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Manhattan

	Connie’s Grub & Pub
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	I groaned…

	[image: Image] as Vanessa placed both drinks on the table, then grinned wickedly. 

	“I said my ass wasn’t drinking that cow.” I grumbled, she sent me the finger grinning wider, then pushed the martini glass towards me anyway; and I exhaled noisily as I took it.

	“Stop playing, not to mention the sexy bartender said it was on the house. He also said you looked like you needed it.” She laughed, and it was my turn to give her the finger.

	“Whatever cow, anyway what are you doing for the weekend?” I asked sipping on my drink, and she moaned.

	“Not sure, but we sure as hell ain’t staying in town.” Vanessa said motioning to the server, and she brought two menus and placed them on the table in front of us.

	“Well I wasn’t doing shite, especially after the avalanche of work we just finished. I was thinking copious amounts of wine, mounds of pillows and some good reading. I’m looking forward to this four-day weekend. 

	Which is why I love the fact that Hack & Hill adheres to every fricken school holiday, no matter who’s it is.” I sent back with a chuckle, and she pulled a face. Hack &Hill factually took every school holiday off, and I was there for it. Since we primarily worked with textbooks kindergarten thru-college, purchasing, facility issues, guest lecturers, and we are basically an all -around one-stop show; we kept a tight schedule as close to, or nearly all educational holidays. 

	I sooo couldn’t wait for spring break!

	“Fine, whatever; but at least fuck Oberyn from financial as a summer Touch gift to yoself.” Vanessa griped, and I choked on the drink. 

	“What the hell Nessa!” I wheezed, all the while she struck me on the back laughing. I raised my hand when I could breathe once more.

	“What, you know you want to. The entire fucking office does, but he only has eyes for you.” She swore, and I huffed up.

	“Shut up, he does not. I am so not his type.” I grumbled pushing my glasses up with my middle finger, and she sent me a look.

	“Seriously, you’re that blind that you can’t see it Em? The man brings you coffee every morning, makes sure you have lunch, takes up the slack so you don’t have to work overtime; and last year was your secret Santa. What more fricken proof do you need Ember?” Vanessa returned, and I scowled at her.

	“You lie?” I countered shocked, because I had never noticed it, nor one time saw any kind of look from him other than friendship.

	“Nope, we can’t seem to understand why you…can’t see it when the entire office has. Why do you think Alessia is always hating, she wants his ass bad.” She laughed, and I groaned inwardly.

	“Wow, I’m just not seeing that.” I said laughing shaking my head.

	“Well, I’m telling you, if you want that…it’s there waiting.” She laughed for a second time, and I pinched her, trying not to.

	“Whatever, so since I’m leaving you solo, what are you doing this weekend?” I asked and she grumbled.

	“I’m probably just going to head to my aunt’s in Westchester, and chill at that big ass house of hers for the next four-days. She’s in Cuba right now and said I could hit the house up any time I wanted. I’m thinking of joining her next month for summer break” She returned, and I nodded taking a sip of my drink.

	“That actually sounds good.” I sent back nodding.

	“Well, you could come with?” She offered, and I shook my head no.

	“Which, summer or now?” I countered laughing.

	“Either.” She shrugged grinning, and I groaned.

	“Thanks, but I was serious, I ain’t doing shit this weekend, especially since it’s a holiday. And I have no clue what I’m doing for summer. I thought maybe I’d get down to PR, but my parents aren’t going this year. So, I was thinking of working the extended contract for our off-summer months to save some money.” I countered, and she sent me the finger. 

	We shot the shit for another hour, then embraced saying we’d see each other at work on Tuesday.

	 


Spanish Harlem
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	I exhaled…
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	deeply, kicked off my snow boots, dropped my keys in the bowl, then plopped down on my sofa. I contemplated what she said about Oberyn, my brow knitted, when I shook my head no. I would certainly know it if he’d ever showed me any affection other than friendship, right? 

	How could I not? 

	He was the epitome of sex God, and if he even showed one iota of interest in me, I would have pounced. Oberyn had to be at least 6’3, light brown hair cropped on the sides with a few natural blonde highlights, but long enough on the top to fall in his face when he looked down. Incredible emerald, green eyes, strong chin, sharper jaw, lips made for kissing, and a body I could spend an eternity on. 

	So, believe me, if he’d showed even the slightest interest in me, I would have noticed it. I’d been lusting after him for two years now but didn’t finally realized that I was in love with him until this year. He was a remarkable person too, attentive, helpful, suggestive with any office or personal issues, and just an all-around nice guy. But I had never seen him look at me…like that.

	Alessia yes, because she had a body on banging, glorious flawless skin, big blue doe eyes, at the very least 5’8 to his over six feet, was outgoing, flirty and was forever in his presence when he wasn’t in mine. She just seemed more his type than little ole me.

	Or even Jarica for that matter. Beautiful ebony skin, that seemed to glow, legs for days, amazing curvaceous body, and at the very least five-ten, both looking like Victoria Secret’s models. And that smile on Jarica, would make anyone look twice, male or female! 

	Me…I was all of five-four, crazy near Fraggle rock flyaway curly brown hair to my butt, unexpressive cinnamon-colored eyes, a bronzed skin tone, and Nerdy. Lessa and Rica were goddess status, so why would he ever look at me. 

	Yeah, we lunched together every day, went downstairs for coffee on the regular, but he’d only ever seemed like he wanted to be my friend; so, I left it at that.

	I carped, then rose from the sofa going towards the shower. 

	No use in wishful thinking.

	 


Hack & Hill
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	I grumbled…

	[image: Image] as I stepped off the elevator on Tuesday, because the breakroom was crowded with staff making coffee and helping themselves to the complimentary breakfast. 

	“Good morning, Ember Marie. I had thoughts that you may wish to have some coffee before it is all gone.” Oberyn said placing the Starbucks cup under my nose, and I moaned at the pumpkin spice sent.

	“Oh my God, I love you, Obie! You are a God send!” I cried, he gave me a strange look as his eyes widened, when he swallowed hard then nodded. 

	I reached for the cup, and for some reason what Vanessa said slammed into my brain and my dirty mind went to what I’d do to him if it were true as I reached for the cup. His hand came in contact with mine, we both huffed up, something shot through the room, slammed into the both of us, and the images of him making love to me spun through my brain so strong that I nearly moaned. I snatched the coffee cup back with so much force that it spilled on my breast. 

	I cried out, and he was instantly there catching the cup. I gawked up at him as his hand landed on my breast. I continued to gape, but for some reason my chest didn’t burn from the hot coffee which soaked my blouse under his hand like it should have.

	“Aaah Obie…” I said looking down at his hand as it cupped my left breast. His face turned scarlet, and he nodded clearing his throat. I realized then that the entire office was watching us.

	“Humm, my apologies…” He said clearing his throat for a second time, and I nodded grinning.

	“It’s just boob Obie; although large, it’s not that bad. I imagine I’d feel more hurt and offended if I didn’t get a reaction from you.” I winked, then walked off grinning as his mouth dropped to his chest. I walked into my office and closed the door, the rest of the office still watching me. I closed my blinds, then concentrated on the day’s work.

	 


Lunch…
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	I looked…
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	up as someone knocked on my office door, peered at the clock, then realized it was lunch time. 

	“Come in.” I called and wasn’t surprised when it was Oberyn with lunch. He eased into my door, the sushi boxes precariously wobbling. I jumped up, then snatched the two off the top laughing, and he grinned. 

	My God, I had never seen a more beautiful pair of eyes in my life. His brow knitted slightly; he tilted his head to the side like he does sometimes, then focused on my face.

	“You find me attractive Ember Marie?” He asked bluntly, I choked on air, then felt my face flame.

	“Well, who doesn’t Obie, you are a very handsome man.” I stated professionally, then walked back to my desk; screaming inwardly for my heart to slow its pace at his question.

	“And that is well Ember Marie, but I was more concerned as to whether you… did.” He stated, then walked to my desk, and sat down. I sometimes imagined that because he was European, that Oberyn wasn’t used to the fact that we Americans not only hide our feelings, but we lie about them to protect ourselves as well.

	“Yes, I find you attractive Obie, now can we change the subject.” I grunted as I opened the other boxes.

	“And would I make you a suitable husband Ember Marie?” He asked as he pulled a face, and this time the tea spewed across my desk as I commenced to literally choke on it. I rose, attempting to catch my breath arms flaying about, turning red in the face when he rose too. He placed his hand to my chest like he’d done this morning, and I could breathe again.

	“Are you well Ember?” He questioned, and I took a deep breath nodding.

	“Yes, wrong pipe.” I wheezed, and he nodded tugging me to the desk.

	“That is well, now my answer please.” He countered as he looked into the box to retrieve an egg roll, and my mouth dropped once more.

	“Are you making fun of me because I’m a nerd who’s had a crush on you? Or has pretty much been in love with you since I met you? Is this an office joke Obie? Did Lessa or Gabby tell you to say this?” I snapped glaring, and he looked up sending back my glare.

	I would swear that his eyes changed too, and it appeared as if they were three different shades of green as he pinned me with them. 

	“Do you imagine that I would affront you as such Ember Marie. That I would make sport of something so precious as love and commitment?” He snapped back, and my mouth dropped to my breast once more.

	“Well…I guess not? But why would you ask me that then Obie?” I fussed shocked.

	“Because I have need of an answer, or I would not have asked this of you Ember Marie.” He said testily, and I rolled my eyes. He only ever called me Ember Marie when he was upset, or serious which wasn’t like most people I know. 

	The only way I ever knew that he was upset or emotional, was by the fact that he used my full name.

	“Fine, you would make a very suitable husband to some woman someday Obie.” I exhaled as I picked up the chop sticks and began to eat. 

	“That is not what I asked of you. I only have care for what you imagine Ember Marie… none other. I have no need of anyone else. I am not sure why you have not fathomed this, and it has been three summers now. I must return at some point as well, and if you do not wish to have me, then I shall leave now.” He stated, then to my shock walked the fuck up out of my office.

	“Obie!” I yelled, but as I rushed out my office, he was nowhere in sight. The people in the outer office looked my way, I shrugged sheepishly, then backtracked to my office and plopped down in my chair groaning. 

	“But I love you, Oberyn. How have you…not seen that either.” I grumbled, then commenced to eat the now dull tasting food.

	 


The Boundary
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	As…

	[image: Image] Oberyn reached for the breach in the divide, he paused shocked as her words reached him on the wind. He grinned, then looked up as his mother saw him. 

	“My love, wherefor have you indeed ventured from. I had assumed that you were finished with those dreadful humans.” She moaned as she motioned him towards her.

	“No mother, I am to make my home there; at least for a bit. I will need time to woo her properly.” Oberyn responded, she exhaled noisily, then kissed his cheek. He grinned as he saw his brother Gathenin and his father. They both waved, Gathenin nodded his way, then moved on with his kingly duties. 

	His father was nearing his five-thousand-year walk, and although heartbreaking for his mother; Oberyn was proud of him, for he was still a strong fae.

	“And what is there in this life for you, my love. Are you right within yourself that you wish to wed a human?” She fussed, and Oberyn laughed.

	“Yes, and if you cud only see her heart mother; you wud see what I see as well.” He returned walking on towards the banquet hall, his mother hot on his heels. 

	He needed the truth potion, it would not bind her to him, but she would call him to her dreams where he could do a proper bonding until she confessed to his face that she loved him as much as he loved her. He snatched up the truth cusp bottle, his mother huffed up, but he raised his hand chuckling.

	“It is not akin to that mother, she loves me. I merely need to allow her to say it.” Oberyn stated, and she sent him a look. His mother narrowed her eyes at him once more, he threw his head back laughing, then kissed her cheek.

	“I vow I speak truths mother, and you know this as well. I shall see you at the end of Lá Bealtaine, and hopefully with a wife. You have my love.” He stated, embraced her, then ebbed from the courts. 

	Oberyn ended up in one of the bathroom stalls in the men’s room, then walked out cloaked in allure. 

	“What up Obie, what chue got going for the break?” Abner asked, and Oberyn smiled. 

	He liked Abner.

	“Hopefully after my extended beseeching thus far…Ember Marie will marry me.” Oberyn said wiggling his brows, and Abner gaped at him.

	“Shut the fuck up! But she’s so plain man. I mean she’s far from ugly, if you’re into that all-natural look, the body is completely fit, but she does nothing for herself but dress right. Dude you could have any woman in this office with the way you look. Why her?” Abner cried, and Oberyn exhaled noisily. 

	Abner was an attractive African American man by women’s standards, so he had no clue that to Fae, it was the heart inside which was where the beauty lay, and hers sparkled as if it were pure diamond. Men like Abner would never understand anything but the trappings.

	“This I know; however, I want Ember.” Oberyn stated, shrugged, dried his hands on the paper towels, then 

	 


left the bathroom.

	 


3pm…
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	I looked… 
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	at the clock thankful that my day was almost over. I wanted to be out of here so bad, but I also wanted to see Oberyn before I left for the weekend. 

	I wanted to know that we were still friends. 

	Someone knocked on my door, and I immediately said come in hoping it was Oberyn, and my smile widened when it was. He was carrying a cup of tea like always, and my smile widened. He placed it on my desk, and I touched his hand looking up at him. 

	“I thought I ruined our friendship.” I said, and he gave me that beautiful smile of his.

	“I am always yours Ember Marie, you say such trivial things.” He stated smiling slightly shaking his head, and I breathed out, then sipped my tea. I felt something strange coat my body, and gasped as it shot through me on a level of lust that I had never felt in my life. I moaned before I realized it, then bit my lip looking up at him with wide eyes. 

	He tilted his head to the side like he constantly does, then took a deep breath. I cleared my throat, then busied myself with some papers on my desk as he went around my office straightening things. Oberyn was the strangest person I had ever met, but I loved him either despite of it, or because of it.

	“And you are always mine as well Obie.” I sent back as I worked on my academic calendar for subscriptions we had due next week, he paused wide eyed, then ceased what he was doing and walked to stand in front of my desk.

	“And you pledge this Ember Marie?” He countered his brow knitting slightly.

	“Of course, why would I not.” I chuckled waving if off as I continued with my work; I truly valued his friendship.

	“Then I have yer permission to bind us?” He cried happily, I grimaced slightly, then grinned because he seemed so happy.

	“Of course.” I smiled nodding as I returned to what I’d been writing, he smiled proudly, then walked towards the door. 

	“Obie, where are you going?” I chuckled, when he paused.

	“To speak with mother and father, as well as make preparations Ember Marie. I shall see you directly.” He laughed, when I pouted.

	“Okay, call me at some point over the weekend at least.” I said a bit disappointed.

	“I shall see you soon.” He stated nonchalantly as he nodded to the teacup. I pulled a face confused, looked at the cup in my hand, chuckled, because most of the time Oberyn was in his own world, so I just nodded, and he walked out the door.
   The next two hours I spent catching up on paperwork, so there wouldn’t be shit to do when I returned on Tuesday. I groaned, then commenced to shutting down my office.

	“Drinks?” Vanessa asked popping her head into my office, and I nodded.

	“Yea, I need one, especially from the crazy ass conversation I had with Obie today. Btw, have you seen Obie? He was acting seriously weird today, more than usual.” I mumbled as I rose, snatched up my purse, slipped on my snow boots, then my winter coat.

	“Obie’s weird every day, nothing new. And Yeah, he’s in the break room. I think he actually said that he was going this time. What did you do? You give him sum while the office door was closed all day?” She sniggered, and I shoved her out my office.

	“Ass.” I said, and she laughed harder as we walked towards the breakroom.

	“Ember Marie.” Oberyn smiled, and to my surprise took my hand in front of the entire office, then tugged me towards the elevators. I gaped back at Vanessa, and she squealed with glee. I noticed the looks from Alessia and her girls and couldn’t keep the smirk off my face. 

	As we entered the elevator; Oberyn placed his arm around my shoulders. 

	Five minutes later we were in Gigi’s Grille. 

	They ordered two rounds of tequila shots, we both knocked them back, and he laughed at the face I made. 
As I looked into his eyes, I would swear they were three different kinds of green once more and were slightly spinning, until he realized the others were watching us.

	“Beautiful.” I whispered before thinking, and his cheeks tinted.

	“Is what you are Ember Marie, not I.” He stated quietly shaking his head, no, and I inhaled. Well at least one person thought so, I said to myself pushing my glasses up with my middle finger, when he took my other hand under the table. 

	“It’s okay to use a contraction every now and again dude?” Rogan said, and Oberyn frowned.

	“What is a contraction?” Oberyn countered tilting his head to the side, and I laughed.

	“Remember, we talked about it. Here in America, we say Don’t, Can’t, Won’t and Isn’t.” I countered and Oberyn smiled.

	“Yea, and some of us speak Ebonics.” Vanessa said, and I pinched her laughing.

	“Don’t listen to Nessa.” I commanded laughing, and Oberyn smiled.

	 


Chapter Two

	An Hour Later
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	An hour later…

	[image: Image] I was actually buzzed, and ready to go home and snuggle up with a good book and a hot toddy. 

	“Well, I’m off.” I said rising, and Oberyn nodded.

	“I…shall…I mean I’ll walk with you.” He said smiling, and they laughed.

	“Call me Nessa before you leave.” I said, she nodded blowing a kiss, then returned her attention to Adin, the hottie with the pecks from the 4th floor.

	As we walked from the bar, Oberyn took my hand and walked down Fifth Avenue with me.

	“And what about your family? Are you going home for the upcoming spring break?” I asked as we walked the two blocks to the train.

	“Yes, but not until La Bealtaine.” He said frowning slightly.

	“La Bealtaine?” I questioned as I swiped my metro card, he did the same surprisingly, then took my hand once more as we walked towards the platform.

	“La Bealtaine or May Day as Huma…aah…I mean as many call it is Mayday. It’s for Bel Taine, which means 'bright fire' officially marking our annual festival for the beginning of the spring/summer solstice.” He said, and I nodded truly interested.

	“Tell me more.” I said and he smiled as he took my hand once more.

	“Long ago the festival began. The festival is often commemorated with bonfires, maypoles, dancing, and performing fertility rituals. We light two bonfires because we believe it purifies, as well as increases our fertility. We pass between the two fires, with the belief that it will purify us, and ensure the fertility of our people.” He smiled, and my mouth dropped.

	“Oh my, and you’ll participate?” I asked, a bit hurt, because I thought we may go there, but if he were performing Fertility rituals with someone else, then I guessed that was a no.

	“Yes, I have finally found my mate.” He said wiggling his brows, and I nodded slightly. “But the festival is not only about the love making Ember Marie, but the bonding that comes between mates. The food, and the atmosphere is merely cultivating the actual event.” He said, and I nodded. Sounded nice either way, I guess. 

	Maybe I should finally take a vacation as well, lord knows I’ve saved for it, as well as dreamed of getting out of New York City for a couple of weeks where it was simply beauty, peace and quiet.

	“That sounds like an awesome vacay!” I moaned, and he frowned in confusion.

	“Vay…cay..” He asked tilting his head like he always does.

	“It’s a shortened version for vacation.” I said, the frown finally left his face, when he nodded.

	“Then why would you simply not say this vacation word?” He countered, and the confusion was back.

	“Because we’re lazy if you ask me. This way we don’t have to actually spend the tonguage to say the entire word as you do. It’s probably because English is your second language.” I said and he nodded.

	“Oh, I did not…didn’t learn that when I was taught your language.” He said pensively, and I nodded as I heard the train coming.

	“Yea, most English teachers teach you proper English, not slang.” I said chuckling as we walked onto the train.

	“And what is this Slang?” He sent back as he took the seat next to me taking my hand in his once more.

	“Well, like the fact that New Yorkers say “Brick”, instead of cold. You would see brick as what one would use for building because English is not your first language, but we see it as having to do with winter cold as well.” I said, but the frown of confusion remained.

	I laughed then. 

	“Just look up American slang on Youtube, and you’ll get it.” I smiled, he nodded, and the frown of confusion finally left his face. I’d taught him how to use most social media and google when I first met him, believing he must have been from some small town in nowhere land or something. We rode the train in silence, when I rose for my stop. He did the same, and I realized at that moment that he was actually walking me home so to speak. 

	“Where do you live?” I asked, and he smiled.

	“For now, Harlem.” He sent back.

	“Oh shit, so you’re just a couple of stops from me. I

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
images/image6.jpeg
HT





images/image.png













cover.jpeg








images/image-6.png





images/image-7.png






images/image.jpeg
TR








images/image-2.png





images/image-8.png






images/image-2.jpeg
HT











images/image-5.png





images/image-5.jpeg





images/image-3.png











images/image-4.jpeg





images/image-4.png








images/image-1.png





images/image-1.jpeg





images/image-3.jpeg














