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  Arrival and Aged Temptation


The gravel crunched beneath her tires as Harper Coleman pulled her beat-up Honda Civic to a stop in front of the sprawling stone estate. She killed the engine and sat there for a moment, letting the view sink in. Rows upon rows of grapevines stretched across the hillside, their leaves catching the late afternoon sun in shades of deep green and gold. The air smelled of earth and ripening fruit, warm and heavy with promise. 
She stepped out of the car, stretching her legs after the long drive from the city. Her auburn hair fell loose around her shoulders, and she smoothed down the hem of her white sundress, suddenly self-conscious. Twenty-two years old, a college graduate, and she still felt like a kid whenever she came here.
The front door of the main house opened, and her breath caught in her throat.
Eric Whitaker stepped onto the porch, wiping his hands on a rag before tossing it over his shoulder. He was taller than she remembered, broader somehow, his shoulders filling out a simple linen shirt that was rolled at the sleeves. His salt-and-pepper hair was thicker at the temples, and the lines around his eyes had deepened, giving his face a weathered, handsome quality that made her stomach flip.
He smiled, and the years between them collapsed.
"Harper Coleman. Look at you." His voice was the same warm baritone she remembered from summer barbecues and holiday dinners, but there was something new in it now. Something that made her skin prickle.
She walked toward him, her sandals clicking against the stone pathway. "Eric. I mean, Mr. Whitaker. Sorry. It's been a while."
He laughed, and the sound rumbled through her chest. "Eric is fine. You're not a kid anymore, Harper. Come here."
He pulled her into a hug, and she melted against him. His arms were solid, his chest warm, and she caught the scent of oak and cedar, something distinctly male underneath. She lingered a second longer than she should have before pulling back.
"Lyla is so sorry she couldn't make it," Harper said, forcing lightness into her voice. "Her internship project ran long. She said she'll try to video call later."
Eric nodded, his eyes scanning her face in a way that felt more intimate than it should. "She told me. But I'm glad you could still come. Happy birthday, by the way. Twenty-two is a milestone."
"Thanks. I figured a weekend at a vineyard beat a crowded bar any day."
"Smart woman." He gestured toward the house. "Let me show you to your room. Then I'll give you the tour."
She followed him inside, watching the way his back moved beneath his shirt, the easy confidence in his stride. The house was beautiful, all exposed beams and hardwood floors, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the valley. But she barely noticed any of it. Her eyes kept drifting back to him.
He led her up a winding staircase to a room at the end of the hall. The walls were painted a soft cream, and a large bed sat in the center, covered in a quilt that looked handmade. French doors opened onto a small balcony.
"This is lovely," she said, setting her bag on the bed.
"It's the guest room. Lyla's room is down the hall, but since she's not here, you've got the whole floor to yourself." He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. "Make yourself comfortable. When you're ready, meet me in the tasting room. I'll pour you something special."
He left, and she let out a breath she didn't realize she'd been holding. Her hands were trembling slightly, and she pressed them against her thighs to steady them.
Get a grip, Harps. He's your best friend's dad. He's married. He's old enough to be your father.
But the thought didn't settle her. It only made her heart beat faster.
Later, she found him in the tasting room. It was a long, narrow space with a wooden bar that stretched the length of the wall. Bottles lined the shelves behind it, their labels handwritten in elegant script. Eric stood behind the bar, uncorking a bottle of deep red wine.
"You're just in time," he said, pouring two glasses. "This is our 2018 Cabernet Sauvignon. Our best vintage in years."
She slid onto a stool across from him, and he pushed a glass toward her. Their fingers brushed, and she felt the contact like a spark.
"To your birthday," he said, raising his glass.
"To the vineyard," she replied, clinking hers against his.
She took a sip. The wine was rich and full-bodied, with notes of blackberry and oak that lingered on her tongue. She closed her eyes, savoring it.
"That's incredible," she said.
"You know your wine." He sounded pleased. "Most people your age are still stuck on cheap beer and sugary cocktails."
She laughed. "My parents were big into wine. They took me to tastings all the time growing up. I guess some of it stuck."
"It shows." He refilled her glass, then his own. "So, what are your plans now that you've graduated? Big city dreams?"
"I'm not sure yet. I have some job prospects in the city, but nothing solid. I wanted to take a breather before jumping into the real world." She traced the rim of her glass with her finger. "This seemed like the perfect escape."
"I'm glad you chose here." His voice dropped, becoming softer. "Lyla talks about you all the time. She says you're the most loyal friend she's ever had."
Warmth spread through her chest, but it was tangled with guilt. Loyal. That was what Lyla thought of her. And here she was, sitting across from Lyla's father, feeling things she had no right to feel.
"She's my best friend," Harper said simply.
"She's lucky." Eric held her gaze, and the moment stretched between them, thick and electric.
She broke it first, taking another sip of wine. "Tell me about the vineyard. How long have you been making wine here?"
He launched into the story, his hands moving as he spoke. He talked about the soil, the climate, the specific techniques he used to coax the best flavor from each grape. She listened, but she was watching him more than hearing the words. The way his lips curved when he smiled. The way his eyes lit up when he talked about his work.
"It sounds like you love it," she said when he finished.
"I do. It's not just a job. It's a part of who I am." He paused, his expression shifting. "I wish I could say the same about everything in my life."
She caught the weight in his words, the hint of something unspoken. "What do you mean?"
He hesitated, then let out a slow breath. "Lyla's mother and I... we've grown apart. It happens. Years of running a business, raising a daughter, and somewhere along the way, you forget why you started."
Harper's heart ached for him, but there was a thrill beneath the sympathy. He was opening up to her. Trusting her.
"I'm sorry," she said softly.
"Don't be. It's not your burden." He smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. "Come on. Let me show you the vines before the sun goes down."
They walked through the rows of grapes, the evening light casting long shadows across the ground. Eric pointed out different varietals, explaining how each one was grown and harvested. She asked questions, partly because she was genuinely interested, partly because she loved hearing him talk.
At one point, she reached out to touch a cluster of grapes, and his hand closed over hers, gently guiding her fingers.
"Be careful," he said, his voice low. "The skins are delicate. You don't want to bruise them."
His hand was warm and rough, calloused from years of work. She looked up at him, and their faces were inches apart. She could see the flecks of gold in his brown eyes, the faint lines around his mouth.
"I'll be careful," she whispered.
He held her gaze for a long moment, then let go, stepping back. The air between them felt charged, like the stillness before a storm.
"The sun is almost down," he said, his voice rougher than before. "We should head back."
She nodded, falling into step beside him. Neither of them spoke, but the silence was filled with everything they hadn't said.
That night, she lay in her bed, staring at the ceiling. The room was dark, the only light coming from the moon filtering through the French doors. She could hear the distant sound of crickets and the rustle of leaves in the wind.
Her body was humming with energy, her thoughts circling back to Eric again and again. The way he'd looked at her. The way his hand had felt on hers. The way he'd mentioned his marriage like it was already over.
This is insane, she told herself. He's married. He's Lyla's dad. You're here as a guest.
But the warnings felt hollow, drowned out by the memory of his voice, his eyes, his touch.
She thought about the first time she'd noticed him. She was sixteen, visiting Lyla for the summer. He'd come in from the fields, shirtless and sweating, and she'd felt something shift inside her. A crush, she'd called it then. Harmless. But it hadn't faded over the years. It had only grown, fed by stolen glances and fleeting interactions.
And now she was here. Alone with him. In his house.
She turned onto her side, pressing her thighs together. The ache between them was persistent, demanding. She could feel the heat pooling low in her belly, the slick warmth building between her legs as she replayed the moment in the vineyard. His rough hand covering hers. The gold flecks in his eyes. The way his breath had ghosted across her lips when he'd leaned close.
She slid her hand down her stomach, past the waistband of her shorts, and touched herself through her underwear. The thin cotton was already damp, and she gasped at the contact, her hips tilting forward instinctively.
She closed her eyes, and it was Eric's face she saw. His hands on her body. His mouth on hers.
She pushed beneath the fabric, her fingers finding the slick heat of her center. She was wetter than she expected, swollen and sensitive, and the first stroke made her whimper into the pillow. She bit her lip to keep quiet, her fingers moving in slow circles around her clit. The pleasure built, slow and deep, each movement sending a pulse of warmth through her body.
In her mind, it was his hand between her legs. Those calloused fingers, rough and sure, pressing against her most sensitive flesh. She imagined him leaning over her in the dark, his breath hot against her neck, his voice low and rough as he whispered her name.
"Eric," she breathed, barely audible, testing how it felt to say it.
Her fingers moved faster, slipping through the wetness, two fingers sliding inside herself while her thumb worked her clit. She arched her back, her free hand gripping the quilt beneath her. The ache was building now, intensifying with every stroke, coiling tighter and tighter in her core.
She imagined him above her, his weight pressing her into the mattress, his body moving against hers. The salt-and-pepper hair she'd run her fingers through. The broad shoulders she'd dig her nails into. The deep baritone of his voice, groaning her name as he filled her.
Her hips rocked against her hand, finding a rhythm that matched the fantasy in her head. The wet sounds of her fingers were obscene in the quiet room, and she didn't care. She couldn't think about anything but the heat consuming her, the pressure building toward something she desperately needed.
She added another finger, stretching herself, and the fullness made her gasp. Her inner walls clenched around her fingers, slick and tight, and she wished it was him inside her. His thickness. His weight. The way he would take his time, make her beg for it.
The thought pushed her closer to the edge. Her thumb pressed harder against her clit, rubbing in tight, desperate circles. Her thighs trembled, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She was close, so close, the tension winding tighter with every heartbeat.
In her mind, he kissed her. Deep and slow, his tongue tangling with hers, tasting the wine they'd shared. His hands everywhere, rough and gentle at once, claiming every inch of her.
"Please," she whispered into the darkness, not even sure what she was asking for.
The orgasm hit her hard. Her body seized, back arching off the bed, a strangled cry escaping her lips before she could muffle it with the pillow. Her inner walls spasmed around her fingers, pulsing in waves, and the pleasure crashed through her in hot, blinding surges. She rode it out, her fingers still moving, drawing out every last tremor until her body went limp against the mattress.
Afterward, she lay there, her heart pounding, guilt and satisfaction warring in her chest. Her fingers were still inside her, still wet, and she could feel the aftershocks of her release fluttering through her core. She withdrew her hand slowly, wiping it on her shorts, and stared at the ceiling.
What are you doing, Harper?
She didn't have an answer. But she knew one thing for certain.
She wasn't going to stop.
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