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“I really can’t stay,” Alyssa said,
standing and walking toward the front door.

Mildly panicked that she might actually
leave when she’d practically just arrived, Jason jumped up and went
after her. “It’s cold outside.”

She turned to him with a smile. “I’ve got to
go.”

He grabbed her wrist lightly. “But it’s so
cold outside.”

“Thank you for having me over. This evening
has been-”

He interrupted her. “I’d been hoping that
you’d drop in.”

“So very nice,” she continued as if he
hadn’t spoken.

He moved his hand from her wrist to her
hand, then grabbed the other, as well. “I’ll hold your hands.” He
said it as if it were an enticement. Then, as though he needed an
excuse, he said, “They’re just like ice.”

She lifted a brow, then said, “My mother
will start to worry.”

“You’re beautiful,” he murmured, kissing the
backs of her hands. “What’s your hurry?”

She wanted to stay, but knew that she
couldn’t. “My father will be pacing the floor.”

He gestured into the living room, where a
fire warmed the room. “Listen to the fireplace roar. We should go
sit in front of it, and warm up.” He moved his mouth from her hands
to the inside of her wrists.

She watched him with interest, wondering how
far he’d go to keep her there. “Really, I’d better scurry.”

He lifted amused eyes to hers. “Beautiful,
please don’t hurry.” He traced the veins in her wrist with the tip
of his tongue.

She acquiesced, but only a little. “Well,
maybe just a half a drink more.”

With a grin, he walked back into the living
room, over to the bar in the corner. “Why don’t you put some music
on while I pour?”

Agreeable, she walked to the large stereo
system on the wall and turned the radio on, then found a station
that played non-stop Christmas music. They met back on the couch,
and he handed her a small Cosmopolitan.

While she nursed it, not wanting to drink
too fast and end up tipsy, they chatted about his family. She’d
known them all her life, just like she’d known Jason all her life.
They’d only recently shared that they were attracted to each other,
and had only gone out a few times in the last couple weeks.

When Alyssa got to the bottom of her glass,
she glanced out the window, saw one of his neighbors pull up next
door and stare in surprise at her car in his drive. Mildly
startled, she realized that in such a small town, the news of her
being in his home, alone with him, would spread like wildfire.

“Um, I should go. Your neighbors might
think…” She didn’t elaborate.

He shrugged. “It’s bad out there.”

She watched the snow swirl outside the
window for a minute before turning back to him. When she did, her
head swum just a tad. “Say, what’s in this drink?”

“Vodka, Cosmo drink mix.” He smiled as he
realized she was asking because she was tipsy. “No cabs to be had
out there.”

Her mouth pulled to the side as she
considered that. She mumbled, “I wish I knew how…”

He looked closely at her, saw the glaze that
came over eyes when they were drinking. Her blue eyes were so
pretty. “Your eyes are like starlight now.”

“To break this spell,” she finished on a
sigh. Beside her on the couch, her wool cap sat. She lifted it,
running her fingers around the edge just for something to do.

Lightly, he plucked it from her fingers.
“I’ll take your hat. Your hair looks swell.”

She lifted a brow at the word, watching as
he stood and went to the bar to get them more drinks. When he came
back and offered hers, she took it but said, “I ought to say no,
no, no, sir.”

He sat close beside her, putting one arm
around her delicate shoulders. “Mind if I move in closer?”

She shook her head, then leaned it on his
arm. “At least I’m gonna say that I tried.”

He made an exaggeratedly pained face.
“What’s the sense in hurting my pride?”

She took another sip of her drink, and
sighed. “I really can’t stay.”

 

Jason squeezed her gently. “Baby, don’t hold
out.” When she gave him
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