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Dear Diary, 

We’re expanding production at the farm. Things have been really busy and it’s time to expand the operation. The representative from a major all-natural company is supposed to show up here soon and check out the plant to see if they want to add our honey products to their million dollar corporations’ lineup. 

I don’t think we need it. We’ve been doing more than fine on our own, but at the rate we’re expanding, mom and dad and the Hollisters think this is the best thing for us. 

I don’t necessarily agree with them. I mean, we’re doing awesome. We have a huge online presence and Maise has us in several regional stores, but they say we need to be global and this is the way to get us there. 

I think going global is going to take away from the company and I don’t want our outlook to change. I like that people love us because we’re a real American small business. We’re the epitome of a “Mom and Pop Shop” and we’ve done amazingly well with the products. The bees are a booming business just the way they are. 

I don’t want to lose that aspect by having some corporate big wig, who only cares about the bottom line, come in here and take over. 

The secretary for the CEO called me yesterday to let me know she would be heading down here sometime early this afternoon. 

I probably should have offered to pick her up at the airport in Baton Rouge. The part of me that is rebelling at this change says “Screw that,” though. 

Time to head back out to the plant. Production is at an all-time high and I like being right in the middle of it. Getting my hands into everything gives me a sense of pride. 

I’ll deal with the suit when she gets here. 
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“MAKE CERTAIN THOSE boxes are well-insulated. I don’t want the heat to damage the product while it’s in transit.” 

The guys in the plant laugh as they add an extra layer of packing paper to the box just to appease me. One of the employees, Carl, calls out, “Relax, Brian. It’s not our first rodeo. It’ll get there safe and sound, just like every other box.”

I nod. “I know. I’m just on edge waiting for the stuffed shirt to arrive and try to change up the way we do everything. Sorry, man. Carry on. I’ll get off your back.”

A muffled cough and an easy laugh have me looking up from my clipboard. Carl is chuckling as he looks behind me and his face shows blatant male appreciation. Straightening my back, I slowly turn. 

I’m taken aback by the beauty standing behind me at the entrance to the plant. She’s smirking as she regards me. Her long brown hair, with a hint of auburn, is cascading freely over her shoulders, but the emerald green eyes are what have me fascinated. 

Wow, who might this be?!

I smile as I see her quickly run her eyes over my body. 

She’s checking me out... 

My brow arches as I casually ask, “Well, hello. How can I help you? Are you lost?”

Her full lips purse and I’m once again mesmerized by the emerald eyes watching me with barely concealed mirth. She straightens and walks through the door. “Mr. Keenan?”

I nod. “I’m Brian Keenan, yes. Mr. Keenan is my father. And you would be?”

Walking over as she watches me, she stops once she’s in front of me. “I’m Indigo. Indigo Sullivan.” My initial shock causes her to laugh. “You know… the stuffed shirt you’re waiting on to come in and change everything…”

My mouth falls open and I hear the workers snicker behind me as I stare at the beautiful woman standing in front of me. 

With a sheepish smile, I shrug. “My apologies. You’re not what I was expecting Miss Sullivan.” My gaze travels from the tips of her pink toes, peeking out of casual low-heeled sandals, over the exposed expanse of long, tanned legs until they’re met with a pair of pressed shorts and a fitted shirt that lovingly hugs a very nice chest before once again, I’m looking into those startling green eyes. 

Her lips curve up as she watches me peruse her. She does the same to me. I wonder if she likes what she sees.

I’m not unattractive. I don’t date much, but it’s not because I have trouble in that department. I’m just cautious since my divorce a few years ago. 

Judging by the way she slowly trails her eyes over my body, she’s not opposed to what she’s looking at. Her gorgeous eyes take in my unruly blond waves before traveling down. She stares into my eyes for a second before she glances over my bearded face. I see her breath catch as she takes in my chest and arms, with my tattoos peeping out from my own t-shirt, before she trails her gaze down my abs and over my thighs encased in my worn denim. She stops as she gets to the steel-toed boots on my feet. She exhales and looks back up, meeting my eyes. 

“Well, you’re not exactly what I was expecting either, Mr. Keenan.” She cautiously says. 

I chuckle. “Brian.”

She blinks. “W–what?”

I laugh again. “Brian. I told you, I’m Brian. My father is Mr. Keenan.”

Her indrawn breath doesn’t escape my notice. She coughs and the corners of her lips lift in a small smile. “Right. Well, Brian… are you going to show me around or should I look for your father?”

I blink at her tone. She’s messing with me. Daring me. 

I like it. My jeans stir unexpectedly and I hurriedly lower my clipboard to cover my semi hard-on. 

Carl calls out, “I’ll gladly show you around, Miss Sullivan.”

Turning quickly, I glare at him. 

He grins at me in glee. 

Turning back to Miss Sullivan, I extend my arm. She regards it casually and then reaches out. Her warm hand curves around my bare forearm. With a smirk, she says, “Shall we start the tour then?”
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“WE DO ALL OF our own production. Every product is checked three times before being boxed. Quality control is very important to us.” I gesture behind me as I talk. I’ve shown Miss Sullivan the entire plant. The packing department is the last stop on the tour as well as the room she entered when she arrived. 

She’s made a few notes on a tablet as we’ve toured and her questions show just how knowledgeable she really is about the business. She’s done her research. I have to give her credit for that. 

She seems impressed and my chest swells with pride. 

The door opens as someone walks in and sweltering August air wafts in. The hot breeze lifts tendrils of her hair from where pieces are sticking to her neck even with the air conditioner on in here. 

With a sigh, she lifts her hair from her neck and turns to me with a slight grin. “Is it always so warm here?”

I laugh. “Yes. August is the hottest month of the year and we’ve had a long string of brutal temps. It’s the hottest summer on record in a long time. It’s been ninety-four or higher for thirty-three days straight.”

She grimaces. “That’s hot. It’s hot in Colorado, too, but we have the mountain breeze and the humidity is not… like this.”

I smirk. “Yeah, it’s sticky here. High temps, a lot of humidity, and no rain for a while.” My gaze travels her expanse of exposed legs. “You dressed appropriately.”

Her warm chuckle fills the room as her gaze lingers on my thighs. “Yeah, well, you’re wearing jeans. Aren’t you over dressed? How are you not dying?”

Is she flirting with me?

Crossing my arms and widening my stance, I lean back. Her gaze follows my movement. I see her breath hitch as her eyes linger on my bulging muscles. “I’m used to it. And we require jeans and steel toed boots in the plant. That’s not to say I’m not dying to lose these clothes though.”

Her eyes widen as she absorbs what I just said. She clears her throat as she looks away. I hear her mutter, “Good lord. The visual,” under her breath. 

A grin splits my face. 

She’s got a visual of me with no clothes on running through that head, does she?! 

I stand there grinning like a fool as I just watch her fidget uncomfortably. She peeks at me from the corner of her eyes and smiles sheepishly. “You heard that?”

I nod. “I did. No worries, though. I won’t sue you for sexual harassment.” She coughs as she sputters and I laugh. “Imagine me however you want to, Miss Sullivan.”

The blush that brightens her cheeks causes a stir down below. 

Suddenly, I realize we’re still in the plant and I quickly look around to make certain no one heard the last
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