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Maggie

Thanksgiving 2019

He showed up to Thanksgiving dinner. Inviting
him was the least I could do after helping me with my flat tire
yesterday. I’m a capable woman. I know how to change a tire, but I
couldn’t turn the last lug nut; it was too tight. My sister, Gen,
goes all out for every holiday, but I didn’t feel like attending
the one after learning my boyfriend is cheating on me, sleezy son
of a . . .. Luckily, no one noticed he didn’t show, and I certainly
don’t want to explain.

I invite him into Gen’s cottage after dinner.
The alcohol buzz is talking, and I find myself unbuttoning Grant’s
crisp Oxford shirt. I’m out of my mind right now. I just met him
yesterday, but he is carved and sculpted, and like I said, the buzz
has decreased my common sense. I slide his shirt down his corded
arms, and my breath hitches. This man is perfect.

“Are you sure about this, Maggie?”

“Yes, absolutely sure,” I reply, looking up
into his emerald eyes. He towers over me, but I’m not afraid. In
fact, I feel protected when he carries me to the couch. He lifts my
sweater over my head and tosses it to the floor.

“You’re beautiful.” I blush at his words as
he rakes his eyes over my chest sitting up in my red balconette.
His mouth grazes my collarbone, sending shivers down my spine and
straight to my core. It isn’t as if I have a ton of experience in
the sex department, especially one-night stands—that number is
precisely zero. I drag my fingernails from his waist to the top of
his shoulder blades as I explore his lips and mouth. Our tongues
tangle and dance around each other. The idea of no-strings-attached
sex right now is nothing short of perfect. I don’t need any
complications. I don’t even live here.

He pulls us up to a sitting position, and I
straddle his leg as I reach back and unclasp my bra. My nipples
hardened with the sudden rush of cold air. Immediately, his hands
cover my breasts. He draws circles around my nipples, making them
tighter with each stroke. Reaching for his pants, I unbutton them
and grab his length, sliding my hand up and down a few times.

“Maggie.” He reaches down and stills my
hands. “I realize this may seem backwards, but we need to slow
down.”

“You don’t want to do this?” I ask him,
fighting the anger in my head. What’s wrong with me? I’m throwing
myself at this gorgeous man, and he is saying no. Get a grip,
Maggie! He is being respectful, and you’re not in the best frame of
mind.

“I do, but we shouldn’t . . . at least not
tonight.”

I reach for my sweater, tugging it over my
head.

“Maggie, you’re gorgeous, funny, and very
sexy, but I don’t want our first time to be while you’re upset and
buzzed. I want you to have a clear head and be fully aware of what
you’re doing.”

“I know what I want and what I’m doing, but .
. . you’re right. I’m buzzed, and slowing this down isn’t a
horrible idea.” I notice, although we aren’t going to finish this
tonight, Grant is still ready to go. I appreciate his moral code.
Not many guys would turn down a one-night stand with no strings
attached. I slowly move off Grant and sit next to him on the couch,
resting my head on his shoulder.

“You’re a good guy, Grant,” I say softly.

“Thank you, Maggie.”

The silence is deafening.

“Do you want me to leave?” he finally
asks.

“No. Do you want to leave? I understand, if
you do.”

“Why, because we aren’t going to sleep
together tonight?”

“Yes, most guys would run out that door
faster than Usain Bolt.”

“I’m not most guys. Did you bring any
desserts here from your sister’s?”

“I believe I did. Want to dish some out and
watch some football?”

“You like football?” he asks, as if it’s
impossible for a woman to like football.

“I don’t like football; I love football. You
have never met anyone like me, have you?”

“Not even close, Maggie. You’re one of a
kind.”

Feeling heated from his response, I head to
the kitchen to plate some desserts. We settle in and watch the
night game while sitting next to each other hip to hip. The tension
in the room is still high, but even though my buzz wore off during
the third quarter, I’m still sure he is right and we should wait.
After the game wraps up, he takes his dish into the kitchen and
promptly washes it.

“Thank you. I could’ve done that,” I say,
slightly surprised.

“I used it. I will clean it.”

I smile and wonder what else about Grant
Washington is insanely hot.

“I better get going. I have to work tomorrow.
Can I call you, Maggie?”

“I would like that.”

As he turns to leave, I ask him, “Don’t you
need my number?”

“I already have it.”

“How do you already have it?” I ask
incredulously, knowing that I didn’t give it to him. A warning bell
starts ringing.

“It was on the report from your flat last
night. I recall details, like addresses and phone numbers,
easily.”

I shake my head. It makes complete sense.
Warning bell silenced. He is a cop after all.

“Oh. Can I have yours?” It’s only fair. He
rattles off his number, and I save it in my phone. “Are you free
tomorrow night?”

“Yes, I get off shift around six.”

“Dinner before I go home?”

“Sounds great. Text me the details.” He steps
closer to me. The air heats up around us, and anticipation makes my
chest tight. I place my hand on his chest, trying to hold back the
memory of him shirtless, and look up at him. His hand curves around
my neck while his lips graze mine. A soft sigh escapes my lips.
This man is good with his mouth. I can only imagine how it would
feel on my. . .. I shake that luscious thought away.

“Good night, Maggie,” he says, pulling away
slowly.

“Good night, Grant.” I close the door behind
him and exhale a deep breath I didn’t know I was holding. Do I want
to have sex with him? Absolutely. He’s gorgeous, and his eyes
sparkle when he looks at me. His chest is a work of art, and
touching him with my lips locked on his makes my core heat. He was
kind and brought me to Gen’s on his own time while my car was
towed. He is nothing like that piece of work ex of mine, Tyler, who
I dated for the last two years. I thought he was going to propose.
Instead, I found him buried in my best friend and roommate, Lisa.
It confirmed my suspicions that he’s cheating on me. I drop onto
the bed in Gen’s guest room, trying to deal with my warring
feelings.
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Grant

I must be out of my mind. That gorgeous,
feisty woman was ready to take a romp under the covers. You know
better, I chastise myself. She was upset and buzzed, and
stopping the oncoming freight train was the best plan. At least she
didn’t kick you out; she even asked you on a date. I shake my
head and flop onto my bed. Flashbacks of Maggie’s perfect breasts
cross my mind as I drift off.

Too soon, my alarm shocks me awake. The
faster this shift goes by, the better. I have a date tonight. I
haven’t had a date in a while. I smile at the thought of seeing
Maggie again.

“Good morning, Captain,” I say as I pass his
office.

“Morning, Washington. Thank you for walking
Maggie to the cottage last night.”

“My pleasure, sir.” I turn and walk away from
the captain’s office. Mrs. Cavallaro, who hosted Thanksgiving
dinner, is Maggie’s sister. The captain is dating Mrs. Cavallaro’s
best friend, Kelsey, so I don’t need to worry too much about dating
Maggie. He isn’t going to pull the big brother card on me.

Slow down, that is a big jump. You’re
going on a first date, not getting married. I grab my gear and
head out to my construction duty assignment for the day. Typically,
these are boring, but it means I will definitely be able to see
Maggie tonight. Although I planned on paying attention, my mind
drifts back to the moment when I first met Maggie. I thought it was
a simple motorist assistance call, but I was wrong. So very wrong.
Maggie isn’t your typical damsel in distress. She wasn’t stomping
her foot while impatiently waiting for me. She was, sleeves pushed
up and hands dirty, trying to fix the problem on her own. In fact,
I find that attractive about her. A passerby, who didn’t stop,
called for help, not Maggie. When I arrived, she was trying to
remove the last lug nut on her tire.

“Ma’am, are you all right? Are you injured?
I’m Officer Washington.”

She turned to look at me, and her wide eyes
were stunning. My heartbeat ticked up.

“Maggie, please call me Maggie.” She reached
up with her delicate hand covered in grease. I took it, and it felt
perfect in mine—not a thought I should have had right then. “I’m
fine, but I can’t get the final lug nut off.” Then she laughed. Her
laugh hit me square in the chest. The sweet sound almost made me
forget why I was there.

“May I?” I asked her. She stood and stepped
to the side, dwarfed by my tall frame. The top of her head barely
met my shoulders. I released the nut and searched for the spare
tire. Unfortunately, for both of us, the spare was also flat. She
sighed deeply.

“I’ll radio for a tow.”

“Thank you. I’m sorry to keep you. I’m sure
you have a family to get home to.”

“You aren’t keeping me. While we wait, are
you heading home or somewhere else?” This tiny woman intrigued
me.

“Heading to my sister’s for the holiday.”

“Who is your sister?”

She hesitated to answer, but finally said,
“Genevieve Harpin—I mean Cavallaro, Genevieve Cavallaro. She got
married a few weeks ago. She lives near Short Sands Beach with her
husband and son.”

“The tow is going to be a few hours. Why
don’t I take you there?”

“Are you sure?” Has no one ever been nice to
her before?

“Either that or we can wait here,” I replied,
indicating I wouldn’t leave her there to wait alone.

“Thank you. I would appreciate a ride.”

I rounded the car and opened her door. Her
facial expression was difficult to read, but I sensed this gesture
was foreign to her, which made me bubble with anger. She gave me
the address, and we were on our way. “Thank you for this. I’m sure
rescuing a helpless woman wasn’t in your plans for tonight.”

“You aren’t helpless, Maggie. You knew what
to do, and you tried your best. It’s more than most women know or
will try to handle on their own. I’m guessing your tires haven’t
been rotated in a while, so the lug nuts are tight.”

Her smile brightened her whole face. She was
gorgeous.

“Where are you coming from?” I asked her. She
paused a little too long as she considered how to answer.

“You don’t have to answer; just making small
talk.”

“It isn’t that. I live outside of Boston
about an hour away.”

I wondered what made her hesitate.

“What do you do for work?’ I glanced over at
her and decided to stop asking questions, her hesitation evident.
“Never mind.” We rode the rest of the way in silence. Once we
arrived, Maggie jumped out of the car, and I saw my boss
approaching the front door of the Cavallaro’s home.

“Captain. Good evening.”

“Washington.”

“This is Maggie, Mrs. Cavallaro’s sister. She
got a flat, and the tow will take a while, so I brought her here,”
I said, attempting to explain my presence. Was it wrong for me to
give her a ride? No. Unusual? Yes.

“Pleasure to meet you Maggie,” he said,
extending his hand.

“Is he in trouble for bringing me here?”
Maggie asked him.

“No, I’m here for a much prettier reason than
him.”

I smiled but Maggie looked confused.

“Why don’t you both come in?” She rang the
bell, and Mrs. Cavallaro opened the door, immediately drawing
Maggie into a tight hug while the captain walked toward the
kitchen.

“Gen, this is . . .” She looked up at me at a
loss, and I didn’t think that happened frequently.

“What’s your first name?”

“Grant, my name is Grant.”

She smiled at me and continued explaining the
last few hours to her sister.

“Pleasure to meet you. Please join us
tomorrow for dinner around two. I won’t take no for an answer,” Gen
states.

“Thank you. I would be happy to join you, if
it’s okay with Maggie.”

She seemed to be flustered but tilted her
head up toward me.

“Yes, please join us tomorrow.”

I decided to leave before Maggie had a chance
to change her mind. That pixie intrigued me. I nodded toward the
captain and headed out the door.
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Maggie

My sister’s renovations are
amazing. After she inherited the cottage from our grandparents, Gen
decided to move to Maine. Soon after making that decision Mother
Nature stepped in and a massive tree fell through the top floor of
the cottage. As when we were spending our summers here, Joseph, her
now husband, lives two doors away. Now, she has two homes very
close together. This kitchen is to die for, and the master suite is
perfect right down to the towel warmers. I wrap myself in the
heated towel and prepare myself for the costly bill from the tow
company. My mind drifts back to yesterday, which was interesting as
well. Thanksgiving is my favorite holiday. True, most people pick
Christmas for the gifts, but I prefer the family meal and chatter
over schlepping from house to house to appease every family elder.
I spent the majority of yesterday talking Grant’s ear off about
Tyler.

Tyler and I met our freshman year in college
but didn’t start dating exclusively until two years ago. Well,
until about two months ago, at least that is when I think it the
exclusivity ended. It was around then that Tyler started canceling
plans and spending more time with the guys. Two days ago, I arrived
home a few hours early and found Tyler buried to the hilt in my
roommate and now former bestie, Lisa. It wasn’t as if they were
trying to hide anything; they were using our dining room table like
a bed. After taking in the scenario, I rushed to my room and
grabbed an overnight bag, hastily filling it with essentials for
the next few days.

I should be angry at the two of them equally,
but I lived with Lisa and she had been lying to me daily for a
least two months. Hopefully, when I get home tomorrow, she will be
gone. If she is, it means I’ll need to find a smaller apartment or
a new roommate fairly quickly. When I returned to the living area,
both were mostly covered as I walked directly toward the door, my
rolling suitcase trailing behind me.

“Maggie, let me explain,” Tyler begged.

“Maggie, I’m so sorry,” Lisa mumbled.

“Tyler, I knew you were cheating on me.
Didn’t you wonder why we haven’t had sex in the last few months? I
just didn’t know who you were screwing me over with.” I turned my
anger toward my bestie next.

“Lisa, how could you? Three years as
roommates and even more as friends, and you screw him? You need to
be out of here by the time I get home on Friday.”

“We need to talk about this, Maggie. I don’t
want to break up. She is just a friend with benefits. I don’t love
her.” Registering his statement, Lisa drew back her hand and
slapped Tyler. It took a lot of self-restraint not to laugh.

“Tyler, we’re over. I don’t want to see you
ever again. Lisa, you need to move out by the time I get back on
Friday. Have a great holiday.”

“Maggie, I don’t have anywhere to go,” Lisa
whined.

“That’s your problem, Lisa, not mine. Did you
seriously think I would let you stay after you banged my boyfriend?
Ex-boyfriend.” I turned on my heel and left for Gen’s, knowing it
wouldn’t matter that I was going to be early. I was sure she was
already baking Thanksgiving confections with Kelsey, her best
friend since college.

When I was about five minutes away from
Gen’s, I heard my tire blow. Good thing, I knew how to change it
myself. I pulled over, popped the trunk, and pulled out the jack
and the other items I would need. By the time I had three lug nuts
off, a police car pulled up behind mine. Then, an emerald-eyed
Adonis offered me assistance.

I shake myself out of that delicious memory,
knowing I will get to see him again tonight. I walk to the Village
Perk where Gen and I are meeting for coffee before retrieving my
car. The Perk is a quaint café in the village. I order a mocha
latte and take a seat near the window.

I slowly sip my mocha as I wait on Gen. She
is about twenty minutes late, which is abnormal.

“Hey there!” I say as she approaches my
table.

“Hey! Sorry, I just had an argument with
Kelsey.”

“About what?”

“She wants to buy the Perk.”

“That is fantastic, Gen! Why aren’t you happy
for her?”

“She’s doing this for William.”

“How do you know that? Is that what she told
you?”

“No, she doesn’t have to tell me, but she
just met him at our wedding. She hasn’t made a decision yet, but I
know she will stay here for him.”

“Isn’t it up to her? You have known Kelsey
for ten years. She has been working toward the Baker’s Edge for the
last three. Maybe the Perk is the right fit for her.”

“So, you’re on her side?”

“Nope, I’m on my side right now, which is no
side at all. We aren’t talking about this anymore.” True to my
word, the subject of Kelsey’s business is off the table. We talk
about Gen’s new husband, Joseph, and his son, James. She has known
Joseph since we were young. Our families spent summers here a few
houses apart. Gen grabs a coffee and pastry before we head to the
tow yard. During the ride, Gen asks about Tyler and why I came to
visit alone. I told her we broke up and left it at that. She didn’t
dig deeper, and for that, I’m grateful. Gen and I don’t really
discuss our relationships. We never have, and I don’t see that
changing. The drive is surprisingly short, but the bill is not. I
drop a considerable sum of cash and drive back to the cottage. My
phone buzzes as I park.

Grant: Hey there! Are we still on for
dinner?

Me: Yes. Where do you want to go? I have no
clue what is good around here. Suggestions?

Grant: I’ll get a reservation. I can pick
you up at six.

Me: Great, see you then.

I take a deep breath and nestle onto the
couch. Why am I nervous? It doesn’t take long or a degree in rocket
science to answer that one. Simple, I haven’t been on a first date
in over two years. Dates with Tyler were college dates—low budget
and made for getting to the sex afterward rather than the actual
date and getting to know each other. Plus, Grant is
swallow-your-tongue hot, and his choice to slow things down last
night makes me wonder why he is single. I let my thoughts wander a
bit before getting ready. I plod upstairs rummaging through the
clothes I brought with me.

I didn’t bring anything dressy for this trip.
I should have asked where we’re going. I find the only suitable
option in my bag and pull it on. It’s this or maybe I should just
cancel. I’m working up the nerve to cancel when the doorbell rings.
I check the peephole and see Grant standing there with flowers. I
sigh before opening the door. No one has ever brought me flowers
before. How is it possible he is single? Why on earth hasn’t
someone snatched him up. Maybe he is waiting for you?

Yeah, right, the little voice in my
head answers.

“Hi, come in. I need to find a sweater in
Gen’s stuff.” He hands me the bouquet of gorgeous flowers and
kisses my cheek. “Thank you. These are lovely.” I set the flowers
on the table and dash upstairs, finding a sweater stashed in Gen’s
closet. I take a few deep breaths and walk back downstairs. My
nerves are off the charts right now.

“Are you okay, Maggie?”

“Yes and no.”

“I can just go home if you don’t want to go
out or if you changed your mind about me.”

Changed my mind, hell no. He is so many
things—perceptive, smart, and sexy as sin.

“It isn’t that. I haven’t been on a first
date in over two years, and honestly, I was a kid in college last
time. This just feels different.”

“If I can be honest . . .?” he says
quietly.

“Always.”

“Tyler was a jerk who didn’t treat you right,
starting with opening doors for you, bringing you flowers, and
cheating on you. Just because you’re capable of taking care of
yourself, which is incredibly attractive by the way, doesn’t mean
you don’t deserve to be treated well.”

“You noticed that?”

“I’m good at picking up on subtle clues. It
helps with my job but also when meeting new people.”

“How did you know about the door?”

“You seemed genuinely shocked when I was
there to open it for you.” I tip my head downward, but he lifts my
chin with his fingers. The heat is indescribable. Forget the date,
let’s finish what we started last night. I gaze up at him.

“I was. I don’t think Tyler ever opened a
door for me.” I stare at him for a long moment before his lips
touch mine softly. A whimper escapes my mouth as he pulls away.

“His loss. Are you ready to go?” His comments
about Tyler are spot-on, and I’m surprisingly not upset.

“Yes, I hope this place isn’t too fancy. I
didn’t plan on going on a date while I was here.”

“You look lovely.” He holds out his arm and
escorts me to my side of his car. I settle into my seat, deciding
in the moment to stop being nervous, and enjoy myself, and look
forward. We arrive at a small log-cabin-style building, but the
parking lot is packed with cars. I start to get out of the car but
stop when Grant touches my arm and asks me to wait.

“I will get the door.”

I close my eyes and immediately miss his
warmth on my arm. He rounds the car and opens my door, extending a
hand to help me out. Where did this guy come from? His gentlemanly
manners are from another time. When I step out, our bodies are so
close, I’m surrounded by his scent—cedar, pine, and a fresh scent I
can’t place.

“Thank you.” Our fingers intertwine as we
walk up to the building, and it feels so good. I don’t recall ever
feeling this special before on a first date. The front of this
restaurant is deceiving. The building is long and narrow with
plenty of seating. Despite the log-cabin exterior, it’s bright and
cheery inside. The hostess escorts us to a table in the back
corner. Grant takes a seat in the corner after pulling out my
chair. We order our meals, and the conversation flows easily.

“Tell me about yourself, Maggie,” he
asks.

“I’m a special events manager at a luxury
hotel in Boston, so I deal with bridezillas, pushy corporate event
planners, and caterers daily. It’s a great job, and I make very
good money by Boston standards, but it’s just a lot of stress. The
requirement of perfection for each event is high pressure. I can
deal with that aspect of the job. It’s when the bride changes the
requirements at the last minute that drives me nuts. I have
suggested implementing a cutoff for changes, but my boss, Helen,
feels it would decrease bookings, and therefore, revenue if I don’t
cater to every whim of a bride or event planner.” I look up to see
Grant hanging on my every word. I love that he pays attention.
Aside from his scan of the entire room every few minutes, he is
entirely focused on me.

“I have two older siblings, Gen and Peter.
You met Gen Wednesday. Were you introduced to Peter on
Thursday?”

“I was briefly, but I didn’t know he’s your
brother. We spent most of the time talking away from everyone
else.”

“I meant to apologize for that. I shouldn’t
have dumped all of my drama on you, especially on a holiday.”

“I’m happy to listen. I learned a lot about
you from our conversation.”

“You did? Like what?” I’m scared of what he
may say but intrigued as well. He’s here, right?

“You care about people deeply, and you’re
intensely loyal. Even though you knew Tyler was cheating on you,
you stepped back slowly until you had concrete proof of your
suspicions. I can’t imagine you needed to see the proof up close
and naked, but you handled it gracefully, even though I’m sure it
hurt a lot once you were able to process it.”

“Thank you.” He nods, and I confirm his
assessment. “Every word is true. I think if it was someone other
than Lisa, I would have reacted differently. She and I met in high
school and went to the same college by chance. We started living
together about three years ago. She knew about my suspicions but
never let on she was having sex with Tyler. I’m not entirely sure
she is the only one.” I sigh and look out the window at the
gorgeous view. “Let’s not talk about Tyler or Lisa anymore. What
about you? Obviously, I know you are a cop after you rescued me and
the fact you keep surveying the room.”

“I didn’t rescue you. You don’t need
rescuing. You just needed some extra muscle to get the job done.
I’m happy to oblige.”

I look over at him.

“You surprise me, Grant. Most guys are put
off by my desire to do things for myself.”

“I already told you, I find that very
attractive about you, among other things.”

I blush and look away from his emerald gaze.
He slides his hand over mine on the table, forcing my eyes back to
his. I see a genuine sincerity staring back at me.

“Tell me more about your family,” I ask as
our meals arrive. He pauses, seeming hesitant. “You don’t have to
share. We just met.”

“I want to share. Isn’t that why we are on a
date?” His eyebrow raises and falls. “I’m originally from New York,
and my parents still live there. My mother, Regina, is a
third-grade teacher, even though she could retire, and my father,
Greg, runs a greasy spoon breakfast spot called EggStop. They have
been married for almost thirty-two years. They met in high school
and have been together ever since. They got married after Mom
finished graduate school. My older sister, Eva, is a graphic
designer. I went to college for business management, even though I
knew I didn’t want to run Dad’s restaurant. My parents aren’t the
biggest fans of my profession. It has caused a rift between us. I
still talk to them and see them when I can get away long enough,
but I needed to follow my heart, and it wasn’t in running a
restaurant.”

“Why don’t they like your profession?”

He hesitates, and a sadness crosses his face.
It hits me in the heart.

“Never mind,” I say quickly, feeling like I
stepped too far into getting to know him.

“I will tell you, but not tonight. It’s a
difficult topic for me.”

I nod.

“Dessert or no?” I don’t want to press him.
I’m having a wonderful time, and I would like to see him again.

“I could share yours, if you want one;
otherwise, I’m all set.”

“I had enough of Kelsey’s desserts
yesterday.”

He smiles, and the sparkle in his eyes makes
me melt. He reaches for my hand as I stand from my chair. The heat
from his touch on my lower back seeps through my sweater as we make
our way to the car after he pays the bill. I settle into my cold
seat and frantically search for the heat.

“What are you looking for?” he asks with a
small chuckle.

“Heat, this seat is freezing.”

He pushes a button on the center console
before reaching into the back seat and handing me a sweatshirt. His
proximity makes it hard to breathe. I almost lean forward to kiss
him, instinctively licking my lips. He stares at my mouth before
turning to pull out of the parking spot. I pull the sweatshirt over
my head. It’s so big I could wear it as a dress. I discreetly
inhale his scent as I resettle into my seat.

“Thank you.”

Gen’s cottage isn’t very far, and Grant’s
hand covers mine on my thigh the entire ride. I’m not sure where my
nervousness is coming from since we have already kissed and then
some.
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Grant

“Would you like to come in?”
she asks as we stand on the porch.

“Don’t you need to go home, Maggie?”

“Yes, I should go back to Boston, but I don’t
want this date to end yet,” she replies quietly, as if I don’t feel
the same way.

“Don’t you have to work tomorrow too?”

“Yes, I do.” Despite our conversation and
that leaving is the right thing to do, I follow Maggie into the
cottage. We settle on the couch and select a Christmas-themed
movie. She promptly falls asleep in my arms. I take the time to
study her. Her long, chestnut hair cascades softly over my arm. Her
skin is flawless besides a few freckles that dot her cute nose. She
feels perfect tucked into my side. I haven’t felt drawn to a woman
this strongly before. So far, the only problem I see is distance.
With perfect driving conditions, it’ll take just over an hour to
see Maggie. It won’t be easy to make this work, but I want to try.
I slowly reach for my phone and set it for five before curling more
deeply into the couch, pulling Maggie closer, so she is nestled
against my chest. She snuggles into me, and a soft sigh leaves her
perfect lips. I cover us with the throw blanket, close my eyes, and
fall into the best night’s sleep I have ever had.

My alarm is blaring. I silence it and gaze
down at Maggie. Her wide hazel eyes stare up at me in the dim light
of day.

“Morning,” she says quietly.

“Morning.”

“I’m sorry I fell asleep. I really did have a
good time last night. I’m surprisingly comfortable on you.” She
buries her head in my chest, stifling a laugh. “With you. I mean
with you.”

I laugh as well.

“I did too. What time do you have to be at
work?” I ask, hoping I might get even more time with her.

“Our daily meeting is at nine-thirty.”

“Can you stay for breakfast, or do you need
to leave because of the drive?”

“I have no idea how long it will take on a
weekend morning. I want to stay, but I should go.” She moves to get
up, but I hold her tight against me.

“Just one more minute.”

She nods and settles back against me. I
memorize how she feels while she is curled up in my arms. I hear
her take a deep breath just before she stands up. I join her before
bending to slide my arms around her waist. Without heels, she is
tiny.

“Do you work tomorrow, Maggie?”

“No, I’m off.”

“Can I come visit you and take you to dinner
tonight?”

“I would like that, but I need to make sure
Lisa is gone.” She looks up at me with emotions I can’t place in
her eyes—pain, anger, and hope, maybe.

“Please text me when you get home. I had a
wonderful time with you.” I lift her into my arms and kiss her
softly. Her hands cup my face, and she looks deeply into my eyes
when she pulls back. “Bye, Maggie.”

“Bye, Grant. Hopefully, I will see you
tonight.”

I set her down on the floor and step outside
into the cool air, replaying the last sixteen hours or so in my
mind. She’s lovely but feisty. I don’t really have another
description. She can change a tire herself, which I find sexy as
hell. It makes me wonder what else she can do or will do herself.
At least, I got her to let me open her door. It’s going to take
some work to get her to understand that she can change her tire and
still let me hold the door for her but not lose her
independence.

I wanted to share Caleb’s story with her, but
it’s so soon and not first-date conversation. The pain it caused my
family, compounded by my choice to work in law enforcement, is not
something I want to put out there right away. It may seem soon, but
I know Maggie won’t run away when I tell her. I told her there was
more, which makes me feel like I didn’t lie. She didn’t press, and
for that, I’m grateful. I set aside the memories and hurry to start
my day. I need to get in a workout before my shift.

My day goes by painfully slow today, which is
typical for construction crew duty. I have the first opportunity to
check my messages around eleven. There is a voice mail from Maggie.
It appears Lisa has moved out of the apartment, which is welcome
news. I’m stunned she moved out so quickly, but it means I will be
able to see Maggie again tonight. I call her back and leave a
message for her, stating I will be there as soon as I can after
shift. If I thought the first half of my shift dragged, the second
half moves like molasses in winter.
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Maggie

The ride home is plain
awful. It should have taken just over an hour to get to my
apartment. Two hours later, I’m finally pulling into my parking
spot. As I approach my door, I take a deep breath. I have no idea
what I’ll find on the other side. Opening it slowly, I peer inside.
Glancing around, I see the couch is missing and so are the dishes.
I notice this detail because every single cabinet is wide open.
Luckily, I bought the pots and pans, so I’ll have something to cook
with tonight, or maybe we should go out, but getting a reservation
for tonight is going to be difficult. I drop my bag on the floor
and stalk to my bedroom. I find everything is where it should be.
Lisa may be a horrible person, but she only took her stuff. I
forgot about the couch though. I peek into Lisa’s old room and find
her bedroom set with an old photo strip of me and her taped to the
mirror. Odd. I step closer to get a better look. It was taken when
we were in college; it’s probably the first photo of us together.
We look so young.

At this point, I have about an hour to get
ready and get to the train station. I’ll set up a locksmith once I
get to work and shop for a new couch and some dishes. Maybe I can
pick the dishes up on my way home, but for that I would have to
drive to work, which means I need to leave sooner. I hurry and
dress for the day.

There are two special events managers in my
office. There is an event tonight, but it’s not from my team, so
the day should be pleasant. I have a few confirmations for upcoming
events, but otherwise, workdays right after holidays are typically
slow. Our daily meeting is short due to the lack of events on
today’s schedule. Luckily, my team events are steady starting next
week until December 22, when I will be on a well-deserved two-week
vacation. Although I didn’t plan on going anywhere, I might crash
at Gen’s cottage instead of a staycation in Boston.

I call and leave a voice mail for Grant. I’m
glad Lisa is gone. I would like to see him again tonight. Hell, I
would like to see him every night. Slow down, Maggie!

The drive home this morning was awful
considering the bumper to bumper traffic making it twice as long,
but I can find better drive times. I want to get to know him
better. He is insanely delicious, and his manners are off the
charts. I have never met anyone so polite. I pull myself out of my
thoughts and busy myself with my work inbox before my personal
to-do list. When my phone chimes, my heart warms, hoping it’s
Grant, but it’s my sister.

Gen: Hey there! How are you?

Me:Good. Just working. You?

Gen: Same.

Me: Have you talked with Mom?

Gen: Nope. I don’t pick up. I don’t listen
to the messages. She stopped calling.

Me: Good for you.

Gen: Thanks. Love you.

Me: Love you too.

The remainder of my workday pushes forward.
Helen stops by to ask about my holiday and notes I was early today.
I certainly rushed here, that is a fact. I don’t know why it’s
important, but I go with it. She continues to gush about my job
performance but is pulled away. I appreciate the praise, but I’m
not gunning for her job. In fact, I don’t want her job, not even a
little bit, despite the significant pay increase. She never leaves
the office and is always on call. Honestly though, there are no
after-hours banquet emergencies.

I don’t understand the need for
twenty-four-hour service. I want the job I have, just at a less
sought-after location. I need to decrease my stress level and slow
down. I have been in this position a little over eighteen months,
and I haven’t taken any days off or a vacation. I can’t wait until
mine at the end of the year. I shift my focus back to my date
tonight. I don’t really want to go out. I’ll cook dinner and get
enough food for a fantastic brunch as well. Normally, I have plenty
to do and don’t have time to watch the clock, but today I find
myself watching the seconds tick by. After work, I hustle through
the superstore, getting new dishes and enough food for the
week.

Once I’m home, I set the dishes in the
dishwasher while I put away the remainder of the groceries. Grant’s
text said he would arrive around seven. I do as much prep work as I
can for dinner and jump into the shower. I throw on some jeans, a
tank, and dolman tee. Afterward, I turn on my all-time favorite
show, I Love Lucy, and start cooking dinner. I sauté the
chicken in one pan and stir the pasta in another. Just before
seven, Grant arrives.

“Hi,” I greet him at the door.

He looks sexy in jeans and a dark, fitted
Henley. His shirt is cut perfectly, especially considering I have
seen what’s underneath it. I lock all three locks on the door.

“Hi,” he says, brushing his lips over mine.
That small touch sends a tingly feeling racing through my body,
making me want to shut off the stove and drag him to my room. I
feel warm whenever he is near me, and I like it a lot.

“How was your day?” he asks.

“Not bad, and yours?”

“Same. Where is your couch?” He glances
around the room with a confused expression.

“It was Lisa’s, so she took it.”

He nods and sets his bag on the chair as I
head into the kitchen.

He steps behind me at the counter and wraps
his arms around me. My kitchen isn’t small by any means, but it
feels small with Grant so close to me, and not in a bad way. He
kisses his way from my exposed shoulder, along the side of my neck,
and up behind my ear. I had no idea behind my ear was so sensitive.
Shivers run through my body. I turn in his arms and rise up on my
toes, pressing my lips to his.

“You like that?” he asks against my lips.

“Didn’t know until just now, but yes, I
do.”

He smiles slyly. “Can I help?”

“Sure. Can you halve those tomatoes and roast
the asparagus?” We work to finish cooking, and I carry our plates
to the blanket on the floor.

“What’s wrong with the table?” I cast him a
sideways glance, and he sits on the floor, mumbling, “Sorry, it
took me a second. A floor picnic is perfect. I suppose a new table
is on your shopping list as well.”

“Absolutely. I might have to move anyway. I
don’t want to spend so much on rent. I can afford it and I don’t
want to move, but I don’t need all this space for just me.

“Makes sense. I have extra space, but I
gather rent is higher in this area than in mine.”

“Definitely.” We dig into our dinner and eat
in silence for a bit.

“This is delicious, sweetheart.”

Sweetheart. It’s been a long time
since someone called me something other than Maggie, and that word
falling from his delicious mouth strikes me hard in my chest. All
the feels. It’s kind of early, isn’t it?

“Thanks. It’s easy and quick.”

“I Love Lucy?” he asks, noting the TV
is on.

“It’s the best show ever.” The grape stomping
episode is streaming on the screen. Lucy and Ethel are funny and
get into so much trouble. Well, 1950s type of trouble.

“Why that show?”

“Lucille Ball reminds me of Memére, my
grandmother. She was always perfect—her hair in place, her outfit
precisely chosen, and nothing could fluster her. She handled every
situation with grace. She died a few months ago, and I miss her so
much.”

“I’m sorry. Were you close?”

“She was closest with Gen, but now, I
understand why. When we were younger, I didn’t. We recently learned
my mother, Joanie, cheated on my father, Robert, and had Gen but
didn’t tell him. It exploded at the probate attorney’s office when
we learned our uncle is actually Gen’s biological father. There is
more, but it doesn’t really pertain to me.”

“That’s horrible.”

“It is for Gen. She hasn’t spoken to our
mother since, and I don’t blame her. Mom tries to use me as a
go-between, but she is on her own. I have enough issues with her
behavior. She made a lifelong commitment and didn’t honor it. I’m
not okay with that.”

“Do you want to get married?”

“Definitely, but I’m only doing it once.”

“I agree with you. My parents have been
married for almost thirty-three years. I want a marriage like
theirs.” We finish eating and clean up the kitchen.

“Movie?”

“Sure.”

“We can grab all the pillows from my bedroom,
or we can watch in my room,” I suggest.

“Or we can bring your mattress and pillows
out here and watch?” he adds as an option.

“That works.” We move the chairs over to the
dining area and then move my mattress to the middle of the floor on
top of the carpet. I appreciate that he didn’t move them all for me
or stop me from helping. I head back into my room and grab as many
pillows as I can carry—so many that I can’t see where I’m going,
and I crash into Grant in the hall, sending the pillows cascading
every which way. His arm curls around my waist to stop me from
falling, pulling me tight against him. I place both hands on his
chest. His entire body is threaded with muscles. It’s evident our
proximity affects him as well.

“Maggie,” he says breathily.

“Grant.”

The desire in his eyes is unmistakable.
Pillows, forgotten, we walk back into the dining area, he sets me
on the dining table and settles between my thighs. He moves his
lips from my collarbone to my ear again.

“I like that I’m the only man who knows about
this spot,” he whispers in my ear, instantly making me wet. I slide
my hands under the hem of his shirt and drag my fingers up the
curves of his abs and chest. He threads his fingers into my hair
and gently pulls my head back, making me moan softly.

“That too?”

“Yes, that too.”

He smiles wickedly and crushes his lips to
mine. I open for him, and his tongue explores my mouth. Holy hell,
his mouth is dangerous. I lift his shirt over his head and gawk at
his incredible chest for a moment before kissing my way up to his
neck. My shirt quickly joins his on the floor. I feel his arousal
as he leans forward, covering me with his body. Feeling his hot
skin on mine, I’m at a loss for words. Too soon, he moves away from
me.

“The table?” Grant says.

“I don’t care.”

He folds forward again, pressing his chest to
mine. His lips blaze a path down my long neck to the top of my
breast. He pinches my nipple through my black lace bra. The extra
friction is just. . . wow! I reach for his belt, but his hands stop
mine.

“Not yet.”

“I’ve already touched you, and I want to
again,” I almost whine.
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