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Wine-Estate Owner's Fresh Love
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Chapter 1 – Arrival in the Vineyard
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The car wound its way up the hillside, past rows of neatly pruned grapevines glistening under the late afternoon sun. Emily Carter pressed her forehead to the window, letting the warm breeze carry the faint scent of earth and ripening grapes. This was nothing like the bustling city streets she was used to—the constant hum of traffic replaced by the soft whisper of leaves and distant birdsong.

“Wow,” she whispered to herself, as if speaking aloud would make the magic vanish.

Her weekend escape had been impulsive—a last-minute booking for a vineyard tour in the countryside—but the moment she spotted the sprawling estate, she knew it had been worth every last second. Rolling hills stretched as far as the eye could see, dotted with rustic stone cottages and a grand, Mediterranean-style mansion at the top of the property.

The car pulled into a gravel driveway lined with olive trees, and Emily hopped out, stretching. She clutched her bag and took a deep breath, trying to absorb everything—the colors, the smells, the sense of calm that felt almost foreign to her.

“Welcome to DeLuca Vineyards,” a deep voice said from behind her.

Emily turned, startled. A man leaned casually against a sleek black SUV, holding a clipboard in one hand. He was tall, impeccably dressed in a tailored shirt and khakis, with hair dark as the soil beneath the vines and eyes that seemed to measure everything... and everyone.

“You must be Emily,” he said, his voice smooth, confident, with just a hint of amusement. “Alexander DeLuca. Owner of this little slice of heaven.”

Emily extended her hand, trying not to notice how magnetic his presence was. “Nice to meet you, Mr. DeLuca. Your vineyard... it’s breathtaking.”

He smiled—a small, knowing smile that somehow made her pulse quicken. “Please, call me Alex. And thank you. We take pride in it.”

There was something in the way he said it, a mix of pride and something softer, something almost... protective. Emily felt a flutter of curiosity.

A soft bark interrupted the moment. A golden retriever trotted up, tail wagging, brushing against Emily’s legs. Alex chuckled.

“This is Bruno. Don’t worry—he’s friendly. Mostly.”

Emily crouched to scratch the dog behind the ears. “He’s adorable.”

Bruno’s enthusiasm was contagious, and for a moment, the tension she didn’t realize she’d been carrying melted away. Alex watched her with a faintly amused expression, as if he was trying to decide whether she was trouble—or a challenge.

“I’ll have the tour guide meet you shortly,” Alex said, straightening. “But if you don’t mind, I can give you a quick look around before the others arrive. Consider it... a personal welcome.”

Emily hesitated, unsure if she should take him up on the offer. There was a subtle edge to his gaze that made her heart race. But curiosity won. “Sure... lead the way.”

As they walked along a stone path toward the vineyard rows, Alex began talking—light, effortless conversation about the estate, the grapes, and the wine-making process. Emily listened, genuinely interested, but also keenly aware of the subtle glances he threw her way. Each one seemed to linger a fraction longer than necessary, and Emily found herself smiling despite herself.

When they reached the first row of vines, Alex plucked a small bunch of grapes, handing it to her. “Taste,” he said simply.

Emily took a bite, letting the sweetness linger on her tongue. “Delicious,” she murmured.

Alex’s eyes softened just a fraction. “Good. The best grapes make the best wine.”

There was a pause—a quiet moment between them, filled with the kind of charged energy that made Emily acutely aware of her own heartbeat. She forced herself to look away, pretending to examine the rows of grapes, but the pull between them was undeniable.

As they walked back toward the main estate, Emily realized one thing: this weekend, she had no idea what was in store for her. But something told her, with Alex DeLuca around, it was going to be... unforgettable.
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Chapter 2 – First Tour & Flirty Banter
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The morning sun spilled over the vineyard, casting golden light across the neatly lined rows of grapevines. Emily arrived at the small gathering of tour guests, her notebook and camera in hand, feeling a mix of excitement and nervous anticipation. She wasn’t usually one for organized tours, but something about DeLuca Vineyards had drawn her in—especially Alex.

“Good morning, everyone!” Alex’s voice carried across the group, smooth and confident. Emily felt her stomach flip as his gaze found hers almost immediately. “I’m Alexander DeLuca, owner of the estate, and today, I’ll be guiding you through our vineyards and sharing some secrets of wine-making—secrets that I only reveal to a very lucky few.”

A few of the guests chuckled politely, but Emily caught the faint, mischievous twinkle in his eye directed solely at her.

“Lucky few, huh?” she murmured under her breath, earning a soft, amused raise of his eyebrow.

Alex led the group along the gravel paths, explaining the intricacies of grape cultivation. Emily tried to focus, jotting down notes, but she couldn’t help sneaking glances at him. There was a fluid elegance in the way he moved, the way he gestured toward the vines, his deep voice carrying confidence without arrogance. She realized she’d never met anyone quite like him—charming, commanding, but with an approachable warmth that made her want to lean in closer.

“Emily, right?” Alex’s voice cut through her thoughts. She blinked, startled.

“Yes,” she replied, slightly flustered. “And you’re the lucky guide today.”

“Touché,” he said with a grin. “I hope you’re prepared for a rigorous day of learning... and possibly falling in love with the vineyard.”

Emily laughed, shaking her head. “I think the vineyard will survive, but I’m not so sure about me.”

Alex chuckled, clearly enjoying the exchange. “Challenge accepted.”

They continued along the rows, and Emily tried to focus on the grapes—but Alex had a way of making every detail feel like it carried double meaning. “These grapes,” he said, plucking one and holding it between his fingers, “are the heart of our Merlot. Treat them carefully, and they’ll reward you beyond expectation.”

Emily arched an eyebrow. “Is that a metaphor, or are you just trying to impress me?”

Alex smirked. “Perhaps a little of both. But mostly the first one. Maybe some of the second, too—if you’re paying attention.”

Her pulse quickened, and she realized she had been paying attention far too closely. There was something magnetic about him—his confidence, his charisma, and the way he made even casual conversation feel like a private game.

As the tour progressed, Alex invited Emily to taste a few grapes straight from the vine. “Only the best for you,” he said, holding out a small bunch.

She leaned slightly closer, brushing her fingers against his, and accepted them. “Well, I do like being spoiled,” she said, smiling.

“I can arrange that,” he replied, a teasing glint in his eyes.

By the time the tour concluded near the estate’s tasting room, Emily was both dizzy from the information and subtly intoxicated by Alex’s presence. She couldn’t deny that she had been drawn to him from the start, but now, the pull between them felt like a current she couldn’t resist.

“Thank you for joining the tour,” Alex said, his gaze lingering on her. “I hope you found it... enlightening.”

Emily smiled, feeling heat creep up her neck. “Very. I may need a private session to learn even more, though.”

Alex’s smile widened, and for a moment, his sophisticated exterior softened into something warmer, something more personal. “We’ll see if we can arrange that,” he said, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

As she walked toward the tasting room, Emily realized something thrilling: this weekend was already shaping up to be far more than a simple escape.
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Chapter 3 – A Taste of Wine, A Glimpse of Personality
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The tasting room was tucked away at the far end of the estate, a cozy space with rustic wooden beams and large windows that overlooked the vineyard. Sunlight poured in, illuminating rows of neatly arranged wine bottles on polished shelves. Emily stepped inside, taking a deep breath—the faint scent of oak barrels, aged wine, and something warm and subtle in the air made her senses tingle.

Alex followed her, closing the door behind him. “I hope you like wine,” he said, placing a bottle of their finest Merlot on the counter. “Because today, you’re in for a treat.”

“I do... but mostly, I’m here for the experience,” Emily replied, smiling. She couldn’t help sneaking another glance at him. There was something about the way he moved—graceful, confident, deliberate—that made him magnetic. She noticed it now more than ever, how effortlessly sophisticated he was without seeming showy.

Alex poured a small glass of red for her, swirling it gently. “Wine is more than taste,” he said softly. “It’s history, patience, and a little intuition. You have to understand it, feel it, maybe even trust it.”

Emily raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Sounds philosophical for a wine tasting.”

He shrugged with a playful grin. “Maybe. Or maybe I just like seeing people think.”

She laughed, raising her glass. “Then here’s to thinking... and tasting.”

They sipped together, and for a moment, the room was quiet except for the soft clink of glass. Emily realized she was studying him—the curve of his smile, the warmth in his dark eyes, the subtle way he listened before speaking. He wasn’t just wealthy or successful; there was a depth to him, layers she wanted to uncover.

“What about you?” she asked, trying to balance curiosity with casualness. “You seem... so confident, so in control of everything here. Do you ever just... relax?”

Alex’s smile softened. “I try. But running a vineyard, managing staff, keeping the estate in top shape... it doesn’t leave much time for idleness. Still, moments like this,” he said, gesturing to the two of them in the quiet tasting room, “make it worth it.”

Emily felt a warmth spread through her chest. There was sincerity there, beneath the charm and teasing. “You make it sound so... effortless,” she said.

“Effortless?” he echoed, a playful lilt in his tone. “I assure you, it’s anything but. But there’s something rewarding about sharing it with someone who appreciates it... someone who notices.”

Her gaze flicked up, meeting his. There was a subtle intensity in his eyes, a hint that he was used to people seeing only the surface, yet somehow he wanted her to see more. Her heart skipped a beat.

“Emily,” he said softly, leaning slightly closer, “I get the sense that you notice a lot.”

She felt a flutter of nervous excitement. “I suppose I do,” she admitted, smiling. “But I notice people, too. Not just things.”

He let that linger
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