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Chapter 1

 


Vanessa Owens stood outside her boss’s
door, ready to knock, but unsure how to resign from her dream job.
Could she really walk away from the career she’d dreamed of all her
life?

Taking a deep breath, she walked in
Mr. Stanfield’s office. She could do this, right? She could give up
her life in the big city and just take a chance at losing
everything, couldn’t she? With her head held high, she took the
leap.

Two weeks later…

The moving van was packed, and her car
loaded down as Vanessa drove out of Boston and headed south. Was
she making the worst mistake of her life? Then she remembered the
feeling she’d had standing in the driveway of the farm in
Tennessee. It had been the strangest feeling of being at home.
She’d never felt that way in her whole life. All she’d ever known
was the big city and now, she was giving all of that up for the
country life.

There was something about the old
vineyard had pulled at her. Even though it was worn down and needed
a lot of work, she could see it in her mind. The day she’d stood in
the driveway, all she could think of was the warm and fuzzy feeling
she’d had. It felt like something inside of her was full for the
first time in her life. She’d always wanted to own a vineyard and
now, she had that chance.

Fourteen hours and three lattes later,
she pulled into the little town that would be her home now. It was
the type of town that if you blinked, you would miss it. She was
glad that she’d stopped for snacks or she would’ve never known it
existed. There were no high rises, no coffee shops, (unless you
counted the diner at the end of town) or even four-star hotels.
There were no hotels at all, which made her want to turn the old
house into a bed and breakfast.

As she maneuvered into a parking spot
at the general store, her heart took a leap. She’d just gave up a
six-figure salary to run a vineyard. What was she thinking? Shaking
her head, she opened the car door. As soon as she stepped onto the
sidewalk, she felt a surge of excitement. A couple of people passed
by her as she looked up at the sign hanging over the door of the
building in front of her. Smiling, she walked into the store to
find her realtor, who also ran the cash register. Yes, it was that
small of a town.

Mr. Randall gave her the keys with a
large smile, then wished her well. After giving the directions and
keys to the moving guys, Vanessa picked up a couple of items. They
were going ahead of her to start unloading the truck while she
stopped in at the newspaper office to place an ad for a winery
manager. She knew wine, but not the business of making it. In fact,
she knew nothing about making wine, growing grapes or bottling it.
But surely with her education she could learn the basics and if she
found a good manager, then all was good.

When she got back in the car, she
marked that off her list. Now, on to the vineyard and her new life.
Vanessa stopped halfway up the long driveway to watch two deer as
they crossed, never looking her way. She smiled, thinking that was
amazing. Being raised in Boston, she’d seen domestic animals, but
rarely wild ones unless it was at the zoo.

The movers were unloading her
furniture when she walked up the front steps. In truth, she’d only
seen pictures of the house on the realtor’s website, so it was her
first time seeing inside the house. She ran her hands up the front
banisters with excitement. Then she moved into the front hallway.
The house was a two-story farm house built in the late 1800’s.
Inside the front entryway the ceiling was two stories above her and
just in front of her was a wide staircase that went up several
steps, stopping at a landing where a beautiful stained-glass window
that depicted an old Italian vineyard filled the area with colorful
light. A gasp escaped her as she looked around at the furniture,
which had been part of the deal. This was unbelievable. Most of the
furniture looked antique, but a couple of pieces were
modern.

As she walked over to the staircase,
she couldn’t help but laugh. Her friends in Boston would turn their
nose up at the worn steps, but Vanessa looked at it as history
marking the stairs. She placed her purse on a little table that
stood beside the staircase, then moved down the hall toward the
back door. The hallway was wide and if you stood at the back door,
you could look straight out the front door. This place made her
tiny flat in the city look like a mouse hole. She could have fit it
into one side of the bottom story of this house.

She moved up the stairs, checking out
the four bedrooms. Two of them had a fireplace in them. She could
imagine lying in bed during the winter as the snow fell with a
crackling fire going. Vanessa looked up at the twelve-foot ceilings
and wide crown molding thinking that she’d really gotten a good
deal. Why would someone want to sell this place? It was such a
beautiful house. Then she walked into the master bathroom and a
groan escaped her. The single pedestal sink with no counter just
wouldn’t work, but the large claw footed tub would be nice to soak
in.

Once the movers left, she walked
around, getting to know her new home. Having this much space would
take some getting used to. Over the next two hours, she unpacked
boxes and got the house livable. She made a list of things she
needed for the house. Tomorrow she’d drive into town to pick them
up. Of course, once she was settled in, she’d have to hire a
contractor to make some changes to the house, starting with the
master bath.

The kitchen was usable but would need
some upgrading. The refrigerator was new, but the gas stove would
need replacing. A quick glance around told her there was no
dishwasher, which made her frown. She’d have to make a list of
everything that was missing. Why wouldn’t someone have a dishwasher
she wondered as she stood at the kitchen sink, looking out at the
grassy area in the side yard. It at least offered a great view.
From this window she could see one of the barns that was at the
edge of the main yard.

After a light dinner of canned soup,
she walked outside to check out the property. Since she owned
almost three hundred acres, she could only see some of it. But as
she walked down to stand beside the house, what she could see was
amazing. Standing at the back corner of the barn, she had a great
view of the Appalachian Mountains. She looked around the barn and
was pleased at how spacious it was. Then she started out of the
back of the barn and ran into the rock-hard chest of a man, making
her scream and back up into the door. Her heart was slamming into
her ribs as she put her hand up to stop it from exiting.

“Who are you?” Vanessa
cried out as she looked around, trying to figure out which way to
run.

The man held up his hand, “Sorry, I’m
Jason Tate, a friend of Renae at the newspaper. She said you were
looking for a vineyard manager.” Jason took in the vision that
stood before him. It was evident by the fashionable clothing that
this was yet another city dweller wanting to make a change in their
life. He’d seen enough of them to know that this would be another
short-lived job, but he loved this old place. Jason had worked at
this vineyard as a teenager, so he was more than aware of its
potential in the right hands.

For a moment Vanessa just stared at
him, then she took a breath, not realizing she’d been holding it.
“Ok, that was fast.” She looked at him again, now that her heart
wasn’t in her throat. He was a nice-looking man, in truth, he was
gorgeous. His dark hair complimented his deep blue eyes, which was
an unusual combination. Then of course she couldn’t miss the way he
held himself with confidence, which was something she’d learned to
look for when hiring new employees. That impressed her.

“She said that you want to
get the vineyard back up and running.” He walked over to the first
row of grape vines that hung just past the barn. Then he broke off
a vine and held it to his nose.

“What are you doing?”
Vanessa said, trying to figure out why he’d smell the vine. This
man was holding the vine to his nose and inhaling as though it was
a perfume sample from a designer store.

“I’m checking to see if
these vines are worth salvaging or if they’ll need to be pulled
up.” He turned and wiped his hands on his jeans, pleased with the
aromatic features he’d detected in the vine. “I can start
tomorrow.”

“Wait, what?” Vanessa
turned to follow him as he started walking rather fast back to the
front of the house.

“I can start tomorrow.” He
said, not looking up at her as he pulled his phone from his back
pocket.

“What do you mean, start
tomorrow? Start what?” She said, breathless from their quick walk
up the hill.

“The job... I’ll take it.”
Jason sent someone a text, then turned to take a picture of the
barn.

“But we need to discuss
the job. What if I don’t want you for the job?” She felt
exasperated at his audacity.

“Oh, you want me for the
job.” The grin that he flashed her may have worked on the local
country girls, but this city girl wasn’t falling for it.

“Wait a moment, I need to
talk with you, get your credentials, check references, you know,
interview...” Before she could finish her rant, he held up his
hand.

“Look, I’ve managed two
large vineyards, one in the south of France and one in Tuscany. But
I decided to come back to my hometown to work on the local farms.
This is a great piece of property and will yield a good grape crop
again. If you don’t know it, this old vineyard won many awards in
its day. And as a matter of fact, I worked on this farm as a
teenager, so I’m more than acquainted with how it works. What else
do you need to know?” He leaned his hip against his four-wheel
drive truck and crossed his arms over his chest, waiting. As he
watched the many thoughts run through her head, he almost laughed.
She’d be horrible at poker because her face was full of expression
and now, she was confused with a hint of anger, well maybe more
than a hint.

“Well, for one, I need
references from the vineyards and then we’ll discuss salary.”
Vanessa said, thinking she was back in control of the situation,
but she soon realized that wasn’t the case.

“Here, Luke is still
awake.” He dialed a number, talking fluent French to someone on the
other end, then he handed her the phone. “This is Luke, he owns one
of the vineyards, his brother owns the other.”

Vanessa stared at the phone as though
it was a snake. Then when he pushed it into her hand, she spoke to
the man. He gave her a glowing reference for Jason, even adding
that he wanted him back for himself and if she ever let him go, he
would offer him the job.

“Anything else you need to
know?” Jason asked, ending the call and putting his phone back in
his pocket.

“I’ll need to hire some
people to work the fields and do other things that need to be
done.” Vanessa said, proud of the way she held her ground. But the
look in Jason’s eyes told her, any ground she thought she’d gained,
he would quickly take away. She was learning that this man would be
a force to reckon with.

“No need. I have a local
crew that will do the work as I see fit.” Jason said, turning to
open his truck door.

“As you see fit? You do
realize I own this property and I’m the boss, right?” She hated how
that sounded, but she needed to knock this man off his perch. He
needed to know who was in charge here.

“Look, I’m the only person
within a fifty-mile radius with a knowledge of the local grapes, so
if you want a vineyard that will succeed, then you’ll let me run
this as it should be run.” He looked her up and down, then grinned.
“I don’t presume that you know anything about grape growing, do
you?” He raised a brow while he waited for her to
respond.

“I... yes... well... not
exactly.” Vanessa said, knowing defeat when it was staring her in
the face. “But you will remember that I’m the one writing the
paychecks? I make the decisions around here, got it.”

“You write the checks, I
got it.” He said, then he got in his truck, but before he backed
out, he let his window down. “By the way, what do you do for a
living?”

“I’m a stock broker, or
rather I was, why?” She said, trying not to be defensive, but this
man got under her skin.

“Figures. I’ll be here at
daylight with a crew.” Jason said, then he backed up and drove down
the driveway, leaving her feeling as though she was the worker, not
the boss.

“Oh, he is infuriating.”
She said to the air as she turned and walked back inside the house.
If he was the only one around to do the job, then she’d have to
figure out how to work with him. At least he’d be nice to look
at.


Chapter 2

 


The next morning as Vanessa stretched
under the sheets and turned her head to look at the clock, she
jumped up realizing she’d overslept. It was after eight and by the
sound of the machinery outside of the house, Jason was already
here. Great, another thing for him to look down at her about. But
why should she care, she was the boss, not him. Although it did
affect her, she wasn’t convinced of why yet?

She ran into the bathroom and took a
quick bath since there was no shower, which she’d have to add to
the list, then dressed in a pair of jeans and t-shirt. Before she
left the bathroom, she pulled her long blond hair up into a
ponytail, trying to cut some time out of her morning routine. As
she walked down the stairs, she realized she’d forgotten her tennis
shoes, so grumbling, she turned and sprinted back up. By the time
she grabbed a cup of coffee Jason was already standing with several
men by the barn.

When Vanessa walked up, the men looked
past Jason, each with a huge smile. Jason turned, knowing Vanessa
was coming up behind him. It was evident in the way the men were
acting. He turned back to glare at the men. Clearing his throat, he
introduced her to the men.

“This is Vanessa, the
owner of the property.” Jason said, his tone bland and unappealing.
It was obvious that the men would be affected by her presence, so
he’d have to make sure that she didn’t interfere with their work.
He didn’t want to admit that she affected him too.

“Nice to meet you
gentleman. Let’s get started.” She pointed to the field at the
right of the barn. “I figure we’ll start with those vines, just
under that old oak. Last night I printed several pictures of some
nice grape trellises that would work well.” She said, not noticing
the men were looking at Jason with humor, then back at her with
pity.

Jason motioned for them to calm down.
“You don’t need a fancy trellis to grow good grapes. The ones that
are here will do until we can make new ones.”

At first Vanessa just clenched her
teeth together. “What’s the difference?” She shrugged, trying
desperately not to show her embarrassment at being completely off
the mark.

“A good grape crop or not,
that’s the difference. We don’t want to disturb the vines by
unwrapping them, breaking them or moving them.” Jason said, trying
to keep his smile from showing. This woman would be the death of
him. It was the first day and she was already giving him a
headache.

“Fine, but if we plant any
new vines, then I want to use the decorative trellis. They look
nice and will add a decorative addition to the vineyard.” Vanessa
said, feeling like she was making headway. “Maybe photographers can
use the vineyard for photo ops.”

“Decorative addition to
the vineyard? Photo ops? What are we doing here, starting a
vineyard or having a cotillion?” Jason said, suddenly feeling as
though his head would explode. He could hear the men behind him
snickering. This woman was trying to make this a cute little
adventure, which made it obvious that she had no idea what was
needed to run a vineyard.

“Now wait a minute. I
still own this property and you may be the expert but I’m the one
spending my money on you and them.” She pointed at the men that
were hiding their faces, trying to keep her from seeing their
amusement.

“I’m well aware that you
own this property, but you hired me for my expertise, did you not?”
Jason said, glaring at her.

“Well, yes, I did hire you
for your expertise, but let’s not lose focus. I have my own ideas
about some of the things that need to be done. And I agree you know
how to plant the vines, but it’s my vineyard.” Vanessa stopped
talking when he just stared at her as though he’d lost interest in
the conversation. “Are you even listening to me?”

“Not a word. I stopped
listening at ‘photo op’.” Jason said, then turned back to the men.
“Alright, let’s finish clearing the old vines and weeds from this
side of the field. I have some soil conditioning agents coming
after lunch. We should have plenty of time to get this done before
then.”

“Wait, you ordered
something without asking me?” Vanessa walked up to stand beside
him, almost tripping over a root, making her lose her balance. She
squealed as she started to topple over.

Jason grabbed her before she landed on
her face in front of everyone. “Yes, I did. You hired me to do a
job, so let me do it.” When he was sure she could stand on her own,
he let go of her arm and walked over to look at some plans that
were on the hood of his truck.

“But I haven’t approved
any expenditures yet.” Vanessa said, trying to hold her anger under
control.

“Look, you want me to do
this right, then let me do my job.” Jason turned back to the men
and started giving them jobs. Then he looked back down at the
frustrating woman beside him. His heart melted a little. She looked
so lost and unable to deal with not having control. “I have a job
for you too.”

Vanessa gave him a look that could’ve
sent him withering to the ground, “Oh, I can’t wait to hear this.”
She said, sarcasm lacing the words.

Jason had to grin at her tone. He knew
that this woman hated him at this moment, but she really would hate
him after he told her the job he had in mind for her. He looked
down at her manicured nails and almost laughed. There was one thing
he knew, she had to be brought down from the high minded,
controlling place she was in. This city girl needed to learn that
there was no place for manicures and high dollar clothing on a
vineyard.

“Well, I’m waiting.”
Vanessa said, knowing he was enjoying this moment of
control.

“Come with me.” Jason
said, turning toward the back of his truck. “See these bags of
manure.” He pointed toward the large bags, “I need for you to empty
these into that wheelbarrow and make sure that there’s no
lumps.”

“Is that really
necessary?” Vanessa looked down at the bags and thought about what
was inside. Then raising a brow, she looked up at him. “Is this a
punishment?”

“Not at all. We’ll need it
lump free before we put it in the holes with the seedlings.” Jason
tried to keep from laughing. To tell the truth, it wasn’t necessary
because they’d be using the tractor to evenly distribute the manure
after they were done getting one of the back fields ready for new
vines. And on top of that they were having it brought in by the
truck loads. These bags were for the extra seedlings that would be
raised in the barn. But he wouldn’t tell her that. He wanted to see
her nice, pink nails caked in manure. Maybe that would get some of
that high and mighty city attitude out of her.

For a few seconds Vanessa fumed,
feeling like she was being played, but then she decided not to give
him the satisfaction of her refusing. Turning, she reached into the
back of the truck and pulled one of the bags from the truck. After
she struggled, trying to open the bag with her nails, Jason handed
her a knife to cut it open. As soon as the bag was open, she held
her breath. The stuff was offensive, but she held her tongue. Dust
flew up into her face as she poured it in the wheelbarrow. She
coughed, trying to keep from dry heaving as she thought about what
she had just inhaled.

Thirty minutes later, after she’d
emptied and went through several bags, a huge dump truck pulled in.
She straightened, stretching her muscles as she watched the truck
back up to empty its contents into a bin that she hadn’t noticed
sitting beside the barn. As the truck moved away, she realized it
was a load of manure. An anger boiled up inside of her that
threatened to make her blow up. She looked over at Jason as he
signed the driver’s paperwork, then he turned and flashed her a
grin. She was right, she’d been played. Well, he was in for a
lesson in the way a city girl got even.

Jason watched her walk up to the
house, holding her hands out from her sides. He couldn’t help but
grin as he watched her. She was a beautiful woman, but not his
type. He didn’t go for a woman that had to be in control. He wanted
a woman that let him take control and be a man. Vanessa Owens would
never be that kind of woman. Realizing that he was staring at her,
he turned back to his work, shaking his head. That was one thing he
didn’t need in his life, a controlling woman. He needed to focus on
the work, not the beautiful woman that was probably planning his
death at this very moment.

He looked out over the vines that lay
ahead of him. From his vantage point beside the barn, he could see
a good bit of the upper field. This vineyard was once a thriving
place, but when the owners died, the niece that inherited it just
put it up for sale. Shaking his head, he wiped his brow, then
walked out to where one of the men was reinforcing a post at the
end of the row.


Chapter 3

 


Vanessa sprinted up the stairs to the
bathroom where she scrubbed her hands, taking meticulous care with
her nails. Then in a frustrated sigh, she realized that three of
her nails were broken and jagged. She propped on the sink, trying
to reel in her anger. That man would pay for this. He didn’t know
who he was messing with.

She walked over to the window which
gave her a perfect view of the work that was going on in the field.
The men worked like a fine oiled machine, she had to admit that,
but the one she was focused on was Jason. Then her heart jumped in
her chest as she realized he’d taken his shirt off. She watched him
as though mesmerized for a moment, until she remembered that she
didn’t like him. He may be good looking and have a great body, but
she still wanted to make him pay for making a fool of
her.

After she was sure that her hands were
clean again, she walked down the stairs to make some lemonade for
the men. She took extra care with the glass for Jason, placing a
wedge of lemon on his. Taking up the tray, she walked out to the
edge of the field, careful not to trip over any roots or high
grass. That would be humiliating to fall and never get to show him
that she wasn’t one to mess with.

Several of the men came over to
gratefully take a glass. She smiled and talked to them, trying to
let them know that she would be sure to take good care of them. If
she was to make this work, she had to be courteous. As Jason walked
over, scratching his head in confusion, she had to hold back her
evil grin.

Since his glass was the only one left,
she handed it to him with a huge smile, using the hand with two of
the broken nails.

He lifted the glass to his lips but
pulled it back down as he looked at her ragged nails. “I’m sorry to
see you messed up your nails. That’s a pity, but working a vineyard
isn’t made for manicures.”

“As I’m learning.” Vanessa
said, watching with glee as he turned up the glass.

Jason began coughing and spitting his
lemonade out. His eyes met her amused ones with a glare, then it
turned to a look of ‘so that’s how it is’, that made her take a
step backwards. For a moment she wondered if she’d underestimated
him.

“A little tart for my
taste.” Jason said, placing the glass back on her platter that
she’d placed on the workbench beside the barn. Then he wiped his
mouth with the back of his hand, “But ice cold, it helped me cool
off.”

Vanessa had placed salt in his
lemonade, a lot of salt. She grinned up at him when he moved closer
to her. She was reveling in her victory until he leaned in to
whisper in her ear, making a shiver run down her spine.

“I know that was for the
manure thing, but you don’t want to mess with me. I’m out of your
league darlin’.” Jason turned and walked over to the tractor. Then
he looked back at her, “Oh, by the way, don’t do that again because
you wouldn’t like my retaliation.”

At first Vanessa just stared at him,
then she shivered a little, even though it was warm. The look in
his eyes told her that he wasn’t joking around. But, there was one
little problem, Vanessa didn’t like being told what to do or what
not to do, especially when she was in control of the situation. Two
could play that game. If it wasn’t for the fact that she needed him
desperately to get this vineyard up and running, she’d tell him to
take a hike. She hated being in this position.

She stood there, not knowing what to
do. After a moment, she walked back up to the house to unpack. At
least in her house, she was queen of her domain. She spent the rest
of the afternoon going through boxes and moving furniture around to
suit her style.

The dust she stirred up made her open
the front door to air the house out. She turned and looked at the
large cabinet that had stood in her office, wanting to put it a
little further down the wall out of the walkway, but the cabinet
was large, so she pushed and pushed, but it didn’t
budge.

Then someone cleared their throat
behind her. She spun around, taken by surprise. She’d been in her
own little world, not thinking anyone was there. Unconsciously she
pushed a lock of loose hair from her face.

“Would you like some help
with that?” Jason leaned in the doorway, his arms crossed over his
muscular chest.

Vanessa was glad he’d put his shirt
back on, “I’ve got this, but thanks anyway.” She turned back to the
cabinet and pushed, but nothing. Leaning against it, she sighed,
knowing he was staring at her back.

Then arms went around her waist,
pulling her away from the furniture. “You’re going to hurt
yourself.” He groaned, then looked down at her. “Where do you want
it?”

“Closer to the kitchen
door.” She pointed as he easily slid the piece of furniture toward
the doorway.

“You’ve got to realize
your limits. There’s always something you can’t do, but you refuse
to see it.” Jason said, searching her eyes for any sort of emotion.
Was she just a cold woman with no heart? He tried to see the good
in everyone, even her. This was why he didn’t date city women. He
wanted a woman that was warm and kind.

“Thanks for helping with
that. Also, thanks for helping with the vineyard. I’m in over my
head.” Vanessa sat down on the arm of the sofa and sighed. “I guess
I’m not used to needing help to do things.”

“It doesn’t mean you’re
weak if you ask for help.” Jason said.

“In the world I was in, it
did. Guess I have to get out of that mind set.”

“I tell you what, I’ll
teach you the ropes, then you can be part of it.” Jason said as he
walked toward the door.

“OK that would be great.”
Vanessa figured she might as well let him teach her how to run the
vineyard. Because if he got too bossy, she’d have to fire him and
now, he was the only one that knew how to run a vineyard. So, for
now, she was his student. But she was a quick learner and planned
to master this in no time. “So, where do we start?”

Jason turned to look at her, “If
you’re serious, we start in the morning at daylight.”

“This is my world now and
if I want to succeed, I have to learn what I’m up against.” Vanessa
said with a determined smile.

“Then I’ll see you at
6:30.” Jason’s expression was dead serious.

“Yes sir.” Vanessa said
with a mocking salute.

Jason rolled his eyes, “And leave the
sarcasm at the door, got it?” Then he was gone.

Vanessa watched him walk out the door,
thinking that he must work out. Then she shook her head, trying to
get her mind off him. But at least he was willing to help her learn
the ropes, even after the lemonade fiasco.

Standing up, she rubbed her hands
together. If she was going to work in the fields tomorrow, then she
would have to finish in here tonight.

As she worked, her cell phone vibrated
on the table beside her. When she looked at it, a grin crossed her
face.

“Hello.” Vanessa
said.

“Well, you made it to
Tennessee.” Vanessa’s best friend, Cheryl said.

Vanessa sat down on the couch and
sighed, blowing a loose strand of hair away from her cheek. “Oh
yes, I made it.”

“I know that sound, it’s
frustration. So, give me the scoop. What’s up?”

“OH Cheryl, this place is
wonderful. The house is big and roomy. My view from the master
bedroom is across the Appalachian Mountains and then there’s...”
Her voice drifted off as she thought about Jason.

“There’s what?” Cheryl
said.

“It’s just the man I hired
to get the vineyard back up and running, he’s just... well...
frustrating.” Vanessa said, letting out a breath.

“That cute
huh?”

“He’s cute alright, but
also arrogant, bossy, and stubborn.”

A giggle from the other end alerted
Vanessa to the way she sounded. “So, he’s getting under your
skin?”

“Now don’t get any ideas.
He’s the expert and I have to listen to him, but let’s just say I’m
having a hard time letting go of control.”

“You? Can’t believe
it...”

“Funny, you’re a real
comedian.”

“So, tell me more about
this fantastic place that’s taken you away from the big city and
me.”

Vanessa settled down into the couch
and told her friend all about the place. She had to wait for her
friend’s laughter to stop after she heard about the manure
incident. They talked for another twenty minutes. When she ended
the call, she couldn’t help but smile.

Talking to Cheryl had made her think
about some things. One of them being, if she was to make a real go
at this vineyard, she’d have to start listening instead of talking.
She shrugged her shoulders, knowing she’d be sore tomorrow from
lifting all those boxes.

With a contented sigh, she locked the
front door, and turned out the lights as she walked up the stairs.
The claw footed tub was calling out to her. As she walked into the
master bedroom, she stepped out of her tennis shoes and moved
toward the dresser, pulling out her sleep shirt. She sat on the
edge of the old tub, turning the water on, then holding her fingers
under the running water until it got hot. Turning, she pulled her
bag of Lavender and Epsom salt bath beads out of the box by the
door. She hadn’t made it to the bathroom with her
unpacking.

After she poured the bath beads in the
warm water, the scent filled the room. She smiled as she undressed,
then slid into the water to soak away the sore muscles. This was
heavenly and unusually quiet, which was a little disconcerting. In
the city, there was always some sort of noise. Either it was the
couple next door arguing or the other neighbor practicing his
cello, and of course the sound of the traffic below when she left
the balcony door open on warm nights. In some ways she missed it,
but sometimes she didn’t.

The water turned cool before she
finally stood up, wrapping a large, fluffy towel around her. She
walked to the sink to brush her teeth, then dry off and put her
night shirt on. The cool sheets felt good to her overheated skin.
As she slid her feet toward the foot of the bed, a smile crossed
her face. She’d sleep good tonight, which was a good thing since
she had to be up and dressed at 6:30.


Chapter 4

 


Vanessa rolled over as her alarm
beeped with an annoying shrill sound. She hit the off and rolled
back over, but then she remembered Jason’s stern warning about the
time. So, with slow movements, she sat up, rubbing her face. As she
opened her eyes, she let out a long groan. This was way too early
to be up. In the city, her flat was only three blocks from the
office, so she was able to sleep until seven every day.

“It’s still dark. How on
earth can we work in the dark?” Vanessa grumbled as she moved
toward the bathroom, not feeling like digging in the dirt this
early in the morning.

After a hot shower and two cups of
coffee, Vanessa felt more like herself. She pulled on some old
sneakers, then straightened her spine and prepared for her day of
work.

Jason was standing beside the tractor,
pulling on gloves when she walked up. At first, he didn’t
acknowledge her presence. Then with a bland expression, he turned
and gave her a strange look.

“That’s how you dress to
work in the field?” Jason said as he gave her nice new jeans and
light-colored tee shirt a once over.

Vanessa looked down at her clothes and
shrugged. “I don’t see anything wrong with what I have
on.”

“Those new jeans won’t
look so good after you’ve been working in the dirt and that
light-colored shirt will be ruined.”

“It will be fine.” Vanessa
said, working hard to keep from making a sarcastic remark. She knew
he was right, but she didn’t pack anything to work in, so this
would have to do.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn
you.” Jason turned back to the tractor, ignoring her
again.

“So, what do you want me
to do?” Vanessa said as she looked around, noticing that none of
the workers were here yet.

Jason glanced back at her, then
holding back a grin, he grunted. “We are working on pulling up the
old trellises in the back field. They’ve rotted, and the vines are
too heavy for them. I think we can preserve those vines if we’re
careful.”

“So, there is still some
hope for having a good crop this season?” Vanessa said, seeming to
feel a little better at the prospect of producing wine this
year.

“There should be a crop
this year, but don’t get ahead of yourself. It’s still a long way
from the bottle.” Jason said, then he climbed up on the tractor,
holding out his hand for her.

“What?” At first Vanessa
just stared at his outstretched hand, wondering what he was
doing.

“We have to go to the back
field, and I don’t think you want to walk all the way in the dark.”
Jason said.

“Oh...well... I guess
that’s true.” She took his hand, letting him pull her up to stand
beside where he sat. He motioned to the large fender.

“Just sit right there, but
hold on to the back of my seat, I don’t want you falling off and
getting run over.” Jason pulled a lever, then the tractor lurched,
making Vanessa lose her footing. “As I said, hold on.”

Vanessa grasped the seat and braced
her feet as best she could. The morning air was cooler than she’d
expected, but she wasn’t about to complain. That was all the fuel
Jason needed to look down at her. She couldn’t show weakness. The
funny thing is, she’d never had many weaknesses and now, in just
two days, she was seeing them come out in flurries.

She held on as they rode across the
landscape. The sun was coming up in the far sky, letting in light
through the trees. It was beautiful, and Vanessa wished she had a
camera to catch the moment. As she watched the fields go by, she
wondered when they’d arrive at the vines he wanted to work on. The
chill in the air was growing as the sun came up, which was strange.
She’d hoped that with the rising sun, so would the temperatures
rise, but it seemed to be getting cooler.

Jason pulled the tractor over into a
grassy area off the dirt drive they’d been on. When he turned the
key and the engine quieted, Vanessa looked around at the rows of
vines that surrounded them. They went as far as the eye could see.
She smiled, not realizing until now the size of the farm she’d
purchased, which made her feel less than smart now.

“I was wondering
something.” Vanessa said as Jason climbed down and helped her from
the tractor.

“What’s that?” Jason said
as he pulled his wire clippers from the tool box he’d put under the
seat.

“This may sound strange,
especially considering that I bought this property, but where is
the processing barn and holding area?” Vanessa looked around,
realizing that she hadn’t seen any large out buildings other than
the barns near the house.

Jason shook his head, rubbing his jaw
as he grumbled, “Didn’t you look this place over before you bought
it?”

“No, I just fell in love
with the main house and the thought of owning a vineyard...” Her
words trailed off as he gave her a strange look.

“Unbelievable.” He held
his hands up in the air in frustration. “Alright, if you continue
down this road you’ll run into the large processing barn. This is a
very small vineyard, so there’s not a large bottling
facility.”

“Oh.” Vanessa said as she
gazed in the direction he pointed. If she wasn’t helping him with
these vines, she’d walk down the road and look at the
building.

“Alright, let’s get this
started.” Jason said as he walked over to the first section of
vines. He began to gently pull the
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