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“Mmm, Deidra. I rather have you for lunch instead of cheap Chinese food,” Anthony said, as he backed her against the wall of her office.

“Anthony, please! Someone might walk in,” Deidra giggled as she slightly pushed him. 

He pulled back and looked her up and down. He smiled that winning smile that stole her heart two years ago. “You’re such a lady. And your co-workers are rude if they just barge in without knocking.” He turned and went back to his seat in front of her desk.

“They only become rude when you arrive. They’re more interested in what you and I are doing behind closed doors, than their work.” Deidra straightened out her desk and grabbed her purse. 

Anthony smirked. He got up and took Deidra’s coat off the hanger on the back of her door and put it on her. “Don’t they have a man of their own?”

“Not that looks like you,” she said, turning around and planting a kiss on his lips.

And she meant that. Anthony De Luca. One of the sexist Italian American men she’s ever met. At times he looked like sin, and others, like today, he looked like a Fortune Five Hundred businessman—the looked like sin under his suit. He had a body that couldn’t be contained, even in a five-thousand-dollar Armani.

Owner of an Italian grape vineyard in the valley, and a seller of one of the finest wines west of the Mississippi, he was featured in Business News Weekly as an up-and-coming star in the wine industry. He had some of the finest grapes outside of France.

Deidra watched him as he checked himself in the mirror. He quickly ran his hand over his thick black hair, which had just the right amount of gray on the sides. He straightened his tie and turned to face her. “You like?”

Of course, she liked. Anthony was the epitome of the Italian male. Darkly sexy, sensuous in the way he moved. She loved how he whispered in Italian to her during lovemaking. And unlike some men that go to pot after they reached forty; he could put any twenty-something to shame at forty-five. He was ageless. Just looking at him one wouldn’t believe that he owned a multimillion-dollar wine company. 

There was another attribute that attracted her to him. He was a bit kinky, sexually open, with a past that was perfect for an erotica blog. But that made him the lover that he was. Deidra wouldn’t have it any other way.

“Let’s sneak out the back way, that will really get them,” she giggled, as she took him by the hand.

“I love it when you’re naughty,” he purred.

Once at the restaurant, she was able to let her hair down. Being with Anthony always had that effect on her, and she needed it more than anything since she took this job at Belsher and Buckman; the stuffiest law firm she ever worked for. And she’s worked for several, being one of the most sought-after paralegals in the law industry.

“You look beat,” Anthony said, putting down his menu and taking her hand. “You’re trembling! Hon, what’s going on?” He slid closer to her.

“I’m ready for a vacation. The partners are driving me crazy, and the office politics have gotten out of hand.”

Anthony lifted her chin. “Hey, anyone making life difficult for you? You know I can take care of it.”

Deidra took his hand and laid her cheek in the palm of it. Good old Anthony. He may have been a straight honest businessman and have the sexual prowess of a porn star, but he was raised in the toughest neighborhood in Chicago. If one didn’t know any better, one would swear he was gangster, or at the very least, dabbling with a rough crowd.

But he was a good man. Good, honest, sweet, a bit old-fashioned when it came to chivalry, and a great listener. He was also a man of action, and his imposing presence; standing at six three, scared people. Sometimes she appreciated it, others, she implored him to use his mind instead of his muscle.

However, he was her rock and was there for her any time she needed him. There was only one downside to their relationship; he traveled a lot. But even away, she could always count on late night calls that went on for hours, or Facetime on her iPhone.

Right now, she just needed him to be near her. 

“No one is doing anything to me personally. It’s the whole office. When a big case comes in, everyone forgets to act civilized.”

“You know, I disapproved of you taking that job.”

“The pay is great,” she said, sitting back up and taking her menu.

“I could have taken care of you until you found something better, and you know that. Your independence is annoying at times.”

“But that’s what you loved about me,” she said, taking a sip of water. “Besides, you don’t want some clingy needy woman.”

“I realize that. But I hate seeing you stressed. Tell you what, let’s take advantage of the three-day holiday. I need to look over the grapes, we’ll just relax at the vineyard. No going out on the town, no shopping sprees, just laying around the cottage and eating breakfast, lunch, and dinner in bed. And of course, dessert,” he said, wiggling his brows.

“That sounds like heaven.”

“It will be, once I have you on your back.” He leaned in and kissed her.

“Oh, Anthony. What am I going to do with you?”

“I’m sure you’ll figure something out.”
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Anthony was back at his office. He hated leaving Deidra. He could tell she wasn’t genuinely happy with the new job. Sure, the money was great and maybe having worked for these particular partners would be a feather in her professional cap. But was it really worth it in the long run?

Another hitch in this job; it was putting a strain on their relationship. Nothing serious that a good vacation couldn’t patch up. But that’s all it would do—patch things up, temporarily. They needed a long-term solution before things got worse.

He leaned back in his chair and threw down his pen.  “There has to be an answer. There’s always a solution to a problem.”

He got up from his seat and walked over to the window. He stared out, not looking at anything in particular when his intercom buzzed.

“Yes.”

“Mr. Rizzo is here to see you,” the receptionist said.

“Send him in.”

Anthony sat on the edge of the desk, still thinking of Deidra’s situation when his door opened.

“Hey, bruh.”

“You know, you don’t have to go through reception to see me.”

“Yeah, I do. She’s cute.”

Anthony shook his head and returned to his seat. “What brings you here, besides the redhead out front?”

“Nothing. Just wondering if you want to go to the ballgame. Got tickets, box.” Orlando whipped out two tickets from his jacket pocket.

Anthony let out a whistle. “Hey, how did you score those?” 

“Bonus from the boss.”

“Ahh.” 

Orlando Rizzo worked at the casinos. He was the dude that watched the gambling patrons, to make sure no one was cheating the house. Being a high-roller gambler himself and a professional card counter, he knew what to look for. Anthony always tried to beat him at cards and dice. It was futile.

Orlando was also his best friend, and somewhat ex-lover. Somewhat being the fact, that their fooling around never came to anything serious. Just fun sex and exploration and a mutual attraction for the other, which Anthony didn’t mind at all. If it had to be with someone, Orlando would be his first pick.

He was sexy, rough-looking, and matched him muscle for muscle. He had a face that made women and men think dirty thoughts. One woman, in particular, Anthony mused to himself.

“Put your paperwork aside and come join me,” Orlando said, getting up.

“Yeah, I can’t get anything done anyway.”

Orlando stood in front of him and poked his shoulder gently. “Say, something buggin’ you?

“Deidra.”

“Deidra? That fine piece of...woman. She’s as loyal to you as old Rover, and you walk the ends of the earth for her. What could possibly be the problem?”

Anthony smirked at his friend. “I know you got the hots for her. Don’t you think it’s about time you stop hiding it? Anyway, her new job is putting a strain on her...and us, I’m afraid.”

“Get her to quit.”

Anthony raised his brow. “Really, man?”

“Oh yeah, Miss Independent.”

“She ain’t quitting. In fact, she’ll get herself fired before she admits defeat.”

“I like her spunk.”

“Among other things,” Anthony said, winking at him. “I like it too, but sometimes you need to put it aside.”

“So, the bedroom is becoming routine, is that what I’m hearing?”

“Routine or sometimes nonexistence.”

“Ouch! That’s not good.”

“You’re telling me.” Anthony walked around the room, still trying to come up with something. “We need something spontaneous, controversial, wild. Something that get us exploring something new.”

“I would talk to her, you know, an outside person that has no skin in the game. People usually open up. But she hates my guts—”

“That’s it!” Anthony said, slamming his fist on his desk.

“What? What? What did I say?” Orlando sat back down.

“I got a plan to spice up the bedroom, spark conversation, doing something wild and controversial, and maybe bring us all together at the same time.”

“Wow, let me in on it.”

“Oh, that is my plan—literally.”
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