
  

  It cost him dearly, but this wasn’t the time or place, 

              and he had to stop things before he couldn’t. 

      When he finally broke the connection, 

                           he stayed close, content to rest his forehead 

                                       on hers while there 

                                       breaths mingled together. 

                     The experience was intimate, profound. 

                              Life-altering. 

                                                           And it scared him to death. 
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Coz fidgeted with his collar and turned the AC to max. The tension in 

the car had switched from embarrassment to mutual attraction around the 

time Toni changed the music from his classic rock tracks to one of her own 

lists. The last song of his was The Doors’ “Light my Fire”, which 

apparently inspired her to choose Bruce Springsteen’s “I’m on Fire”. From 

there, the songs only got hotter. 

So did he. 

A few kilometers from the compound, part way up the first of the 

private drives, he pulled the car over. Nearly bottomed the damn thing out 

on the uneven terrain, but he wanted the seclusion afforded him behind 

one of the thickets of evergreen shrubbery that sporadically dotted the 

landscape. 

“What are you doing?” 

“I wanted some alone time before we faced the firing squad.” 

An appealing soft pink tinge bloomed on her cheeks. “I’m sorry. We’re 

going to be in so much trouble. I never should have talked you into 

sneaking away.” 

“I’m not sorry.” 

She looked up at him through long lashes. 

“I had a great time with you today, Toni.” She started to look away, but 

he tipped her chin back toward him so she had to meet his gaze. “I mean 

it.” 

A small smile crossed her face. “I did, too.” 

Okay, he probably should have dropped his hand, but her skin was so 

soft. He traced her cheekbone with his thumb. Ran his fingers along her 
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jawline, down to the hollow of her collarbone, back behind her neck. Then 

he pulled her to him, pressed his lips to hers. 

He wasn’t sure how long the kiss lasted, nor did he care about the 

passage of time. Toni was so receptive, so open to him, and he lost himself 

in the moment. She was a fire he couldn’t bank, a heat that threatened to 

consume him, sparking feelings inside that he’d never before encountered.  

Coz wanted more. Needed more. Steering wheels and gear shifts be 

damned. He reached for the hem of her shirt, struggled to remove the 

barrier of clothing. The garment tangled with the seatbelt and her arms got 

pinned. He kind of liked her vulnerable to him even as he missed her arms 

around him.  

She wriggled around until her hands were free, then she unlatched the 

seatbelt. Pulling away from him for only a second, she tore her top off then 

resumed the kiss. 

That briefest glimpse of the lacy black bra and her fair, flushed skin was 

a tantalizing vision, one that continued playing in his mind while he closed 

his eyes and again lost himself in her kisses. Her skin was warm under his 

fingers, and he wanted nothing more than to explore the rest of her. To lay 

her on his bed, watch her hair fan out around her. 

Maybe a reclined car seat would do. Or the ground outside. He pictured 

the dappled sun shining through the leaves, making patterns on her silken 

skin. 

She deserved better than a quick roll in the hay. Or the grass. 

When her fingers trailed down his sides, across his belly, and finally 

between his legs, he hissed. Merda, she was killing him. 
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It cost him dearly, but this wasn’t the time or place, and he had to stop 

things before he couldn’t. When he finally broke the connection, he stayed 

close, content to rest his forehead on hers while their breaths mingled 

together. 

The experience was intimate, profound. Life-altering. 

And it scared him to death. 

It also thrilled him beyond words. 

She scrambled into her clothes, smoothed her hair, then looked out the 

window.  

Coz cleared his throat, unsure if he could manage to speak. When he 

found the words, he barely recognized the husky timbre of his voice. “We 

should get back.” 

“Yeah. They’ll be wondering where we are.” Her chest rose and fell 

rapidly. 

He loved that he elicited that kind of response in her even as he 

wondered about the way his body reacted to hers. Rather than dwell on it, 

he put the car in gear. Coz drove as carefully as he could around ruts and 

divots until he circled the foliage and reached the road. A quick scan of the 

area revealed more than the absence of any current traffic—a series of fresh 

tire tracks indicated trouble. How had he been so distracted that he didn’t 

hear a vehicle? 

He’d blame the volume of the music. Easier to admit that than the 

alternative. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Looks like someone went searching for us.” 
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“How can you tell?” 

“It must have rained here longer than it did in Montalcino. The ground 

is still damp. If you look, you can see tire tracks in the dirt. They have to be 

fresh, or the rain would have washed them away.” 

“They are so going to be mad at us.” 

“The most important thing is that we returned safely. They’re mad 

because they’re worried. They’ll get over it soon enough when they see 

we’re all right.” Coz pulled onto the road and drove them back to the 

compound. 

Okay. He learned pretty quickly that “soon enough” was a relative term. 

A cacophony of castigations broke out the second they walked in the door. 

At least the sisters hugged Toni as they berated her. His brothers didn’t 

give him the same courtesy. 

Then Mike walked in. And the room fell silent.  

 

e∞f 
 


