

Family Inheritance

[image: ]

Kohen King


Copyright ©2025 by Kohen King

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the author/publisher except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

This is a work of fiction. All of the characters, names, incidents, organizations, and dialogue in this novel are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

The following story contains mature themes, strong language, and sexual situations. It is intended for mature readers.


Contents

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

Afterword

Harem Adventure Series by Kohen King


CHAPTER 1
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THE FLUORESCENT LIGHT above me flickers like a dying moth, its buzz an annoying drone that's become the soundtrack to my days. It’s May, and I’m working on extension filings in my accounting firm in Center City, Philadelphia. I'm drowning in a sea of paperwork, the stacks on my desk threatening to topple over like some man-made mountain range. My computer screen is a blur of spreadsheets, numbers swimming before my eyes. I've been staring at them for so long that I've started to see them even when I close my eyes. My hands move mechanically, clicking the mouse, tapping the keyboard, signing off on documents. It's a task I've done thousands of times before, a routine that's become as natural as breathing.

When my shoulders become stiff, I lean back in my chair. My eyes drift to the window, where the sun is struggling to shine through the smog and the grime. I imagine Richard, my business partner, out there somewhere, laughing with his daughter, riding roller coasters, eating cotton candy. A pang of something—envy, maybe? —hits me square in the chest.

"Not your life, Greg," I mutter to myself, rubbing a hand over my short, graying hair. I never wanted any of that. Marriage, kids, the whole white-picket-fence deal. I saw what it did to my parents, the way it tore them apart like a piece of rotten cloth. I've dated, sure, but I've always kept it casual, surface-level. No strings, no attachments. No chance of ending up like Mom and Dad.

My mind wanders, drifting away from the sterile confines of my office. I think about the Grand Canyon and the way the pictures make it look like a vast, open wound in the earth. I think about the Northern Lights, the videos I've seen of them dancing across the sky like ethereal flames. I think about the safaris I've read about, the wild animals, the vast savannahs. I think about anything, everything, that's not this office, not this job, not this life.

I sigh, leaning forward again, trying to focus on the task at hand. But it's like trying to catch smoke with my bare hands. My mind is rebellious, refusing to cooperate. It's not that I hate my job. I don't. It's just... predictable. Safe. Boring. I've been doing this for twenty years. Twenty. Years. I've been an accountant for longer than I haven't. Is this really all there is to life? Is this really how I want to spend the rest of mine?

I shake my head, attempting to clear my mind, but my thoughts drift back to Richard, and I feel a twinge of resentment. We share similar backgrounds, having both started our careers at a Big 4 accounting firm right after college. After earning our CPAs, Richard chose to start his own business, and I joined him. In the beginning, we were both single and fully devoted to the firm, rarely taking days off, let alone vacations.

About a decade ago, Richard got married, and everything shifted. He became more of a family man, often taking time off for his kids and rarely working overtime. He frequently apologizes, saying I'll understand when I have a family of my own, as if that could ever happen. Me, Gregory Taylor, with a family. I try to brush it off with a laugh, but it sounds empty in the deserted office.

I turn back to my computer, the spreadsheets, the endless parade of numbers. But no matter how hard I try, I can't shake the feeling of restlessness, the nagging sense that there's something more out there. Waiting. Calling my name.

I reach for my coffee cup, taking a sip of the lukewarm liquid. It's bitter, stale. I grimace, setting it back down. I look around my office, at the towering stacks of paper, the blinking answering machine, the dull, lifeless walls. And again I wonder, is this really all there is? Is this really my life? And if it is, why does it feel so empty?

The door swings open and Maggie, our receptionist, pops her head in. "Sorry to bother you, Greg, but James Holloway is on line two. Sounds pretty heated."

I stifle a groan. James Holloway, one of our wealthier and more irritating clients. The man owns a string of car dealerships and is always trying to weasel his way into paying less taxes.

"Thanks, Maggie. I'll take it.”

She nods and ducks back out.

I pick up the phone, mentally steeling myself. "Gregory Taylor speaking."

"Greg! What the hell is going on here? I just got the return I must sign and it's way higher than last year!" James's grating voice fills my ear. "I thought you were supposed to be minimizing what I owe!"

I pinch the bridge of my nose, already feeling a headache coming on. "James, your tax liability increased because your income increased significantly from last year. That's generally how it works—make more money, pay more taxes."

"Well that's ridiculous!" he sputters. "Isn't there anything you can do? Some loopholes or deductions we haven't explored?"

"We've already applied every legal deduction and tax planning strategy available for your situation," I say, straining to keep my tone even. "Unless you'd like to reduce your income, I'm afraid this is the reality."

James continues to bluster and complain, but I tune him out, making the occasional "mhm" and "I understand" as my eyes drift back to the window.

Twenty years. Two damn decades I've been at this grind, dealing with entitled jackasses who think accounting is some kind of black magic that can make their taxes disappear. I'm sick of it. Sick of never feeling like I'm making any real difference. What's the point?

"...so you'll look into it, right Greg?" James's expectant question snaps me back to the call.

"Of course, James. I'll...explore some options and get back to you." Options like retiring to a shack in the woods and never dealing with another 1040 again.

We say our terse goodbyes and I drop the phone back into its cradle with more force than necessary. Another thrilling interaction in the glamorous life of Gregory Taylor, CPA.

I sink back into my chair, rubbing my temples. There has to be more to life than this soul-sucking monotony. But what? And how? Am I brave enough to even find out?

My melancholy reverie is interrupted by a knock at the door. Maggie again, holding a stack of mail. "This just came for you, Greg." She puts the envelopes on the desk, giving me a professional smile before heading back out.

I flip through the mail with disinterest. Bill, junk, bill, more junk. Until one catches my eye— a slightly worn envelope with handwritten script and a California return address. Something tugs at the back of my mind. The postmark is from Vine Valley, a town that doesn’t ring any bell, but the state alone is enough to stir some long-buried memories. My fingers shake slightly as I pick it up—what the hell is that? Too much caffeine?

Paula Lovejoy. Who is she? The name sounds vaguely familiar but I can’t put a face to it. Curiosity washes through me as I turn the envelope over in my hands. The paper feels weighty and substantial, as if the words inside carry more than just ink. I trace the script with my thumb, delaying the inevitable. What news does this handwritten missive bring from across the country?

I take a deep breath, the air rushing into my lungs like a gust of wind through a canyon. I slide my finger under the flap, tearing it open. My heart pounds in my chest, a drumbeat of anticipation—or is it dread?

The letter unfolds in my hands, crisp and demanding attention. My eyes scan the words, the ink bleeding into the page like rivers carving paths through a landscape.

“Dear Gregory,

I trust this letter reaches you in good health... You will shortly be contacted by… the inheritance attorney... However, I wanted to provide you with a little advance notice…”

The letter trembles in my hand like a leaf in an autumn breeze. I blink, trying to focus. The words blur in front of me, resisting any attempt to make sense of them. But then, out of nowhere, clarity strikes. A flood of understanding washes over me, like a storm breaking loose.

“...Adrianna has passed away…”

The words hit me like a sudden gust of wind, knocking the breath out of me. I stagger back, the office chair squeaking in protest as I collapse onto it. My mother... gone? The thought is a seed falling into the earth, taking root, spreading tendrils of emotion through me.

“...a rose farm in California…”

An image blooms in my mind, a field of red and pink and white, a riot of color under the golden sun. Mom’s farm. Right. The place she preferred over the gloomy East Coast cities. I can almost smell the sweet scent of roses, almost feel the thorns pricking my fingers.  Paula Lovejoy was the woman she once mentioned to me, who was as close to her as her daughter.

*...we shall share ownership...*

I read on, the words painting a picture I can't quite grasp. “...sell your share... depend on it... handle it through a lawyer…”

I force myself to focus on Paula’s words. Paula describes the farm as a living thing, something that demands care and attention, something that she and her family depend on. I can sell my share if I wish, she says, but the resolve in her tone, even through ink, tells me she will hold onto hers with a tenacity I can't help but respect.

"Please come," she urges. "Adrianna often expressed the wish that you could visit her farm one day."

I drop the letter onto my desk, my heart drumming an erratic rhythm. The walls of my office close in, the air grows stale, thick with dust and unspoken words. My mother's image flits through my mind—a photograph here, a fleeting visit there. Adrianna Taylor, the woman who gave me life but couldn't stay to be part of it.

I close my eyes, and I'm suddenly a child again, listening to my dad talk about my mother.

Dad always painted her as a free spirit, a hippie who danced to the beat of her own drum. Their story began at UC Berkeley, amid protests and dreams of changing the world. A frat party, too many drinks, a night of recklessness—they never stood a chance. Marriage out of obligation, not love. He was East Coast to his core, while she was a child of the sun-kissed Californian farmsteads.

"Your mother could never settle here," he'd say with a sigh, the East Coast winter howling outside, a testament to her discomfort. They split when I was five, their marriage succumbing to the pressures of incompatible lives. Dad, with his law career, won custody. Mom, jobless and untethered, drifted away like a leaf on a stream.

The clock on the wall ticks like a metronome, each swing of its cold, brass pendulum echoing the steady march of time. I sit with the letter from Paula Lovejoy resting on the desk before me, as still as the faded photograph of my mother that I keep tucked away in my wallet. Adrianna. A name that tastes of sunlight and distant memories. The last time I saw her was ten years ago when she came to see me in Philadelphia.

"Why aren't you married yet, Greg?" Her voice, a soft breeze rustling through leaves, whispers in my mind. I can see her, sitting across from me in that little café ten years past, her hands wrapped around a cup of chamomile tea. Her eyes, a mirror of my own, held a world of sadness.

"I have no faith in marriage," I had replied, the bitter taste of my parents' divorce still lingering after all those years. "I don't want a family. I don't want to put anyone through that."

She had looked at me then, her eyes shining with tears. "I'm sorry, Greg. I never wanted this for you." She reached out, her hand resting on mine. "You should come visit me sometime. See the farm."

But I never did. I couldn't. The farm was a thorn in my side, a symbol of her choice to leave me behind. I resented it, resented her for loving it more than she loved me. Or so I thought.

I sigh, running a hand through my short, graying hair. I don't need the farm. I don't need the hassle. I've built a life here, a comfortable, predictable life. I have enough money to last me several lifetimes, to never have to work again. I could just sell my share to Paula and be done with it. I’ll contact a lawyer and have them take care of the whole ordeal.

But...

A restlessness stirs within me, a longing for something more than the endless spreadsheets and the humdrum of my daily routine. I stand, walking to the window, looking out at the bustling city below. The concrete jungle, all steel and glass and noise. It's a far cry from the rolling hills and golden sunshine of California.

"It wouldn't be so bad," I murmur to myself, the words a seed taking root. "A trip. A change of scenery." I don't have to stay on the farm. I could find a hotel nearby, something quiet and comfortable. I won't have to deal with the day-to-day running of the place and won't have to get my hands dirty. Just a quick visit, a chance to see what my mother loved so much, to understand why she chose it over me.

What about work? Can Richard manage everything on his own? I pause for a moment. He's never held down the fort solo before... Well, it's time for him to give it a shot. Tax season is mostly wrapped up, I’ll wait for another week, and he should handle the extension filings without any trouble after that.

I turn back to my desk and to the letter. Suddenly I’m thrilled by the adventure ahead. I’m going to take an unknown path and meet a stranger—who was more or less a distant family. I pick up the letter, feeling the rough paper beneath my fingertips. The journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.

And I, Gregory Taylor, am ready to take that step and to embark on that journey. Eagerly, I shut down the spreadsheet and launch the web browser. Even though it's been years since my last trip, I'm still familiar with booking a plane ticket online.


CHAPTER 2
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The drone of the airplane engine is a monotonous hum, like the ceaseless buzz of a cicada on a hot summer day. I stare out the window, watching the clouds stretch out in an endless cotton canvas. Still can't believe I'm doing this. I've barely taken a week off in years, let alone to visit a rose farm in California. I must be out of my mind.

The seatbelt sign dings off, and the passengers around me start to stir. I remain glued to my seat, gripping the armrests like they're a lifeline. My mind drifts back to Philadelphia, to the stark incredulity on Richard's face when I told him I was taking a vacation.

"A week off? You?" he'd stammered, his eyebrows shooting up to his receding hairline. "Greg, you never take time off. And who’s Paula? And... you had a birth mom? You never talked about any family."

I hadn't. I’d kept that part of my life locked away, even from myself. Until Paula's letter came, shattering the careful silence I'd built around my past.

The plane begins its descent, and my stomach lurches with it. I close my eyes, taking a deep breath. When I open them again, the magnificent landscape of California unfolds beneath me, like a patchwork quilt of greens and golds.

Before long, we're taxiing down the runway, the plane's wheels chirping against the tarmac with a soft, rhythmic sound. I unbuckle my seatbelt and stand, my body aching from the long flight.

I retrieve my carry-on from the overhead compartment—a small suitcase containing a few changes of clothes. I haven't planned to stay long. I can't imagine sleeping in Adrianna’s house, surrounded by her things. A hotel in the city will do just fine.

Am I truly going through with this? A voice in my head questions. It's not too late to turn back; I'm still here at the airport. I could simply catch the next flight back. I have a return ticket, just need to pay a bit extra... My steps are slow, but I keep moving forward.

It is too late to change my mind. I called Paula the day after receiving her letter and agreed to sell her my share of the farm, but I also expressed my desire to visit the place. She's anticipating my arrival. Her lovely voice made me curious to see her in person... What am I thinking? I must be losing it.

When I spot the car rental signs up ahead and veer towards them, my heart pounds in my chest. I'm really doing this. I'm going to see the place where Adrianna lived, and where she died. The place she chose over me.

The automatic doors slide open, revealing the car rental desk. I step forward, my grip tightening on the handle of my suitcase. This is it. No turning back now.

"Good afternoon, sir," the clerk chirps brightly. "Welcome to California. How can I assist you today?"

I clear my throat, forcing myself to speak. "Hi. I have a reservation. Gregory Taylor."

She taps away at her keyboard, her acrylic nails clicking like rain on a tin roof. "Ah, here you are. You're all set, Mr. Taylor. If you'll just initial here and sign there..."

I scrawl my signature on the forms, my mind a million miles away. I can't believe I'm actually going through with this. But I am. And for the first time in a long time, I feel a spark of something other than numb resignation. I feel alive.

Key in hand, I turn and stride towards the parking lot, ready to face whatever comes next.

The automatic doors of the airport slide open, and I'm immediately bathed in a warmth that is utterly foreign to the brisk Philadelphian air I've left behind. The California sun bathes my skin with warmth, its rays kissing my face like an old friend eager to make up for lost time. A gentle ocean breeze playfully rustles my hair, whispering secrets of the sea into my ears. I can almost taste the saltwater on my tongue, a striking contrast to the recycled air of the plane.

I make my way to the rental car, my heart pounding in my chest like a drumbeat, steady and insistent. It's as if my heart knows something I don't, and it's trying to prepare me for what's to come. I toss my suitcase into the trunk and slide into the driver's seat. I take a deep breath, the scent of a new car and pine air freshener filling my nostrils.

The engine purrs to life, and I pull out of the parking lot, merging onto the highway. The cityscape gradually gives way to rolling hills and sprawling vineyards. The scenic countryside is a painting of vibrant greens and golds, a polar opposite to the concrete jungle I've become accustomed to.

As I drive, my thoughts wander like the meandering roads. What will the farm be like? Will it hold any clues to the mother I never knew? Do I really want to know? Is it too late to turn back? I grip the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles turning white. But I keep driving. A sense of anticipation overcomes me and my stomach flutters like the wings of a butterfly.

The turnoff to Vine Valley appears suddenly, and I take the exit, my heart now a jackhammer in my chest. The road winds through the countryside, the hills rising and falling like the breath of some slumbering giant. And then, nestled in the heart of the valley, I see it. Enchanting Roses.

I drive up to the entrance, the tires making a sound on the gravel that resembles bones cracking. I step out of the car, my legs feeling strangely disconnected from my body. The sight before me is... breathtaking. It's as if I've stepped into a fairytale, a vast rose kingdom stretching out before me.

Terraces carpeted with roses in every hue imaginable, from the palest pink to the deepest crimson. Various rose gardens are separated by rows of cypress trees, their dark green foliage a sharp distinction to the riot of color. Roses line the path, their petals soft and inviting, beckoning me forward. 

I take a step, then another, my feet sinking slightly into the soft earth. The scent of roses fills the air, their perfume sweet and intoxicating. It's a smell that's both familiar and foreign, a memory just out of reach. I can't help but feel a sense of awe, of wonder. This place... it's magical.

As I approach the front office, a figure emerges from the doorway, stepping into the sunlight. The woman is tall and graceful, her long, wavy blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, gleaming like a golden waterfall. She's dressed in a crisp white shirt tucked into beige chino pants, which hug her curves gently, accentuating her strong yet feminine form. Her sleeves are rolled up to her elbows, revealing smooth, toned arms. She wears a pair of leather ankle boots, worn smooth from years of daily use. This must be Paula Lovejoy.

She's not the rough-around-the-edges farmer I'd imagined. There's an elegance about her, a quiet strength that commands respect. Her skin is sun-kissed, not weather-beaten, and her hands, though not manicured, are well-kept and strong. She turns to me, and I'm struck by her warm, welcoming smile, a smile that reaches her eyes, crinkling the corners. Her eyes are a soft blue, like the ocean at dawn.

"You must be Gregory," she says. Her voice sounds even better in person—it is as velvety as the petals of the roses surrounding us. I feel an instant attraction, a pull towards her that I hadn't expected.

"Yes, that's me," I reply, extending a hand. Her grip is firm, her hand warm. "And you're Paula?"

"Indeed, I am," she responds, her smile widening. "I'm so glad you could make it, Gregory. Adrianna would have been thrilled to have you here." She sounds sincere, and I feel a pang in my chest at the mention of my mother.

She looks me over, taking in my casual t-shirt and jeans. I suddenly feel underdressed, but she doesn't seem to mind. "Would you like me to take your luggage to the farmhouse?" she offers. "Belle, my daughter, has tidied up your mother's room for you."

The thought of staying in my mother's room, surrounded by her things, her memories, is overwhelming. I'm not ready for that. Not yet. Maybe not ever. "Thank you, but I've booked a hotel in the city," I say. "I'll be returning to San Francisco after our meeting."

The disappointment in Paula's expression is fleeting, replaced by an understanding smile. "Of course. Whatever makes you comfortable, Gregory. We're just happy to have you here." Her words are genuine, her warmth enveloping.

I can't help but feel drawn to her, like a moth to a flame. But I must remember why I'm here. I’m here to sell her my share of the farm. I have no desire to stay here for long. I must not get distracted, no matter how alluring the distraction may be.

"Since you're here, how about I give you a tour?" Paula suggests with a cheerful tone.

It makes sense. I hadn't planned on seeing the farm, but I nod with enthusiasm. "Absolutely."

The sun warms my shoulders while Paula guides me across the rose fields, her golden hair gently swaying with every step she takes. She moves with a grace that's almost hypnotic, her tall form weaving through the rows of bushes like a dancer avoiding obstacles on stage.

"This is where it all started," Paula says as we step into an ocean of color, sweeping her arm out to encompass the vast expanse of roses. "Adrianna inherited this land from her father. Everyone thought she was crazy to start a rose farm, but she had a vision, and she stuck to it. Look at it now. Over a hundred varieties. All done by hand.”

I look out at the sea of blooms, their colors painting the landscape like a Monet canvas. Pink, red, yellow, white—they all blend together in a sweet-scented symphony. A sense of admiration swells within me as I think about my mother, her hands in the dirt, her heart set on a dream. "She did all this by hand?" I ask incredulously, my voice barely above a whisper.

Paula nods, a proud smile playing on her lips. "Every single bush. We don't use machines here, Gregory. Everything is organic, tended with love and care. It's what sets us apart."

As we walk, the scent of the roses envelops me, their fragrance so strong it's almost intoxicating. I can feel it seeping into my pores, stirring something deep within me. It's a sensation I've never experienced before, a connection to the earth, to nature, that's utterly overwhelming.

Paula points out different varieties as we pass—Damask, Alba, Moss, Tea. Each one is unique, and each one has its own story. I listen attentively, her voice like a melody accompanying the rustle of leaves and the hum of bees.

Suddenly, my eye catches a glimpse of a young woman in a white t-shirt over a red skirt, among the workers. She's speaking to a man in business attire, his back turned to us. The young woman stands out in a mix of vibrant hues.  Her red skirt dances in the wind like a flickering fire, while her blonde ponytail rivals the sun's radiant glow.

Paula notices my gaze. "That's Belle," she says, her voice filled with warmth. "My oldest daughter. She works on the farm too."

I watch as Belle laughs at something the man says, her face lighting up and her voice melodic. There's a shyness to her, a reservation, but also a genuineness that's captivating.  

Paula gestures towards Belle and the man she's speaking to. "That's Joshua," she says. "He's the product manager from Fantastic Flowers, our major buyer. They're probably discussing product plans."

I nod, but something about their interaction makes me pause. Joshua isn't looking at the rose bushes, or surveying the fields. His eyes are firmly fixed on Belle, and his gaze is quite intense. Belle, on the other hand, seems to be doing her best to avoid his gaze, her eyes flitting around like a trapped butterfly.

"He seems quite taken with Belle," I comment, watching as Joshua leans in a little too close, Belle subtly stepping back.

Paula sighs, a soft sound that's almost lost in the breeze. "Joshua's been a great help to the farm, but I worry sometimes..." She trails off, her voice filled with a maternal protectiveness that tugs at something deep within me.

I’m waiting for Paula to finish her sentence when Belle spots us. Her face lights up, a smile blooming like a rose at sunrise. As she waves at us, I can see why Joshua can't take his eyes off her. She's a vision, her clear eyes sparkling and her lips velvety like the rose petals surrounding us.

Belle must be in her early twenties, and she bears a strong resemblance to her mother. Not only do their hair look alike, but they even have similar heights and figures as well. 

“You look like twin sisters,” I say to Paula while marveling at the fact. Either Belle looks more mature than her age, or Paula had her daughter when she was still a teen.

Paula laughs heartily. “We get that a lot. It’s because I had her when I was seventeen.”

“That explains it,” I say while gazing at Paula. I wonder for a second who the lucky man who knocked Paula up is, and whether he works on the farm as well. But I keep the question to myself, and my eyes fall on Belle again.

As I observe Belle, I feel a stirring within me, a warmth that spreads through my chest. It's not just her beauty that draws me in, but her essence, her spirit. There's an innocence to her, a purity that's refreshing and alluring.

Belle excuses herself from Joshua and walks towards us in light and graceful steps. When I notice her youthful curves beneath the soft material of her clothes, my blood goes south and I feel a pang of guilt. A chiding voice in my head tells me I shouldn't be looking at her this way, but I can't help it. It seems as if I'm drawn to her, pulled in by a force I can't explain or control.

Belle smiles warmly as Paula introduces us to each other. Her hazel eyes meet mine, and I am struck once again by the uncanny resemblance between her and Paula. It's like seeing the sunrise and the sunset at the same time—one fresh and full of promise, the other mature and bathed in the warm hues of experience. Both are exquisite, and I find myself inexplicably drawn to each for different reasons.

"Pleasure to meet you, Greg," Belle remarks in a mature manner, her eyes gleaming as they scan me from head to toe. I think I detect admiration, or at least I hope so. 

"Pleasure to meet you as well, Belle," I reply. We shake hands, and a thrilling jolt courses through me.

"So, Greg," Belle says, her eyes locked on mine. "What do you think of our little rose kingdom?"

I look around, the vibrant colors of the roses almost overwhelming, their scent filling the air like a sweet perfume. "I love it," I admit, "It's as enchanting as the name suggests."

“Thank you!” Belle laughs and Paula joins her.

Joshua, who has been lingering steps away, finally approaches us. "Well, I should be going," he says, his gaze still fixed on Belle. "Paula, always a pleasure. Belle, I'll see you soon. I'll call you."

Belle nods, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. "Sure, Josh."

As Joshua walks away, Paula turns to Belle, her eyebrows raised in a silent question. "What was that about?" she asks, her voice laced with a protective edge.

Belle waves a hand dismissively, her blush deepening. "It's nothing, Mom. I'll tell you later."

Paula holds her gaze for a moment longer before turning back to me. "Come on, Greg," she says, her voice warm and inviting. "Let me show you the farmhouse."

My heart does a somersault. The farmhouse, of course. I was expecting to see the place Adrianna lived. But now, I’m not sure I’m ready.

We walk up a winding path. The farmhouse sits atop a hill, overlooking the vast expanse of roses. It's two structures combined into one—a main building with a wide porch and four bedrooms, and a smaller, charming cottage tucked to the side. The main building is all warmth and welcome, with its large windows and inviting doors. The cottage, though, has a quieter charm, a storybook quality that makes me want to explore its secrets.

"Adrianna kindly let me and my girls stay in the main house, while she herself lived in the cottage," Paula says softly, pointing at the cottage. "Your mother loved her little sanctuary. She used to say it was her nest, her safe haven."

I swallow hard, my heart pounding like a drumbeat in my ears, louder with each step closer to the cottage. I'm not ready to face the ghosts of my mother's past, not yet. I tear my eyes away from the cottage, seeking refuge in the little forest surrounding it. “Nice forest,” I comment. “And where does the smoke come from?”

“Oh it isn’t smoke,” Paula says with a chuckle. “There’s a hot spring in the forest.”

I lift an eyebrow as I imagine the scenery behind the house. “No kidding!”

"She loved that spa," Paula continues, a warm smile playing on her lips. "It was one of her three indulgences. She'd spend half an hour there every night before bedtime, communing with nature, she'd say."

I latch onto the conversation like a lifeline, eager to delay the inevitable emotional storm that awaits me in that cottage. "What were the other two?" I ask, my voice steadier than I feel.

Paula chuckles, a sound like warm honey. "Roses and wine. Sometimes, she'd sprinkle rose petals in the water, other times, she'd sneak a glass of wine into the hot tub. A no-no, but who was I to stop her?"

I can picture it—my mother, relaxed and content, sipping wine amidst a sea of rose petals. The image is both comforting and unsettling, a reminder of the life she built without me. I'm not ready to face that life, not so up close and personal.

"Would you like to see inside?" Paula's question held a tenderness that nearly broke through my resolve. 

"Perhaps another day," I say, finding shelter in a hastily conjured excuse. The reality was that my heart wasn't ready to confront the tangible echoes of my mother's life—not yet. 

"Of course," Paula replies, her understanding eyes not pressing me further. 

“May I take a look at the forest or the hot spring?” I ask politely. 

Paula nods and gestures for me to follow. We walk up an uphill path that circles around the cottage and enter a dense conifer forest. In the center of a small clearing, there is a natural hot spring surrounded by rocks. Steam rises from the water, creating an ethereal scene among the treetops. 

“This is incredible,” I murmur in awe as I take in the sights around me. It feels like a hidden paradise within this already beautiful place. 

“I'm glad you like it,” Paula says with a proud smile. “There are actually a few more hot springs further up. Your grandfather didn't care for them though; he believed they were harmful to his grape crops. He stopped cultivating grapes on this hill because of consistently failed harvests. That's also why your mother inherited this land, since your uncle had no interest in it.” 

“That's interesting,” I remark. “One man's trash truly is another man's treasure.” 

“Exactly,” Paula agrees with a nod.


CHAPTER 3
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As Paula and I walk back down the hill towards the farmhouse, I turn to her. "So Paula, how long have you work for my mother?"

She tucks a stray blonde lock behind her ear. "Only about fifteen years. But I've known Adrianna for much longer than that. You see, my family used to work for your grandfather's vineyard, back when I was just a girl."

"Is that right?" I raise my eyebrows, intrigued to learn more about this woman who clearly meant so much to my mother.

Paula nods, a wistful look passing over her face. "Later on, my parents saved up and bought their own small vineyard out in Napa Valley. So we moved there when I was a teenager."

She sighs heavily. "But things didn't go so well. Both my folks developed health problems not long after. And then I had my girls to take care of too—Aria was only three and Belle was five at the time."

"I'm sorry to hear that," I say gently. "It must have been a real challenge, especially with young children."

"It was," Paula agrees. She walks in contemplative silence for a moment.

I hesitate, but then decide to broach the sensitive topic. "And your daughters' father...was he not in the picture to help?"

Paula sighs, a hardened look in her eyes. "He took off pretty early on. Just up and left one day." She shakes her head.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I say, silently cursing the man I don’t even know. “It must’ve been tough on you.”

Paula shrugs. "We got by. It wasn't too difficult. I was fortunate that both girls became self-reliant. Belle, in particular, was a big help. She looked after her sisters even when she was just a child herself."

I smile at the comment, recalling the confident way Belle interacted with me earlier despite her youthful appearance. I’m curious about Belle’s sister, whose name Paula hasn’t mentioned yet, but I don’t want to appear too nosy and I let the matter slide for the moment.

After a pause, Paula continues. "Anyway, when things got too tough in Napa, I decided to come back here, see if I could find work at your grandfather's vineyard again."

She kicks a pebble with the toe of her boot. "But when I arrived, I found out your grandfather had passed. The vineyard lands had been split between your mother and your uncle."

"That's right," I nod, vaguely recalling that my mother mentioned this during one of her rare visits.

"Well, your uncle's half of the vineyard didn't have any job openings. But your mother, bless her soul, she hired me at this rose farm she was just starting up."

Paula smiles fondly at the memory. "Not only that, but she let me and the girls live with her, right here in the farmhouse. I'll never forget her kindness and generosity. She saved us, in more ways than one."

I swallow the lump rising in my throat. It's still hard to reconcile the mother I remember with this saint-like figure that Paula describes. A woman I apparently never really knew at all.

The scent of garlic and herbs wafts from the farmhouse as we approach, and my stomach growls, reminding me I haven't eaten since the plane. Paula glances at me, a knowing smile on her face. "You should stay for dinner, Greg. Belle's cooking, and she's amazing in the kitchen."

I hesitate for a moment, but the thought of spending more time with these remarkable women wins out. "Sure, thank you. I'd love to stay."

Inside, the farmhouse is filled with the aroma of spices. Belle is at the stove, her blonde ponytail swaying gently as she stirs something that smells heavenly. She's changed into a lovely floral print cotton dress. The sight of her like this, so natural and at ease, sends a strange flutter through my chest.

I follow Paula into the cozy living room. Thoughtfully arranged furniture, each piece with its own history, sits beneath exposed wooden beams. Sun-faded, hand-stitched quilts drape over a well-loved leather sofa, while family photos line the honey-toned walls. A stone fireplace, with a hearth blackened from winter evenings, anchors the space. Even the air radiates a warmth and character my sleek Philadelphia condo lacks.

Paula excuses herself to change, and when she returns, I'm taken aback. She's wearing a sexy dress that hugs her curves perfectly, with a low neckline that draws my eye. Her blonde hair is down, framing her face softly. She looks incredible, and I have to remind myself to breathe.

Dinner is a spread of Italian food that looks like it belongs in a magazine. Belle has made homemade pasta, a rich tomato sauce, and a Caprese salad with fresh mozzarella and basil from their garden. The table is set with a rustic elegance that feels both welcoming and intimate.

As we sit down to eat, I can't help but feel a sense of belonging. When was the last time I shared a meal with someone? Right, months ago, at our firm’s Christmas party. This isn't just a meal. It's a celebration of family and of the simple joys in life. The food is delicious, each bite bursting with flavor, but it's the company that truly makes the experience.

Paula's laughter is warm and infectious, her eyes sparkling with a life that's hard to resist. Belle's smile is softer, more reserved, but no less captivating.

The two women enthusiastically tell me anecdotes about the farm, often featuring my mother. I listen closely, feeling both fascinated and touched.

I find myself opening up and sharing stories about my life back in the city, the stress of my job, and the loneliness that often comes with it. They listen with such focus that I feel truly comprehended. It's a sensation I haven't felt in ages, and it's incredibly intoxicating. Their eyes flicker with both humor and empathy, causing my heart to quicken.

I raise my glass, looking at Paula. "To you, Paula. Thank you for taking care of my mom in her last days. I can't express how much that means to me."

Paula's eyes soften, and she raises her glass to meet mine. "To Adrianna," she says softly. "She was like a mother to me too. This farm, this family—it's her legacy."

Belle raises her glass as well, her eyes shining with emotion. "To Mom," she whispers.

The clink of our glasses rings out like a promise, and I feel a sense of peace and contentment that I haven't felt in years. As I look at Paula and Belle, their faces lit up with smiles, I realize that this trip is turning out to be so much more than I ever expected.

After dinner, Paula and Belle clear the table, shooing away my offers to help. I retreat to the living room, the warmth of the meal and the company lingering in my chest. I can hear their murmured voices in the kitchen amid the clink of dishes in the sink.

"He asked me out again," Belle says softly, and I strain my ears to listen. "I said yes."

Paula gasps, a sound of surprise and delight. "Belle, that's wonderful! Josh is such a nice young man."

There's a pause, and I can almost see Belle's shy smile and her downcast eyes. "I guess. I don't know if it's... right. But I'll give it a chance."

Paula's voice is gentle and probing. "Are you sure, sweetheart? You don't have to if you don't want to. I know you don't have that... spark with him."

Belle sighs, a sound so soft I strain to hear it. "Maybe love is overrated, Mom. Look at you and Dad. Love didn't hold your family together."

Another pause, longer and heavier this time. Then Paula speaks, her voice firm. "That's true, sweetheart. Well, just give Josh a chance, but don't settle for less than you deserve, okay?"

I lean back in my chair, my heart going out for them both. The warmth of the evening fades, replaced by a chill that seeps into my bones. I want to protect the women even though I barely know them. I want to shield them from the pain of the past and the uncertainty of the future. But I know I can't. I’m not really part of their life, despite the welcome tour and the cozy dinner. I’m just a guest. We’re connected by my mother, who has already passed away. It’s time to end the extraordinary day, however memorable it is.

The thought stays with me as I get up and head to the kitchen. Paula and Belle look up, and I’m touched by the warmth in their smiles, despite their personal concerns.

"Thank you both, for everything," I say sincerely. "This meant more to me than you could possibly know. But it's getting late, and I should head out. I'll come by again tomorrow if that's all right?"

"Of course, Greg." Paula's hand rests on my arm, her touch soothing and maternal. "You're always welcome here. This is your home too, now."

Something tugs in my chest at her words—an ache, a longing, a sense of rightness. I nod, not quite able to speak past the sudden lump in my throat.

Belle walks me to the door, a knowing look in her eyes. "See you tomorrow, Greg. Drive safe."

The night air is cool on my skin as I climb into my car, the farmhouse lights fading in my rearview mirror. The open road stretches out before me like a black ribbon unfurling through the farmlands under the silver moonlight. The hum of the engine and the whisper of the wind through the open window are my only companions.

I should be heading back to the city, to the comfort of my impersonal hotel room, but with each mile marker that passes, I feel a tugging at my heart, a longing to return to the rose farm. To Paula and Belle. To the warmth of their home and the untold stories of my mother's life.

"This isn’t right, Greg," an inner voice insists. "You can’t leave yet. You want to learn more about your mother. That's your purpose for being here."

Before I even fully realize what I'm doing, I spin the car around, the tires screeching as I push the speed limit. The urge is now intense and irresistible.

I'm going back.

The farmhouse is quiet when I return, a single light glowing softly in the living room window. I ring the bell, shifting nervously on the doorstep.

A moment later, Paula appears at the window, her face lighting up with a smile that sends a wave of warmth crashing through me.

"Gregory," she says, swinging the door open wide. "I thought you'd left."

"I did," I admit, running a hand through my hair. "But I... I couldn't stay away. Could I see my mom’s cottage?"

Her smile softens, and she steps aside to let me in. "Of course, your mother would have wanted you there. I'm glad you came back."

I follow Paula through the main house, my eyes drifting over the family photos that line the walls. Photos of Paula and her daughters, of my mother, of a life that I was never a part of.

"Where is Belle?" I wonder aloud, noticing her absence from the kitchen, though her laughter echoes from another part of the house.

"On the phone with her sister Aria," Paula explains, her voice carrying a note of pride for her daughters. "She's studying at UC San Francisco. The first one in our family to go to college."

I raise an eyebrow. "That's great. What is she majoring in?"

Paula beams. "Fashion design."

This catches me off guard. I’ve expected something more practical, like horticulture or farm management. "Wow, that must be exciting."

Paula rolls her eyes. "She wants to be a fashion model. And don’t ask me where she got that dream from."

I can’t help but chuckle at the thought of another version of Paula, tall and graceful, strutting down the catwalk. It isn’t hard for me to imagine, as Paula has a natural beauty and charm that could captivate any audience. I let his imagination run wild for a moment until the cool night air greets me.

I pause at the door of the cottage, taking a deep breath as Paula reaches for the doorknob. You can do this, Greg, a voice says in my head. This is going to be a mistake, says another voice.

Paula gives me a warm smile, understanding my inner turmoil. “Are you ready?” she asks in a gentle voice, her hand pausing on the doorknob.

Her smile assures me and I push my doubts away. “Yes,” I say with a firm nod.

She pushes the door open, and immediately, a wave of emotion crashes over me. The scent of my mother's perfume still lingers in the air, a delicate floral fragrance that transports me back to childhood. I follow Paula into the cottage, my heart hammering in my ribcage.

Everywhere I look, I see pieces of her life, snapshots of the woman I never fully knew. A well-worn armchair nestled by the window, a stack of gardening books on the coffee table, a vase of fresh-cut roses on the mantelpiece.

And then I see the pictures.

They line the walls, covering every available surface. Pictures of me as a child, grinning gap-toothed at the camera, brandishing a toy truck, blowing out birthday candles. Each one is a treasure, a precious moment captured in time.

"She never forgot you, Greg." Paula's voice is soft and reverent. "Not for a single day."

She leads me to a closet, pulling open the door to reveal a trove of memories. Teddy bears and toy cars, picture books and tiny shoes. All the remnants of a childhood cut short, preserved with loving care.

"Why?" The word rips from my throat, raw and harsh. "Why did she stop visiting me?"

Paula sighs, her eyes reflecting a sadness that mirrors my own. "Your father asked her not to see you anymore," she begins, her voice steady yet gentle. "He thought it was better for you, Gregory. You were having difficulty adjusting to your new family, and he believed that a clean break would be easier on you."

A bitter laugh escapes my lips. "Easier on me, or easier on him?"

Paula's gaze doesn't waver. "He thought he was doing what was best. Adrianna couldn't provide for you the way he could. Financial stability, a secure family, better education—he had all that."

I shake my head, disbelief coursing through me. "And she agreed?"

"Reluctantly, yes. She did it for you, Gregory. She always put you first."

A heavy silence hangs between us, filled only by the distant hoot of an owl. I think of the visits, the tears, the emptiness that followed each goodbye. Why didn’t she tell me any of that? And why didn’t I ever ask? Shit. I was blinded by hatred. I never felt I belonged to my dad’s new family, even though my stepmom was kind to me. Besides, they soon had their own children, and that made it even harder for me to blend in.

"Why didn't she ever remarry?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

Paula looks away, her eyes distant. "I'm not sure, but I think it might have been guilt. She felt she had failed you, failed herself. She poured all her love into this farm, into her roses."

The realization knocks the wind out of me. My mother suffered for her choices, just as I have. The resentment I've held onto for so long suddenly feels like a poison, eating away at me. I sink onto the edge of the bed, my head in my hands.

"I missed her so much," I admit, my voice choking with emotion. "But it was easier to hate her than to love her from afar. God. I was so mean to her when I last saw her. I said awful things to her. And I blamed her for my misery. I…"

Paula sits beside me, her hand warm on my back. "It's okay, Gregory," she murmurs. "She would understand."

Tears stream down my face, unchecked. I'm crying for the boy I was, for the mother I lost, for the years of pain and misunderstanding. "I'm sorry," I choke out, turning to Paula. "I'm so sorry."

She pulls me into her arms, holding me tightly. “It’s okay, Greg,” she whispers. “Let it out. Let it all out.” Her warmth envelops me, grounding me. I cling to her as if she’s my anchor in this storm of emotion. As I pull back, I see the tears in her eyes and the compassion etched on her face. And then, driven by a need I can't explain, I lean in and kiss her.

For a heartbeat, Paula stiffens in surprise. But then she's kissing me back, her mouth warm and pliant under mine, her fingers threading through my hair.

It's a kiss born of shared grief and understanding, of the strange, inexplicable connection that has been growing between us since the moment we met. And for a few blissful seconds, I allow myself to get lost in it.

But all too soon, reality comes crashing back in. I pull away, my breath coming fast and unsteady. "Paula, I... I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that."

She touches her lips, looking as dazed as I feel. "It's okay, Greg. Really. But...it's been a long day. Maybe we should call it a night."

I nod, suddenly exhausted down to my bones. "You're right. I...thank you, Paula. For everything."

She gives me a small, tender smile. "Get some rest. Things will look better in the morning." She starts to turn away, then pauses. "And Greg? If you need to unwind, the hot spring is just up the hill. It might do you some good."

The image of steam rising from a secluded pool, hidden among the cypress trees, fills my mind. "That sounds perfect," I admit, already craving the soothing heat.

Paula smiles softly. "Towels are in the bathroom. Enjoy, Gregory."

With that, she slips out of the cottage, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I sit there for a long moment, trying to process the whirlwind of emotions coursing through me.

Then, with a sigh, I heave myself to my feet. A soak in the hot spring does sound appealing. Maybe it will help clear my head and help me make sense of everything that's happened.

As I unpack my suitcase, I let the events of the day replay in my head. My heart still pounds from the kiss, and my mind still reels from the revelations about my mother’s life. Yes, I can definitely use the hot spring to unwind.

I find a towel and strip down, wrapping it around my waist. The cool night air nips at my skin as I step outside, the moon sprinkling dappled shadows through the cypress trees.

The path to the hot spring is lined with smooth stones, worn from years of use. As I approach, the sound of soft humming catches my ear. A woman’s voice—singing. I stop abruptly, but it's too late.

Through the steam, I see her—Belle, reclining in the hot spring, her arms spread, her eyes closed, headphones over her ears.

Her breasts, full and round, crest above the water, nipples peeking through the surface like tender buds. The steam rises around her, caressing her skin, tracing the curves of her body in a way that makes my fingers itch to follow suit. Her waist nips in, flaring back out to generous hips, and I can just make out the shadowy triangle nestled between her thighs.

A surge of heat courses through me, my blood pounding in my veins. I'm rooted to the spot, unable to tear my gaze away. I’m transfixed as if I've stumbled upon a woodland nymph bathing in a forest pool. Her humming weaves through the air like a spell, holding me captive.

As she shifts slightly, the water sluices over her skin, revealing more of her exquisite form. My body responds with a primal urgency I haven't felt in years. Heat surges through my veins, pooling in my groin, and I feel myself harden, straining against the towel and threatening to push it off me.

While my desire surges within me like a trapped beast eager to escape, Belle is oblivious to my presence. Her eyes remain closed, her lashes dark against her cheeks. She's lost in her own world. I should turn back, leave her to her privacy, but I'm entranced by the sight before me. Her beauty is breathtaking, a vision of purity and temptation combined.

Finally, with a force of will, I take a step back, my heart pounding wildly. I need to retreat, to escape the spell that has been cast over me. As I turn, I know this image of Belle, bathed in moonlight and steam, will be forever etched in my memory. The night air cools my heated skin, but it does nothing to quell the fire burning within me.

Stumbling into the bathroom of the cottage, I toss the towel aside. My erection springs free, thick and heavy. I turn the shower on, the cool spray a sharp contrast to the heat of my skin. I brace one hand against the tiled wall, wrapping the other around my shaft. A hiss escapes my teeth at the contact, my body taut and trembling.  I'm startled by the force of my arousal. I feel enlivened and rejuvenated, as desire pumps through my veins like I'm twenty again instead of forty.

I begin to stroke myself, slow and firm, as I picture Belle’s luscious body. Her wet skin glistening in the soft light, her breasts heaving above water, and the promise of pleasure hidden between her thighs. I imagine caressing her soft skin, cupping her plump breasts, and pressing against her. My breath hitches, my hand moving faster, slick with soap and water. I can almost feel her, taste her, hear her soft moans in my ear.

I feel like a teenager again, stolen away to the bathroom, heart pounding with forbidden lust. The sensation is exhilarating, a rush of heat and need and raw, animalistic desire. Within seconds, I erupt with a muffled groan, my body convulsing, my release spurting hot and thick onto the shower wall.

Bracing both hands against the tiles, I let the water wash over me, my body humming with sated pleasure. A laugh escapes me, a sound of disbelief and delight. I hadn't expected this, but here I am, caught in a web of desire and curiosity, eager to explore this newfound sensation.

I towel off with a smile, eagerly anticipating what tomorrow may bring. I'm keen to learn the ins and outs of the rose farm business...and perhaps become better acquainted with the alluring women who live here as well. Anything seems possible in this enchanting hidden oasis.


CHAPTER 4
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The enticing scent of freshly brewed coffee and fried bacon wakes me from a deep, peaceful sleep. My eyes slowly open, and I take in my surroundings. The sun is just beginning to rise, and the birds are singing their morning songs. I stretch and feel refreshed. Checking my watch, I see it's only 6:10. It's rare for me to be up before seven, a luxury afforded by living so close to my office back in Philly. After swiftly going through my morning routine, I head over to the main house, where the aroma of coffee comes from.

Paula is at the stove, wearing terry cloth capris and a lightweight cotton henley with the sleeves rolled up, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun. She turns, greeting me with a warm smile. "Good morning, Gregory. I hope you slept well."

"Better than I have in years," I admit, taking a seat at the kitchen table as I take in the sight of her. How could she look so amazing in such casual attire? Damn. The memory of our brief yet intense kiss crosses my mind, making my heart skip a beat. I clear my throat and set aside my desire. "Do you always get up this early?"

“Early?” Paula chuckles softly. “According to the farm’s routine, this is actually late. We usually wake up at four, with work starting at five.” 

My jaw falls. “Really?” I know farmers start their day early, but four seems too much. 

“Yup,” Paula replies, placing a plate of fluffy pancakes and crispy bacon in front of me. “Belle's already out working in the fields.” 

Hearing Belle’s name stirs something inside me, and I’m relieved she isn’t here. She doesn’t realize the turmoil she’s caused in me, and I feel too embarrassed to face her. 

“That’s impressive,” I murmur, drizzling syrup over the pancakes. “I hope you didn’t stay back on my account.” 

“I did,” Paula says with a warm smile. “I wanted to make you a homemade breakfast.”

“Thank you.”

As I savor the first bite, Paula sits across from me, cradling a mug of coffee. Her blue eyes meet mine, a hint of apprehension in her gaze.

"Greg, about what we discussed on the phone... Are you still planning to sell me your share of the farm?"

I pause, my fork hovering over the plate. The decision that seemed so clear back in Philadelphia now feels uncertain. Memories of my mother and the unexpected sense of belonging I've found here tug at my heart. But I remind myself that this is the reason I came—to let go of the past and move on.

"Yes, I am," I say, my voice sounding less convincing than I'd hoped.

Paula nods slowly, her fingers tracing the rim of her mug. "I see. Well, Mr. Williams, the lawyer, is expecting us. We can go to his office anytime today. Maybe this afternoon, when the farm work is less busy?"

I shake my head. "The lawyer can wait. I'd like to go over the farm's financial situation with you first, get an idea of the property value. As an accountant, I think it's important we both have a clear understanding before we start the legal process."

A flicker of relief crosses Paula's face. "That's a great idea, Gregory. Having your expertise will be invaluable. We can sit down and go through the books together."

We continue our breakfast while discussing the farm’s potential and challenges until Paula glances at the clock on the wall, her eyes widening. "Oh, it's already six-thirty. I have to run—five to eight is our busiest time." She quickly finishes her food and stands up. "I'm going to change into my work clothes. Be back in a minute."

As she disappears into her bedroom, I lean back in my chair, savoring the last sips of my coffee. Holding the warm mug and inhaling its rich aroma fills me with contentment, and I wish I could enjoy a cozy breakfast like this every day for the rest of my life.

Moments later, Paula emerges, dressed in a fitted plaid shirt, worn jeans, and sturdy work boots. Her long, wavy hair is pulled back into a ponytail, a few stray tendrils framing her face. She looks radiant, her natural beauty shining through her practical attire. I find myself staring, captivated by her presence.

"Well, I hope you have a relaxing morning, Gregory," Paula says, grabbing her wide-brimmed hat from the hook by the door. "Feel free to explore the house or take a walk around the property. I'll be back in a few hours, and we can start going over the financials then."

An impulse seizes me, and I stand up abruptly. "Actually, I'd like to come with you, if that's okay. I want to see the farm in action, maybe even lend a hand."

Paula raises an eyebrow, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "You want to work in the fields? Are you sure?"

I nod, surprised by my own eagerness. "I'm here, aren't I? Might as well get my hands dirty and learn a thing or two."

"All right then," Paula agrees, tossing me a spare hat. "Let's go."

As we step outside, the crisp morning air fills my lungs, and the rising sun spreads a golden glow across the fields. The scent of roses and damp earth envelops us, and I feel a strange sense of belonging as if I'm exactly where I'm meant to be.

We walk towards the fields, where a group of employees is already hard at work. Paula introduces me to each of them, and they greet me with warm smiles and firm handshakes. I notice the respect and admiration they have for Paula, and I find myself drawn to her even more.

"Here," Paula says, handing me a pair of pruning shears and gloves. "I'll show you how to harvest the roses."

She leads me to a row of lush, vibrant bushes, their blooms in various stages of unfurling. "You want to cut the roses whose outer petals are just starting to open, but not fully bloomed. Make a clean cut at a 45-degree angle, about 12 inches down the stem, just above a set of healthy leaves or a leaf node. This angle helps the plant absorb water better and prevents stem rot."

I watch intently as Paula demonstrates, her movements precise and graceful. She places the harvested rose in a bucket of lukewarm water beside her, then hands me the shears. "Your turn."

With a deep breath, I find a promising bud and carefully position the shears. My first attempt is clumsy, the cut jagged and too close to the leaves. Paula gently guides my hand, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. "Like this," she murmurs, helping me make a clean, angled cut.

As I continue harvesting, I find myself falling into a rhythm, the work both meditative and invigorating. The sun warms my back, and the laughter and chatter of the other workers create a comforting backdrop. Beside me, Paula moves with effortless grace, her presence a constant source of inspiration and comfort.

With each rose I cut, I feel a growing connection to the land, to the legacy my mother built, and to the women who have dedicated their lives to preserving it. As the morning unfolds, I realize that my journey to the farm has become about more than just selling my share—it's about discovering a part of myself I never knew existed, and perhaps, finding a new path forward.

The sun climbs higher in the sky as we work, its rays growing more intense with each passing hour. I pause to wipe the sweat from my brow, realizing that my long-sleeved shirt is now clinging to my skin. Paula glances over at me, her eyes filled with concern. "It's getting pretty hot out here. Make sure to stay hydrated, Greg."

I nod, reaching for my water bottle and taking a long swig. As I do, Paula begins to explain the different types of roses we're harvesting. "These are hybrid tea roses," she says, pointing to a row of elegant, long-stemmed flowers. "They're the classic choice for bouquets and arrangements. Over there, we have the heirloom roses—they're more delicate and have a softer, more romantic look."

I listen carefully, marveling at the depth of Paula's knowledge. "How do you keep track of all these different varieties?" I ask, genuinely curious.

Paula smiles, a hint of pride in her eyes. "Your mother taught me everything I know. She had a passion for roses that was just infectious. I've been working with these flowers for so long now, it's like second nature to me."

As we continue harvesting, Paula points out the climbing roses, their vines twisting and twirling up trellises, and the fragrant roses, their perfume filling the air around us. I find myself completely absorbed in the work, my earlier reservations about the farm melting away with each rose I cut.

Owning a farm might not be such a bad idea. I can see myself doing this every day for the rest of my life. I get to work outside in such a breathtaking environment alongside these incredible women.

The physical labor is unexpectedly fulfilling. I can feel my muscles engaging, my body settling into a satisfying ache as I move from one plant to the next. It's perfect—I get to exercise without the cost of a gym membership. It's a win-win.

Snap out of it, Greg. A voice in my head put a halt to my daydream. You're losing it. Doing this for an hour is enjoyable, but every day? It would be exhausting.

Besides, the heat is becoming increasingly oppressive. I set down my shears and strip off my long-sleeved shirt, revealing the sweat-soaked t-shirt beneath.

Paula's eyes widen as she takes in my form, her gaze lingering on my arms. "Wow, Greg, you're really fit. Do you hit the gym a lot?"

I feel a flush of pride at her words, my chest puffing out slightly as I toss the shirt aside. “I’ve got a small setup in my condo. It's nothing fancy, but it gets the job done."

She nods appreciatively, her eyes still roaming over my body.  "Well, it's certainly paying off."

I feel a warmth spread through me at her compliment, and it's not just from the sun. Being around Paula is easy, comfortable even. After the moment we shared last night in the cottage, I feel closer to her, like we've known each other for years rather than days.

We move deeper into the field, the rose bushes growing denser, the variety more diverse. Paula pauses by a bush bearing the most exquisite roses I've ever seen. The petals are a deep bluish purple, unlike any rose I've seen before, with a hint of orange in the center. They're breathtaking.

"This," Paula says, her voice soft with reverence, "is your mother's masterpiece. The Twilight Glow. It took her nearly a decade to get it just right."

I stare at the rose, marveling at its beauty and the dedication it represents. "It’s incredible," I murmur, reaching out to touch the velvety petals. "I had no idea she was so passionate about creating new varieties."

Paula smiles softly. "Adrianna poured her heart and soul into this farm. Every rose here carries a piece of her spirit." She pauses, her eyes taking on a distant look. I glance at her, entranced. She's got a smudge of dirt on her cheek, her hair slightly damp with sweat. It's a good look on her. Natural. Real. It stirs something within me, something raw and protective.

"Have you ever tried creating your own varieties?" I ask, curious about the depth of her passion for these flowers.

Paula pauses, her clippers hovering over a particularly vibrant bloom. "I've dabbled," she admits, "But I don't have the patience for it. Or the talent, if I'm being honest." She laughs, a soft sound that blends with the rustling leaves. "Belle, though... she's got a real gift for it. She spends hours in the greenhouse, cross-pollinating and taking notes. It's like she's got this connection to the roses. Like they speak to her."

The mention of Belle sends a jolt through me. I can see her in my mind's eye, her curves bathed in moonlight. I push the image out of my head and focus on the conversation with Paula. “Sounds like she is talented and dedicated. Where is she now?”

She pauses, glancing towards the far end of the field. "Actually, she's probably in the packing shed right now, getting the roses ready for shipment." 

We work in silence for a moment and my mind wanders back to the conversation I overheard last night between Paula and Belle. I hesitate for a moment, unsure if I should bring it up, but my curiosity gets the better of me. "Paula, I couldn't help but overhear your conversation with Belle last night, about Josh," I confess, my voice low and apologetic.

Paula's shoulders tense, and she pauses in her work, turning to face me with a guarded expression. "Oh? What did you hear?"

I take a deep breath, choosing my words carefully. "I heard Belle talking about feeling pressured to date Josh, even though she doesn't seem to have strong feelings for him. I just... I couldn't help but wonder why she seems so disillusioned about love at such a young age."

Paula sighs, her eyes clouding with worry as she resumes her work. "Honestly, Greg, I'm torn. On one hand, I want Belle to experience the joys and heartaches of dating, to learn and grow from those experiences. But on the other hand, I don't want her to settle for someone she doesn't truly love, just because she feels like she has to."

I nod, understanding Paula's concern. The thought of Belle being unhappy or unfulfilled makes my heart ache in a way I can't quite explain. "It's a tough situation," I acknowledge, my voice soft with empathy. "I can only imagine how difficult it must be for you, as her mother, to watch her struggle with this decision."

Paula offers me a grateful smile. "Thank you, Greg. It means a lot to have someone to talk to about this." She takes a deep breath, composing herself before continuing. "I just hope Belle realizes that she has the power to choose her own path, to follow her heart and not let anyone else dictate her choices."

We work in silence for a few moments, each lost in our own thoughts. As I clip another rose, I marvel at the strength and resilience of the women in my family. My mother, Paula, and now Belle—each of them possessing a quiet determination and an unwavering sense of self.

"You know," I begin, breaking the silence, "I have a feeling Belle will figure it out on her own. She seems like a smart girl, and from what you've told me, she has a pretty good head on her shoulders."

Paula nods, a proud smile tugging at the corners of her lips. "She is. Belle may be quiet and reserved, but she knows what she wants. She's an old soul, that one." She chuckles softly, shaking her head. "You know, she even chose not to go to college because she didn't think it would teach her what she needed to know for the farm. She's always been more interested in hands-on learning, in getting her hands dirty and figuring things out for herself."

I raise an eyebrow, my interest in Belle growing with each new piece of information. "Really? That's impressive. Not many young people would have the courage to make a decision like that, to go against the grain and forge their own path."

Paula hums in agreement, her eyes sparkling with pride. "That's Belle for you. She's always been a bit of a rebel, in her own quiet way."

As we continue our work, I feel a growing sense of admiration for Belle, for her strength and her conviction. "Well," I say, a hint of mischief in my voice, "it sounds like Josh is a lucky guy, to have caught the attention of someone as special as Belle."

Paula laughs, the sound warm and bright in the morning air. "He certainly is, Greg. He certainly is." 

Our topics soon shift to the rose business, and I ask Paula, "So, is Fantastic Flowers a big part of the farm's business?"

Paula nods, wiping the sweat from her brow with the back of her gloved hand. "Yes, they're our largest buyer as a flower wholesaler. Approximately half of our sales originate from them, while the remainder is generated by other wholesalers and retailers."

I frown a bit. A fifty percent dependency is higher than I expected. "That's quite a lot," I remark. Although I'm not involved in the flower farming industry, it's clear to me that this might not be the best business strategy. While having a major buyer brings benefits like consistent large orders, it also makes the farm vulnerable by being overly reliant on that buyer. "Aren't you concerned about being too dependent on them?" I ask.

She pauses for a moment, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. "Of course we do. That’s why we don’t let go of the smaller buyers even though they aren’t as lucrative. Plus, Belle has mentioned the idea of creating a website where people could purchase flowers from us directly."

I tilt my head, intrigued by the idea. "Really? That sounds like a great opportunity to expand the business."

Paula sighs, her shoulders slumping slightly. "It's all talk for now, though. It requires a lot of steps, and we'd have to have our own delivery trucks for timely services, not to mention a team of staff members including a sales manager, web developer, delivery person, and customer service representatives."

"I understand," I reply, acknowledging her worry. It does seem like a challenging endeavor. "Perhaps you could begin on a smaller scale, with just a few orders each day."

She shakes her head, a touch of frustration in her tone. "We considered that option. However, it still requires manpower and resources if we want to do it right. We simply don't have the financial means and the time to do that right now."

I nod in understanding, my mind already whirring with ideas and possibilities. Maybe there's a way I can help, a way to make Belle's vision a reality.

As we finish up with the roses, Paula leads me over to another section of the farm, explaining the various pest control methods they use. "We don't use pesticides here," she says, a note of pride in her voice. "We remove the insects by hand, spray soap water, or prune the affected areas."

She points out the different techniques they employ, from using birds and ladybugs to pheromone traps. I listen intently, fascinated by the intricacies of running an organic farm.

As I join Paula in removing some diseased branches, I marvel at the amount of work that goes into maintaining the farm. It's so labor-intensive and demanding.

"I have to ask," I say, my voice tinged with curiosity, "is the farm actually making money with all this manual labor?"

Paula chuckles with a knowing glint in her eye. "You'll find out soon enough, Greg. Trust me, there's more to this place than meets the eye."

I raise my eyebrows with a playful grin. "Looking forward to it."


CHAPTER 5
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The morning flies by as I work alongside Paula, tending to the rose bushes and savoring the fresh country air. My muscles ache but it's a satisfying soreness, the result of an honest day's work. I'm surprised to find myself reluctant to stop when Paula announces it's lunchtime.

As we walk back to the office, Paula flashes me a playful grin. "Maybe you should become a farmer instead of selling your share, Greg. You're a natural at this."

I chuckle at her kind words, considering how clumsy I was, at least at the beginning. But a part of me considers her suggestion. The simplicity and beauty of life on the farm is undeniably appealing. "I'll think about it," I reply with a smirk.

Paula laughs, likely assuming I'm joking. But there's a kernel of truth to my words. Could I really make a life here, surrounded by the roses and the people who tend them with such dedication? I shake my head, chiding myself for entertaining such unrealistic notions.

My thoughts are interrupted by the sight of Belle emerging from the office, her long blonde hair gleaming in the sunlight as she strides towards a car in the driveway. My pulse quickens and I feel a familiar heat rising within me.

Belle pauses when she notices us, offering a bright smile. "Hi Greg, Mom. How's your morning been?"

I open my mouth but no words come out. The memory of what I did after my accidental voyeurism last night floods my mind, rendering me tongue-tied. I feel my cheeks flush as I drink in the sight of her, radiant even in a simple t-shirt and jeans.

Paula saves me from my awkward silence. "Greg's proving to be quite the farmer," she says with a proud smile. "He's a chip off the old block—Adrianna's son through and through."

Belle's bright hazel eyes linger on my biceps, her gaze both innocent and subtly appreciative. "I'm not surprised. Hard work runs in the family."

Her words and the way she looks at me stir a deep longing and lust within me. I take a shaky breath, trying to regain my composure. "Thanks, Belle. So where are you off to? Joining us for lunch?"

Belle shakes her head, her silky hair dancing around her shoulders. "I have some errands to run in town, so I'll have to miss out. You two enjoy it though!" She gives a little wave before continuing to her car.

As I watch Belle drive away, I'm acutely aware of my racing heart and the sweat beading on my brow—only some of which is due to the morning's exertions. Get a hold of yourself, I scold internally.

Paula leads me through a charming wooden gate into a hidden rose garden behind the front office. The heady fragrance of countless blooms envelops us as we step onto a path winding between lush beds of flowers in every shade imaginable.

In the center of this secret oasis stands a rustic wooden picnic table, its weathered planks adorned with an elegant lace cloth. A wicker basket overflows with fresh-baked bread, creamy cheeses, and succulent fruits. Two crystal wine glasses catch the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy of climbing roses overhead.

"When you mentioned lunch, I wasn't expecting anything quite so...romantic," I remark, taking in the enchanting scene. It's a far cry from the peanut butter sandwiches and juice boxes of my childhood picnic memories.

Paula smiles, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "We work hard on this farm, but I believe in taking time to enjoy life's simple pleasures too. It's all about balance."

She pours a pale golden liquid into the awaiting glasses, passing one to me. "Life's too short not to stop and smell the roses. Literally, in this case." Her lips quirk playfully.

I raise my glass in a toast. "I'll drink to that." The wine is crisp and cool, a perfect counterpoint to the warmth of the afternoon sun.

As we savor our first sips, curiosity gets the better of me. "So, what's this errand Belle had to run? Sounded important for her to miss out on all this." I hope my attempt at nonchalance masks the true depth of my interest.

"Belle has a hot date tonight," Paula reveals with a conspiratorial wink. "Needs a new dress to impress her beau Josh. Like you said, he's a lucky guy."

My stomach clenches at this confirmation of Belle's romantic entanglement. I take a larger gulp of wine to drown the unreasonable feeling of disappointment welling up inside me. Wasn't I just reminding myself to get a grip?

"He sure is," I agree, hoping my smile doesn't appear as forced as it feels. "I hope he makes her happy. She deserves it."

Eager to change the subject, I grab a chunk of bread and a wedge of cheese. The sharp tang of aged cheddar explodes across my tongue, perfectly complemented by the earthy undertones of the wine.

"Wow, that wine is really something else," I remark, examining the unlabeled bottle. "Where's it from?"

"It's a chardonnay from Exotic Wines," Paula replies, an enigmatic look on her face. "The vineyard is just down the road."

Exotic Wines. The name is unfamiliar, yet Paula’s expression makes me wonder whether there’s something I’ve missed.  

Following Paula’s casual glance, my gaze drifts to the sprawling vineyards in the distance, their neat rows stretching toward the horizon. Realization dawns on me as Paula's words echo in my mind. "Wait, Exotic Wines... Is that my uncle's vineyard?"

Paula nods, her eyes softening with a mixture of nostalgia and sadness. "It used to be called Alex's Vineyard, after your grandfather. When he passed, the estate was split between your mother Adrianna and her brother Louis,” she says, reminding me of the family history she briefly mentioned the day before. “Your mom turned her share into this beautiful rose farm, while Louis carried on the family's winemaking legacy."

I lean back, absorbing this knowledge. An unexpected longing surges through me—a desire to connect with this part of my lineage, to meet the uncle I've heard about but can't recall ever encountering.

"How's Uncle Louis doing?" I ask, my curiosity piqued. "I'd love to visit him."

Paula's expression clouds over, her shoulders sagging under an invisible weight. She takes a deep breath before responding, her voice tinged with regret. "I'm so sorry, Greg. Louis passed away two years ago."

The news saddens me, a sharp reminder of the fleeting nature of life and the opportunities missed. I swallow hard, pushing down the lump in my throat. "I had no idea... What happened to the vineyard?"

"Louis's second wife, Odette, took over," Paula explains, her tone carefully neutral. "She's a savvy businesswoman, that one. Bought out the shares of Louis's children from his previous marriage within a year of his passing. Rebranded the whole place as Exotic Wines and turned it into a tourist destination, complete with a wedding venue and a fancy website."

I can't help but be impressed by Odette's apparent entrepreneurial spirit, even as a niggling sense of unease settles in my stomach. "Sounds like she's really put her stamp on things."

Paula smiles, her expression hard to read. And then she leans in closer, lowering her voice as if sharing a secret. "Your mother never liked her, you know. Thought she was nothing but a gold-digger."

The revelation hangs in the air between us, adding another layer of intrigue to the already complex web of family dynamics. As I sip my wine and gaze out at the vineyard that holds such significance to my family’s past, I can't help but feel the pull it has on me. I should visit it before I leave, even though my uncle is no longer there.

The sun's warm rays caress my skin as they filter through the canopy of sycamore trees, and the wine's delicate notes linger on my tongue, filling me with a sense of contentment and relaxation. I sink deeper into the picnic bench, my eyes drinking in the breathtaking scenery that surrounds us. The lush green vineyards stretch out before me, their neat rows seeming to go on forever, while the vibrant roses in the garden nearby dance in the gentle breeze, their delicate petals a riot of color against the verdant backdrop.

I have to remind myself that I'm here to sell the farm, not to fall in love with it. But as I sit here, enveloped by the beauty and tranquility of this place, I can't help but feel a deep connection to it, as if some invisible thread is tying me to this land. The words tumble out of my mouth before I can stop them, "It's strange, but I feel like I belong here. Like I'm home."

Paula turns to me, her eyes shimmering with emotion, her cheeks flushed a delicate pink from the wine and the warmth of the afternoon. She takes a sip from her glass, her lips curving into a soft smile as she savors the flavor. When she speaks, her voice is barely above a whisper, her breath fragrant with the scent of the chardonnay. "That's because it is your home, Greg. And in a way, I feel like I've known you forever. Your mom, she talks about you all the time. I almost feel like I've been waiting for you to come back.”

Her words wash over me, filling me with a bittersweet mix of emotions. The knowledge that my mother has kept me close to her heart all these years, even in my absence, is both comforting and heartbreaking. Overwhelmed by the moment, I find myself leaning closer to Paula, my hand instinctively reaching out to wrap around her waist, drawing her nearer. Her breath hitches, but she doesn't resist.

Our eyes lock, and the world around us seems to fade away. All I can see is Paula, her beautiful face mere inches from mine, and her lips parted slightly as if in invitation. Without thinking, I close the distance between us, pressing my lips to hers in a gentle yet fervent kiss.

The taste of the wine on her lips is intoxicating, mingling with the unique flavor that comes from Paula herself. Our kiss deepens, and I find myself getting lost in the sensation, my heart pounding in my chest as a wave of desire washes over me. It's a feeling I haven't experienced in years, a hunger that goes beyond mere physical attraction.

My hands tangle in her hair, the golden strands like silk against my fingers. Her breaths come in quick gasps, her heart pounding against my chest. I want to lose myself in her, to claim her as mine.

The picnic bench creaks beneath us as I pull Paula closer, the warmth of her body pressing against mine. The scent of roses envelops us, sweet and heady, as if nature itself is encouraging this moment.

Paula moans into my mouth as her hands roam over my chest and my arm, fingertips tracing the lines of my muscles. I can feel her heartbeat, steady and strong, against my own.

My hands explore her body, mirroring her movements. Her blouse is soft, the fabric rustling beneath my touch. I can feel the heat of her skin underneath, the curve of her waist, and the flare of her hips. Her breath hitches as my fingers brush the side of her breast.

Gasping, Paula's fingers tangle in my hair, her nails grazing my scalp and sending shivers down my spine. We explore each other with a passion that borders on desperation, as if we're both trying to make up for lost time and missed opportunities.

Paula breaks away first, her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling with unspoken emotion.

"We should probably stop," she says softly, but there is no conviction in her voice.

I lean in to nuzzle her neck, inhaling deeply and committing every detail to memory. "Why?" I murmur against her skin.

"Because we’ve got work to do," Paula replies with a shaky laugh. “You want to go through the books together, remember?”

She is right. I pull back slightly to look into her eyes, searching for any sign of doubt or hesitation. But all I see is desire and genuine affection. I let my hand cup her cheek, my thumb brushing over her full lips as I fight my impulse to capture them once more.

Yet, even as desire threatens to consume me, I find the strength to pull away. I gaze at Paula, my breath coming in ragged pulls, and speak in a hushed tone, “We should get started.”


CHAPTER 6
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Paula's office is warm and inviting, filled with traces of my mother. Pictures of the two of them smiling, an antique vase bursting with fresh-cut roses, and a quilt mom must have made drape over the back of the chair where I sit. Paula returns with two steaming mugs of coffee and sets them on the mahogany desk between us before reaching for a stack of papers and flipping open her laptop.

"Are you ready to go through everything?" Her smile is genuine but I detect a hint of tension around her eyes.

I nod, bracing myself. "Let's see what we've got."

As we pore over bank statements, invoices, and tax documents, a knot forms in the pit of my stomach. The numbers aren't adding up. Costs are high, debts are piling up, and revenue can't keep pace. My mother may have been an amazing rosarian, but a head for business she did not have.

"Organic fertilizers, all-natural pest control...this stuff is expensive," I mutter, running a hand through my hair. "I don't know how she managed for so long."

Paula sighs. "It hasn't been easy. We've taken on debt to keep things afloat. Adrianna couldn't bear to change her growing practices."

I look up and meet her gaze. "What about my share? Can you afford to buy me out?"

She bites her lip. "Not all at once. But I can make monthly payments, and we can have a lawyer draft up a contract. There's no rush, right?"

"I'm not worried about that right now. I want to know how you're going to keep this place running. There must be over twenty workers out in those fields!"

Paula's posture stiffens. "I'm managing, Greg. We'll get through this rough patch. The farm means everything to me."

Her blue eyes shine with fierce determination and I'm struck by how deeply she cares—not just about the business but the land itself, the heritage mom built. She's barely holding it together but still fighting with everything she has.

I reach across the desk and squeeze her hand. "I know. And I'm here to help however I can. We'll figure this out together, Paula."

Paula pauses, her hand still clasped in mine. She takes a deep breath before speaking. "We don't always hire this many farmhands. During peak seasons, like now, we need more help. But I have plans, Greg. I want to plant more varieties with longer shelf lives, ones that are in higher demand."

She stands up and walks to the window, gazing out at the rose fields. "Your mother, she loved the old garden roses, like David Austin's English Roses. They're absolutely stunning with their fragrant, lush blooms. So romantic. But their delicate petals bruise easily and wilt quickly compared to other roses."

I join her at the window, admiring the vibrant colors stretching across the landscape. "What about Twilight Glow? I imagine that one's not too popular," I guess out loud, thinking back to the unusual blue-purple hue of the rose I'd seen earlier.

Paula nods, a sad smile playing on her lips. "You're right. As beautiful as it is, blue and purple roses aren't as sought after as the classic colors people are used to."

A heavy feeling settles in my chest. I wish I could do more to help, to ease the burden on Paula's shoulders. The solution seems so simple—I could just keep my share of the farm. Then she wouldn't have to worry about buying me out.

The words hover on the tip of my tongue, ready to spill out, but I hesitate. It hasn't even been a full day since I arrived. Am I really ready to make such a big commitment? I barely know Paula, despite the undeniable connection between us.

I remind myself not to act on impulse. I need time to think this through, to be sure I'm making the right decision—not just for myself, but for Paula and the future of the farm. 

I recall Belle's idea of creating a website and selling online, and I can’t help but mention it. “I think we should seriously look into it,” I say. “It’s hard to do business without one nowadays. It might be a way to attract buyers for rare breeds such as Twilight Glow.”

“I know,” she says, nodding. “But like I said, we can’t really afford—”

A sharp knock at the door interrupts our conversation. Paula frowns, clearly not expecting any visitors. She moves to answer it, and I follow close behind, curious to see who it could be.

Standing on the doorstep is a man in a crisp suit, his slicked-back hair and polished shoes screaming "business." He flashes a smile that doesn't quite reach his eyes. "Ms. Lovejoy, I presume?"

Paula nods, her posture stiffening. "Yes, that's me. And you are...?"

"Smith," he hands me a business card with his name embossed in gold. "Parker Smith from Harper & Winston Luxury Resorts. I believe we've spoken on the phone before."

Paula's jaw clenches. "Yes, we have. And as I told you then, I'm not interested in selling the farm."

Smith's smile doesn't falter. "I understand your initial hesitation, but hear me out. Our company is prepared to make you a very generous offer. We want to transform this land into a high-end vacation resort, and we're willing to pay top dollar for it."

My stomach twists at the thought of this beautiful farm being turned into some soulless resort. I glance at Paula, seeing the same distaste reflected in her eyes.

"I appreciate your offer, Mr. Smith, but my answer remains the same. This farm is not for sale," she says firmly.

He doesn't give up. "Ms. Lovejoy, think of the potential. We could even keep a portion of the land as a rose garden, a nod to the farm's history. And of course, we'd be happy to hire you on as a gardener. Your expertise would be invaluable."

I can see the insult simmering beneath Paula's composed exterior. They want to reduce her from the owner of this land to a mere employee, tending the very roses she's poured her heart into for years.

Smith presses on, undeterred by Paula's stony silence. "Picture it—the Rose Garden Resort. It has a nice ring to it, don't you think? And with the profits you'd make, you could earn ten times what the farm brings in now."

Paula's voice is cold as ice. "Money isn't everything, Mr. Smith."

He scoffs, and something inside me snaps. I can't hold back any longer. "I think you should leave," I say, stepping forward to stand beside Paula. "She's made her position clear."

Smith's eyes narrow, but he maintains his polite facade. He hands Paula another business card. "If you change your mind, give me a call. But don't wait too long—we have other options. The only reason we prefer this location is its proximity to the vineyard."

With that thinly veiled threat hanging in the air, he turns and walks away. I watch him go, my blood boiling. How dare he waltz in here and try to pressure Paula into giving up her home, her livelihood, her legacy?

I turn to Paula, ready to vent my frustration, but the words die on my lips when I see the look on her face. Beneath the anger, there's a weariness, a vulnerability that tugs at my heart.

At that moment, I realize I can't just sit back and watch her fight this battle alone. I need to do something, anything, to help protect this farm—and the incredible woman who runs it. 

After the man leaves, Paula tears the business card in half and tosses it into the trash bin with a look of disgust. She takes a deep breath, then turns to me with a forced smile. "How about a refill on that coffee?"

I nod, and she grabs the pot, pouring the rich, dark liquid into my mug. As she sets it back down, her hand trembles slightly.

"You okay?" I ask softly, reaching out to cover her hand with mine.

She sighs, sinking into her chair. "I’m fine. They’ve been trying for years—various real estate developers. Adrianna had no patience with them. They gave up for a while, and then, as soon as she passed, they returned.”

“Vultures,” I mutter under my breath. “How did the news travel so fast?”

Paula pauses as if considering whether she should reveal the secret to me. “I’m not sure her guess was right, but your mother thought Odette was behind this.”

My eyes narrow. Odette, the name I first heard just a few hours ago. My late uncle’s second wife and the new owner of his vineyard. “What does she want?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Paula says. “A resort here would bring customers to her vineyard and her wedding venue business.”

“Unbelievable,” I say indignantly. “What a selfish, money-hungry person. No wonder my mother disliked her.”

Paula sighs. “Odette is a shrewd businesswoman, and she is used to getting what she wants,” she says, looking determined. “But not this time. I’m going to make sure she doesn’t.”

I squeeze Paula’s hand, feeling the calluses from years of hard work in the rose fields. "I'm so sorry, Paula. You shouldn't have to deal with this on top of everything else."

She shrugs, but I can see the toll it's taking on her. The weariness in her eyes, the tension in her shoulders. And right then, I make a decision.

"I want to help," I say firmly. "Not just by keeping my shares, but by investing in the farm as well."

Paula's eyes widen, a glimmer of hope sparking within them as she takes in my words. "Greg, are you serious? That's so generous… I don't know what to say. But you can't make a decision like that on a whim. It's too much."

"It's not a whim," I insist, holding her gaze. "This place, it's a part of me. A part of my family. And you... you're incredible, Paula. The way you've kept this farm going, the love you put into every rose. I want to be a part of that."

Tears well in her eyes, and she blinks them back. "But the farm, it's not profitable. I'm keeping it because it's my home, my heart. I can't ask you to take that risk."

I lean in closer, our faces inches apart. "You're not asking. I'm offering. This is my home too, Paula. I feel it, deep in my bones."

A tear slips down her cheek, and I reach up to brush it away. She leans into my touch, her skin soft beneath my fingertips.

"Thank you," she whispers, her voice thick with emotion. "I don't know what I did to deserve you."

"You deserve the world," I murmur, and then I'm kissing her, pouring every ounce of my admiration and longing into the press of my lips against hers.

She responds instantly, her mouth moving with mine in a blend of passion and tenderness. I tangle my fingers in her long, golden hair, marveling at its silky texture.

As the kiss deepens, I let my hand drift lower, slipping beneath the hem of her shirt to caress the smooth skin of her back. She arches into me, a soft whimper escaping her throat.


CHAPTER 7
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Paula's breath hitches as my hands explore her body, her skin soft and warm beneath my touch. Her shirt is a thin barrier, one that I eagerly unbutton, revealing more of her to me. I trail kisses down her neck, her collarbone, her skin salty and sweet against my lips. I can feel her pulse quicken, her heartbeat a rhythm that matches my own.

"Greg," she whispers, her voice a mix of desire and disbelief. I can see the struggle in her eyes, the longing she's kept suppressed for so long. I want to unlock that, to set her free.

I peel off her bra, revealing her breasts, full and ripe, her nipples rosy and taut. I lift her onto the desk, scattering papers, sending a pen clattering to the floor. I don't care. All I care about is Paula, her body, her heart, her soul. I suck her breasts, her nipples hardening in my mouth, her skin delicate and sweet.

Paula grips my back, her fingers digging into my muscles. She cradles my head, her breath coming in ragged gasps. Her moans fill the room, a chorus of pleasure that sends blood rushing to my groin. I'm hard, painfully so, but I don't want to rush this. I want to savor every moment, every touch, every taste.

Suddenly, Paula pushes me away, her chest heaving, her eyes wild. "Not here," she pants, standing up and taking my hand. She leads me into another room, a small sitting area with a couch. She closes the blinds, the room dimming to a soft glow.

"Sit," she commands, her voice husky. I do as I'm told, my heart pounding in my chest. She steps back, her eyes locked onto mine. Slowly, she removes her shirt, her pants, her underwear, until she's standing naked before me.

Jesus, she's breathtaking. Her body is a landscape of hills and valleys, her hips wide, her waist narrow. Her pubic hair is a neat triangle, a shade darker than the blonde on her head. Her thighs are muscular, her calves shapely, her feet small and delicate. Her skin is golden, freckles scattered across her nose and shoulders, a result of her days spent under the sun.

She turns around, giving me a view of her back. Her shoulder blades are defined, her spine a graceful curve leading down to her ass. And what an ass it is, round and firm, a perfect peach split by a tantalizing crevice. I want to grab it, bite it, bury my face in it.

When she turns back to face me, her eyes are filled with a mix of lust and vulnerability. She's a goddess, a fairy, a woman who has given her life to this land. And she's chosen to share herself with me. I'm humbled, I'm honored, and I'm so turned on I can barely breathe.

Seeing her effect on me, Paula sashays to the couch slowly, teasing me. The sunlight filters through the half-drawn blinds, painting stripes of gold and shadow across her body. She's a vision, a nymph in the glow of the afternoon, and I can't wait to reach for her as soon as she approaches. Her skin is warm and smooth under my hands, her buttocks firm and round, fitting perfectly into my palms.

"Oh, Greg," she murmurs, her voice a soft breeze rustling through leaves, as I pull her onto my lap. Her thighs straddle mine, her sex brushing against my cock, and I groan at the contact. She's wet, her desire seeping through the fabric of my pants, and I can feel the heat of her, the promise of paradise.

My hands explore her body, tracing the curve of her spine, and the dip of her waist before returning to her ass. I slide a finger down the crack, and she shivers, her breath hitching. She rocks against me, her movements mimicking the act we both crave, and my cock jolts in response.

"Paula," I groan. "You're going to make me come if you keep doing that."

Her chuckle is a low, sultry sound that vibrates through her body and into mine. "And that would be a bad thing?" she asks, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

I reach for my fly, desperate to free myself from the constraining fabric, but she stops me, her hand covering mine. "Let me," she says, her voice a whisper of wind through the trees.

She slides off my lap, her body brushing against mine as she descends to her knees. Her hands are sure and steady as she unzips my fly, her fingers wrapping around my length as she pulls me free. Her eyes widen, her lips parting on a gasp, and I swear I grow even harder under her gaze.

"Greg," she says, her voice barely a whisper. "You're... magnificent."

I want to tell her that it's her, that she's the one who makes me this way, but the words catch in my throat as she leans forward, her tongue darting out to lick the tip of my cock. My hips jerk, my body chasing the sensation, but she pulls back, her eyes locked onto mine.

"I want to thank you, Greg," she says, her voice serious, her eyes filled with emotion. "For believing in me and the farm. For being here."

I shake my head, my heart pounding in my chest. "Paula, you don't have to do this," I say, even as my body screams for her to continue.

She smiles, a soft, sexy curve of her lips. "I know," she says. "I want to."

And with that, she takes me into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate my size. I groan, my head falling back against the couch, my hands reaching for her breasts. They're soft and firm, her nipples hardening under my touch, and I can't help but squeeze, my fingers mimicking the rhythm of her mouth on my cock.

She moans around me, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure through my body. Her eyes are locked onto mine, filled with lust and love and something else, something deeper, something that makes my heart race and my soul sing. I want to look away, to close my eyes and lose myself in the sensation, but I can't. I'm trapped in her gaze, a willing prisoner to the passion I see there.

I try to push deeper into her mouth, my hips lifting off the couch, but she holds me steady, her hands on my thighs, her mouth controlling the pace, the depth. She's in charge, and I'm at her mercy, a willing supplicant to her desires.

I inhale sharply, my body trembling with need. "I can't wait much longer."

She hums around me, the sound one of acknowledgement, of acceptance, but she doesn't change her pace, doesn't rush to bring me to the peak. She's savoring this, savoring me, and I'm helpless to do anything but surrender to her will. 

The scent of roses still clings to her hair as Paula's head bobs up and down, her mouth enveloping me in a warmth that's driving me insane. I let my head fall back against the couch, my eyes drifting shut as I try to absorb every sensation, every sound, and every scent. The room is filled with the noise of our passion—her moist mouth working me, my ragged breaths, the distant hum of the farm outside.

What is this spell she's cast on me? I've known this woman for barely a day, and yet here I am, entangled with her in the most intimate way. The last time I felt anything remotely like this... hell, I can't even remember. But this—this is different. This isn't just physical; it's a connection that's rooted deeper, something intangible yet as real as the earth beneath the farm.

A soft moan escapes her lips, and the vibration sends a jolt of pleasure through me. My hands find their way to her hair, fingers tangling in those long, wavy blonde locks. I can feel her passion, her gratitude, in every movement, every touch. It's overwhelming, almost too much to bear.

What is this connection between us? Why do I feel as if we belong with each other? That’s insane. But at the same time, it feels right, as if I’ve been waiting for it to happen, as if it’s the reason I’ve come across states. And I feel as if I’ve known her for years, not just a little more than a day. I’ve never had this feeling for anyone. Jesus, this is not … love, is it? The thought strikes me like a physical blow. Gregory Taylor doesn't fall in love. He crunches numbers, files taxes, and lives in a predictable, ordered world. But this—Paula—she's chaos and beauty and warmth all rolled into one. She's everything I never knew I needed.

My reverie is shattered by a sudden, intense sensation. My eyes fly open, and I look down to see Paula taking me deeper than ever before. Her lips are grazing against my balls, and her throat is swollen with my cock. The sight is too much, too intense, too fucking beautiful.

"Paula—" Her name is a strangled gasp on my lips as every muscle in my body tenses. The world goes white-hot, and then I'm coming, hard and fast, my cock pulsing in her throat. She takes it all, every last drop, her eyes never leaving mine.

It's too much. Too intense. Too... perfect.

As the waves of pleasure slowly ebb away, I'm left panting, my body trembling with the aftershocks. Paula pulls back gently, her lips releasing me with a soft pop. She smiles at me, her eyes shining with unshed tears. Tears of joy, or of something more profound than I can comprehend.

I reach out, cupping her face in my hands, my thumbs brushing away the dampness from her cheeks. This woman—this goddess—has turned my world upside down in the span of a single day. And as I look into her eyes, I know—I'm hooked on her. And I don’t plan to leave her anytime soon.

The room is a blur of color and sensation as I pull Paula up from the floor, my hands eagerly seeking the softness of her skin. Her lips find mine, hungry and insistent, and I can taste the faint saltiness of my own release on her tongue. It's a heady mix, a cocktail of passion and desire that goes straight to my head. I'm still hard, still aching for her, and I know I won't be satisfied until I've felt her come undone around me.

As she hooks her arms round my neck, I slip a hand between her thighs. She’s so wet for me. The knowledge rekindles my desire, making my cock jolt. I pull away to look at her, my eyes roam over her skin that glows in the dim light of the room, the curve of her hip, and the promise of her eager womanhood. My eyes are fixed on the intricate folds in the junction of her legs, like deep crimson rose petals coated with the essence of her desire so abundant that it’s flowing onto her inner thighs.

My heart is pounding in my chest, a primordial drumbeat that echoes the throb of my cock. I scoop a drop up with my fingers and lick it. The gesture makes her coo. “How does it taste?” she asks, her voice thick with lust.

“Sweet,” I say. “And hot.”

I stroke her soft folds, the exquisite, slippery feel sending shocks to my core. Paula moans, opening herself even wider for me, begging for more. My touches are light and teasing—I enjoy seeing her restless, hearing her beg.

“Please, Greg,” she croaks. “Make me come. I haven’t felt this hungry for years.”

“I’ll give it to you,” I say with a light chuckle, but I move my hand away and stroke her breasts instead.

She protests between moans. “Stop teasing me, Greg.”

“Be patient, sweetheart,” I whisper. “I’m gonna make you come hard, I promise.”

She squeals lightly, but frees a hand from my neck and starts stroking herself.

I’m mesmerized as I watch her deft fingers working in her core. “You’re good at this,” I say with a groan.

“Thank you,” she says, her eyelids heavy with lust. “I’ve practiced.”

I curse softly, imagining her lying in bed pleasuring herself. “Looks like I’m not the only one who enjoys it solo.”

“Mmm,” she purrs. “It’s good to know we’ve got something in common. But don’t get me wrong. I do it only because I don’t have a choice. Attractive men don’t show up at the farm every day.”

Her eyes turn dreamy and it looks like she’s close. I groan and push her hand away. “Let me finish it for you,” I say as I make circles on her clit.

“Oh yes,” she says with a satisfied sigh. “It’s so much better when someone else does it for you. Don’t stop, please.”

“I don’t plan—” I haven’t finished my sentence when a sound cuts through the haze of my lust.

A knock at the door, hesitant but insistent. My hand freezes and Paula stiffens in my arms, her breath hitching in her throat.

"Mom?" The voice is soft and tentative, but it's enough to douse us in cold reality. Belle.

Paula takes a deep breath, her body pulling away from me. "I'll be right there, sweetie," she calls out, her voice steadier than I feel. She looks at me, her eyes wide with a mix of alarm and amusement.

I help her get off my lap and stand on her feet.

"We should... get dressed," she whispers.

I nod in agreement.

We scramble for our clothes, our movements hurried and slightly clumsy. I steal glances at Paula as she dresses, her body still flushed from our passion. She catches me looking and gives me a small smile, her cheeks reddening slightly.

A moment later, we're stepping out of the room, trying our best to look composed. Belle is standing in the hallway, her bright eyes darting between the two of us. I can see the wheels turning in her head, the pieces clicking into place. But Paula doesn't lie or try to hide what's obvious.

"I'm sorry, sweetie," Paula says, her voice gentle. "Greg and I were just...getting to know each other."

Belle's smile is knowing, and she is a little embarrassed, but she doesn't pry. "I'm sorry to interrupt," she says, her voice soft. "I just wanted to tell you I'm heading home to get ready for dinner with Josh."

Paula nods, her smile warm and understanding. "Okay, enjoy your evening, sweetie."

Belle's eyes linger on me for a moment before she turns away, and I feel a flicker of something in her gaze. Interest? Curiosity? Whatever it is, it makes my heart race, my imagination spinning wildly for a second. But then Paula turns to me, her eyes soft and inviting, and my focus is pulled back to her.

"Looks like it's just the two of us for dinner," she says, her voice low and intimate.

I pull her to me, my hands resting on her hips, my lips finding hers in a soft, promising kiss. "I can't wait," I murmur against her mouth, my body already pining for her again.


CHAPTER 8
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Although I'm thrilled at the prospect of our dinner for two, I temper my excitement. It's mid-afternoon, and we have a few hours to discuss the farm's future. I aim to devise strategies to improve the farm's financial health beyond just injecting more funds. I decide to begin by re-examining the financial statements. I ask Paula for permission to access the documents again, and she readily agrees.

"Of course, I appreciate you putting your accounting skills to work for us." Paula flashes me an appreciative smile as she opens a drawer.

The soft light of the afternoon sun streams through the office window, illuminating Paula's golden hair with a warm glow. My heart beats faster as I sneak peeks at her, recalling our passionate encounter from moments earlier. The urge to sweep Paula into my arms nearly overwhelms me, but I remember myself. Plenty of time for that later. I hold my urge, forcing myself to focus on the work at hand.

A moment later, Paula retrieves a folder from the drawer. "Here are the last three months’ financial records." She slides the documents across the polished oak desk

I flip through the pages, my brow furrowing as I scan the numbers. Water expenses immediately jump out at me—they're astronomically high compared to industry benchmarks. "Wow, you weren't kidding about the water costs being a huge issue. This is eating up a big chunk of your operating budget."

Paula sighs, massaging her temple. "Tell me about it. Drought conditions in California have been brutal for the past few years. Water is liquid gold for farmers now." Weariness tinges her voice.

An idea takes shape in my mind. "Have you considered installing a smart irrigation system? Modern precision technology can cut water usage by double digits. Moisture sensors, efficient emitters, the works." Excitement builds in my voice. "It's a hefty upfront investment but the long-term ROI is substantial. I think you'd really benefit."

Paula's eyes widen and she leans forward. "That's a fantastic suggestion, Greg! We've talked about upgrading for ages but never had the capital." Her hand reaches out to squeeze mine. Electricity crackles at her touch. "With your help, it could finally become a reality. You're already making such a difference."

I beam with pride, thrilled that my idea resonated. Holding her appreciative gaze, I feel a deep sense of purpose wash over me. This is what I'm meant to do—support this incredible woman and help her and my mother's legacy not just survive, but thrive. I know with absolute certainty that I made the right choice keeping my share of the farm.

"Let's dig deeper into these numbers," I say with a wink and a grin. "I have a few more ideas up my sleeve."

As we delve further into the financial records, a puzzling entry catches my eye. "Wait a minute, what's this? A large stainless steel distillation unit for $10,000? That doesn't seem related to rose production."

Paula's expression turns wistful. "Ah, that. It was part of Adrianna's dream before she passed away. She always wanted to open a rose-based product workshop—you know, making soaps, rose water, perfumes, and even dried rose petals. She said it could be a profitable venture."

I lean back in my chair, intrigued. "So what happened?"

"Adrianna had the wish for years, but we never had the funds. Finally, she managed to get the licenses, clear out a building, and acquire some of the equipment for the rose water." Paula's voice wavers slightly. "But then she discovered she had cancer, and everything was put on hold."

A wave of empathy washes over me. I reach out and take Paula's hand, giving it a comforting squeeze. "I'm so sorry, Paula. That must have been devastating."

She nods, blinking back tears. "It was. But you know, maybe it's time to bring your mom’s dream to life. It could be the perfect way to honor her memory and diversify our income streams."

I struggle with a swell of emotion in my chest, again feeling guilty for not getting to know my mother sooner. If I had, then I might have helped her to realize her dreams before she passed away… Well, it’s useless to regret. And it isn’t too late.

"Let's do it," I say with conviction. "I'll invest in the workshop. We can start with the rose water and soap, since they're easier to produce. The perfume can wait until we've got a handle on things."

Paula's face lights up, her smile brighter than the California sun. "You mean it? Oh, Greg, I'm all in! This would mean the world to your mom,” she says as she comes to me, holding my hands.

Our contact sends a commotion to my body, but I again resist the urge to hold her. "What about the dried rose petals?" I ask, my mind already spinning with possibilities. "Is there a market for those too?"

"Absolutely! The petals, whether fresh or dried, are edible and can be used in tea, baking, and cooking. In fact, we already have some regular clients who buy them from us. We sun dry petals on a small scale."

I nod, excitement building in my veins. "Fantastic. We'll definitely include dried petals in our product line then."

“My God, Greg, you’re a saint. Thank you,” she says and leans in to kiss me.

My resolve to keep things professional crumbles and I kiss her back. We make out again and reach the point where my erection threatens to break my pants before I pull myself together. “We should stop,” I say in a hoarse voice as my heart pounds against my chest. “Otherwise, we won’t be able to get any work done.”

Paula giggles like a schoolgirl. “We should. I apologize, Greg. I don’t know what got into me. I’m not like this normally. This isn’t even me, I assure you.”

“It’s okay, Paula, I feel the same,” I say. “And don’t apologize. I’m flattered by your attention.” 

We pull and keep a distance between each other. Soon, Paula's eyes sparkle with passion as she delves deeper into the potential uses for dried rose petals. "We can also make potpourri, add them to bath soaks for a luxurious fragrance, infused oils and vinegars, and even craft decorative items like wreaths or shadow boxes."

As she speaks, I can't help but be swept up in her enthusiasm. The way her face glows with excitement, the animated gestures of her hands, the sheer joy in her voice—it's intoxicating. I find myself leaning closer, hanging on her every word.

"Those are all brilliant ideas, Paula," I say, my own excitement growing with each passing second. "The possibilities are endless.”

Our enthusiasm feeds off each other, sparking a firestorm of creativity. We bounce ideas back and forth, each one more ambitious than the last.

“There’s just one more idea,” Paula says hesitantly. “I don’t know whether you want to hear it.”

“What is it?”

"What if we rented out part of the farm as a wedding venue?" Paula says, her eyes widening with inspiration.

I’m taken aback by the idea. “You mean, like what Odette’s doing?”

She nods. “Exactly. That real estate developer's proposal got me thinking. We have such a beautiful property here, with the rose fields and the charming old buildings. It would be the perfect setting for a romantic countryside wedding."

I nod vigorously, my mind already racing ahead. "And we could capitalize on the hot springs too. Maybe build a small spa resort down the line. It would be a huge draw for tourists and honeymooners."

“We might be able to steal Odette’s customers, too. Who knows?” Paula says, waggling her eyebrows playfully.

“That’ll teach her a lesson,” I say, laughing as I imagine the angry face of a woman I haven’t even met. In my mind, I picture Alexis Carrington Colby, the brilliant but manipulative businesswoman in Dynasty, the popular TV series that my stepmom loved watching.

Paula grins, her face flushed with excitement. "Exactly! But let's focus on the immediate plans first. We need to get that website up and running, like Belle suggested. And install a smart irrigation system to cut down on water costs."

"Don't forget about reaching out to those high-end florists," I add, jotting down notes on a stray piece of paper. "If we can secure some big contracts, it could really boost our revenue."

As we sit there, hunched over the desk and scribbling furiously, I feel a sense of purpose and connection that I've never experienced before. This isn't just about saving a farm anymore—it's about building a future together, one rose petal at a time.


CHAPTER 9
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The sizzling of chicken breast in the skillet fills the kitchen as I chop bell peppers and onions on the cutting board. Paula stands at the stove, her hips swaying slightly as she shifts the meat around the pan. Even in a simple sundress, she radiates sensuality. The thin fabric clings to her womanly curves, hinting at the delights beneath.

"I have to admit, I'm not much of a cook," Paula says, glancing over her shoulder at me with an apologetic smile. "Being a single working mom all these years, cooking has always been more of a necessity than an art. Nothing fancy, just getting meals on the table."

She gestures to the pan. "Like this chicken—I didn't even bother marinating it, just defrosted it in the microwave. Belle would be appalled if she saw me being such a sloppy cook. That girl is a culinary wizard."

I chuckle, remembering the gourmet feast Belle prepared for dinner last night. "She certainly is talented in the kitchen. You've raised an amazing daughter, Paula."

My mind wanders for a moment, picturing Belle out on her date with Josh tonight. Are they enjoying a candlelit dinner somewhere? Is she doing the right thing dating Josh? Will she regret it? I force the images from my head. Belle is an adult, free to spend time with whomever she pleases. Right now, I need to focus on the stunning woman in front of me.

Paula may not be a master chef, but she is fantastic in so many other ways. Strong, independent, fiercely devoted to her family and the farm. And undeniably sexy. I drink at the sight of her—long blonde waves framing her beautiful face, the swell of her breasts, and the curve of her hips outlined beneath the thin dress. My body stirs with desire.

Unable to resist, I leave the island and move to stand behind Paula, wrapping my arms around her slim waist as she tends to the sizzling chicken.

Paula leans into me, a soft moan escaping her lips as she continues to stir the chicken. She doesn't protest, doesn't pull away. Instead, she melts into my embrace, her body fitting perfectly against mine.

My hands explore her curves, tracing the outline of her hips and the dip of her waist. I can feel the heat of her body through the thin fabric of her dress and can feel the steady rhythm of her heartbeat. I let my hands wander upward, cupping her breasts. She's not wearing a bra, and the realization sends a jolt of desire through me.

I mold her breasts in my hands, feeling their weight, their softness. Paula gasps, her breath hitching as she arches into my touch. She turns her head, her eyes meeting mine, and at that moment, I see a world of emotion swirling in their depths. Desire, yes, but also something deeper, something more profound.

"You’re so naughty, Greg," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the sizzle of the skillet. It's a plea, a prayer, a promise all rolled into one.

I lean down, capturing her lips in a tender kiss. She tastes of sunshine and sweet tea, of warmth and welcome. She tastes like home, and I feel like I’m where I should be.

The thunder of Paula’s heartbeat matches my own. I can feel the heat radiating from her core, the scent of her arousal mixing with the kitchen's aromas. It's intoxicating, a primeval call that I can't resist.

I let one hand drift downwards, tracing the curve of her stomach and the flare of her hip. I slip beneath the hem of her dress, my fingers skimming the edge of her panties. She shudders, her breath hitching as I delve beneath the cotton fabric.

She's drenched, her pussy lips slick and swollen. I run my fingers along her slit, gathering her wetness, circling her clit. Her body jerks, a moan escaping her lips. "Greg," she gasps, "I can't... you're ruining dinner."

"Let it ruin," I growl, my voice hoarse with need. "I'd rather have you for dinner anyway.”

I pinch her nipple between my thumb and forefinger, rolling it gently as I rub her clit in tight, firm circles. Her breath comes in short gasps, her body trembling in my arms. She pushes back against me, grinding against my cock, which is now hard and insistent against her ass.

"Come for me, Paula," I murmur, my lips pressed against her ear. "Let go."

She does, her body convulsing as her orgasm rips through her. She cries out, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure, as her inner muscles pulse around my fingers. She turns off the stove, her movements shaky, before spinning around in my arms.

Her cheeks are flushed and her eyes are bright. She's never looked more beautiful. I cup her face, my thumbs brushing away the moisture gathering at the corners of her eyes. She laughs a bit breathlessly. "You're turning me into a horny teenager, Mr. Taylor," she says, a playful smack on my chest.

I chuckle, my forehead resting against hers. "Can't help it," I admit. "There's something about you, Paula. Something that makes me want to touch you, taste you, be with you."

She raises an eyebrow, a smirk playing on her lips. "Must be the farm," she teases. "Maybe there's something in the roses. Aphrodisiac properties, perhaps?"

I shrug, my hands trailing down her sides, coming to rest on her hips. "Could be," I agree. "But I doubt it. I think it's just you, Paula. You do something to me. Something no one else ever has."

And it's true. There's a wildness here, a freedom, a sense of belonging that I've never felt before. It's not just the farm—it's her, Paula. The strong, independent, fiercely protective woman who has stolen my heart in a matter of days.

She laughs again, the sound like music to my ears. "Well, whatever it is," she says, her arms wrapping around my neck, "I like it. I like you, Greg."

I groan as my lips find hers again.

The smell of grilled chicken combines with the fragrance of sautéed peppers and onions, crafting a harmonious blend of flavors that tantalizes my taste buds. The fajitas are good, surprisingly so, despite the meat being slightly overcooked. The tortilla crunches satisfyingly between my teeth as I take another bite, the flavors melding together in a delightful medley.

As I chew, I glance around the dining room, and a smile tugs at the corners of my mouth. The room is bathed in a soft, warm glow, cast by the flickering flames of several candles scattered artfully around. Roses, plucked fresh from the garden, adorn the table in a vibrant burst of color, their sweet fragrance filling the air. The scene is romantic, intimate, and I feel a warmth spread through me that has nothing to do with the food.

"Paula," I say, turning to the woman sitting beside me, her blonde hair tumbling down her shoulders like golden waves. "This is beautiful. Thank you."

She smiles, her eyes crinkling at the corners. "Don't thank me," she says, her voice soft. "This is all Belle's doing. She has a knack for these things."

I raise an eyebrow, impressed. "Belle did this?" I ask, looking around the room once more, taking in the delicate touches that speak of feminine elegance and a keen eye for detail.

Paula nods, her smile widening with pride. "She did, before she left for her date.”

“Really?” I exclaim, moved by the girl’s gesture. “She’s so thoughtful.”

“Yes. She's a blessing. Always has been." Paula pauses, her gaze drifting to a nearby photograph of Belle, her expression softening. "Like I said, I had her when I was very young. We've grown up together, in a way. She's more like a sister to me than a daughter."

I nod, understanding. There's a bond between Paula and Belle that's evident to anyone who sees them together. A closeness, a shared history that runs deep. "You're lucky to have each other," I say, meaning it.

Paula's smile turns tender. "We are," she agrees. "We share everything, that girl and I. Our joys, our sorrows. Our secrets."

Her words stir something within me, a longing for that kind of connection, that kind of love. I reach out, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers lingering on the soft skin of her cheek. "She's a special woman," I say, my voice low. "Just like her mother."

Paula's cheeks flush a delicate pink, and she laughs. "Flatterer," she accuses, but her smile tells me she doesn't mind.

The sun dips below the horizon as Paula and I step onto the patio. The loveseat creaks softly as we settle in, a glass of wine in each of our hands. I drape my arm around her shoulders, feeling the warmth of her body against mine. Her hair tickles my cheek as I lean in to kiss her, the scent of her shampoo mingling with the crisp evening air.

We sit in comfortable silence, watching as the first stars begin to twinkle in the vast expanse above us. The cicadas sing their nightly song, a symphony that seems to vibrate in harmony with the beating of our hearts. I take a sip of my wine, the rich, velvety liquid grounding me in the moment.

"Paula," I begin, my voice barely above a whisper, "tell me about him. Your ex."

She turns to look at me, her eyes reflecting the fading light. "Brandon," she says, a soft smile playing on her lips. "We met in high school. Tenth grade. He was the handsome bad boy, and I was the naive girl who thought she could change him."

I can picture it: a younger Paula, her blonde hair streaming down her back, her laughter echoing through the halls. And Brandon, a brooding figure with a charming smile, drawing her in like a moth to a flame.

"We were never married," she continues, her voice taking on a distant quality. "But we had our girls. Our beautiful, wonderful girls."

I tighten my arm around her, pulling her closer. Her head rests on my shoulder, her breath warm on my neck. "He never asked you to marry him?" I ask, my hand tracing lazy patterns on her arm.

She shakes her head, her hair brushing against my cheek. "No. And I didn't want him to. He was... immature. Unreliable. We lived together for a few years, but when things got tough, he took off."

A pang of anger shoots through me at the thought of this man abandoning Paula, leaving her to face the world alone. "Where is he now?" I ask, trying to keep my voice neutral.

Paula shrugs, her shoulder brushing against my chest. "Who knows? Last I heard, he was in LA. Or San Francisco. He moves around a lot."

I take another sip of my wine, the liquid turning bitter in my mouth. "Does he ever come to visit?"

Paula’s laughter is a harsh, humorless sound. "Rarely. And when he does, it's like a whirlwind. He sweeps in, causes chaos, and then disappears again."

I can feel her pain, her frustration, her resignation. It's a tangible thing, a weight that settles over us, pressing down on our shoulders. I set my glass down on the patio table, turning to face her fully. I cup her cheek, my thumb brushing away a stray tear.

"And the girls?" I ask, my voice gentle. "Does he help with them? Financially, I mean."

Paula's eyes meet mine, and in them, I see a strength that takes my breath away. "No, he doesn’t," she says, her voice steady. "We were never even married."


CHAPTER 10
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I marvel at the gorgeous sky painted with hues of orange and pink, as if nature itself is putting on a show just for us. The wine in our glasses has been forgotten, much like the ghosts of Paula's past that we've been stirring up. I can see the weight of her experiences in the subtle droop of her shoulders and the distant look in her eyes.

I squeeze her shoulders, feeling the tension beneath my fingertips. "It must have been hard for you, Paula," I say softly, my voice barely above a whisper, as if speaking too loud might disrupt the delicate moment.

She shrugs under my touch, her voice steady despite the emotional depths we're wading through. "I didn't mind the hardship, Greg. I loved my girls, and that was enough to keep me going." She pauses, her gaze drifting to the darkening vineyards. "But my parents... they must have been so stressed. They bought this vineyard for me and wanted to give me a secure future. Instead, they lost everything."

I can hear the guilt in her voice, the burden of responsibility she carries. I want to take it from her, to shoulder some of her load. "Where are your parents now?" I ask gently.

A soft smile plays on her lips, a glimpse of warmth cutting through the heavy air. "They're doing fine now. They live in a neighboring town, in a small house I bought for them a few years back."

Her strength is awe-inspiring, her resilience a beacon of light in the face of adversity. I can't help but feel a swell of respect for this incredible woman.

I turn her to face me, my hands cupping her cheeks. Her eyes meet mine, and in them, I see a universe of strength and vulnerability. I lean in, pressing my lips to hers, a soft, tender kiss that speaks volumes of my admiration for her.

Paula returns the kiss with a passion that takes my breath away. Her hands reach up, fingers tangling in my hair as she pulls me closer. When we break apart, her breath is ragged, her eyes stormy with desire. "We must finish what we started in the afternoon," she murmurs, her voice husky.

My breath hitches at her words, a sudden heat coursing through my veins. “I thought we did earlier, in the kitchen,” I husk.

“That doesn’t count,” she says in a throaty voice. “It was just a quickie.”

I grunt as I pull her to me, helping her straddle my lap. Our wine glasses clatter to the floor, forgotten. My hands find the straps of her dress, pushing them off her shoulders. The fabric falls away, revealing her breasts, full and heavy. They're like ripe fruits, ready for harvest, and I can't help but stare, my mouth suddenly dry.

"You're beautiful, Paula," I murmur, my voice thick with desire. My hands reach up, cupping her breasts reverently. They're soft and warm, the weight of them familiar yet exhilarating.

Paula moans under my touch, her body squirming against mine. Her head falls back, her long blonde hair catching the porch light, framing her face like spun gold. I can feel her heat, her desire, pressing against me, urging me on. I lean in, my lips finding the sensitive skin of her neck, trailing kisses down to her collarbone. Her moans fill the air and echo through the farm.

Paula arches into me, her breath hitching as I take one hardened nipple into my mouth. Her hands, rough from years of working the land, grip my shoulders, nails digging in as she grinds against my cock, still confined within my jeans. The friction is torture, pure and simple, but I wouldn't have it any other way.

She gasps, her voice a husky whisper that sends a shiver down my spine. I can feel her heat, her need, pressing against me. It's intoxicating.

My hands roam her body, tracing the curve of her waist and the flare of her hips. When I slip my hand under her dress, I find bare skin, slick and hot. My fingers trace her folds, finding her swollen and ready. "Where are your panties?" I growl, my voice thick with desire.

Paula chuckles, a low, sultry sound that vibrates through her chest. "I took them off after dinner. They were... inconvenient."

"You're a naughty woman, Paula Lovejoy," I murmur, my fingers exploring her depths. She moans as I find her clit, swirling my finger around the sensitive bundle of nerves. Her eyes, stormy with desire, meet mine.

"It's your fault," she pants, her hips moving in time with my hand. "You've unleashed something... wild... inside me."

I slip a finger into her, her walls clamping down on me, drawing me in deeper. She's tight, hot, and so incredibly wet. I can feel her pulsing around me, her body begging for more. "Is this what you want, Paula?" I ask, my voice a low growl as I thrust another finger into her, stretching her, preparing her.

Her eyes flutter closed, her head falling back as she rides my hand. "Yes," she gasps. "Please, Greg, more."

The dress has to go. I grab the hem and pull it up, revealing her body inch by inch. She lifts her arms, allowing me to tug it off completely. And then she's naked, her body bathed in the soft glow of the setting sun filtering through the window. She's a goddess; her curves are golden, and her hair is a halo of light around her.

Paula's hands find my belt, her fingers working quickly to unbuckle it. She unzips my jeans, her hand reaching in to stroke my cock. I groan as she wraps her hand around me, her thumb circling the sensitive tip. “Inside me, Greg,” she whispers as she guides me to her entrance, her eyes locked on mine.

I grip her hips, lifting her slightly as I align myself with her. I push my cock in slowly, her silky walls stretching to accommodate me. She's so tight, so hot, it takes every ounce of self-control not to thrust into her, hard and fast. But I want to savor this, savor her.

Her moans fill the air as she begins to ride me, her body moving in a slow, sensual rhythm. Her breasts sway gently, her nipples brushing against my chest. I can feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating my cock as she moves. The room is filled with the sound of our moans, our bodies slapping together, the distant hum of crickets and other night creatures echoing our passion.

I’m lost in the heavenly sensation when I feel her tense. She’s reaching her peak, and the realization quickens my pulse even more.

"I’m coming," she murmurs. Her walls clamp down on me, her body milking mine as she comes undone. It's too much, too good. I can't hold back any longer. With a final thrust, I bury myself deep inside her, my cock pulsing as I find my release.

We stay like that for a moment, our bodies entwined, our hearts beating as one. The world around us fades away, leaving only the two of us, lost in our own private paradise. Paula’s head is on my shoulder, and her heart is beating frantically against mine. We both gasp for air while holding each other tight. I feel a deep connection with the woman in my arms at the moment. What we have done is more than just sex and lust, but a bond that goes deeper than the physical. It's something I've never felt before, something I never want to lose.

The world slowly comes back into focus, the haze of passion clearing like a lifting fog. Paula's body is warm and supple in my arms, her breath hot against my neck. The scent of us surrounds me—earthy, primal, like the land itself. Our heartbeat, once racing, now slows to a steady, calming rhythm.

"That was amazing," Paula starts, her voice a soft, sated whisper. "I don't remember sex ever feeling so...good."

I smile, stroking her back, feeling the slight sheen of sweat there. "When was the last time?" I ask softly.

She chuckles throatily. "At least ten years. I stopped dating because I simply had no time for it. And I didn't need a man in my life."

There's a fierce independence in her voice, a strength that makes my heart swell. I want to pamper this woman and give her what she deserves. She's been strong for so long; I want to be her support, her rock. I kiss her gently, feeling a surge of protectiveness. "Well," I say, my voice a low rumble, "what you just had was only an appetizer."

She looks at me, surprise and delight sparkling in her eyes. I stand and scoop her up into my arms. She squeals, a sound so full of joy and life that it makes me laugh. I carry her upstairs, her body light and warm in my arms.

Her bedroom feels like a hidden grove filled with roses. Their scent permeates the air, sweet and heady. Rose petals are scattered across the bed, a romantic gesture that makes me smile. I look at Paula, her eyes shining with love and anticipation. "Did Belle do this too?" I ask, gesturing to the room.

Paula nods, a soft smile playing on her lips. "Yes. She must have done this earlier. I hope you don't think it's silly."

"Not at all," I say, my voice husky. But my mind is temporarily elsewhere, thoughts of Belle flitting through my head. How did she find the time to do all this while preparing for her own date? I feel a strange sensation, as if Belle is here with us, her presence in every rose petal, every sweet-scented bloom. I push the thought away, focusing on the woman in my arms. 

My eyes drift to the two pillows resting side by side on the bed, their pristine white cases stark against the deep red of the scattered petals. I can't help but ask, "Does Belle sleep here too?"

Paula looks at me, her cheeks flushing slightly. "Sometimes," she admits. "She has her own room, but we like to cuddle from time to time. It's been our thing since she was little."

The image of the two of them, mother and daughter, snuggling in the soft glow of morning light, fills my mind. I chuckle. “That must be cozy.”

“It is,” Paula says, smiling. “But it has become rarer lately. I can’t believe how fast they grow. One minute, they are babies; the next, they’re grown up.” She pauses momentarily as if replaying the scenes of past experiences in her mind. And then she excuses herself, slipping into the bathroom. I hear the water running and the soft clink of bottles as she moves around.

I sit on the bed, the petals shifting beneath me. Suddenly, the image of Belle lying there flashes in my head, her blonde hair spread out against the pillows and her hazel eyes reflecting the soft glow of the room. The thought sends an unexpected jolt of desire through me. I chide myself for the thought, pushing it away as I focus on the sound of Paula's movements in the other room.

When Paula returns, she's wearing a silk gown the color of moonlight. It clings to her curves, the thin straps highlighting the smooth skin of her shoulders. She passes me a bottle of water. “You must be thirty.”

I thank her and take a large gulp, feeling the cool liquid washing down my sizzling body. Paula takes the glass away and steps closer, her hands wrapping around my neck.

"You're wearing too many clothes, mister," she murmurs throatily, her fingers deftly unbuttoning my shirt. Her breath is warm on my skin, her touch sending shivers down my spine. I let her undress me, my heart pounding in my chest as she pushes the fabric off my shoulders.

Her eyes widen as she takes in my naked torso, her fingers tracing the lines of my muscles. "You're gorgeous," she says, her voice barely a whisper. I feel a surge of pride, of desire, as I stand before her, my body bare to her gaze.

I stand up and gently push her onto the bed, the silk of her gown rustling as she moves. I straddle her, my hands stroking her cheek, her neck, her collarbone. Her skin is soft, warm, and inviting. Her gown parts slightly, cradling her breasts like they're a gift, a treasure to be cherished. My hand travels lower, over her belly, hips, and thighs. I spread her legs, my eyes locked on hers as I lower my head.

Her breath hitches as I lick her arousal, her taste sweet and heady. She moans, her hands grasping my hair, her body arching towards me. I feel a surge of power, of desire, as I tease her, my tongue and lips working in harmony to bring her pleasure. Her moans fill the room, mixing with the scent of roses, creating a powerful sensation that threatens to overwhelm me. But I hold on, determined to bring her to the heights of pleasure before seeking my own release.

The room is filled with shadows and gentle light, the flickering candlelight painting patterns on Paula's skin. She's a landscape of hills and valleys, a terrain I long to explore. Her grip on my hair tightens, her thighs bucking beneath me as I tease her clit with my tongue. Her taste is sweet and wild, like honey fresh from the comb.

"Greg," she gasps, "Please. I need you."

Her plea is a spark, igniting a fire within me. I climb up her body, my cock poised at her entrance. Her eyes meet mine, a stormy sea of desire and need. I plunge into her, a hungry beast finding its mate. Her walls grip me tightly, pulling me in, claiming me.

Each thrust is a homecoming, a return to a place I never knew I belonged. Her moans are the sweetest music, a melody I never want to stop playing. The headboard hits the wall, a steady rhythm, a heartbeat echoing our passion.

"You feel so good, Paula," I growl, my voice hoarse with lust. "Like you were made for me."

Her nails dig into my back, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Harder, please," she begs, her voice a sultry whisper. "Make me feel alive."

I obey, my thrusts becoming more urgent, more desperate. Paula’s breasts tremble with each breath, her nipples brushing against my chest. I can feel her heartbeat, wild and erratic, matching mine.

Paula’s pussy walls clench around me, her body tensing as she nears the edge. I can feel my own climax building, a volcanic explosion waiting to happen. I hold on, determined to bring her to the heights of pleasure before seeking my own release.

"Come with me, Greg," she moans, her eyes locked on mine. "Let go."

Her words are my undoing. I thrust into her one last time, my cock pulsing as I spill into her. Her walls milk me, her body shaking with her own release. We ride the wave together, our bodies intertwined, our hearts beating as one.

As we come down from our high, I gather her in my arms, her body fitting perfectly against mine. She nuzzles into my chest, her breath warm against my skin.

"I want more, Greg," she murmurs, her voice sated but hungry. "I want you to take me from behind."

I chuckle, my cock already stirring at her words. "Give me a minute to recover, baby," I say, my voice rumbling in my chest. "Then I'll give you everything you want."

As we lie in each other’s arms, I feel so content and wonder what makes Paula so special. I've had lovers before, but none have made me feel like this. Like I'm home. Like I belong. Perhaps it's because, in a way, I am. The farm is my mother, in a way, and I am her son. And Paula, she’s part of the land, too.

My eyelids feel heavy, my body sated and content. But my heart is wide awake, and is beating with a newfound rhythm that whispers Paula's name with every beat.


CHAPTER 11
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I stir awake to the soft hoot of an owl outside the window, punctuating the otherwise still air. Paula is nestled in my arms, and her hair feels like soft silk against my chest. I press a gentle kiss to her head, her scent of wildflowers and earth filling my nostrils. A profound sense of contentment washes over me, a blessing I haven't felt in years.

My mind drifts to the farm, and the decision I've made to keep my shares. It feels right, like a piece of a puzzle clicking into place. The thought of leaving behind my life in Philly and starting anew here, with Paula and her family, flickers through my mind. But I quickly push it aside, chiding myself for getting carried away like some lovestruck teenager.

"Easy there, Greg," I silently caution myself. "This thing with Paula, it's still new. She might just be grateful for your help. Don't get ahead of yourself, thinking you can just swoop in and claim her heart."

Suddenly, my mouth feels parched. Carefully, I untangle myself from Paula's embrace, not wanting to disturb her peaceful slumber. I slip out of bed and tiptoe barefoot towards the kitchen, the wooden floorboards cool beneath my feet.

As I approach the kitchen, I'm surprised to see light spilling out from under the closed door. Cautiously, I push it open, revealing Belle sitting at the table, her back to me. I had no idea she was even home. How long has she been back? Clearing my throat to announce my presence, I step into the kitchen.

Belle pauses for a moment before turning to look at me. I'm struck, as if seeing her for the first time. Her long blonde hair falls loosely over her shoulders, no longer tied up in a girly ponytail. She's wearing a red dress, the fabric clinging to her curves, the neckline low enough to hint at her youthful features.

What catches my attention though, is her bright eyes— glistening with unshed tears that catch the light like dewdrops on a rose petal. Her makeup, subtle yet enhancing, makes her look older, more sophisticated, but also more vulnerable.

I'm rooted to the spot, the cool wood floor beneath my feet forgotten. Something visceral within me stirs, a protective instinct that wants to shield her from whatever has caused her pain. I move towards her and sit down on the chair next to her.

"Belle," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. "What happened? Did Josh hurt you?"

She looks at me, her eyes swimming with tears. She quickly wipes them away with the back of her hand, like a child caught in a rainstorm. "No, Greg," she says, her voice steady despite the tears. "Josh didn't hurt me. The date was fine. The food was delicious, and Josh was... he was considerate."

I watch her, my brow furrowing. If the date was fine, why the tears? Why the sadness in her eyes? "Then what's the matter?" I ask.

Belle takes a deep breath, her shoulders rising and falling with the effort. She looks down at her hands, twisting a napkin on the table. "I... I had my first kiss tonight," she says, her voice barely audible.

I lean in, straining to hear her words. "And it wasn't what you expected?" I ask, my mind racing with possibilities.

She lets out a sob, the sound raw and painful, like the cry of a wounded animal. "No," she says, shaking her head. "It wasn't at all as nice as it should be. I... I was grossed out."

I'm taken aback, my mind struggling to understand. "Josh isn't a good kisser?" I venture, trying to make sense of her distress.

But Belle shakes her head again, her hair shimmering under the kitchen light. "No, Greg," she says, her voice steadier now. "The problem is me. I'm disgusted with myself."

Not understanding her situation, I nonetheless feel her pain by the distress on her face. “Do you want to talk about it?” I ask gently.

Belle takes another deep breath, her eyes meeting mine. In them, I see a storm of emotions, a battle between guilt and innocence. "I don't love Josh, Greg," she says, her voice barely above a whisper. "And I feel guilty because... because my motives for going out with him aren't pure."

Compelled by the need to comfort her, I patted her back. "Belle," I say softly. "What do you mean your motives aren't pure? What's driving you to go out with Josh?"

She looks down at our hands, her fingers barely moving, as if she wants to hold on but is hesitant. "Business, Greg," she says, her voice barely audible. "Fantastic Flowers is our largest buyer. I thought... I thought if I could keep Josh happy, maybe we could secure our contract with them."

I can't help but let out a low chuckle, not out of amusement, but out of disbelief. "Belle, you worry too much. I'm sure Fantastic Flowers will continue to do business with you regardless of your relationship with Josh."

Her eyes flash with a determination that surprises me. "No, Greg, it matters. You don't understand the competition we're up against. It's not just domestic, it's international. Colombia, Ecuador—they supply cheaper roses. Much cheaper. Their labor costs are lower, their climates are better, and regulations... well, they don't have to deal with as many as we do."

I lean forward, my elbows resting on my knees as I consider her words. She's right, of course. The global flower industry is a cutthroat business, and small family farms like Enchanting Roses are at a distinct disadvantage. But surely there must be a way to make it work.

"There have to be reasons why Fantastic Flowers has stuck with your farm for so long, Belle. Maybe it's the freshness of your roses, or the reliability of your deliveries. And the lower shipping costs have to count for something, right?"

Belle sighs, her shoulders slumping. "I thought so too, but apparently it's not enough. Josh told me the other day that his dad is thinking about switching to a different supplier. He's been fighting to keep them with us, but I don't know how much longer he can hold out."

I'm at a loss, unsure of how to respond to the weight she's carrying. She's too young for this, too young to be so burdened. A fierce desire to ease her load grips me.

"Belle," I say, my voice steady and sure. "Stop worrying. There are always other ways.”

“Other ways?” Belle looks up at me, her hazel eyes filled with doubt. "I don't know what else to do, Greg. I feel like I'm failing them—my mom, my sister. This farm is all we have."

Her voice cracks on the last word and my heart goes out for her. This young woman, barely into adulthood herself, carrying the weight of her family's future on her slender shoulders. It's too much.

Driven by a fierce desire to protect her, to ease her burden in any way I can, I slide closer, our thighs nearly touching. "Listen to me, Belle. We will find a way, I swear it. There have to be other buyers out there. We'll reach out and make connections. Hell, I'll pound the pavement myself if I have to."

“Thank you, Greg.” She puts her hand on my arm, finally smiling. “That’s so sweet of you.”

Her touch sends a shiver down my spine, and I take a moment to get a hold of myself. Seeing the glimmer of hope in her eyes, I press on. "I've decided to keep my shares in the farm and to invest in it. We can finally develop that website you've been envisioning and start selling directly to customers online. There are so many possibilities, Belle. This isn't the end. It's a new beginning."

Belle's face transforms, her smile as radiant as the sun emerging from behind storm clouds. With a little squeal of joy, she flings her arms around my neck, hugging me tightly. "Oh Greg, thank you! Thank you so much. You have no idea what this means to me, to all of us."

Chuckling, I return her embrace, marveling at how good she feels in my arms. So soft and warm and womanly. My body responds to her nearness, to those tantalizing curves pressing against my bare chest. I inhale deeply, breathing in the scent of her hair, her skin.

My eyes drift downward, landing on the creamy swells of her breasts, barely contained by the low neckline of her dress. Desire, hot and urgent, surges through me, pooling in my groin. I feel myself hardening, my cock twitching and thickening against the confines of my pants.

Belle tenses and I know she's felt it too. Gasping softly, she pulls back to look at me, her eyes wide with shock as they flicker downward to the growing bulge. Mortified, I leap to my feet and make a beeline for the sink. I fill a glass with ice water and down it in one long gulp, willing the cold to extinguish the flames licking through my veins.

What the hell am I doing? This is Belle, for Christ's sake—Paula's daughter. Young enough to be my own kid. I can't be lusting after her like some lecherous old man. It's wrong, completely fucked up on every level.

Gripping the edge of the counter, I take a few deep, calming breaths before turning back around. Belle hasn't moved, still sitting there staring at me, her cheeks flushed a rosy pink. She's a vision, a temptation... Shit. Stop it. I need to get a grip, pronto. I can't let my libido run away with me, not when there's so much at stake. We need to focus on saving the farm, on securing a future for this family. My inconvenient attraction to Belle is a distraction we can't afford.

I force a casual smile and lean against the counter, maintaining a safe distance.

The kitchen light flickers slightly, bathing Belle’s face with a warm, intermittent glow. She looks up at me with those large, dreamy eyes, framed by dark lashes. A strand of blonde hair falls across her forehead, and I fight the urge to brush it away. I lean against the cool wall, needing its support, its reality check.

"Belle," I start, my voice a low rumble, like the first roll of thunder before a storm. "Are you sure you don't have feelings for Josh? He seems like a nice enough guy."

She shakes her head, her hair shimmering like gold. "I've known Josh forever, Greg. He's just... not for me."

"Then what is your type?" I ask, genuinely curious. What kind of man would be worthy of this wonderful young woman with a heart full of passion for her family and the farm?

She looks down at her hands, fidgeting with her fingers. "I want a man I can depend on. Someone mature, steady." She pauses, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Someone who won't abandon his family."

I feel a pang in my chest, understanding the reason for her wish. Her words echo my own past and my own fears. I know what it's like to be left behind, to be let down. I push away from the wall, drawn to her. But I stop myself, planting my feet firmly on the cool tile floor.

"Belle, you're a beautiful, capable young woman. You don't need to worry about finding the right man. He'll find you."

Her cheeks flush a delicate pink, like the first blush of a rose. She looks up at me, her eyes wide and shining. "Thank you, Greg," she murmurs. Then her gaze drops, trailing down my bare chest. I flush under her scrutiny, feeling the heat spread across my skin.

To distract myself, I ask, "So, what is it about Josh that you don't like?"

She sighs, her shoulders rising and falling gently. "I don't feel any connection with him. He's had everything handed to him, Greg. He doesn't understand what the farm means to Mom and me. He said..." She pauses, her brow furrowing. "He said he wouldn't want his family to live on a farm. He wouldn't want his kids to be farmers."

I can see the pain in her eyes, the disappointment. Josh might be a nice guy, but he's not the one for Belle. She needs someone who understands her, who values her passion, her roots. She needs a man who can stand beside her, strong and steady.

I can't help but feel a stirring, a desire to be that man. But I push the thought away. This isn't about me. It's about Belle, about her future, her happiness. And I'll do whatever I can to ensure it.

"Belle," I say, my voice soft yet firm. "You shouldn't lead Josh on if you don't love him. It's not fair to him, or to you. You deserve to find someone who sets your soul on fire, someone you truly love."

She looks up at me, her eyes shimmering with gratitude. A faint smile plays on her lips, like the first ray of sunlight after a storm. "Thank you, Greg," she murmurs. "You're right. I'll tell him. I just hope he understands. He's been so persistent, and I don't want to hurt him."

As she goes to the sink and rinses her glass, I observe her, noting the elegance in her movements; her gestures reflect a blend of uncertainty and resolve.

Pushing away from the counter, I step towards the doorway. As I pass Bell, I pause, feeling the charge in the air, the electric current that pulses between us. The room grows warm, the air thick with unspoken words and unacted desires. My breath hitches, rugged and uneven, like the first stirrings of a storm.

Belle turns to face me, her eyes locked onto my lips. She bites her own, an adorable gesture that sends a jolt of longing through me. I want to reach out, to pull her close, to taste her lips, to give her the passionate kiss she craves. But I hold back, my hands clenched at my sides, my heart pounding in my chest like a caged animal.

Her eyes meet mine, a question lingering in their depths. I see her longing, her desire, and her need. It mirrors my own, a reflection of my inner turmoil. But I can't act on it. No. This beautiful, capable young woman can have any man in the world. And who am I? A boring older man who is lucky enough to be in the same room with her at the moment. To want anything more than that would be criminal.

"Good night, Belle," I manage to say, my voice hoarse with restraint. I step out of the kitchen, leaving her standing there, her lips slightly parted, her eyes wide with surprise and disappointment.

“Good night, Greg,” she says as she trails behind me. “I’m going to bed as well.”

The hallway is a river of shadows, the old farmhouse creaking like a wooden raft on a gentle nighttime current. Belle's door is a few paces away. She stops beside it, her hand resting on the doorknob, her eyes gleaming in the low light.

"Greg," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the hum of the night. "I'm happy for you and Mom. Really, I am." Her lips curve into a soft smile, but her eyes hold a warning, like the first rumble of thunder on a distant horizon. "Just... don't hurt her. Please. She likes you, a lot. More than she's liked anyone in a long time."

Her words rock me to my core, reminding me of my responsibility. Paula's face flashes in my mind, her laugh, warmth, and quiet strength. I won't hurt her. I can't.

"I won't, Belle," I promise, my voice steadier than I feel. "I like her, too. More than I can say."

Belle's smile widens, genuine and bright like the sun peeking through clouds after a storm. Then, before I can react, she reaches up, her soft lips pressing against mine in a fleeting, feather-light kiss. It's a spark, a jolt of lightning, a sudden rush of sweetness that leaves me stunned, like a deer caught in headlights.

She pulls away, her cheeks flushed, her eyes wide with a mix of surprise and amusement. Then, with a quick turn of the doorknob, she slips into her room, leaving me standing there, the taste of her lips still lingering on mine, a puzzling mix of innocence and something more, something deeper, something I can't quite put my finger on.

The old farmhouse groans softly around me, the night air cool against my heated skin. That kiss is impulsive, surely. A young woman's whim. Isn’t it?

Shaking my head, I turn away from Belle's door, my mind a whirlwind of thoughts as I make my way back to Paula's room. The door creaks open, revealing Paula's sleeping form, her blonde hair a golden halo against the white pillow. She stirs as I slip into bed, her body molding against mine, her warmth seeping into my skin.

"Mmm... Greg," she murmurs, her voice thick with sleep. "Was that Belle I heard?"

"Yes," I reply, my arms snaking around her waist, pulling her closer. "She's back from her date."

Paula yawns, her body stretching like a cat's before settling back against me. "How did it go?"

I pause, remembering Belle's tear-streaked face, disappointment, and resolve. "Fine. But I don't think she'll be seeing Josh again."

Paula lets out a soft sigh, her body relaxing further. "Thank God. She made the right choice."

"Yes," I agree, my hands moving of their own accord, cupping Paula's breasts, my thumbs brushing against her nipples. She lets out a satisfying moan, her body arching into my touch. "She did."

My body responds to hers, my cock hardening, nestling against her ass. I shift, sliding into her from behind, her warmth enveloping me, her gasp of pleasure sending a shiver down my spine.

Paula's moan vibrates through the quiet room as I move with slow, deliberate strokes. "I love spooning," she breathes out, her voice laced with pleasure. "It's my favorite."

"Mine too," I confess.

“Seems like we’re made for each other,” she whispers between gasps.

Her words send a surge of emotions through me, a mix of lust and tenderness, an instinctual need to claim her and to protect her. I move with her, our bodies joined, our breaths mingling, and our hearts beating as one. The old farmhouse creaks softly around us, and the night air is filled with the song of our lovemaking.
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The Writer's Harem

A writer's dirty fantasies come true…

After James's neighbor, John leaves his family, James finds himself to be the center of three gorgeous women's attention. John's daughter Tessa and her friend Lizzy both want James to be their first and only. Linda, John's wife whom James has lusted over for years, isn't shy to display her affection for him either.

James has been a Don Juan all his life, but he wants the three women for more than a fling. He wants a family with not just one but all of them, and he will show the ladies he's got enough supply to make everyone happy!

The Lifeguard's Harem

One hot summer, two busty MILFs and a sexy virgin.

Kevin is an introvert and has never had a girlfriend before graduating from high school. But after he starts working as a lifeguard at a local gym, his life is about to change. It doesn't take Kevin long to fall head over heels for Brianna, a beautiful but aloof blonde girl of his age. Kevin asks her out and gets a humiliating scorn. Brianna's busty stepmom, Sandra witnesses the drama and offers to help Kevin win over the young woman by giving him a makeover. After giving Kevin the best haircut he's ever had, Sandra takes a step further and teaches him how to pleasure a woman. Before Kevin knows it, he's lost his virginity to the older woman. After that, Kevin's love life takes a dramatic turn. He not only gets to have Brianna, but also Nancy, Sandra's gorgeous sex therapist friend, and experiences role play and kinky sex with her. The three women's appetites are insatiable, and they compete for his attention and want him from all positions, front and behind, indoors and outdoors. Fortunately, the quiet young man is well-endowed and has inexhaustible reserves to meet their demands.

The Rancher's Harem

When Paul's compulsive gambler brother leaves for Vegas and neglects his family and business, Paul not only shoulders the burden of running their ranch alone, but also struggles with his long-hidden lust for his brother's wife Molly, a buxom blonde MILF and her daughter Laila. The two ladies' eagerness to please Paul makes it even harder for him to do the right thing.

As if he isn't facing enough challenges, Molly's stunning stripper friend Jackie, a busty dark-haired beauty, comes to work for Paul. The three gorgeous women are determined to not only assist Paul in running the ranch but also satisfy his sexual needs and put his virile seed to good use.

The ladies' enthusiasm convinces Paul that his luck has changed and his lonely days are about to end. It takes him little time to get used to the extravagant foursomes they indulge him with. The only thing left for Paul to do is come up with ways to take over the ranch entirely so he and his harem can live there happily ever after.

The Investor's Harem

When Bob promised his dying friend he would take care of the three women in his family, he didn't know what exactly he got himself into.

Now he not only finds himself responsible for saving John's breast implant company, but also in charge of the three gorgeous women's happiness. John's widow Helen is a stunning model who became famous with the very product made by John's company and Bob is one of her fans. John's older daughter Evelyn, a beautiful redhead and an intelligent medical student is determined to pursue her dad's unfinished dream but is unsure about a match her dad made for her. And last but not least, Lisa, a capricious blonde who's been close to Bob since she was little, demands Bob to take her V-card.

Will Bob be able to keep his promise while struggling with forbidden lust for not only one but all three women?

The Detective's Harem

Three seductresses and a lonely bachelor…

When Detective Mark Jackson agreed to solve a case involving the death of Bill Walker, a strip club owner, he had no idea he would be investigating three gorgeous women.

Walker's daughter Nora, a college sophomore, had been Mark's obsession and the reason he visited the local coffee shop where she worked every morning. Despite their age difference, Mark couldn't resist the obvious chemistry between them. And when the younger woman eagerly offered Mark her cherry, there was no way he could refuse her.

Riley, the top stripper at Walker's club, was a golden-skinned busty beauty no man could ever resist. The fact that Riley turned out to be Nora's best friend only made her more attractive. After an accidental voyeurism, in which Mark discovered the two women's amorous relationship, he found himself onboard a ship of threesome adventure.

Sophie, Walker's wife and Nora's stepmom, a blue-eyed beauty with auburn hair, was a living embodiment of Mark's teenage fantasies.  Needless to say, he fell for her at first sight, even though she was the prime suspect in the case. The sexy woman did not hide her interest in Mark either, and her blowjob seduction attempts put Mark's willpower on trial. 

The three women had distinct personalities, but they were closely bonded with one another, and they all had the hots for Mark. Mark cared for the feisty but vulnerable women just as much. The problem was, of course, they were all suspects. Could Mark put his lust aside and focus on work, or should he let go of his moral qualms and enjoy his luck with the ladies?

The Trainer's Harem

What are the chances you meet all three of your significant others on a single night?

The only reason Brad agrees to accompany his stepmom Camilla to a company party is because he's had a crush on the gorgeous dark-haired beauty since he was a teen. He has no idea the party will be a turning point in his life. He not only falls head over heels for Camilla's voluptuous blonde boss Stella, but is also captivated by Stella's daughter Olivia, a naughty brunette who isn't shy to display her passion publicly. Both the mother and daughter seem to be interested in Brad as well, even though both are also off-limits to him. Stella is getting engaged and Olivia has her eye on her mom's fiancé. As if Brad hadn't gotten enough tease, Camilla makes a surprising confession to him after the party, evoking his undying, hidden fantasies for her.

The Camper's Harem

Dan's divorce turns out to be the best thing that's ever happened to him.

Otherwise, he wouldn't find himself on an adventurous cross-country road trip, not to mention meeting three gorgeous women who worship him and vie for his attention. Dan is willing to give everything he has in order to settle for an idyllic life with the naughty brunette, the voluptuous redhead, and the sassy blonde virgin. But he must give up his six-figure job first and also deal with a jerk who thinks he owns the women. Is Dan up for the challenge? 

The Baker's Harem

When Max comes home to sell his dad's bakery, he doesn't expect the trip to take long, not to mention the adventures that await him.

Oak Springs isn't just a town stuck in time but a place that reminds Max of lost love. Twenty years ago, Sarah, Max's first girlfriend, left him for another man. Max has never gotten over her. Now, not only has Sarah returned to town, but she's also living in his house with Max's stepsister Elena and her daughter Mia. The three women, two gorgeous blondes and one fiery brunette, are determined to keep Max in their lives.

Will Max give up his high-paying IT job in a modern city and return home to a small town to become the head of an unconventional household?

Spa Resort Sisters

Getting a strip show and a hand job at a job interview?

Never in a million years did Alex dream of that. Nor did the pre-med student plan to become a masseur.

But the pay was generous, the boss was stunning, and the benefits were too good to believe. Besides, Alex didn't have many options, not when tons of student loan debt were waiting to be paid and his divorced parents had new families to care for. The job was a godsend if he could pass the trial period with plenty of challenges that tested his willpower besides skills. He had to learn new, exotic massage skills and control his lust when facing sexy and demanding customers at the exclusive spa resort. His boss believed that exposing him to many stimuli would help him quickly adapt to the new job. But would it work for Alex, an introvert who had never seen, let alone touched, a naked woman in real life?

The Waiter’s Harem

Escorting Mom's best friend turns out to be quite an adventure.

Nathan gives up a promising career in NYC and returns home to manage his family's restaurant. When his mom's best friend Maddie needs a ride after having one too many at her birthday dinner, Nathan doesn't hesitate to offer her the service. The twenty-five-year-old had a major crush on the gorgeous blonde, but Maddie's marital status and their age gap stood in his way of pursuing the curvy beauty. Maddie is recently widowed, and Nathan can't wait to take the opportunity to confess his feelings to the older woman. Maddie delights Nathan with her eagerness to reciprocate, but also surprises him by her sexual inexperience. It's up to Nathan to teach the middle school teacher skills that will turn their evening into a lot more than just a short ride home.

The Walker’s Harem series: Books 1 to 3

Book 1

Getting fired isn't the end of the world.

At least not when your boss is a jerk, and you can find a better job. Losing a girlfriend can also be a blessing, especially if she's been cheating on you.

After both unfortunate events happen to Jeff on the same day, he turns over a new leaf and starts an adventure he hasn’t dreamed of. He takes jobs that his ex-girlfriend thinks beneath him, and he dates multiple women at the same time. Starting with his neighbor, a gorgeous brunette whom Jeff has had a crush on for a long time but hasn’t had the freedom to flirt with, and Julia, a beautiful blonde much older than Jeff who seems to love dogs more than men.

Book 2

Three drop-dead gorgeous women in three days…

Jeff puts his past behind him and starts a new life. The sizzling night with his sexy neighbor Sienna certainly helps. But he has barely had the time to indulge in his exhilarating relationship with Sienna when her protective friend Sarika enters the picture. The voluptuous, dark-haired beauty might be demanding, but she undoubtedly lusts over Jeff. The two temptresses open the door to an unconventional relationship Jeff has never dreamed of.

Meanwhile, Jeff’s attraction for Julia compels him to spy on the stunning blonde. And the discovery of the older woman’s secret draws him even closer to her.

Despite his incredible luck with women, Jeff isn’t ready to commit to any of them yet. The ladies, on the other hand, are eager to go steady with him. Jeff now faces a dilemma of choosing among his new-found love interests. Needless to say, he wants them all, but can they get along with one another?

Book 3

A pleasant surprise back home…

Jeff returns home to his family’s ranch and sees Vicky, his high school sweetheart, again. As Sienna predicted, his feelings for his first girlfriend haven’t gone away. The reunion only renews the longings that Jeff held back as a teenager, and he finds the new, sophisticated town veterinarian irresistible. On top of that, Vicky brought home a cowgirl as fiery as herself. Sky is a curvy blonde girl that has a body of a porn star and rides like a rodeo champ. Jeff is impressed by the woman after witnessing her barrel race in a bikini, but Sky’s hostile greeting sets an unpleasant tone between them. Jeff decides to stay away from the fierce cowgirl, but his attempt doesn’t last because everyone in his family expects him to team up with Sky to compete in the upcoming county rodeo.

During his stay, Jeff also realizes his love for the ranch and is tempted to take it over from his dad. But the decision will affect everyone’s future. Will his harem move to the ranch with him, and how will his family react to his unconventional relationship with multiple women?

The Donor’s Harem

When Mike signs up for sperm donation at an unorthodox fertility clinic, he has no idea what he has gotten himself into.

The nineteen-year-old college student desperately needs money after his father cuts him off. With only a part-time job at a gym that doesn't pay enough, Mike feels like he has no other options and would rather struggle financially than let his father control his life. Donating sperm has never been appealing to Mike, but he’s willing to give it a try.

However, when he meets the clinic’s owner Dr. Martha Smith, a fiery and sexy brunette passionate about her work, he starts to feel more confident about his decision to become a donor. Martha doesn’t hesitate to teach Mike what he needs to become successful in the job and she can’t wait to turn Mike into her top breeder…

Although excited about his new role as a sperm donor, Mike quickly learns that this clinic has some unique practices. Mike must give the clients his sperm the natural way, and he might need to give them more than his sperm…

Will Mike rise to the challenge and fulfill these unusual requirements? Or does he even have a choice in the matter?

Join Mike on his journey as he embarks on a new, unexpected mission to help women achieve their dreams of motherhood at this one-of-a-kind fertility clinic.

The Gardener’s Harem (five-book series)

Book 1: A Deal with the Landlady

What’s an eighteen-year-old got to do to provide for his family?

Alex has barely finished high school when he becomes the man of the house and has to take care of his mom and sister. When his mom fails to pay the rent, Alex proposes a deal to Silvia, their gorgeous landlady. He'll be her gardener for a week and pay for the rent in kind. Impressed by Alex’s labor skills, Silvia eagerly hires him. But it takes Alex no time to discover what the hot redhead really wants from him.

Don’t miss this fast-paced, too-good-to-be-true harem fantasy.

Book 2: Caddie for the Mayor’s Wife

Alex's fortunes with women take an unexpected turn following a passionate encounter with Gabriela, a captivating older woman who happens to be the mayor's wife. Suddenly, he finds himself at the center of attention from several remarkable women. These include his landlady and boss Silvia, a gorgeous redhead; his childhood crush and neighbor, Ava, who returned home for college after a long absence; his weekend supervisor Stacy, a hardworking young woman who shares a similar family background; and Stacy's best friend, Emma. Can Alex navigate this newfound female attention, especially with the growing jealousy and conflicts among them?

Follow the seemingly too-good-to-be-true romantic adventures of this soon-to-be college student.

Book 3: Mom’s Best Friend

After Alex met Emma, his love life is more fulfilling than ever before. But things get complicated when they realize that Stacy, Emma's best friend, also has feelings for Alex. Meanwhile, Gabby and Silvia befriend each other, making it difficult for Alex to avoid Gabby's affection. To add to the mix, Ava, Alex's childhood crush, turns to him for comfort. And just when he thought things couldn't get any more complicated, Macy — his mom's best friend — comes to visit. How will Alex manage relationships with all of these women without hurting anyone’s feelings?

Book 4: Professor’s Extra Help

Alex eagerly anticipates the start of college, but his luck takes a turn for the worse. His truck battery decides to quit on his first day, almost causing him to be tardy. And he makes an awkward first impression on his math professor, the stunning Gwen Meyer.

Despite her appearance, Professor Meyer is kind and approachable. Alex is drawn to her confidence and charm. With Professor Meyer's encouragement, Alex becomes passionate about the subject and puts in extra effort to succeed. With her help, he gains more self-assurance than ever before.

As Alex spends more time with Gwen Meyer, he can't help developing feelings for her as a person, not just a professor. But Alex has already gotten enough on his plate, does he have room for one more woman in his life?

Book 5: Girl Next Door

Ava, the girl next door, has proven herself to be much more over the past few months. She is no longer just a childhood crush in need of protection. She has become Alex's trusted friend, and she’s helped and supported him. As their chemistry continues to grow, all they need is the right opportunity to take their relationship to the next level.

Meanwhile, Gwen learns about Alex's unconventional lifestyle and begins to distance herself from him. But Ava, who has befriended the professor, is determined to change Gwen’s mind by arranging a camping trip for the three of them. Once again, Gwen must choose between her desires and societal expectations.

As Alex's harem grows at an alarming pace, he starts thinking about starting a family. However, Rudy—Emma's father and the town mayor—still plans on making Alex's life miserable as he follows through on his threats.

How will Alex balance his complicated love life while also juggling school, work, and multiple relationships? Don't miss out on the exciting conclusion to this series.
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