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Thomas

10 Years Earlier

I sat and looked at my girlfriend, who was crying on the bleachers next to me. “How can we be? I mean, we used a condom.” I was in shock, Genevieve just told me she thinks she’s pregnant.

“I don’t know. Oh Thomas, what am I going to do? If my father finds out he’s going to kill me.”

I took her in my arms and tried my best to comfort her, but I had no idea what to say.

“Have you taken the test? Do you know for sure?” I’m only seventeen and she’s barely a year younger. What the hell are we supposed to do if she really is pregnant? 

“No, but I’m almost two months late,” she said through sobs. 

“Baby, listen, let’s go and get a pregnancy test and see if you are, then we can figure out what to do.” I was afraid of what her dad would do. My parents would be upset, but I know they would support me.

“I need to get home, I will get one after they leave for their Bible Study.” She wiped her eyes and checked her makeup. “Well, how do I look?” She tried to smile, but it was plain to see that she has been crying.

“You look beautiful.” I leaned in and kissed her lips, which were soft and swollen from crying. “Let me take you home.” I started to get up, but she stopped me. 

“No, I need to walk, it will give me some time to calm down, so he won't know something is wrong.” 

“Ginny....” 

“No, Thomas, let me do it my way, please.” 

It broke my heart to let her walk home, but she knows what she needs to do since her father hates that she is dating me. I kissed her and nodded. I helped her down the bleachers and gave her one last hug and a lingering kiss, before she walked away from me. 

“I love you, Ginny.” She turned around and smiled, but with the sunglasses on I couldn’t see her eyes. I sat there and watched her until she was out of sight, and then I got up and headed back to my car. I had a really bad feeling in the pit of my stomach and I wasn’t sure if it was about the possibility of a pregnancy or something much worse.
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Thomas

September

“I still can’t believe that my baby sister is not only having a baby, but she is having twins.” I looked at my sister, Abigail, and shook my head as she sat across from me.

“Thomas, I’m married. Kids were going to happen eventually.” 

“I know, but I am still trying to get used to the idea that you're married and having sex, and it’s with one of my bosses. Cut me some slack.” 

My sister Abby had met and married Tony Giovanni, one of the owners of Giovanni Vineyards and Cellars. I run the Hard Cider Division of the company. 

“Oh stop, I don’t even want to know about your love life.” I watched as she moved her hand over her growing belly and smiled. “These two are doing somersaults today.” 

I watched her belly move and I was in awe, I had never really thought about having kids, not since a pregnancy scare with my girlfriend in high school. But now that Abby and Samantha, her best friend, are both pregnant, I keep wondering what it would be like to have a kid. 

“Hey, where did you go?” Abby asked.

“What? Oh sorry, I was watching the babies move and just started to think.” 

“About what?” 

“Nothing”

“Tommy, it's me, what's up?” I looked at my baby sister and I could see the worry in her eyes. 

“It's nothing, really. I just started thinking about what it would be like to have a kid, that's all.” I got up and pulled a file out of the cabinet. Thank goodness, the next few weeks will be slow while we get ready for harvest and the bottling of the new line of flavored hard ciders. I’m not even sure why I came into work on a Sunday. 

“Tommy, when you meet the right person, you will have it all. I'm lucky I met Tony. If he wouldn't have been surfing and wanted a cup of coffee, I might never have met him. Now, look at us; married with twins on the way. A year ago, none of this was on my radar.” 

Abby had lost her boyfriend during their junior year in high school to a case of Meningitis. We thought she would never get over losing him. But, she did and now she's happy, really happy. 

“I know and I'm glad you found someone that loves you the way you deserve to be loved.” I handed her the file, trying to change the subject. “So, here's the ideas for mom and dad’s 30th Anniversary. I was thinking that maybe we could have it in the Wine Caves? No more than fifty people, I already have the email addresses and numbers from their wedding party, because I thought it would be fun to have them there, too.” She looked at me for a moment then opened the file. 

“I think the Caves are a great idea. It's big enough and it will be after harvest.” 

Our parent’s anniversary will be in late November, so harvest at the vineyard should be finished. 

“I'll check the calendar when I go into the store and I'll let you know if the date is open.” 

The office door opened and my brother-in-law, Tony and his twin brother Marco, walked in with their father, Al following close behind. 

“Hey babe, what are you two doing here on a Sunday?” Tony asked Abby, as he leaned down and kissed her. I shook Marco's and Al’s hand and stood off to the side. 

“Thomas was working today, so I came over here to talk about mom and dad’s party. Would it be alright if we used the Wine Caves for their party? It's not until November, so it's after harvest.” 

“Of course you can my sweet girl,” Al said, as he kissed her head. “You don't have to ask. Your family.”

I saw my sister blush. “Yes, I do. It's used for the Vineyards and tasting room and I don't know what is planned.” 

“Abigail, you can use it anytime you want to. Thomas is family and so are your parents,” he said with a wink at my sister. 

“Thank you, Mr. Giovanni. That's very kind of you,” I said, as I shook his hand. We stood and talked for a few minutes, before everyone left the office and it was just me and Abby again. 

“I need to go." Abby smiled. "I am meeting Samantha and Tess to go shopping today since I have a doctor’s appointment tomorrow before my meeting.” She got up and hugged me and one of the babies kicked me in the stomach.

“Ouch.” I looked down and watched her stomach move around. “Doesn’t that hurt?”

Laughing, she placed her hand on her belly again and smiled. “Sometimes it does. I think right now they are playing soccer in there.” 

“Can I?” I held my hand over her belly.

“Of course.” She took my hand and placed it where the babies were moving.” 

“Wow, that’s amazing.” I moved my hand a little to keep feeling them. I leaned down and kissed her cheek. “I can’t wait to meet them.” 

“Trust me, neither can I. Just about three months to go.” I picked up her bag and opened the door for her. 

“You get addresses and I will start on the food.” I nodded and walked her to the door of the Mill House, our office and production center for the Hard Cider division of Giovanni Cellars.

Back in my office, I should have been going over the spreadsheets and the financials, but instead, I was thinking about Genevieve. I picked up my phone and decided to send her a text, asking her if she wanted to have dinner tonight. 

Me: Hey, are you busy tonight? 

Ginny: No, just working on a story.

Me: Would you like to go out to dinner?

Ginny: How about you come to my place and we can cook together?

Me: I can do that. I’ll bring the wine.

Ginny: See you at Six.

Me: See you then.

I looked at the clock, it's just after one pm. I need to buckle down and get some work done, but my mind's still on Ginny. 

At four, I decided I would call it a day. I couldn’t concentrate. I turned off the computer and turned off the lights before locking my office, then I headed over to Giovanni’s tasting room. I decided I wanted to pick up a bottle of red and white wine to take with me to Ginny’s.

I parked and walked into the tasting room, waving to my sister who was in her clothing store. Tony surprised her with a store for Christmas last year. Her dream has always been to have her own store to sell the clothes that she designed. 

“Didn’t I just see you?” Abby asked, as she waddled over toward me.” I leaned down and kissed her cheek.

“You did, I just need some wine for dinner.” 

“What are you cooking?”

“I’m not sure, I’m going to Ginny’s. I said I would bring the wine.” I grabbed a bottle of Zinfandel and a Pinot Grigio before heading over to Nancy to pay.

“I was going to ask if you wanted to join us for dinner,” she said. I knew what she was doing. I handed the money to Nancy, then I turned to look at my sister. 

“Sis, you really need to get over whatever you have against Ginny. She is in my life and hopefully, if I have my way, she will be in it to stay.” 

“Aren’t you jumping the gun?” 

“No, it’s been almost a year since she came back into my life.” I took the bottles and kissed her on the forehead. “Love you, sis.” I was out of the door before she could say anything else. 

Genevieve lived in a small farmhouse outside of Paso Robles. She had a couple of horses running around in the pasture next to the house. I love coming out here. I have been looking at some property where I could raise some Thoroughbred Horses, like my grandfather does in Florida. I pulled up to her house and parked next to her red Mini Cooper. I grabbed the wine and headed to the front porch where Ginny was waiting for me. 

“Hey, you,” she said, as I stepped onto the front porch. 

“Hey, beautiful.” I leaned down and gave her a kiss that was meant to be chaste, but quickly turned into more. “Wow, what did I do to deserve that?” I asked, as I tried not to drop the wine. 

“Nothing, I am just happy you called, now let’s go inside. I picked up some nice steaks to grill.” 

“Then the Zinfandel should be perfect.” I went into the kitchen and opened the wine so it could breathe. 

“Do you want to eat out on the back deck? I put up some cafe lights and I still have the fire pit uncovered.” 

"I think that’s a great idea. It’s still warm enough to eat outside.”

“Why don’t you go and light the grill and I will bring out the steaks.” 

I walked over and wrapped my arms around her. “How about we do this again with my hands around you and not the wine?”

“Mmm, sounds good to me.” Leaning down, I took possession of her lips, running my tongue over her bottom lip, then sucking on it, causing her to moan. 

“Thomas, what are you up to?” 

“Just thinking about finishing what you started when I stepped up on the porch.” I backed her up to the kitchen counter, moving down her neck. I pushed against her letting her know just what I had in mind for later.

“I.... umm...” 

“What?” 

“Umm.... I forgot what I was going to say.” She let her head fall back, exposing her beautiful long neck.

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, not letting up on kissing and licking her neck.

“Umm.... No, not really.” My hands moved up her ribs to cup her breasts and her phone rang. 

“Ignore it,” I said, as I bit her ear. Whoever was calling must have really wanted to talk to her, because they just kept calling. I stopped and pulled away.

“You better see who it is.” 

“Wow.... um yeah.” I had to help steady her.

“Are you alright?” I laughed, because she had the same effect on me. 

“I’m fine, let me see who it is, I’m off for the next several days so it shouldn’t be work.” She looked at her phone and listened to her messages, while I poured some wine for us. I watched as her face lit up. “I need to call Silvia back.”

“Alright, you make the call and I will go and start the grill. We can pick up where we left off after dinner.” She smiled her dazzling smile, turned and made the call while I went out to the grill. I decided to light the fire pit so it will be nice and warm when we are ready to eat dinner. Just as I placed the steaks on the grill, I heard a scream coming from the living room. I ran through the door and I watched her jump up and down with her phone to her ear like a teenage girl getting asked out on her first date. 

“Oh My God! I can’t believe it and yes, I can clear my schedule and I can be there. Thank you, Silvia.”

“What’s happened? Why are you screaming.” She turned around and threw herself into my arms. “Genevieve, what is going on?” I asked, as I held her tight.

“I’m being interviewed by the New York Times and The Wall Street Journal.”

“That’s amazing news, my love, is it for one of your news stories for the TV Station?” I felt her tense in my arms. 

“Not exactly. Come with me, I need to show you something.” 

“Let me turn the meat and then turn down the fire.”

After walking back to the house, she took me by the hand and led me to her office. She opened the door and pulled me inside. “What do you want to show me?” I watched as she picked up one of the books on the shelf and handed it to me. 

“Turn it over.” Puzzled I did as she asked. I looked at the back and saw the description, turning the book over I saw the name, Kimberline Evans. I really don’t understand. “Genevieve, why are you showing me this?” 

“Because I am Kimberline Evans.”
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Chapter Two 
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Genevieve

I made the New York Times and the Wall Street Journal Best Seller List and they want to interview me at the Book Expo in New York. I stood watching Thomas as he stared at the book and back at me. His mind trying to piece together the parts that made me Kimberline Evans. I took his hand and showed him the books that lined the shelves and then showed him the manuscript that I was currently working on.

“I thought you were a journalist?” he asked.

“I am, but I also write books.” He looked down at the book and then looked back up at me. 

“I think I need a drink.” He put the book down, took my hand, and we headed back out to the deck. He grabbed his wine and handed me my glass before he drank his in one gulp. “You can explain it all to me while we grill the steaks.” I just looked at him, nodded, and walked back into the kitchen to grab the salad, bread, and the bottle of wine.

“So, why didn’t you tell me that you've been writing books the whole time we've been seeing each other? That's kind of an important detail to leave out.” 

“Let me start from the beginning,” I said, as I sat down at the table. “As soon as I graduated high school, I left for Los Angeles and never looked back. I enrolled in UCLA and I majored in Journalism because I wanted to be a reporter. I took some creative writing classes my Junior year and my professor liked some of my stories, so she asked if she could send them to her editor since she was a published author with a publishing company.

The next thing I knew, they were offering me a publishing contract. Eight years and twenty books later, here we are.” He just watched me. “And the reason you didn’t know about it was because all I am doing is writing for now. I was going to tell you before my next book gets released, which is in a few weeks. I have never done signings or events, aside from interviews in magazines and newspapers or blogs, I have never gone public before.” 

“Baby, why the different name? I love the name, Genevieve.” 

“Because I don’t need any more problems from my father, I mean, think about how he will react when he finds out that the preacher's daughter writes about sex. Not just books with sex, but borderline erotica, so, Kimberline Evan’s was born.” 

“Borderline Erotica?” he asked with arched eyebrows. 

“Let’s just say, I have a very vivid imagination.” 

“Well now that I know about your little secret, I'm going to have to see for myself what you write.” He leaned over and kissed me. 

“What’s burning?” I said against his lips. He pulled back and we realized that the steaks were on fire. 

“Oh shit," I started laughing, as he turned off the grill and pulled the steaks off. I looked at the steaks and they were a little black. “Sorry.” 

“It’s alright, we can call it Cajun. Now let’s eat and talk some more.” 

After sitting down and serving each other, he poured us each some more wine. “To my love and her big moment.”

“Thank you.”

“So, how did you get into writing romances?” 

“I love to read them, so I decided I would try and write one.” 

“And people read them?” 

“Umm yeah, you have no idea how many people love to read romances. And if they are heart-wrenching or have a lot of sex in them, even better.”

“Really, I had no idea.” 

“Well, now you do. It’s been a great career for me. Something I never dreamed of and now that I am doing it, I wonder why I waited so long.” 

“I wish you would have told me sooner.”  

“Thomas, I wanted to, but I could never find the right words. I mean, hey, I’m an erotic romance writer. It’s just not something that you start a conversation with or use as an icebreaker.”

“Alright, I get it. You write books that women read and evidently you’re really good at it.” I watched his expression change, like a light bulb came on. “I have seen your books at Abby’s house. Several in fact.” 

“Really?” 

“In fact, the girls are always talking about a book, I bet it’s yours.” 

“I’m not ready for everyone to know yet.”

“Why not? It’s a huge accomplishment.”

“Your sister already hates me, I really don’t need her to find another reason to hate me even more, just because I kept it a secret.”

“Come here," he said, as he pulled me onto his lap. “It’s your secret to tell when you are ready too, if you are ever ready. It’s not like you are hiding a secret like you murdered someone or had someone’s love child and gave it away without telling them.” 

I stilled and tried to get up but he held me close. 

“Ginny, baby what's wrong?”

“I umm don’t like to joke about babies.” 

“I wasn’t joking around it was a statement. Doesn’t that happen in one of your books?” 

“No, I umm need to get up.” I left him on the deck. I need to tell him, I know I need to tell him, but I can’t. He is going to hate me. How do you tell the man, the love of your life, that you gave birth to his child and was forced to give it away? 

Ten years ago.
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Thomas

“Hi Marco, do you have a minute?” I asked, as I walked into the boardroom where we were tasting some new cider today.

“Hey Thomas, you’re early,” Marco said, as he looked up from his reports. 

“I know, I needed to ask you for a favor.”

“What’s up? Is everything alright?” 

“Everything is great actually, I wanted to ask if I could take Thursday to Monday off.” 

“Sure, you haven’t taken any time off since you started working for us last year.”

“I haven’t had a reason to take time off until now.” 

“And now you do?”

“Genevieve is being honored in New York for her writing, and I wanted to be there with her.”

“That is great news. Is it for a news story that she wrote?” 

“Something like that. She wants to wait until she gets back home before she tells anyone. I think she's afraid she's going to jinx it.” It wasn’t my secret to tell even though I hate secrets.

“I understand that. Tell her congratulations from us.” 

“I will, now do we have everything we need for the tasting?” I wanted to change the subject before he asked any more questions.”

“I think so, are we planning on talking about the production of the new beers this week?”

“I planned on it, I have different beers to sample and some IPA’s and we can choose what we want to focus on, we already have the hops and everything else ready and we can have the tanks installed whenever the timeline works. Maybe before it launches, we can hit the competitions and see what happens.” 

“Sounds like a good plan. I’ll see you in an hour.” Hopefully, my past experience will help with this new project. 

An hour later, we were sitting at the table, trying four new hard ciders and we had about six different beers. Sandwiches and pretzels, plus a pot of coffee rounded out the offerings on the table. Our TapRoom had only been open three and a half months, but it's the most popular one on the block. Productivity is up and we are going to start carrying it in the tasting room of the family vineyard. I should be concentrating on the task at hand, but my mind kept wandering back to how Ginny acted before she bolted from my lap. Maybe the pregnancy scare is still hard to think about. 

“Earth to Thomas,” Tony said across the table from me.

“What?” I asked, coming out of my haze.

“How long do you think production will take on the beer, once the steel tanks are ready to use?” 

“It can take up to three weeks if we are doing IPA’s also, I think we can be ready for the competition in Los Angeles and San Francisco in the spring. If they do well, then we can start serving it at the TapRoom.” Damn, I really need to stop daydreaming about Ginny while I am working. 

“Great job, Thomas,” Marco said.

“We never would have gotten this far without you,” Tony added.

“I am just doing my job, and it helps that I enjoy what I do.”

“Thomas, Abby is on the phone, she has the pricing for the caterers for your parent's party," Jon said through the door.”

“Tell her I will be right there.” I turned to my bosses. “I guess I should go and talk to her. This party is going to be the death of me," they both laughed.

“Tell your sister that I will be home in an hour to pick her up for our class.”

“What Class?” 

“Childbirth class.” 

I nodded and headed back to my office. “Hey Abigail, did you find a caterer that we can afford?” 

Abby laughed, “I did, Tess is going to do the catering for us.”

“Tess, as in your sister-in-law? I didn’t know that she had a catering company?” 

“She doesn’t, but as you know, she created all of the dishes for the taproom and she wants to open up a restaurant and put a spin on the family recipes. Her food is amazing.”

“If you want her to do it then that’s fine with me.” I rolled my eyes and picked up my cell phone to see if Ginny answered my text. Nothing. 

“You're the best Tommy.” She only calls me this when she is getting her way, as usual.

“Do you think we are going overboard on this party?” 

“Are you kidding? It’s going to be amazing.” 

“Alright, you’re in charge of the food, just no weird pregnancy cravings and we will be just fine.” 

“You really are no fun, but don’t worry. Nothing weird so far.” 

“Haha. Good, oh your husband said he will be there in about an hour to pick you up.” 

“Ahhh. I forgot we had class tonight. Samantha didn’t say anything when we talked.”

“Are you taking the classes together?” 

“Of course, we are.” 

Stacy came in over the intercom, “Thomas, Nathan from Bottling needs to talk to you.”

“I have to go, sis. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

I left the office and headed into the bottling room to see what was going on, leaving my phone on the desk on purpose, and planning to dive into work and take my mind off of Ginny’s reaction last night. 

I was working on my computer with my back to the door, when the smell of Gardenias filled my senses. I turned around and there stood the one woman that occupies my thoughts all day and night. “Well, what are you doing here?” I asked, as I sat back in my chair and looked her up and down. 

“I thought you and I could have a picnic lunch, if that’s alright," she said, as she closed the door and walked toward me, placing the picnic basket on the desk and then sat down on my lap. 

I wrapped my arms around her and nuzzled her neck. “I think that is a wonderful idea.” I kissed her neck causing her to squirm. “I know just the place.”

“Really?” 

“Really. Do you want to go now or sit here for a while?” I asked, as I placed kisses along the column of her neck, causing a moan to escape her lips. 

“Thomas, umm anyone could walk in and see us," she said, as her head rolled back exposing her throat to my mouth.

“Don’t worry, If the door is closed, they will knock because that means I'm busy.” 

“Well if you’re sure.” She turned the tables on me and started biting my earlobe. 

“I am very sure, now are we staying here or going for that picnic?” 

“Mmmm how about both?” she asked, as she nuzzled my neck.

“I like how you think,” I said, as I pulled her head toward my mouth and kissed her hard. I have been thinking about her, craving her since I left her house this morning. I know we need to talk, but not now. Right now, I need this. I feel her wrap her arms around my neck, leaning her body against mine. I lean back as far as the chair will go and run my fingers through her dark, silky hair and down her back. Before we get too carried away, I slow the kisses down and pull my mouth from her sweet lips. “Maybe we better go and have that picnic before this gets out of control.” 

“It might be a good idea. Let me freshen up.” She slowly untangled herself from my body and stood up. I finally saw what she was wearing. 

“Did you just come from work?” I asked, as I grabbed my phone and sunglasses. I walked over and wrapped my arms around her waist from behind, as she reapplied her lip gloss. 

“I had a meeting at the TV station to go over the stories I need to work on when I get back from New York.” She turned around and looked at me. “Will you come with me? I will have an assistant there, but I want you there to celebrate this with me.” I looked into her eyes and I saw a little fear. I brushed the hair off her face. 

“Of course, I will, there isn’t anything that could keep me from going with you. I already asked for the time off and Abby has control of the party. Do I need to make arrangements?” She looked at me with surprise and shock on her face.

“Really? Oh, Thomas. No, umm my publicist will do everything. I just need to let her know you are coming too. But I will do that when we are finished with lunch.”

“No babe, do it now so you don’t forget.” I handed her phone over and watched her face light up. While she made the call I walked out and told Marco I was taking an hour for lunch, by the time I walked back into the office, Ginny was waiting for me with a smile on her face. Damn, I could get used to this. “All set?”

“Yep, I'll tell you more while we eat.” I took her hand and the wicker basket then headed for my Jeep. After helping her in because of the skirt she is wearing, I jumped in the driver's seat and headed into the apple orchard. 

“Where are we going?” 

“I know the perfect spot for a picnic.” At times like this, I wish I had an automatic and not a stick shift so I could hold her hand. I drove up to the hill to the top of the orchard, where you are overlooking The Giovanni Vineyards and the rest of the apple orchards. I park and help her out before I grab the basket and I take her to a spot between the trees, but with a view of the surrounding Vineyards. 

“Wow Thomas. The view here is amazing. Is it alright for us to be up here?” I watch as she took in the view. I walk over and wrap my arms around her waist and kiss her neck. 

“It's private up here and yes it's fine. I come up here all the time when I want to think.” Turning around, she looks into my eyes. 

“It's really breathtaking up here.” I lean down and kiss her lips. Running my tongue along her bottom lip. Pulling back, she smiles. “Why don't we eat first and then do some more of this after?” 

Sighing dramatically “If we have to.” I release her, reluctantly and help her too spread the quilt out. Then, I watch as she takes off her heels and sits on the blanket, where she proceeds to take out fried chicken, potato salad, biscuits, plates, silverware, and ice tea in Mason jars.

“Baby, this is some picnic.” I sit down next to her. “Is this your fried chicken and potato salad?” 

“Yes, it is. I cooked it this morning before I left," she said, as she made my plate. I opened the tea and handed one to her. We sat in comfortable silence eating for a few moments before I felt her looking at me. 

“What's wrong? Do I have food on my face?”

“No, I just wanted to apologize for freaking out last night and basically ruining our evening.” She set her plate down and turned to look at me. She looked like she wanted to say something more. 

“Genevieve, there isn't anything to apologize for. It was an emotional evening for you.” I set my plate down and pulled her closer to me. 

“Thomas, when I think about what could have happened, then I remember having to leave in the middle of the night and I realized I might never see you again. It's just a time that I would rather not relive or think about.” 

I sighed. I've been waiting to have this talk with her for weeks. 

“Ginny, sweetheart.” I placed my fingers under her chin and tilted her head back to look at me. Her eyes looked so sad. “I want to marry you someday and have a family with you. But you have to let go of the past and embrace the future. Our future together.” I watched as her eyes filled with tears. “You do want to get married and have a family, don't you?” She buried her head in my neck and sobbed. I rubbed her back until she finally stopped and then I heard her whisper. 

“Of course I do, but...." I leaned in and kissed her.

“No buts.” I kissed her again until she relaxed. I fell backward with her in my arms and kissed her softly, sweetly. “I love you, Genevieve and I will do anything to make you happy.” I felt the tears roll down her cheeks as she kissed me again. I rolled us over and looked down at her beautiful tear stained face. “Please no more tears. It breaks my heart.” I brushed the tears from her face and kissed her nose. “Now, how about you tell me about this trip we are taking.” Her face brightened up and she smiled. 

“So, we need to leave early tomorrow morning and I have interviews Thursday and Friday. There is a huge event on Saturday for authors and readers, and then we will come home Sunday night. It's all arranged. Can you leave tomorrow or is that too short of notice?”  

“I’m good to go until next weekend when I need to be in Santa Barbara, but it's just a day trip for work.” I leaned down and kissed her. “I can't wait to see what all of this is about. I’m intrigued.” 

“I can't wait to experience it with you.” 

I leaned down and kissed her again, but what started off as a simple kiss quickly turned passionate. The heat that had been simmering between us over the last few days was finally boiling over, and I was now devouring her mouth. Running my hands over her body. Cupping her breast and tweaking her nipples. 

“Mmmm Thomas.” Her hand was making its way up my back, under my shirt. I could feel her nails raking against my skin. 

“Genevieve, I need you.” I made my way down to her collarbone, running my tongue over the base of her neck. I felt the goosebumps form on her skin. I moved my hand down her side to the hem of her skirt. Moving my hand up the inside of her leg, just to the apex of her thin laced panties. 

“Thomas, we can’t do this here, someone will find us.” 

“No one will find us.” 

“Let’s go home, please.”

“Mmmm your house or mine.”

“Whose house is closer?”

“Mine.” I got up and helped her to her feet, packed up everything and threw it in the back of the Jeep. “We will come back and get your car later.” I helped her into the Jeep and then jumped in and drove out of the orchard.
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Chapter Four 
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Genevieve

Thomas helped me out of his Jeep, closed the door, and pushed me up against it. Crushing his lips against mine in a kiss that made me weak in the knees. I held onto him so I didn't turn into a puddle on the driveway. Pulling away, we practically ran to the door. He opened it and I was up against the door, again. He raised my arms above my head and moved my skirt up around my hips, so I was able to lift my leg and wrap it around his, holding him close to me. 

“Damn, I need you. Seeing you in that skirt and silk blouse in my office was just too much, and this slit goes almost to your hip," he said, as he moved his hand down my body to the zipper, and slowly started to pull it down. “So beautiful," he said, as he bit my neck and I cried out as he licked the spot. He slid my skirt down my hips and I stepped out of it. I started to lean down to take off my heels, but he stops me. “Leave them on.” He slowly unbuttoned my blouse and pushed it off my shoulders, letting it fall at our feet. I watched as he stared at my breasts. 

I had on a pale pink bra and panty set that I had bought at Abby’s shop. He stepped back as I leaned against the door, just looking at him. I have loved him since we were freshmen in high school and in the years that I was gone, I still felt like I was his and only his. There will never be anyone else in my heart and in my life like Thomas. He drew me out of my thoughts when he started talking. 

“Don’t bite your lip." He unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off before he removed his jeans and kicked off his shoes. “Damn you look sexy standing there in nothing but lace.” He removed his boxers and looked at me. All of me. 

“I bought them at your sister's store. I thought you would like them.” He walked back over to me. 

“I do, but I like them better on the floor.” He reached up and unclipped the hook in the front and then watched as it fell down my arms and landed on the floor, he placed a finger in the top of my thong and slowly pulled it down. Dropping down to his knees, he helped me to step out of it. He ran his hands up my legs and bypassed where I burned for him as he stood up. 

“Wrap your legs back around me," he said, as he captured my lips and thrust into me. 

“Oh My God, Thomas. Yes.” 

“I love you Genevieve, so fucking much," he said, as he pounded into me.

“I love you, too.” I leaned my head back against the door, grabbed his hair and held on as he pushed us to climax. I looked into his eyes and saw that they were black. 

“Wrap your arms around my neck.” I did as he asked, as he walked us into his bedroom and came down on the bed with me in his arms, still buried to the hilt inside of me. 

“Smooth move,” I said as I laughed. 

“You like that? I have more moves just like it," he said, as he started to move. 

****
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“So where are we going tomorrow?” he asked against the back of my neck, as I lay in his arms. 

“We catch an early flight to New York, where we will be met by my assistant that the publishing company has assigned to me. We will be staying at the Paul Hotel in the NoMad District and it is right next to the Javits Center, where the Expo will be held. It’s in the heart of New York City. I have an interview with the New York Times and the Wall Street Journal to talk about my next release and my career. I am supposed to take part in the Book Expo and then BookCon. You can go sightseeing if you want to. I don’t expect you to stay and watch me the whole weekend.” 

He rolled me over so I was underneath him, his blue eyes gazing into mine. “I am not going to go sightseeing without you. I am coming to support you and watch you. I am very,” he kissed me, “very,” another kiss, “very proud of you.” I felt him move between my legs and push into me. “So proud.” There was no more talking. Just the sound of our moans. 

****
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I laid in bed while Thomas roamed around in a pair of boxer briefs, packing and making a couple of phone calls. Making sure everything would be covered while we were gone. He didn’t tell anyone why we were going to New York, just that it was a business trip. I watched as he grabbed his laptop and a couple of books. Then he turned and looked at me. 

“Why don’t we go and get your luggage and whatever you need to take and then we will come back here and spend the rest of the evening relaxing and talking about what we want to do if there is some spare time?" he said, as he came down on top of me. “How does that sound?” He leaned down and kissed me, starting off soft and sweet and then deepening it, making it feel like he was trying to devour me. When we came up for air he was looking into my eyes and smiling. 
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