat that seems to resonate with my own quickening heartbeat. I let out a soft sigh, barely audible over Scarlett’s drawling voice. The sound seems to embolden Katrina; her hand travels higher, bold and unyielding as she traces the hem of my booty shorts that I have changed into.

I glance at her—and damn her control—she’s still watching the screen as if we're here for a movie marathon and not our own simmering prelude. It's a game of cat and mouse, and I'm the one caught in the trap of her seductive prowess.

Unable to resist any longer, I turn towards her, my movement inviting her hand to slide even further. "Katrina," I whisper her name like it’s a sacred incantation, feeling the strength of it even as it leaves my lips.

She finally looks at me then, her gaze heavy with promise. "Yes?" Her voice is steady, but her eyes betray the same hunger that's gnawing at my insides. It’s a look that spurs me on, urging me to ask for what I want, what I need.

"Touch me," I say with an urgency that's mirrored in the clench of her jaw. "Please."

Katrina’s gaze lingers on mine for a heartbeat too long—heavy, charged, but then she pulls back, as if yanking reins on a wild thought. She shakes her head slightly, a smirk teasing at the corners of her mouth. "No," she says, her voice lower than the crackling dialogue from the TV.

The statement is a cold splash in the heat of our moment, and I feel my cheeks flush with a mix of heat and indignation. No? The word rings in my ears, ricocheting through my thoughts.

She goes back to watching the movie, all poise and composure as if nothing has happened—as if she hasn't just stoked a fire and left it burning unattended. My mind races, turns, tumbles over itself.

How can she just sit there?

I’m horny—no point in denying that. And if she won't help me… well, I will help myself.

“Fine,” I say with mock nonchalance, trying to shrug off my frustration which clings like cobwebs. “If you’re not going to play… then watch me.”

With deliberate slowness, I turn away from her, lounging back against the armrest. My breathing deepens as I let my eyes close halfway, lashes casting shadows on my cheeks. I feel her gaze on me, palpable as a touch. Shifting slightly, I slide one hand beneath the hem of my shorts—teasingly slow—and let out a soft moan that I know she can't ignore. My fingers find warm skin, and I start to caress myself through the thin fabric of my panties.

"Trisha," Katrina says, raising an eyebrow as she looks at my crotch in the dim light. "This isn't fair."

"And what you're doing is?" I reply, my breath quickening.

"I thought this was just going to be a vanilla date," Katrina whispers.

"Vanilla? You call choking me on the balcony of my room vanilla?" I snap at her, wishing my fingers were hers.

"Yes, by my standards."

"How many women have you been with to have such high standards?"

"A few," Katrina answers nonchalantly.

"Did you ever love any of them?"

"No, just their bodies. Their pussies… and tits, and ass. But I haven't found anyone with all those things equally good in one woman, except for you, baby. But you need to stop teasing me like this. I want to get to know your heart. I've already explored the depths of your pussy."

Her words hang in the air like the remnants of a forbidden incantation. My fingers pause, mid-stroke, and a shiver runs through me—not from my touch, but from the deep timbre of her voice. The playfulness in her gaze has dimmed, replaced by something raw, something unnervingly sincere.

I study her face, her eyes that seem to hold a galaxy of complexity behind their cool exterior. For a moment, the erotic charge between us is eclipsed by Katrina's unexpected vulnerability. My chest tightens with an unfamiliar emotion, a connection that goes beyond the physical.

"I'm not teasing you," I say softly, my hand still resting under my shorts. "I'm inviting you."

I let my fingers resume their dance beneath the fabric, slower this time, more deliberate. My eyes lock onto hers, challenging her to lose the game she’s so artfully playing.

Katrina's gaze doesn't waver, but her body language shifts. She leans against the other armrest of the couch, a predator eyeing her prey. With a flick of her wrist, she throws the blanket off her lap, revealing more of herself than the dim light had previously allowed. Subtle muscles play under her skin as she moves to undo her pants.

The metallic whisper of a zipper is loud in the silence that blankets us. She peels herself out of her pants with a fluid grace that leaves me breathless, now just in her black blouse and panties—a sight to behold. I continue rubbing myself intently, the heat from my core spreading like wildfire.

"Kat…." I breathe out her name like a confession, as she reclines, commanding and exquisite in her half-undressed state.

She tilts her head, a coy smirk playing on her lips. "Trisha, crawl to me."

Heat surges through my veins at her command, an electric thrill that ignites every nerve ending. I slip off the couch, the carpet rough against my knees as I move towards her. With each deliberate crawl, my anticipation builds, my heart pounding in rhythm with the soft thud of my knees sinking into the plush fibers.

I reach her, and she sits up slightly, intoxicating power in her posture.

She reaches up, her fingers trailing over the exposed skin of my stomach, and hooks them into the waistband of my shorts. With a quick tug, they're gone, and suddenly I'm as bare as she is.

"Much better," she purrs, running her hands along the length of my thighs. Her touch is like sparks on my skin, each caress promising a world of pleasure.

I scoot onto the couch, heart thundering in my chest like it wants to break free. Katrina slips to the floor; the smooth transition of her body from seated to kneeling on the carpet is fluid and mesmerizing. With the back of her head resting against the very edge of the couch, and a possessive grip that sends shivers up my spine, she grabs me by my ass and positions herself beneath me. I straddle her face obediently, feeling the warmth of her breath against my soaked panties.

She gazes up at me with those piercing eyes full of promises as I position myself on all fours above her, an offering willingly given. My hands sink into the cushions for leverage as Katrina's fingers hook around the elastic of my shorts and panties, sliding them down my trembling legs with tantalizing slowness. The fabric feels like the only barrier between her intense gaze and my most intimate secrets. But not for long.

The shorts and panties are tossed aside, discarded like an afterthought. There's a momentary chill as the air touches my exposed skin, but the burning look in Katrina's eyes lights a fire that no cold can quench.

She's studying me, drinking in my nakedness with an insatiable hunger that's about to consume us both. I'm laid bare, physically and emotionally, under her rapturous examination.

"Don't move," she orders softly, the command laced with unspoken promises of pleasure yet to unfold.

She doesn't touch me, not with her hands anyway. Her eyes do the caressing, roving over my skin, imprinting herself onto every inch of my being without laying a single finger on me. It's torturous and thrilling all at once.

I squirm above her, desperate for contact, but I hold back. I respect the rules she's silently laid out for us—taking it slow. She wants to savor this moment just as much as I do.

"Play with yourself," Katrina says, her voice low and commanding. "But keep those pretty eyes on me. We had decided we would take it slow, right? That's exactly what we’ll be doing. But I also can’t keep you horny and frustrated for too long. That pretty friend of yours might come by and satisfy your itch while I am away.”

“Who? Amelia?” I laugh.

Katrina's smirk widens at my laughter. "Yes, Amelia," she drawls. "She's got eyes for you, Trisha. Can't have her thinking she's got a shot, can we?"

Her taunting words are fuel to the fire of my arousal, and I reach down with a shaky hand to touch myself. The sensation of my own fingers, coupled with her gaze, is intoxicating. My hips buck involuntarily as I circle my clit through the wetness that has pooled between my legs.

"Good girl," Katrina coos, her voice dripping with approval and something darker, hungrier.

I moan at her praise, my movements growing more frenzied, driven by the primal need to come. But Katrina isn't done teasing me yet.

"Imagine it's my tongue there instead of your fingers," she whispers devilishly. "Think about how much better it would feel."

The image sends a jolt straight to my core, and I barely manage to stifle a scream as the pleasure builds up inside me like a wave about to crash.

My fingertips are slick, dipping and swirling, mimicking the languid stroke of her tongue that I imagine. The fantasy is vivid — Katrina's lips grazing mine, not the ones on my face, but the other pair, swollen with want. Her face looms over me in my mind's eye: those thick, juicy lips parted slightly, breath coming out in hot puffs that make me ache to feel them all over me.

"Are you thinking about it?" Katrina's voice snaps me back. It's like she can read my thoughts, see the naughty slideshow flashing through my head.

"Yes," I gasp out between shallow breaths. "Can't stop thinking about it."

Her smirk could cut glass. "Then think harder."

It's a challenge, almost impossible given the way my body quivers under her gaze. But I'm Trisha Carmichael, and challenges are my aphrodisiac. My hand quickens its pace even as I imagine it's Katrina pressing into me. One finger becomes two, plunging into the wet heat of my desire.

When I flick my wrist just right, a few droplets escape the confines of my fervor, landing audaciously close to Katrina’s mouth.

Her tongue darts out, quick as a viper, to catch a droplet on the tip. That simple action has me reeling, my heart slamming against my chest like it wants out. Seeing her taste me, even if just a tease of what's to come, it's almost enough to send me over the edge.

I lean forward just an inch, closing the space between us. My soaked folds hover mere inches from her mouth—so close yet still untouched.

“Oh my god, you fucking sexy woman!” I scream, and Katrina nods.

“Yes, baby, give yourself to me.”

"Katrina," I whisper her name like a prayer. It's all I can do not to grind down on those perfect lips of hers.

She doesn't move to touch me; she doesn't need to. The control she exerts without touching is more powerful than any contact could be. Watching me writhing above her feeds her dominance as much as it tortures me with longing.

And then it happens.

Katrina surges forward with predatory grace. Her hand grips my ass firmly, pulling me closer until there’s no space left between us. I cry out, a mix of surprise and exhilaration as I feel her mouth latch onto my pulsating heat. The sensation is electric—her lips, her tongue, all of Katrina consuming me with an aggression that obliterates any remaining thoughts.

Her teeth graze me gently before her tongue delves deeper, tasting my pleasure in earnest. My hands find purchase in her luscious hair, my fingers tangling in the silky strands as I ride the waves she's sending crashing through me.

I'm moaning, no, growling her name, and she's relentless.

The tension coils tighter within me until I'm a taut string ready to snap. "Katrina… fuck… fuck… fuck," I breathe out, more plea than word.

She hums against me, the sound mingled with the wetness of her mouth as she sucks and licks. It's too much and exactly what I need all at once.

With one last swirl of her tongue, I shatter. It rips through me like wildfire, burning every nerve ending with white-hot bliss.

∞∞∞

The end credits scroll up, but who cares? I’m too caught up in the warmth of Katrina next to me, our bodies tangled in a deliciously forbidden afterglow.

“I think I should leave,” Katrina murmurs, her breath tickling the back of my neck as she shifts away slightly.

“I think you should move in,” I shoot back, half-serious.

“I think you’ve lost your mind.”

She stands, stretching like one of those sleek Siamese cats, and I can’t help but stare. Tall, toned, utterly breathtaking—how did I get so lucky?

“Thanks for dinner,” she says with that dazzling smile.

“Well, I tried.”

“You did more than try. Honestly, I loved your cooking so much, I'm making it a weekly treat.”

I stand up, brushing her hair back, teasing, “Eat what? My food or me?”

“A bit of both perhaps?”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

We spend a few more minutes tidying up. She takes in the valley view from my bedroom window one last time, then I walk her to the door, bracing for a tough goodbye.

“So, what’s your take on our first date, Ms. Whitmore? You think I’m a girl worth risking it all for in the future?”

We step outside, the cool air brushing against our skin. Katrina pauses, her eyes locking on mine. “I think you’re worth risking everything for right now. Why wait for the future?”


Chapter Twelve 

(Katrina)

I’m perched in my cabin, the Rubik’s cube stubbornly twisted in my hands. Frustration is a quiet simmer beneath my usual calm as I spin another row, seeking some semblance of order among the chaos of colors. My feet, clad in sharp black heels, rest on the edge of the table—a small act of rebellion against the day’s demands.

The door creaks open, and I glance up through strands of hair that have escaped my usually pristine bun. Trisha stands there, balancing two plates heaped with lunch. Her approach is tentative, as if she's interrupting, which—in a way—she is.

"Hi," I offer without looking up, my focus riveted on the puzzle.

“Hey,” Trisha replies, setting the plates down and sliding into the chair across from me. She watches me struggle for a moment, her brow furrowed in that cute, concerned way she has. “That looks intense.”

“It’s maddening,” I admit, giving the cube a final, futile twist before setting it down with a sigh.

Without missing a beat, Trisha reaches over and picks it up. Her fingers are a blur, colors flipping and falling into place with a satisfying series of clicks. Within seconds, she’s done, setting the solved cube on the table like it’s no big deal.

I can’t help but let out a laugh, impressed and slightly annoyed at how effortlessly she handled it. “Show-off,” I tease, my irritation dissolving into admiration.

Trisha grins, her eyes lighting up with mischief. “You just need to see the patterns,” she says, gesturing at the cube before pushing one of the plates toward me. “Eat up, maybe you’ll absorb some of my genius with the food.”

I shake my head, chuckling as I pick up my fork. “I’m already learning more than I bargained for with you around, Trisha.”

Trisha’s smirk is playful as she leans forward, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “You know, the grapevine’s buzzing about us. They’ve noticed I’m not in the cafeteria as much.”

I raise an eyebrow, my interest piqued. “Oh? And what do they say?”

“They think you’ve had an influence on me. Made me more pretentious and posh, like yourself. They think you are turning me into a woman for the classes instead of the masses.”

I chuckle at that, resting my chin on my hand. "Well, that's an interesting theory. Do you feel transformed under my sinister, posh influence?"

Trisha rolls her eyes, but her grin is wide. "Posh, maybe. Sinister? Only in the most delightful ways. But if eating off real plates instead of paper is a crime, then I guess I’m guilty as charged."

She laughs, picking up her fork and mimicking an exaggerated posh accent. "Why, yes, madam, I shall aspire to the highest of etiquettes."

I can't help but laugh, watching her playful antics. "Just don't lose that charming edge you bring from the masses, it’s what makes them feel you care about them. I'm just a consultant who'll eventually leave, but this is your company. They need to see that you care, you know."

“You're not going anywhere until I'm done with you,” Trisha declares with a hint of mischief.

“Define ‘done’,” I challenge, attacking the spaghetti in a decidedly un-posh manner.

“Done is done. When both my heart and my body grow bored of you.”

“And when might that be?” I inquire, genuinely curious.

Trisha flashes a cheeky smile. “I might scare you with my answer.”

“If it’s the kind of scare we had in that haunted house, I’m all in.”

“I might not be done with you at least until I die.” Trisha leans back, nonchalantly sucking in a strand of spaghetti.

“Wow, suddenly this cabin feels… stuffy,” I joke, tugging at the collar of my shirt to feign discomfort.

Just as I'm about to respond, a sharp knock interrupts our lighthearted banter. The door swings open, and Stella, Robert Carmichael’s secretary, stands there, her expression taut with urgency.

“Katrina, Trisha,” she starts, her voice edged with tension, “Robert needs you both in his office. It’s urgent.”

I nod, gesturing for her to continue. “We’ll be there after lunch.”

Stella shakes her head, her eyes wide. “No, he wants you there right now. He’s not willing to wait.”

Trisha thanks Stella quickly and assures her, “We’ll be right there.”

Once Stella leaves, closing the door behind her with a soft click, the room falls into a heavy silence. Trisha and I exchange a look, a mix of confusion and concern marring our features.

“It’s very unlike Dad,” Trisha murmurs, her brows knitting together. “Something's definitely up.”

The wheels in my head start turning, but it’s Trisha’s next words that bring a sharper edge of anxiety. “Do you think… could he have found out about us? What if he saw you leaving my place late last night? He just installed those new security cameras.”

I let out a slow breath, trying to inject some calm into the mounting worry. “Trisha, relax. Two women hanging out late isn’t inherently suspicious. If I were a man, maybe there’d be more cause for concern. We can just say we’re becoming good friends, that’s all.”

Trisha nods, though the furrow between her brows doesn’t quite disappear. “I know, I know. But with all the new security measures, it feels like he’s watching everything a bit too closely.”

Standing up, I straighten my jacket and offer her a reassuring smile. “Let’s not jump to the worst conclusions. We’ll handle it, whatever it is.”

As we head toward the door, I place a gentle hand on her shoulder. “Stay cool. We stick to the friendship story. We’ve done nothing wrong.”

She gives a small, uncertain nod as we step into the hallway, the air filled with the muted sounds of the vineyard office. Walking side by side, we make our way to Robert’s office, each step seeming to echo louder than the last in the corridor.

Reaching Robert’s office, I feel the weight of the moment pressing on us. His door is ajar, and inside, Robert stands by the window, his usually composed figure casting a shadow against the bright California sun.

“Dad?” Trisha calls out tentatively as we enter.

Robert turns and gives a curt nod, his eyes holding an intensity I've rarely seen. “Sit down, both of you.” His voice is like gravel, rough with unspoken tension.

Trisha and I exchange hesitant glances before complying. The leather of the high-backed chairs squeaks under our weight as we settle in. Robert sits at his desk, resting his hands on the polished mahogany surface, fingers intertwined.

Without preamble, he begins. “The vineyard is under attack.” His words slice through the room like a knife.

“Attack?” Trish’s voice cracks slightly. Her eyes widen in alarm, and she leans forward. “What do you mean?”

“Victor Thorne is trying to sabotage our operations.”

Robert’s words hang heavy in the air, and Trisha’s hands clench into fists on her lap. “Victor Thorne?” she questions, her voice sharpening with each word. “Are we sure it’s him?”

Robert nods grimly, his gaze flickering between us. “After the recent malfunctions with our external generators, I ordered a thorough check. We found a small, deliberately concealed breach in the fencing along the border we share with Thornfield Vineyards. Hidden behind a massive bush, barely noticeable.”

My heart races at the implications. “And you think one of Victor’s men did this?”

“It’s the only explanation that fits,” Robert replies, his jaw set. “They sneaked in, tampered with our equipment, and sneaked out without a trace—except for this one mistake.”

Trisha leans in, her expression fierce. “What exactly did they do to the generators?”

“They introduced a subtle fault in the system—enough to cause disruptions but not outright failures, making it harder to diagnose,” Robert explains, tapping his fingers on the desk. “It’s sabotage, clear and simple.”

Robert's gaze intensifies, the lines around his eyes deepening as he continues. “And that’s not all. There’s been another incident, more brazen this time. It seems Victor's attempts at sabotage aren’t limited to just our equipment.”

Trisha and I lean forward, the seriousness of the situation sinking in deeper.

“Two days ago,” Robert reveals, his voice dropping a notch, “one of our delivery trucks en route to a major distributor was run off the road. Thankfully, the driver wasn't seriously injured, but the accident caused significant delays in delivery and damaged some of the cargo.”

I feel a cold anger uncurling in my stomach. “Run off the road? That sounds like more than sabotage. It’s outright dangerous.”

“Yes, it is,” Robert confirms gravely. “And the timing was too precise to be coincidental. The truck was carrying some of our best vintages, meant for a high-profile wine tasting event. Missing that event not only hurt our sales but also our reputation.”

Trisha’s hands ball into fists. “This has to stop. Victor is playing dirty, and we can’t let him continue unchecked.”

Robert nods in agreement. “Exactly. I’ve already started coordinating with local law enforcement. We’ve managed to pull some security footage from a gas station near the incident. It shows a vehicle that matches the description of one registered to a known associate of Victor.”

The room grows tensely silent as we process the information. The stakes were higher than ever, and the attacks were becoming more personal and dangerous.

“We need to protect our assets, and more importantly, our people,” I say, feeling a protective surge. “Enhanced security measures on the road and at the vineyard are essential.”

“And we need to go on the offensive as well,” Trisha adds, her voice steely. “Gather more evidence, maybe even get the media involved. Shine a light on what Victor is doing.”

Robert’s expression is one of grim approval. “I agree. It’s time we took the fight to him. Let’s prepare a comprehensive plan. We strike back with everything we’ve got.”

I lean forward, trying to grasp the full measure of the situation as Robert lays out the unsettling details. "But why these covert tactics?" I ask, puzzled by the indirectness of the attacks.

Trisha frowns, her frustration palpable. "He's always been jealous of me," she explains, "being the youngest winemaker in town and still outselling him, winning at every major wine-tasting competition. Plus, we had a face-off during the Harvest Festival. He claims I am sleeping with every distributor in Texas and pushing him out of business!"

Robert nods solemnly, his face set in a grim line. "That jealous prick! Victor is an old-school type, a hardliner who can’t stand to see women succeeding in this industry. His jealousy has turned into outright hatred."

"But why hasn’t he targeted me directly?" Trisha continues, her voice tinged with both confusion and concern. "Why focus on sabotaging the vineyard’s operations instead?"

I ponder her question, realizing the strategic implications. "Perhaps he thinks it’s less risky, less direct. Sabotaging the vineyard disrupts our business without directly implicating him."

Robert interjects, his tone sharp. "Exactly, Katrina. It's cowardly but calculated. He aims to weaken us financially and morale-wise without the risk of a personal confrontation."

I rub my chin, thinking through our next steps. "So, he avoids direct confrontation to keep his own hands seemingly clean. We need to catch him in the act, gather undeniable evidence."

"Yes," Robert agrees, standing up, his demeanor resolute. "And we need to act fast. I’ve already contacted local law enforcement and started enhancing our security measures. I will be hiring a new head of security. And we will have to change a few things around here, especially regarding your safety, Trisha.”

Trisha's eyes narrow in determination, the fire in her gaze mirroring the passion that’s always driven her. "Safety," she scoffs, a smirk playing on her lips. "I'm more concerned with fighting back than hiding away."

“And you will get your chance to do that, but in the meanwhile, you will shift back to living with us in the villa. We can’t have you staying on top of a hill, all by yourself, when someone right next to us is hell-bent on harming us, and you.”

“No way! You know how much I love living there!” Trisha snaps back.

Her defiance is a spark in the dimly lit conference room. "I'm not going to let Victor or anyone else dictate where I sleep at night. It's my independence we're talking about here, and I won't give that up without a fight."

Robert leans in, hands flat on the table, his authority filling the space. "It's non-negotiable. We need you safe, and that's final. I can't have our star winemaker at risk."

I watch as Trisha visibly struggles to contain her rising fury, her jaw clenched tight and her voice taking on a low, menacing tone. "And what if your star winemaker doesn't comply? Are you planning to lock me in my room, chain me to my desk?" she challenges, her eyes flashing dangerously at Robert.

Robert’s response is firm, his voice steady but infused with an urgent severity. “Don’t be absurd, Trisha. But you will need to take precautions for your own safety. From now on, if you need to go out at night, you’ll be accompanied by a security guard. You won’t be driving on your own either—I’ll assign you a driver, someone trained to handle any… situations that might arise.”

Trisha crosses her arms, her muscles tense beneath her skin, the navel piercing catching a glint of light below her crop-top as she breathes deeply, trying to control the storm brewing inside her. "Fine," she spits out the concession like it's poison. "But I'm not going to play the damsel in distress. I want in on whatever plan you're cooking up to expose Victor."

I can't help but admire her tenacity, even though the protective side of me winces at the thought of her being in harm's way. But Trisha is not one to be benched, and we both know it.

Robert's gaze shifts to me, his expression a blend of concern and calculation. "Katrina, you've become a crucial part of this vineyard too. It's not just Trisha who's at risk. Victor might target you next. I insist you consider staying on the premises for your safety."

I shake my head firmly, feeling a surge of defiance. "Robert, I appreciate your concern, but I won’t be intimidated into hiding. I've faced far more dangerous opponents than Victor in my time. I won't start running now."

Trisha's eyes flash with a mix of frustration and fear as she turns to her father. "Dad, why aren't you pushing Katrina the way you're pushing me? If she’s not safe, then I'm not staying here under your conditions alone. It’s both of us, or neither."

Robert sighs, rubbing the bridge of his nose, clearly torn between paternal instincts and the respect he holds for our professional capabilities. "Trisha, it's not the same—"

"But it is," Trisha cuts in sharply. "Katrina’s as much a target as I am, maybe even more. She’s been out front, dealing with the public aspects of our operations. If you're worried about safety, her risk is just as high."

I stand my ground, arms folded in a mimicry of Trisha’s own stubborn stance. "Victor is jealous of you, not me," I counter with a level voice that belies the adrenaline coursing through my veins. "I don't need protecting."

Trisha turns to face me, her eyes ablaze with a fiery intensity that could melt steel. "That's bullshit, Katrina, and you know it!" Her words slice through the tension in the room like a razor.

Robert's intervention comes as a swift crack of thunder in the brewing storm. "Enough!"

His voice comes as a command that brooks no argument. "Trisha, show some damn respect." His eyes lock onto hers with an intensity that could shatter glass. "Katrina is not only a respected veteran of this industry, she's your senior. If she says she can handle herself, then we respect her wishes.”

He then turns to me, his expression softening slightly with concern. "However," he continues, his voice weary, "I do urge you to reconsider, Katrina. Perhaps, at the very least, allow a security detail to follow you home after work."

“I’ll consider it,” I reply, my tone even, though internally I'm grappling with Trisha's reaction. Why is she so insistent on babying me? Why does she assume I would cower before a man like Victor, when I've faced far worse in my career?

These thoughts swirl in my mind, unspoken yet heavy with implication. Trisha’s protectiveness, though coming from a place of care, also brushes against my own pride and history of independence.

Robert, noting the tension still lingering, softens his tone and addresses me directly. "Katrina, I apologize if Trisha came off too strong. It's just that—"

Trisha cuts him off, her expression softening as she turns to me. "You don’t need to apologize, Dad. Katrina and I have gotten to know each other well. We’re friends, and she understands that I meant no disrespect."

Her sincerity is evident, and it bridges the momentary gap her earlier intensity had caused. I nod, appreciating her directness and the clear respect she holds not just for me but for what we are trying to build together—not only a relationship but a fortified front against any external threats.

"Yes, I know, Trisha," I affirm, allowing a small smile. "We’re good. I just want to make sure we're all on the same page about handling things our way. Safety is crucial, but so is respecting each other’s judgment and abilities."

Robert looks relieved at our reconciliation and nods in agreement. "Alright, let’s make sure we communicate clearly and support each other. This situation with Victor is tricky, and we’ll need all hands on deck, working together seamlessly."

“I understand,” I say and throw Trisha a cursory glance, noticing that the aftereffects of her rage are lingering on her face.

“Katrina, I would like to invite you to dinner at our house today. My wife has been pestering me to introduce you to her. She wants to know who is this woman that’s got the entire vineyard talking about her. Plus, it will also give all of us a chance to discuss this Victor thing in greater detail.”

I look at Trisha momentarily, find her still not meeting my eye, and speak, “I am honored, Robert. I gladly accept.”

Robert gives us one last nod, looking between Trisha and me, his gaze sharp but approving. "Great," he says, "I'll see you both at 7 then."

He exits with a finality that leaves the room feeling empty. There's a moment of silence as we gather ourselves, the air thick with unsaid words.

Trisha's voice breaks the quiet, tentative but determined. “Was our first date actually as good as you said it was, or were you lying?”

I tilt my head, genuinely puzzled by Trisha's sudden shift in tone. "Why are you asking about our first date now?" I inquire, unsure where she's steering this conversation.

Trisha's gaze finally meets mine, a mix of frustration and something softer, maybe vulnerability, flickering across her features. "Don't play dumb, Katrina. I saw what you did there."

Her accusation throws me further off balance, and I feel my eyebrows draw together in confusion. "Trisha, I really don’t understand what you mean. What did I do?"

"You seriously don’t have any idea?”

“No!” Irritation makes my voice high-pitched.

“Then figure it out by yourself while I serve you cold glances at dinner tonight,” Trisha snaps and walks out of her father’s office, leaving me standing there dumbfounded, my mind racing to decipher her words.

∞∞∞

As I navigate the winding path past the rolling vineyard hills to the Carmichael villa, the evening sun casts long shadows over the lush rows of grapevines. The villa itself, nestled at the end of the vineyard and perched atop a small rise, exudes old Southern charm—a sprawling structure with wide porches wrapped around it, framed by draping willows and blooming magnolias. Stepping out of the car, the gravel crunches under my heels, and the scent of earth mixed with distant flowering jasmine fills the air.

As I approach the grand oak door, it swings open, and a young woman in a neat uniform greets me with a polite nod. "Ms. Whitmore, welcome," she says, her voice warm. She leads me through a high-ceilinged hall adorned with portraits of stern-looking ancestors and landscapes that speak of the vineyard's rich history.

Inside, the house is alive with the quiet buzz of a family evening. Robert Carmichael is near the unlit fireplace, a cigar in hand, deeply engrossed in conversation with his elder son, Matt. Both men are in casual attire, their posture relaxed but their conversation intense, perhaps discussing vineyard business.

At the other end of the room, James Carmichael sits sprawled at the dining table, his suit wrinkled and tie loose, fingers flying over his laptop keyboard. Martha Carmichael, a flurry of motion in a floral apron, darts past him, muttering to herself as she searches for something presumably misplaced.

Trisha is notably absent, her earlier tension with me still hanging unresolved in the air.

Robert spots me and breaks away from his discussion, a warm smile replacing the serious expression. "Katrina, glad you could make it," he announces, gesturing for his sons to join him. Matt nods a greeting, his eyes curious, while James, usually more expressive, gives a quick, distracted wave before returning to his screen.

As we gather around the cold hearth, Martha rushes in, her eyes lighting up at the sight of me. "Oh, you must be Katrina! We've heard so much!" she exclaims, her Southern drawl thick with excitement. She ushers me to sit, her hospitality enveloping me like a warm blanket.

I take a seat, easing into the plush armchair offered to me, taking a moment to appreciate the sense of home that seems to radiate from every corner of this place. There's a comfort here that I haven't felt in so long, and it causes a strange flutter in my stomach.

Martha is bubbling with questions, eager to know everything about me—from where I grew up to how I came to be involved with their family business. Her questions are pointed but friendly, and I find myself opening up more than I usually would.

“I see so much of you in Ryan,” she says enthusiastically. “He’s such a well-brought-up young man, and he and Trisha made a wonderful pair. It’s a shame they parted ways. But then again, these days you can hardly get kids to pick their clothes, let alone their partners.”

I return her smile, though a tinge of regret shadows my response. “Ryan and I have only just reconnected after years of silence, so I can’t really claim credit for his upbringing,” I admit, eager to steer the conversation away from a topic I’m not fully comfortable with.

Martha nods understandingly, the warmth in her eyes softening the moment. “Well, at least you two are close now. That’s what truly matters,” she replies, her Southern charm smoothing over any lingering awkwardness.

Martha continues, her voice tinged with fond remembrance. "Ryan has joined us for dinner many times. It was always so charming to watch him try to fit in with our ways. He really made an effort, you know?"

I nod, my smile polite but strained as the conversation dwells longer on Ryan and Trisha than I'm comfortable with, especially given my current relationship with Trisha.

Robert, picking up on my slight discomfort, interjects with a gentle steer of the topic. "Yes, Ryan's a good kid. He's always been respectful. But let's not forget the star we have with us tonight." He nods toward me with a reassuring smile. "Katrina has been making quite the impact at the vineyard. I dare say we've seen improvements we didn't even think were possible before her arrival."

Matt, who's been listening quietly, chimes in, "That’s right. The way you’ve handled the new fermentation process has been impressive. It's not just about fitting in; it's about bringing something new to the table."

Martha nods appreciatively, then turns her attention back to me, her curiosity piqued. "So, Katrina, tell us more about your experiences in the wine industry. It must be quite the journey to end up here with us."

Grateful for the shift away from Ryan and Trisha, I delve into stories of my past projects, the challenges and triumphs of working in different vineyards around the world. As I speak, the Carmichaels listen intently, their questions thoughtful and engaging, drawing us into a lively discussion about the future possibilities for Golden Harvest Vineyards.

As our discussion shifts towards personal interests, Robert and I find common ground in our love for the outdoors. "You know, I've always found that hiking and camping refresh the soul, much like a good vintage cleanses the palate," I share, smiling at the analogy.

Robert laughs, a rich, deep sound. "Absolutely, Katrina! There's nothing like it. I used to take the kids camping every summer. It was on one of these trips," he begins, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes, "that Trisha gave us all a scare—and a story for the ages."

I lean in, intrigued by his setup. "Oh? Do tell."

"Well, we were at this beautiful lake up in the mountains. I had all three kids with me. One minute, Trisha was there, and the next, she wasn’t. We searched frantically until her brothers found her in the lake, completely naked, pretending to be a mermaid," Robert recounts, chuckling at the memory.

Just as the laughter starts to build around the table, the subject of the story herself appears. Trisha steps into the room, irritation clear in her voice as she catches the tail end of her father's tale. "Dad, seriously? Could you please stop telling embarrassing stories about me?" Her tone is half-amused, half-exasperated.

Everyone turns to look at her, and I can’t help but let my eyes linger. Trisha is a vision as she enters the gathering, the soft glow of the overhead lights catching the golden streaks in her light brown hair. It flows around her shoulders, wild and free, a cascade of waves that look like they’ve been kissed by the sun.

She's changed out of her work clothes into something that's casual but hugs her curves in all the right ways—a soft white tank top that shows off the navel piercing she knows I can’t resist, paired with denim shorts that are provocatively short, showcasing legs that speak of miles run and mountains conquered.

And damn, those tits. Her chest is accentuated by a plunging neckline that leaves little to the imagination and a lot to desire—firm, round, and begging for a touch. My fingers itch with the thought.

Trisha frowns, her annoyance palpable, but she doesn't skip a beat. "Sorry to barge in like that," she says, not quite meeting my gaze. "Shower took longer than expected." Her voice is flat, bereft of its usual playful lilt.

I watch her as she moves through the room, the muscles in her arms flexing subtly with every gesture. The thought of her in the shower flits through my mind—water cascading down her toned body, droplets clinging to her skin, following the contours of her abdomen and dripping down to places my tongue is aching to explore. I imagine her lathering herself with soap, her hands gliding over every inch of her flesh, and I can almost feel the steam enveloping us both.

The image is so vivid that it takes a moment for me to realize that everyone's eyes are on me now, expecting me to resume the conversation.

"Kat's been telling us about her adventures in the wine world," Martha says, bringing me back to the present with a gentle prompt that pulls me from my heated reverie.

Trisha gives a small nod, the corners of her mouth turning up in a smile that suggests she's well aware of the effect she has on me. "Sounds thrilling," she says, her voice low and husky, teasing.

“It is, especially when you're working with the right people. In a job like mine, it's very important that there's a collaboration of not just the minds, but of the bodies as well.”

I shouldn't have said that.

“Of bodies?” Robert Carmichael raises an eyebrow, and Trisha smirks, basking in the joy of seeing me drown in the pool of my own ill-timed words.

“Yeah, I mean, making wine is as much a product of the intellect as it is of the labor of the body. I've worked with clients who refuse to go outside and get down and dirty with the wine workers,” I explain, somehow managing to land this volatile plane.

“Good save, Ms. Whitmore,” Trisha mumbled, loud enough for everyone present to hear.

You are getting brave, Trisha.

Robert redirects the conversation towards more serious matters, his gaze settling on his daughter. "Trisha, when do we start implementing the new fermentation methods Katrina has recommended? The automatic temperature-controlled steel tanks and ensuring the availability of high-quality grapes?"

Trisha, shifting from her playful demeanor to a more businesslike one, nods thoughtfully. "We're on track with the installation of the steel tanks. I’ve scheduled it for next week. As for the grapes, I’m coordinating with local growers to ensure we have access to the best quality by the start of the next harvesting season."

Robert nods, pleased with the progress. "Good, good. Katrina, your expertise in modernizing operations is exactly what Golden Harvest needed. It’s crucial that we stay competitive, especially with the challenges we've been facing."

I nod, appreciating Robert's support, but before I can elaborate further, Trisha interjects with a hint of defensiveness in her tone. "While I'm all for innovation, I do think we should be cautious about completely overhauling our current fermentation process. There’s a lot to be said for the traditional methods that have defined our brand."

I understand her concerns, and it's essential we address them head-on. "I agree that tradition has its place, Trisha, but let me explain why the new process could be beneficial," I begin, hoping to ease her worries. "The technology I'm recommending involves using automatic temperature-controlled steel tanks. This allows us to precisely manage the fermentation temperature to the exact degree throughout the process."

Seeing some blank stares around the room, I simplify further. "Think of it like baking a very delicate soufflé where the right temperature is crucial. If it’s too hot or too cold, the soufflé either won’t rise or it will collapse. Similarly, controlling the temperature during fermentation can help us ensure that the yeast, which turns the sugar in grapes to alcohol, works perfectly. This control can lead to a more consistent taste and higher quality wine."

Trisha listens, her brow furrowed in thought. "But isn't there a risk that we might lose some of the character that comes from the natural variations in traditional methods?"

"That’s a valid point," I concede. "However, the beauty of these tanks is that they allow us to experiment without risking the whole batch. We can control and replicate the exact conditions that produce the best wine and still have room for that character you’re talking about. Plus, this method reduces the risk of spoilage from temperatures that are too high, which can destroy the flavors we work so hard to cultivate."

Robert nods, seeing the logic in the argument. "It sounds like these tanks offer us a way to blend the best of both worlds—tradition and technology. Trisha, perhaps we should start with a pilot program, using the new tanks for just a portion of our production and comparing the results."

“I guess you will be taking my job very soon, Ms. Whitmore,” Trisha scoffs, throwing me off once again with her attitude towards me. I scrunch my eyebrows and silently ask her what the hell is wrong.

“No one’s taking your job, Trisha,” Robert interjects before things escalate, and he too looks confused as to why his daughter, who was getting along famously with the new consultant, suddenly can’t see eye to eye with her.

"I'm here to support your work, Trisha, not overshadow it," I state, my tone firm yet gentle.

Trisha nods, but her demeanor does not change.

Robert excuses himself to take a call, while Matt mumbles something and leaves as well, leaving us in an awkward silence that quickly turns palpable.

In the thick silence that engulfs the room, I take a deep breath and turn to Trisha. My approach is cautious but direct, keen on clearing the air. "Trisha, can we talk about what's going on?" I ask in a hushed tone, ensuring our conversation remains private.

She looks up, her expression a mix of frustration and reluctance. After a moment's hesitation, she nods slightly, signaling for me to continue.

"I feel like there's a tension between us suddenly," I begin, keeping my voice low. "If I've done something to offend you or step on your toes, I genuinely want to understand so I can make it right. We seemed to be on the same page before, and I truly value your expertise and partnership."

Trisha sighs, her gaze dropping to the floor before meeting mine again.

"Do you really think I'm upset because I think you're overshadowing me?" Trisha questions, her voice low to avoid drawing attention from the few remaining people in the room.

"Based on what you've said, it seemed that way," I respond, trying to read her expressions.

Trisha gives a small, sly smile. "Maybe it's time you steered your thinking in a new direction," she whispers, her tone light yet pointed.

I'm puzzled. "You've lost me."

"It seems your brain is so tuned to solving winemaking problems that it might be missing cues in other areas of life," she teases.

"I believe I'm quite capable in many areas, including dealing with sudden tantrums thrown by overgrown babies," I retort, half-joking but surprised by the turn in our conversation.

Trisha's eyebrows arch, a clear sign of brewing irritation. "You know, I was about to explain why I'm really upset, but now I think I'll let you figure out this 'baby’s' whining on your own," she snaps. Rising abruptly, her chair scrapes loudly against the floor, echoing in the near-empty room as she walks away, leaving a tense silence behind.

∞∞∞

The clatter of cutlery and low murmurs fill the dining room as the Carmichael family settles in for dinner. The table is lively with the aroma of a hearty Southern meal, and conversation flows freely.

James is animated, his voice booming across the table to Matt. "So, who do you think's taking the NBA playoffs this year? I'm telling you, the Lakers have a solid shot if they keep up the defense."

Matt chuckles, shaking his head as he passes a dish of mashed potatoes to James. "You're dreaming! The Heat have that edge, especially with their new lineup. The Lakers don’t stand a chance!"

Their sports banter brings a light-hearted feel to the table until Robert turns to me, curious. "Katrina, does Ryan still play basketball? He used to be quite good back in school."

Caught off guard, I hesitate, the fork halfway to my lips. "I—I don’t really know. I haven’t had the chance to ask him about that."

The room's atmosphere shifts subtly; a quiet tension begins to brew. Sensing the awkwardness, Trisha surprisingly jumps to my aid. "He doesn’t play much anymore, Dad. He’s too wrapped up in his job these days. He's actually doing quite well for himself."

Martha, ever the hopeful romantic, seizes the moment. "That’s wonderful to hear. Trisha, why don’t you give that boy another chance?" she asks, her voice laden with a mother's hope.

Trisha’s expression tightens, a flicker of irritation crossing her features. "Mom, we grew out of love. Our priorities just didn’t align."

"But maybe if you stayed together, your priorities would have found a way to align," Martha insists, not willing to drop the subject.

“They would have never aligned. He wants a traditional housewife, and I’m focused on making Golden Harvest the best vineyard in the South.”

Seeing an opening to support her, I chime in, “And she’s well on her way to doing just that.” Trisha glances at me and, for the first time this evening, her smile is genuine and appreciative.

Martha sighs, a mix of resignation and admiration in her voice. “Okay, I won’t press the issue. I’ve always been impressed by the Whitmores. Meeting Ryan was a delight, but after meeting his mother, I'm even more taken. I just hoped you’d end up with a Whitmore and stay close to home.”

Trisha playfully twirls her fork in the air, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Well, I might still end up with a Whitmore—just not Ryan,” she says casually, as if discussing the weather.

I nearly spit out my drink at her audacity, just as Trisha adds, “I mean, Katrina, do you have any other sons you haven’t told us about? Ones who wouldn’t mind me running a winery?”

Laughing, I respond, “Not that I’m aware of. But who knows, maybe I could talk some sense into my son—if you were interested.”

“It’s too late for that, I’m afraid,” Trisha responds with a light-hearted grin, effectively diffusing the tension.

Martha, not quite catching the joke, lightly scolds her, “Trisha, don’t tease about Ryan like that.”

∞∞∞

As dinner begins to wind down, Martha, with a warm smile, turns to Trisha. "Dear, why don't you take Katrina upstairs to meet Granny Carla? She arrived last night to visit us, and I think she’d love to meet Katrina."

Surprised, I raise my eyebrows, a spark of curiosity lighting up my expression. "You have a granny here?" I ask Trisha, genuinely taken aback. Somehow, in all our conversations, the topic of her grandmother had never come up.

Trisha nods, a playful smirk appearing on her face. "Yeah, she lives with my uncle most of the time but comes to visit now and then. She’s quite the character—trust me, you’ll find her… interesting."

Curiosity piqued, I follow Trisha as we leave the dining room and make our way up the grand staircase. The house feels even larger from the inside, with family portraits lining the walls, each telling a silent story of the Carmichaels' rich history.

As we ascend the grand staircase, Trisha's mood shifts palpably. At the landing, she pauses, turning to face me with a complex expression. "Just so we're clear, Katrina, just because I was smiling and talking nicely during dinner doesn't mean everything's okay between us. That was for appearances, and partly because I appreciated you standing up for me earlier."

Her words sting, and frustration flares within me. "Trisha, that's incredibly childish. We need to be mature and handle this like adults."

Her face tightens, irritation sparking in her eyes. "Keep calling me a child or a baby and taunting me about my age and see if I ever forgive you," she retorts sharply.

The tension between us crackles, and in a moment of impulsive frustration mixed with an intense desire to resolve this escalating conflict, I reach out, grabbing her wrist gently but firmly. I steer her into a shadowy alcove of the hallway, away from prying eyes, and pin her gently against the wall. My breath fans her neck as I lean in close, my voice low and intense by her ear. "Tell me what's really bothering you, Trisha. What's all this about?"

Her breath hitches, the heat of my proximity clearly affecting her. For a moment, vulnerability flickers in those defiant eyes. "You," she whispers.

Trisha's words are laced with frustration and a trace of vulnerability that she rarely shows. "You… you just casually declined to stay on the vineyard grounds because of your so-called independence, or your ego, or whatever. Do you realize you've just torpedoed our chances for more dates?"

I'm taken aback, the implications of my decision washing over me. "What? That doesn't stop us from going on dates, Trisha."

She shakes her head, her expression mingling disbelief with annoyance. "How? My dad has laid down these new security rules, remember? I can’t go out at night without a guard. And during the day, we're both buried in work. I don't want our dates to be just some casual day outings on weekends. If you had agreed to stay here, it would've been so much easier. We could've sneaked up to each other's places, had our little adventures. But no, you had to go and prove you're the alpha!"

Her words sting, revealing the depth of her feelings and the clash of our personal needs. "Trisha, I didn't realize… I thought—"

"No, you thought about what Katrina wants, what Katrina needs to prove," she interrupts, her voice rising slightly in her distress. "This isn’t just about your independence. It's about us, about finding moments together amidst this chaos!"

Her words cut deep, and I realize the gravity of my oversight. "I… I messed up, didn't I? I got so caught up in showing I wasn’t here to be coddled that I didn’t see how it affected us."

Trisha's expression softens slightly, the anger dissipating as she sees my acknowledgment. "Maybe… maybe there’s still a way to fix this.”

“Yes. I will ask Robert to provide me accommodation here.”

“No, before that, you need to win my forgiveness,” Trisha says, snaking a hand around my waist and pulling me in.

Our bodies press together, the tension melting into a strange mix of resentment and raw desire. Her eyes hold mine, challenging, a silent dare laced with an invitation. She leans in, her lips brushing mine in a tease of a kiss. It's tentative yet firm, promising more.

"And how do I do that?" I ask, voice husky with burgeoning need.

Trisha's eyes glint mischievously. "I'm thinking… an act of devotion." Her hand slips lower, boldly groping my ass through the fabric of my pants. The unexpected contact sends a jolt of pleasure through me, and it's my turn to catch my breath.

“I want you to make me cum right here, in the hallway, while my mother hopes of a patch-up between your son and me downstairs, while my father discusses business with his sons, not knowing that his daughter is getting fucked a few feet away. Can you do that?”

Her eyes burn with a wicked fire that ignites a conflagration within me—a challenge that calls to the core of my being. With a smirk, I lean into her, our lips just a hair's breadth apart.

"Trisha Carmichael, you have no idea what you've just unleashed," I whisper, my voice dripping with promises of pleasure.

I capture her lips in a passionate kiss, my hands finding their way to her hips, pulling her closer. She moans into the kiss, a sound so sinfully delicious it could be bottled and sold for a fortune among lesser mortals. But this nectar is for me alone. My fingers tangle in her voluminous hair, tilting her head back to deepen the kiss, tasting the defiance and desire that make up this intoxicating woman.

“That’s not all,” Trisha says as I inhale her perfume and let the smell spur me on to taste the side of her neck with unabashed fury and lust, “After making me cum in my panties, Ms. Whitmore, you will take them off my body and wear them, giving me your own. Because from what I remember, you still have mine from the first day we slept together, and it’s only right that I also have yours.”

Her words spark an animalistic surge within me, and I press her firmly against the wall, my lips trailing down her neck to the exposed curve of her collarbone.

"Oh, you play dirty, Miss Carmichael," I murmur against her skin, my breath ghosting over her collarbone.

She grins, that devilish spark in her eyes enough to ignite a wildfire. "Only with you," she counters, her fingers digging into my back as if trying to pull me into her very soul.

I waste no time. With deft hands, I slide down the zipper of her shorts just enough to slip my hand inside, and her breath catches as I find the damp warmth between her thighs.

I can feel the heat radiating from her, the lace of her panties soaked with want. I tease her over the fabric, and she gasps, a low moan slipping from her lips as I apply just enough pressure to promise what's to come. She's wet, so damn wet, and it's all for me.

"Katrina," she breathes out, almost a whimper, and that sound—it's like a shot of adrenaline straight to my core. I'm relentless now, rubbing her with an urgency that matches the rapid rise and fall of her chest. Her hips buck against my hand, seeking more friction, more of this sinful dance we're caught up in.

Her hips jolt forward, seeking my touch like a flower to sunlight. A damp patch blooms on her panties, testament to her unbridled desire.

"Claim this fucking pussy, Whitmore!” Her call is a siren song, demanding my attention.

I slide a finger beneath the edge of her panties, touching her slick flesh directly now. She's hot and swollen and wet—so beautifully responsive. My finger slides through her folds easily, and I can't resist teasing her entrance before drawing up to circle her clit.

Trisha moans loudly, unabashed in her need, and I place a hand on her mouth to silence her before her actions draw suspicion.

Her hands grip my wrists, nails digging into my skin as she tries to keep herself from making too much noise. I increase the pressure, rubbing her clit in slow, lazy circles, prolonging her pleasure because I can, because I want to hear her beg.

"K… Katrina, I…" she pants, her eyes closed and cheeks flushed a deep red. She's close, so close, and the knowledge sends a wave of triumphant arousal through me.

"Say it," I growl against her ear, my mouth so close to hers that our lips brush with each breath. "Say you forgive me and beg for your release."

Trisha throws her head back against the wall with a strangled cry, her body tensing up like a bowstring about to snap. "I forgive you," she moans, "and… God… Katrina… I need you to… please…" The desperation in her voice is like a drug, spurring me on to send her over the edge.

A slow smile spreads across my face as I plant kisses along her jawline.

“That's my girl, that’s my little vixen…" I purr, slipping two fingers inside her now, curling them in the way I know sends her over.

Trisha's cries are muffled by my hand, but her body says everything—her hips bucking against me, her muscles clenching around my fingers like a vice. Her orgasm rips through her, and she shudders in my arms.

As Trisha's tremors subside, I gently remove my hand from her shorts, her juices coating my fingers. I bring them to my mouth, sucking them off in a brazen display of dominance.

Trisha's eyes widen, but there's no revulsion there—only desire, and it makes me feel invincible.

"Baby…" she breathes out, her voice a ragged whisper. "It's time for part two of our bargain."

I raise an eyebrow. "Oh? Is it?"

"Give me your panties," she demands, her tone leaving no room for negotiation. "And take mine off me."

A slow smile spreads across my face. I love it when she's bold. "As you wish."

I step back slightly, giving us some space, and Trisha's eyes follow my every movement with an intensity that sends a shiver down my spine. Slowly, almost teasingly, I unbutton my pants and let them slide down my legs. Her eyes darken with anticipation as I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my black lace panties and peel them off, letting them fall to the floor.

"Good girl," she whispers, voice dripping with arousal. Her own shorts are still unzipped, hanging precariously on her hips. I reach out and slide them down, exposing her soaked panties. They're a deep red, almost scandalous against her tan skin.

I kneel before her, breathing in the intoxicating scent of her arousal. My hands caress her thighs before slipping inside the hem of her panties, pulling them down slowly. She lifts one leg and then the other to help me remove them, and I can’t help but plant light kisses along her inner thighs, savoring the taste of salt on my lips.

I hold her panties in my hand, feeling the dampness, the proof of her desire. I look up at her, catching her gaze as I bring them to my nose, inhaling deeply. Trisha's eyes burn with arousal, and she bites her lip, trying to maintain some semblance of control.

I stand up and press myself against her, our bodies melding together in a heated embrace. "Now, what do you want me to do with these?" I ask, my voice dripping with seduction.

Her breath hitches as I run my fingers along her inner thigh. "Put them on," she commands, almost breathless.

A mischievous grin spreads across my face as I step into her panties, feeling the cool wetness against my own heated core. The sensation sends a thrill through me, heightening my arousal. I pull them up, snugly fitting me like a second skin.

Trisha watches, her eyes dark and hungry. She reaches out, tracing her fingers along the waistband of the borrowed fabric, a gesture both possessive and tender.

"You're mine now," she whispers, her voice barely audible but filled with raw intensity.

"Yours," I murmur back, letting the word curl around us like smoke.

Our lips meet in a searing kiss, her tongue demanding entrance, and I open willingly. Her hands slide down my back, nails scraping just enough to leave a delicious burn.

“Let’s go meet granny before Dad sends a search party to find us,” Trisha says, as I pull my discarded pants up my legs, feeling like a naughty schoolgirl after kissing a boy behind a tree in school.

I chuckle, the sound low and throaty, flashing Trisha a mischievous wink as I fasten my pants. The feel of her soaked panties against my skin is electric, every movement igniting sparks of arousal. The cool wetness contrasts deliciously with the heat radiating from my core, and it's all I can do to keep my composure.

Trisha's eyes follow my every move, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. She seems aware of the effect this little swap is having on me, as she bends down to pick up my discarded panties from the floor. "You look good in red," she teases, her voice husky with desire.

"Red's definitely my color," I quip back, giving her a playful look as I straighten out my blazer.

The heat of our recent closeness lingers as Trisha and I hastily adjust our clothing, the silence between us charged with a newfound intimacy. Our shared laughter fades into the dimly lit hallway, the walls now witness to more than just old family secrets.

“One last kiss?” Trisha whispers in the dark.

“One last kiss,” I respond softly, and our lips meet again. This time, it's slower, more deliberate. The kind of kiss that promises more to come. Her hand tangles in my hair, and I can feel the warmth of her breath, the press of her body against mine.

Just as we're about to step away from each other, the silence shatters. The distinct squeak of wheels against the old wooden floor echoes through the hallway. We freeze, our eyes locked in a silent panic, then slowly turn toward the sound.

Down the corridor, the figure of Granny Carla emerges like a specter from the shadows. Her white hair, untamed and sprawling wildly around her shoulders, enhances her dramatic presence. She wears a long, flowing maxi gown that seems to float around her as she maneuvers her wheelchair with an eerie grace. The squeak of the wheels punctuates the tense air, drawing a stark line between our concealed fervor and the stark reality of her sudden appearance.

Granny Carla stops a mere few feet away, her eyes wide and unblinking. Time seems to suspend, the only sound the haunting creak of her wheelchair. She surveys the scene—the disheveled clothes, our flushed cheeks, our guilty stances, maybe the kiss? Or maybe much more?—with an intensity that sends a chill down my spine.

For a moment, no one speaks. The silence is deafening, filled with a thousand unasked questions and unspoken judgments.

Finally, Granny Carla’s voice cuts through the tension, surprisingly steady and piercingly clear. "Well, isn't this a sight?" Her tone is unreadable, leaving us caught in the limbo of her reaction.

The weight of her gaze holds us captive, and in that frozen tableau, the air thick with anticipation and dread, the future of our relationship hangs precariously in the balance. What Granny Carla chooses to do next could redefine everything.

End of Part One
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Not Just Another Mom Crush




Trisha and Katrina face to face with Granny Carmichael! Caught red handed! 

To read what happens next in this sizzling tale of love, lust and crossing forbidden lines, click here!
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