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            Married in the Mountains

          

        

      

    

    
      Honey and Ford Cyprus fell in love at Camp Hardwood when they were kids. Today they own the camp and run it together like they always dreamed of. 

      The only problem is how possessive Ford is over his wife. He doesn’t like to share her and hearing people call her Honey has him constantly grumpy. Will he ever get enough of her and cool his need? We don’t think so!

      Warning: This summer camp series kicks off with the married couple who make it wonderful and then teases more of what’s to come! Don’t miss out on these quick hot reads guaranteed to make you sweat! 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Honey

        

      

    

    
      I watch as the young girl pulls on her oversized shirt, trying to hide the fact that she has a small baby bump. She looks young, with freckles across her nose and cheeks, but I saw on her job application she’s about the same age as my son.

      “Can I ask you something personal?” Her bright green eyes go wide for a moment. “Not about the baby, Piper.” Her face turns a few shades pinker when she realizes that I know. I’m guessing she thought it might hurt her chances at getting the job. “There’s no need to hide that from me. I was about your age when Ford knocked me up.” I end it with a small laugh, trying to put her at ease. I want her to relax and feel welcome because stress can be hard on a pregnant woman.

      “You can ask.” She finally smiles and this time it’s not forced like the others. She’s been extra nice, but this is a job interview and I can tell she’s trying to put her best foot forward.

      “I know everyone in town. That’s just how it is around here.” She nods and her long dark ponytail bounces with the action. The only people I don’t know are the ones passing through. “You’re not from around here so I’m wondering where you’re staying.” I knew that the moment I laid eyes on the girl I was hiring her. She’s lost and it pulled at everything inside of me to help her. My husband always says the strongest and weakest thing about me is my heart and that he’s been put on this earth to protect it. Young Piper here is tugging at all my strings and I know my husband is already digging into her background the best he can. It’s not just for my protection either.

      We always do a full rundown on new hires since they work with kids. I know hers will come back clean. She just needs a place to lay some roots and I’m going to help her with that. I can spot a girl in need and I would never turn my back on that.

      “I’m staying at the motel in town.” She shrugs while keeping her hands in her lap and fidgets with them. “Sometimes in my car.” That part is whispered and I hate that she’s feeling embarrassed as she drops her gaze to her hands.

      “Then it should be easy for you to move right into one of the cabins.”

      Her head jerks up in surprise. “You’re hiring me?” Hope lights up in her eyes. “Even knowing about—” Her hand goes to her stomach.

      “Yeah, sweetheart, I’m hiring you.” I stand up from my desk and she does the same, getting to her feet quickly. “Welcome to Camp Hardwood.”

      I pull her into a hug and she’s stiff for a moment before she relents and hugs me back hard. Piper holds on for a moment in a silent thank you and I give her all the time she needs.

      “Van.” I call out to my son as we pull back from the hug and he opens my office door.  

      “Mom?” He looks at Piper and I swear each day he looks more and more like his father. We were only blessed with one child, although running a camp makes it feel like we have hundreds at times.

      “Will you show Piper to her cabin?” I toss him the keys and he snatches them in midair.

      “Sure thing.”

      I watch them go, feeling better now that I know the girl is safe. No one in her situation should be alone. I was all by myself until Ford came along. I met him at this very camp when I fell off the dock and into the lake and he swam out to save me. I’ve been his ever since. We came from two different worlds but that didn’t stop us. It also didn’t stop my now husband from punching Jimmy Mason right in the face and breaking his nose for pushing me off the dock that day. Back then I didn't know how to swim, but by the time camp was over that year Ford made sure I could swim like a fish. It’s always been his life mission to make sure I’m safe.

      I step out of my office, unsurprised to see Moose leaning up against the counter. I’m sure he’s who my husband called to run a deeper check on Piper. Ford might have more money than God, but Moose knows people that don't even exist to the rest of the world. I never pushed but I’m pretty sure he was some kind of government secret agent before he settled into an early retirement back here. The man is a giant, with dark hair and eyes. He has to duck to get into most of the buildings, but he doesn't seem to mind. Everyone calls him Moose but he looks more like a bear to me. I don’t know how he did anything super secret for anyone because the man is unmissable. If he’s in the room, you know it.

      “Not much to tell.” He pushes off the front counter answering my unspoken question.

      “Coffee.” I point to the pot sitting next to him and he shakes his head. I know he doesn’t drink it but it feels weird not offering it.

      “Couldn’t find anything which is unusual. Normally there’s some kind of trail, but it’s like hers was purposely hidden.”

      That’s so strange. My mind tries to conjure up what her past could be and if it truly is empty that makes me so sad for her. The one thing that was always consistent for me was Camp Hardwood. It’s where I met my husband as a young girl. Even though we came from two different worlds, here we were the same.

      He had a family and a name for himself. His mom Betty sent him to Camp Hardwood because in her words, he was being a little prick and needed to be humbled. He claimed after he found me I took care of bringing him down a few pegs.

      He was my first everything and I was his up until they pulled me out of the system. I still went to camp every year because it became a part of Ford and me, and then about ten years ago Ford went and bought it. He heard it was going to be closed and he called it our retirement plan. But we had no idea how much work went into running a camp. Sure, we could hire people to handle some of the things we do around here, but we are hands-on and we do this together. We work side by side every day and my heart always hopes we are helping others find their soulmates like we did.

      “I’ll keep digging, but as of right now, she’s all alone.” Moose shakes his head.

      I can’t imagine what it’s like for that poor girl. She’s doesn’t have any family, and now she has a baby on the way.

      “She seems sweet.” I let out a sigh and Moose nods in agreement. He’s not a man of many words. “Have you seen my husband?”

      He points out back and I know without seeing him he’s drinking his coffee sitting on the porch. He hung a swing on it just for us and he always sits there when he’s waiting for me to come out of my office. I’m sure he and Moose already had a talk about the new girl. I told Ford I was going to hire her since I had a feeling. I know it’s silly but when I get a feeling it’s always right.

      I tell Moose goodbye before I walk on the porch and find Ford. He opens his arms for me to come and sit next to him and I go.

      “Hey, Mrs. Honey,” one of the new kids yells from across the way.

      Ford tenses and I roll my eyes, knowing what’s coming. Some things never change.

      “Mrs. Cyprus!” he yells back at the boy, who takes off, muttering a half-assed apology behind him.

      I don’t know if they do it to poke at my husband or because they truly forget. My name is Honey after all, but my caveman of a husband doesn’t like hearing anyone else call me that. I’m only his Honey, and he makes sure they know it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Ford

        

      

    

    
      Honey and I spend our normal few moments of quiet on the porch before I have to go meet with Moose. He’s the ranger at Camp Hardwood and he wants to talk about the outdoor activities we’ve got set up.

      This year we’ve hired a couple of new guys to run a zipline course through the trees and a cable bridge over the river. It’s nothing too high or too dangerous, but Moose likes to be extra thorough. I can’t say I don’t agree with his methods, but I trust him to do it on his own. He’s a man of few words, but he wants me to see it with my own eyes before we give it the green light for our campers.

      When we get to the edge of the woods we meet up with the adventure crew. They’re the best at what they do, which is why we put them in charge. Moose asks a few questions about the perimeter and security so campers can’t just wander off. After that we test the equipment ourselves and are satisfied to go ahead.

      “You think Piper is a good hire?” I ask Moose when we’re on the way back down to the lake.

      “Cyprus says she is.” He shrugs, thinking that’s the only confirmation he needs.

      I appreciate that he never calls her by her first name. “Yeah,” I say, rubbing the back of my neck. “I just can’t think of what we’re going to do when she has the baby.”

      “Didn’t you have Van as a baby up here?” He looks over at me and raises an eyebrow.

      “You’re not wrong.”

      For some reason it felt like we were much older than her when we had Van, but we weren’t. Honey was young when I met her, it feels like so much time has passed since we’ve been together so long. She came to Camp Hardwood on a scholarship through her foster home, and sometimes I wonder what would have happened if she didn’t have that. I like to think that we would have found each other another way because she’s my soulmate. But then I shake it off because I can’t imagine a scenario where I didn’t find her.

      Moose leaves me at the mess hall as he goes to the outbuilding. He’s got most of his gear stored out there and he’s got a private cabin deeper in the woods behind it. He likes his privacy for the most part and I can’t say I blame him. He doesn’t talk about what he used to do for the government, but when he came in to interview for the job he said he wanted to be in the mountains and still help people.

      I go to the mess hall and check in with the kitchen staff. Most of my responsibilities each day are checking in and making sure everyone has what they need and report problems to the people we pay to fix them. The head chef tells me about a new “bug juice” she’s got for this year’s campers, and supplies for the weekly bonfire cookouts. Every Saturday on the last night of camp we have a big fire and grill out while the kids make smores. It’s a tradition Honey and I had, and we’ve kept it going. One last blowout before we have to say goodbye. It was always the worst part because we had to say goodbye, but the best part because we were able to sneak into the boathouses and mess around. I closed off boathouse number seven when we took over the camp. It felt wrong to let anyone else go in there when it was such a special place for us. Now it’s our secret lounge on the edge of camp we like to sneak away to when we’re feeling frisky.

      After I meet with the kitchen staff, I move on to the maintenance crew, groundskeeping, scheduling managers, and planning staff. We’re in full swing for the summer already and we’ve got a crew running this place.

      Honey and I are so lucky we’ve got plenty of people to make this run if we’re not here, but we love this place so much we couldn’t stand not being involved.

      After all my check-ins are done, I walk to the lake. Lifeguards are doing swim test today and I know Honey likes to be there for the beginners. I think it’s because she almost drowned, so now she feels like she has to put as many eyes on the water as possible while we assess the swimmers.

      “Hey, Mr. Cyprus,” Zara calls as she passes by me.

      “Aren’t you supposed to be at archery with the Blue Jays today?” I check my watch and see she’s running late.

      We sort each week of campers into bird names. It makes it easier to know who is supposed to be where and on what activity. Zara is a scholarship kid like Honey was and those are always the ones we look out for extra close. They often don’t have all the necessary equipment to bring with them, but we keep on hand what they need. They can also get into trouble or separate from groups because they’re used to relying on themselves for everything. It’s a dangerous game when being in the woods or doing something that could get them injured. She just started yesterday, so I need to follow up with her counselor that she’s being looked after.

      “I’m on my way. I wore flip-flops by mistake and I had to run back.” She points to her feet and I see she’s got her sneakers on.

      “What’s the first rule of camp?” I raise an eyebrow and she lets out a sigh.

      “Always have a buddy.” Her blue eyes look chagrined and then she nods. “I won’t forget next time.”

      “All right,” I say, knowing she probably snuck off from her counselor to go back alone instead of taking someone with her, once again thinking she can do it on her own. “Hustle up and remember to stay on the trail flagged white. It will take you all the way up to the archery field.”

      “Got it,” she says and takes off in a run with her long blond hair whipping behind her.

      I’m making a mental note to speak with her head counselor just when I reach the edge of the lake. I look up for just a second and then everything inside me goes rigid. Honey is on the long dock in the distance walking back and forth. Her dirty-blond hair is piled high on her head and she’s got on sunglasses. I can see from the look on her face she’s staring hard at the water as she and a crew of lifeguards do the swim test. But that’s not what has me on edge. It’s seeing every inch of her olive skin tanned by the sun and on display. She’s wearing a bikini I’ve never seen before and I don’t like it. Her ample breasts swell against the thin material and the triangle of the bottoms hardly covers her juicy ass. She looks like she could be on the cover of Sports Illustrated and all I want to do is throw a blanket over her body and keep people from looking at her.

      “Honey!” I bark across the water and she looks up at me.

      Slowly she raises her sunglasses so I can see her eyes and then she has the audacity to wink at me. She turns around and struts away and I see red. She’s doing this just to have a go at me and the worst thing I could do right now is give her a reaction.

      But I’m not a smart man when it comes to her and before I can think straight, I’m pulling my shirt off and making my way toward her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Honey

        

      

    

    
      I let out a small scream as if surprised my husband is grabbing me from behind. I could hear him coming with his heavy footsteps on the wood dock. He’s a big man and the boards groan under his stomps.

      It catches me off guard when he jumps with me in his arms. Seconds later we hit the water together with a splash and before I can recover he’s all over me.

      “Ford.” I try to sound forceful, but it’s hard when he’s being a sexy mix of possessive and teasing.

      I had it coming. I knew the swimsuit went a little far, but damn I love getting my man all worked up. People ask how we don't go crazy being out in the middle of nowhere. How could I when I have a husband like him to play with? It’s easy to work him up and down and no one knows how to work my husband like I do. But he still has the ability to surprise me. I didn’t think he was going to take me into the lake.  

      “You looked like you needed to cool off.” He pulls me close and I wrap my legs around him. We can’t touch bottom where we are right now at the end of the dock.

      “You guys done for the day?” he shouts to the guards who are doing the training.

      I hear our lead guard laugh and I roll my eyes. They’re all used to Ford and his ways. My husband is a gentle giant. He has a hell of a bark when he uses it, but if people dig even a little they can find the sweetness underneath.

      We are openly affectionate in front of others because I think it’s good for people to see a happily married couple after all this time. There’s nothing wrong with a husband and wife wanting to be close. There’s also nothing wrong with a husband treating his wife so well. It can show these girls what a man is and what they should be looking for when it’s time for them to find one of their own.

      “I’m not done for the day,” I tell him and give him a quick kiss. “Neither are you. You gotta find my sunglasses because those were brand new.”

      A smug smile pulls at his mouth as he removes one of the arms he has wrapped around me to show he’s got my sunglasses in his hand. I should have known he caught them. I kiss him again to wipe the smug look off his face. Before I know what’s happening, hands are everywhere and he’s swimming away with me to hide us with the dock. It never takes much to get the two of us going.  

      “Honey.” He yanks his mouth from mine, pissed that he has to. I catch my breath as we make our way toward the shore.

      When we get out of the water, I see all the lifeguards have cleared out. But we’re out in the open next to the lake and someone could come along.

      “We’re not alone.” I look around and he shakes his head.  

      His fingers lock with mine and I try to move toward our place, but he pulls me by my hand, leading me back to the dock. He grabs the shirt he dropped and puts it over my head before he slides his shoes back on and I grab my flip-flops.

      “Now we go.”

      I fight a smirk, which only ends with me getting my ass smacked. I jump and take off from him. It doesn't take him but a few steps and he’s all over me. He lifts me into the air and throws me over his shoulder.

      “Now everyone can see my ass,” I tell him as I give him a smack. I might fight him more on how he’s acting, but this week we have an older bunch at the camp. The kids are all in their late teens and most have been here year after year.

      “I’m going the back way.” There’s laughter in his voice as he smacks my ass again.

      His long strides get us back to our place in record time. He slams the door closed and then there’s a loud click of the lock. He puts me down on my feet and I take a step back, enjoying my worked-up, shirtless husband. I don’t know why he got jealous, because he’s the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on. Those teenage boys have nothing on him. Even the gray growing in through his short beard is beyond hot.

      “Now, show me the swimsuit.” He steps toward me and I take another step back.

      “You don’t even like it.” I lift my chin in defiance, poking the bear. My nipples are already hard and I’m hot and ready for it. He’s going to play with me, though, and make me ache.

      “Honey,” he warns. “I’m not fucking around.”

      “I think fucking around is all you wanna do,” I sass.

      He’s on me before I get all the words out of my mouth. He yanks his shirt from my body faster than I can blink and then he bends me over the sofa. I feel my bathing suit bottoms leave my body and the wet sound of material being flung away.

      “You’re right. I don’t like it.” He leans over me to growl into my ear.

      His whole body covers mine as his hard cock presses into my ass. Another tug and my top is gone too. My breasts spill free. One of his hands reaches around to rub my tit and he plucks at my nipple. His foot nudges my feet apart and I’m wide open for him.

      “If it was up to me I’d have you naked like this all the time. I hate that I have to let clothes touch your skin when it should only be my hands. But a man has to pick his battles.”

      I breathe heavily as my body starts to pulse with need and he uses his knee to spread my thighs farther apart for him. His other hand cups my sex and I’m soaking wet. This isn’t from the lake and he knows it.

      “Baby.” I wiggle my ass, trying to push into him. I need him inside of me as my pussy clenches over and over again, silently begging for his cock.

      “Don’t baby me. You put it out there on display and now I want my turn. You’ll have to wait.”

      I whimper impatiently. He releases my sex for a moment before I feel the sting of his hand against it as he gives it a little smack.

      “Don’t whine,” he growls into my ear.

      The sound vibrates against my skin and I fight a moan. I know he doesn't like when I beg because he doesn't want me to beg for a damn thing. But he always wants to play, so he’s fighting an inner battle.

      The sting goes straight to my clit, making it pulse more with need. I’m so close I don’t need much to send me over. He rubs me there but makes sure not to touch my clit.

      “Please!” I cry out, unable to control myself. He can’t stop his possessiveness just like I can’t control how badly I need him inside me. When his dominance comes to the surface, it’s time for me to lie back and let him have his way.

      “I got you, honey,” he tells me as he shifts his hands and then a second later I feel the swell and stretch of his cock as he thrusts inside of me.

      I’m so full I cry out his name, and this time his fingers find my clit and send me over. The orgasm is hard and fast and takes control of my body. Ford has to help hold me up as he thrusts a few more times and I feel his warm release deep inside of me. He doesn't let me go, though, but instead kisses my shoulder and lifts me into his arms.

      “I’m still not done,” he says as I lay my head on his shoulder.

      He’s never down for just a quickie. He’s tried but he always needs more. If it was up to him we’d be in bed all day every day. The rest of the world could fade away and he wouldn't notice it for days.

      “I didn’t think you were.” I smile into his neck, knowing I’m going to need a nap by the time he’s finished.

      The swimsuit was worth every penny and I don’t even care that I only got to wear it once. My husband might deny it but he loved that swimsuit too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Ford

        

      

    

    
      I smile to myself as I think about yesterday and the time Honey and I had together. There’s a lot going on this week and although we’re both busy, that afternoon was just what we needed.

      Today I’m at the horse stalls with Van as I help him with his chores. He’s a great kid and although he turned eighteen and we’ve tried to get him to go to college, he keeps saying this is his home. We never set out to make him stay here forever, and maybe in time he’ll change his mind. Although Honey and I fell in love and had a life here, that doesn’t mean he has to as well. But even now as he’s cleaning the horse stalls, he’s whistling and loving life.

      We’ve got a dozen horses we keep in this part of the camp. Van is in charge of them because he’s raised most of them since they were foals, if not from birth. He’s always been good with animals and he can teach anyone how to ride.

      I think Honey was hoping at some point he’d find the one and fall in love at camp like we did, but it never happened. Van is a good kid that loves to work with his hands and help others. I have no doubts when the time is right, someone will come along and knock him on his ass.

      “I think Maggie is close.” Van runs his hand along her back and swollen belly.

      “You going to stay with her?” I ask, and he nods. I knew he would without having to say it. “Let me know if you need any help.”

      “I think she’ll be just fine. I just want to make sure she’s not alone.”

      “I want to talk to you about something.” I lean against the opening of the stall and he looks up from Maggie. “Your mother and I want to make sure you don’t feel obligated to be here just because this is where we want to be.”

      “Dad—”

      I hold my hand up to cut him off and he gives me a look that is so much like my face it’s hard not to laugh. Honey is right; we are identical.

      “There’s a veterinary degree you can get online if you do your clinicals and labs in the next town over. They have a program where you can go a couple of days a week. I know you are adamant about wanting to stay here, but this might be a way for you to do something you love and help out.”

      “Seriously?” For a second he looks surprised and then I see his brain working out all the details as he concentrates.

      “I know you’ve probably got a lot more than most with hands-on experience. But when these animals here need a vet, we have to call and wait for someone to get here. You wouldn’t have to stay after you finish school, but it gives you options.

      “Yeah it does.” He turns to look at Maggie and then back at me. “Thanks, Dad, I’ll think about it.”

      My walkie-talkie goes off with an alarm and I pull it out of my back pocket. It’s usually just a test or someone hitting the wrong button so I’m not too excited by the sound of it.

      “Ford here,” I answer and there’s a moment of static before I hear Moose on the other end.

      “It’s bad—” There’s too much static for me to hear what he’s saying and I step out of the barn for a better signal. “Ford! Do you hear me?”

      “Moose, say it again.” I click the button and there’s more static until his voice is screaming over the walkie talkie.

      “It’s Honey! Get to the office!”

      “Shit,” I curse and I take off running toward the Gator.

      “Dad?” Van comes walking out of the barn and I yell over my shoulder.

      “Get in, it’s Mom!”

      He grabs on to the back as I stomp the gas. The four wheeler is made for the rough terrain of camp and I floor it away from the barn and down the trail. I check behind me to make sure Van has a good grip as I skid around a corner and dirt goes flying.

      Campers jump out of the way as I shout and wave them off the trail. Van is doing the same to get them to move so I can make it to the office. I don’t even take a second to think about what this means and that my wife is totally fine. She’s going to be okay because I say so. There’s no alternative to this world where she’s not in my arms when we’re both two hundred years old.

      “Hurry,” Van calls from the back, but this goddamn machine can’t go any faster.

      I grip the wheel so tight it cracks, but I keep on going. By the time we make it to the office I see a crowd of counselors outside. Van and I jump off the Gator while it’s still in motion, and my legs don’t work as fast as my brain. I stumble a little as I rush up the steps and burst through the door.

      Honey is laid out across the desk with the camp doctor on one side, a couple of the nurses around him and Moose nearby.

      “What happened?” I call out as I rush over to her and see she’s unconscious.

      “Snake bite,” Moose answers, and I look at her leg to see the two small dots.

      “We had the antivenom and she’s going to be okay. But she’s going to be in and out of consciousness.” The doctor shakes his head. “It’s a bad bite and we didn’t get it in her quick enough. She was by herself on the other end of the storage cabins.”

      “Oh God.” I kneel down beside her and take her hands in mine.

      “There was a girl nearby. I think her name was Zara. She just happened to be walking by when it happened. She carried her back here.” I look up at the doctor, who shakes his head. “I don’t know how she carried her.”

      I feel Van silently come up beside me as he looks down at his mom. “She’s going to be okay, right?”

      The pleading in his voice mirrors my own as we look up at him.

      “Yes, she’s just going to have to take it easy the next few days.” He points to the board close to him. “Let’s transport her back to your house so she can get some rest.”

      “I’ve got her,” I say as I scoop her up in my arms and feel her warm, small body against mine.

      “Ford,” she mumbles, and for a moment I close my eyes in thanks.

      “I’m right here, baby, and you better stay with me.”

      She nods and I feel her even breathing as I walk out of the office and take her home.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Honey

        

      

    

    
      I moan as my hips try to come off the bed. Ford sucks my clit into his mouth and I decide this is the best way to wake up. I want to grab him and dig my fingers into his hair but I can’t. He’s got my hands tied to the headboard and I’m not going anywhere unless he says so.

      “Oh God,” I moan, ready to cum. I try to move my hips, wanting his cock inside of me. He knows what I want but he only slips in another finger to try and fill the need. Nothing will feel as good as my husband's cock and he knows it. I don’t care how much I love his fingers or how good he is with them, it will never be the same. But he knows how to work my body and within seconds I cum from him. The flood of pleasure takes my body and I grip the soft silk that keeps my hands tethered to the bed. He doesn’t stop and he demands another, but I don’t know how much more I can take.

      “In me,” I encourage, but he shakes his head.

      His mouth never leaves me and I can see he’s jacking himself off as he licks my pussy. I cry out his name because I’m too sensitive, but he doesn’t stop. He angrily strokes his cock and his motion jerks the bed. I know he wants to be inside of me as bad as I want him there but he’s not going to break. I know my husband. When it comes to my safety I come first. He’s on edge and struggling to deal with it, but I’m literally in a bed of my own making.

      “Cum with me, Ford. I want to see you do it,” I tell him.

      His eyes come to mine and with one look he sends me over the edge again. He cums with me this time and I wish I could see it spill from his cock and onto himself, but I’ll have to take the sounds of his pleasure for now. He's breathing heavily and still trying to get himself together. He moves a little to lay his head on my stomach.

      “I want to touch you,” I complain.

      I ended up tied to the bed last night after I tried to sneak out. In my defense, the man wouldn't let me leave the bed! I was almost to the door before he busted me and had me flat on my back. Then he used my own panties to tie me down. I didn't fight him on it because I knew he wouldn't be able to sleep if I didn't let him keep me tied up. It was for his own sanity.

      He shifts again to free me but after that goes right back to laying his head on my stomach. “You okay?” I ask him as I run my fingers through his hair.

      “I’m getting there.” He tells me the truth this time—no more fine.

      He knew I wasn't buying it before but I also knew he wasn't going to be fine until he got an angry fucking session in. And no, he won’t be fucking me anytime soon. He’s handling me like spun glass and won't have sex even though I’ve been given the green light. Today isn’t the day to try and break him. He might not know it but I’m treading lightly too, only my way is a little different.   

      He made the doctor stay here the first night just to make sure everything was okay. I was lucky for how prepared my husband was for anything that could happen here at Camp Hardwood. That shot not only saved my life but it could have been a lot worse than feeling like shit for a few days.

      I’m scared to even ask what he’s done outside to make sure it can’t happen again. It was my own fault. I shouldn’t have been down that way. I was checking one of the older storage units to see if we had extra kayaks stored out there. The grass hadn’t been cut down on that end and I knew to be on the lookout, but my mind was on the new girl and her small baby bump. I shouldn’t have gone looking myself, and Ford said the same thing over and over. That if it would have been him the snake would’ve run off because I walk too light. I had to fight rolling my eyes when he said that because he was probably right. I scared the snake just as much as it scared me. We didn’t see each other until we were on top of the other and then it was too late. I’m so lucky Zara heard me scream.

      “I can’t stay in this bed forever,” I declare, and he looks up at me with a wanna bet look. “I love you, Ford, but you know I can’t.” He lets out a long sigh before turning his head to kiss my belly.

      “I love you too, Honey, more than anything, and seeing you lying there like that—” He shakes his head. “I felt so damn helpless. I can’t lose you.” His words are almost strangled as he gets choked up.

      “I’ll never leave you.” I can’t believe the world would ever take me from him. Death wouldn’t stand a chance against my man when it comes to me. “I promise I won’t go anywhere without you knowing.”

      “Last night…“ He starts to remind me of my attempt to sneak out but I cut him off.

      “I love you but if you keep me caged in this bedroom I’m going to try and escape. I’m letting you know that now. If you let me go—“

      “Never,” he rumbles deep in his chest and I fight a laugh. It’s kind of adorable, not that I’ll tell him that.

      “If you let me leave the room,” I correct, “I won’t go anywhere without you knowing first.” He gives my stomach another kiss before he finally sits up and pulls me into his lap. His release is sticky between us and his cock is hard again.

      “Deal,” he agrees, resting his forehead to mine and ignoring his erection. I don’t want to ignore it but I’m letting it go for now.

      “I know you aren’t going to fuck me so maybe shower me so I can go check on our kids.”

      He stands up and takes me to the bathroom. He doesn’t agree that we’re going anywhere but he does wash every inch of me.

      “I can get myself dressed.” I take my shirt from his hand because he’s getting out of hand now.

      “I’ll take you to the front desk but your ass isn’t walking.” I narrow my eyes on him and he raises his eyebrows at me. It’s that or bed, he’s silently saying.  

      “Fine.” It isn’t a hardship to let my husband carry me around. I’m more concerned about him being so worried. I don't want him to live that way. I know it’s something only time can fix so I would do better to reassure him I’m going to be safe.

      We both finish getting ready before he carries me out back toward camp.

      “Kitchen,” I tell him.

      “I was going to grab you something and bring it to your desk,” he tells me.

      “No, I want to check on people. We’ll eat out front.” He nods, knowing I’m not going to back down on this one.

      He carries me right into the kitchen and sets me down on the counter, where Tia’s eyes widen. She’s been a hard nut to crack. The girl is one of the shyest I’ve ever met, but boy can she cook. She got the job in the kitchen off a cookie she brought to the interview. I’m trying to get her to work with the kids too and hoping it will help with her shyness. She might work in the kitchen for the most part but everyone on staff is considered a counselor.

      Piper is there too, sitting over at the other counter eating pancakes dripping in syrup. Her legs swing back and forth and she looks better. Her cheeks have a little more color to them and she doesn’t seem as nervous.

      “She’s fine, I’ve been keeping tabs,” Ford whispers in my ear then kisses my cheek so no one notices we’re whispering. Tia must hear something because her eyes get bigger.

      “I don’t know why your son is telling everyone he’s my boyfriend!” she blurts out in a rambled rush so fast you’d think I was interrogating her. Piper giggles. “He’s not,” Tia shouts, looking over toward Piper.

      She shoves another bite of pancake into her mouth even as she’s laughing and Tia looks about seven shades of red.

      “Okay, I didn’t know that one.” Ford has his back to the girls and looks down at me. He smirks and I don't know what’s going on but things are starting to feel settled again and my man is smiling. In my world that means everything is fine. I’ll ask Van about what he’s up to later. If he’s anything like his dad he knows what he’s doing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Ford

        

      

    

    
      Honey is in the office again today and although I’m not completely okay with it, I’m beginning to relax. She’s somehow figured out how to make me feel calm and worked up all at the same time and I think she enjoys torturing me.

      As if reading my mind, she looks up from her desk and winks at me.

      “Hey Honey,” a camper says as they walk through the office and drop off one of the medical backpacks.

      “Hey there,” Honey says with a bright cheery smile.

      “Watch it,” I caution and the little guy’s eyes widen as he slowly steps away and back outside.

      I stomp over to the bag and take out the cool packs and pop them in the freezer and pull out some fresh ones.

      Another camper comes skipping in to pick it up and looks right past me. “Hi, Honey!”

      “Really?” I ask, and she gently takes the bag from me as she backs out just like the guy before.

      I growl low in my chest and I can hear my wife trying to muffle her laughter from behind me.

      “Should have changed your first name when we got married,” I grumble and I hear her sigh.

      “They’re kids, Ford. It’s harmless.”

      “Sure.” I grab a stack of papers and straighten them angrily as I wonder if everyone is conspiring against me. “I think they stand outside and plan it.”

      I’m aggressively stapling the daily schedules when the screen door slams open.

      “What?” I bark, assuming it’s a kid, but when I hear someone clear their throat I look up.

      A big guy in a black polo shirt and khakis comes inside and takes off his sunglasses. He’s got dark eyes and hair that is almost as black as his shirt. He looks around the room and smiles wide, revealing straight white teeth.  

      “Sorry to bother you.” His smile is easy and it’s not that he’s raising any suspicions but a guy dressed like he is usually isn’t destined for the wilderness. “I’m looking for someone.”

      I feel Honey step up beside me and place a hand on my lower back. “Currently we have our summer programs in full swing. As you can probably appreciate, we keep the student records confidential due to custody arrangements.”

      We had some trouble a few years back with a couple going through a bitter divorce. They were using the kids against one another and the dad tried to come pull the kids out of the camp their mom had registered them for, claiming it was his weekend. We had to call the cops and child protective services and since then we keep a tight lid on our campers and don’t allow non-employees on the grounds. The office is the first cabin you come to when you enter Camp Hardwood so no one could get past us even if they wanted to. Moose made sure of that.

      “I completely understand. I’m actually looking for a counselor.” He doesn’t make a move to come closer and his smile is stuck in place. “Her name is Piper.”

      I feel Honey tense against me and her nails dig into my back. I don’t react but instead match his cool demeanor and cock my head to the side. “I’m afraid I don’t know anyone by that name.”

      If this guy is a friend of Piper’s we can tell her he showed up and she can get in touch with him, but I have a sneaking suspicion that he’s the reason she showed up here with a baby on the way.

      “She might be going by another name. She’s about this tall.” He holds up his hand below his shoulder and then looks back at me. “Dark hair, green eyes, can’t miss her.”

      Honey steps forward and leans on the counter casually. “I’ve hired all the staff this season and we don’t have anyone by that description.” Her voice is smooth and calm. Damn, she’s good. “Are you sure you have the right camp? There’s a boy scout camp on the other side of the lake, and a church camp about three hours from here. I can get you the names if you’d like.”

      His smile tightens but doesn’t fall as he nods his head. “Yes, I’d appreciate that.”

      “No problem. What did you say your name was?” She turns around and grabs a brochure for the other two camps and slides them across the counter.

      I edge in front of her again because I don’t like having a man I don’t know this close to her.

      “Hawk,” he says as he picks up the brochures and tips his head. “Thanks for the help.”

      He walks out of the office without another word and I wait until I hear a car crank up. “Shit, I should have looked at his plates.” But by the time I make it to the window he’s long gone.

      “He was here for Piper. What should we do?” Honey asks with a panicked look in her eyes. “We have to tell her. Wait, maybe we shouldn’t. She could stress herself out and that’s not good for the baby.”

      “She’s in a cabin with two other female counselors, but let’s make sure she’s always got someone with her. I’ll tell Moose about it and see what he can dig up.”

      “Okay, so we don’t tell her?” Honey’s eyebrows pull together in worry and I know this is going to eat her up.

      “For now, yeah, let’s play it cool. I don’t want to worry her any more than necessary. If we hear from the other camps, or he shows back up, we’ll let her know. But I think we’ve given him enough to throw him off.”

      “What has a young girl like that gone and got herself into?” Honey looks out the window and shakes her head.

      “Nothing I didn’t get you into at that age.” I come up behind her and slide my arm around her stomach. I need to get her mind off of this, at least for a little while. “Take a walk with me.”

      “You’re going to let me out of the office?” Her voice is excited but hesitant.

      “As long as you go with me to our boathouse.” I give her a sly smile and she bites her bottom lip as she nods.

      I take her hand and tug her out of the office just as Moose is walking up on the porch.

      “Everything okay?”

      We keep on walking past him and I swing Honey up in my arms. “All good,” I shout over my shoulder as Honey giggles.

      When we get to the boathouse I take out my keys and unlock the door. I lock it back behind us and look around as she runs up the steps. This was where we made love for the first time, and it’s always been a special place for us. Our boat is on a lift and our boating supplies are nearby. There’s a set of stairs to the right and I take them two at a time to get to Honey. When I reach the top she’s already undressing and smiling at me.

      I had it remodeled a few years back with a small kitchen and bed for when we feel like sleeping out here. There’s a rope by the bed that when pulled reveals the night sky above. Honey said she always wanted to sleep under the stars so I made sure she had it whenever she wanted.

      “Get your dick out,” she says, wiggling out of her shorts and kicking off her shoes.

      “Has that line ever worked for you?” I ask, as I slowly take off my shirt and then take my time folding it.

      She sighs and rolls her eyes. “No.” She’s completely naked and I want nothing more than to have my wife, but she loves when I take my time.

      I place my shirt on the small dresser and then take off my shoes too. “Come here.” I point to the spot in front of me and she tries to hide her smile as she tucks her chin and walks to where I’m standing.

      She takes her time and runs her hands over her bare hips and breasts. She’s doing this to drive me crazy and it’s working. When she gets to me she looks up through her lashes and then slowly lowers herself to the ground.

      “Honey,” I warn as she spreads her knees wide and looks up at me with her mouth open.

      “Yes?” She innocently smiles like nothing is amiss and I cock my head to the side. “You told me to come over here.”

      “And what are you going to do down there?” I reach out and run my knuckles gently along her jaw. Then I reach out and grab a handful of hair and tilt her head back.

      “Service my husband.” I feel her hands go to the front of my shorts and unbutton them.

      I should stop her and make her do what I tell her, but seeing her like this is too much. I’m powerless when it comes to her and she damn well knows it.

      I hold her hair out of her face with both my hands as she opens my shorts and my cock springs free in front of her face. Her warm wet mouth wraps around the end almost immediately and I groan at the feeling. Her small hands hold my length and gently move up and down. My grip on her hair tightens as she takes more of me and my cock swells with need.

      “That mouth of yours is going to get you in trouble.” She moans around my cock and a wave of heat goes down my back. “Fuck.”

      She pulls back and runs her tongue up the length and then swirls it around the head. She cleans the pearl of cum beading up at the end and moans at the flavor.

      “Honey,” I warn, but she just lets out a sinister giggle and goes back to sucking my cock.

      I’m too damn close for her to play with me like this and she knows exactly what she’s doing. She’s trying to get me to cum in her mouth, but I won’t let that happen.

      When I feel the tip bump the back of her throat and she swallows, I’ve had enough. I let go of her hair, grab her by the upper arms, and pull her off my cock. She squeals loudly as I yank her up and toss her onto the bed.

      “You’re done playing.” I stalk over to her and flip her on her stomach. I grip her hips and drag her down to the edge of the bed. “You’ll get it when I give it to you.”

      She moans as I slide my cock through her wet folds and then thrust home. Her sweet pussy is dripping down her thighs and it makes my entrance slick and hot. She calls out my name as I go harder and faster so I reach around and rub her pussy and feel her tighten around me. She’s primed already and in need of a good orgasm, so I don’t tease her for long.

      With one final thrust, her body peaks and she surrenders to the wave of pleasure. The feel of her pussy pulsing around me spurs my own orgasm and I cum with her. Together we groan and I cling to her from behind as our souls once again entwine. Every time we make love it brings me closer to her and it makes me want more. It’s a cycle I hope to never break.

      I hold her close as I scoot her up the bed and lie down behind her. My cock is still nestled deep in her warmth and I have no plans to move for the foreseeable future.

      “Can we take a nap?” she asks softly and I can see she’s already closed her eyes.

      “We can do anything you want,” I whisper and she hums happily.

      I close my eyes and think about all the memories this place holds and wonder how four walls can possibly contain this much love.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Honey

        

      

    

    
      I watch as Tia rolls out the crust and I think she’s making a pie. She’s so quiet unless Piper is around; those two have become fast friends. When she talks to Piper it’s always in low whispers and I think it’s because Tia is really shy. It’s actually helped with my unsettled feeling when it comes to Piper and the small baby bump she’s still trying to keep hidden. Maybe me not being able to hover over her has helped her get close to a girl her own age. I know I can be a little bit of a helicopter mom to some of the girls when they’re here. I can’t help myself. She’ll confide more in someone she sees as a friend because I might still fall into the boss category for her. I am but I always want the girls to be able to tell me anything. I get close with the campers but with the counselors I feel a bond. They’re here for longer stretches and some stay year round. I grow attached to them and I have a feeling Tia’s going to be sticking around. She’s the shy one, but Piper’s been rubbing off on her and I don’t want anything to spook her.

      “Is there something you need, Honey?” Tia asks as she peeks up at me. Her cheeks are always a sweet shade of pink and right now she’s got a little bit of flour on her face. The girl really is as sweet as the desserts she makes.

      “Mrs. C,” Ford corrects from beside me. He doesn’t even look up from the paper he’s reading and I reach over and smack his chest. He normally doesn’t get bent out of shape when the girls do it.

      “Hush,” I tell him and he finally looks up at me.

      We’re sitting at a table in the kitchen since I had cabin fever. Too much is going on and I’m missing it. Ford isn’t great at reporting gossip to me and I need to be in the loop.

      He’s got my foot in his lap, absently rubbing my ankle as I eat an afternoon snack. He’s been going everywhere with me but he’s calmed down some. He always takes such good care of me but sometimes we forget about the little things when we get wrapped up in everyday life. This whole ordeal has been a reminder to slow down and appreciate what we have, and to enjoy our time together. This snake bite has reminded us to pay attention to the small details we’ve been missing out on.

      “You can call me Honey,” I tell Tia and ignore my husband.

      He glances over to Tia and nods in agreement before going back to looking down at his paper and Tia’s eyes bounce between the two of us.

      “The Cyprus men can be little possessive. Only Ford likes calling me Honey.”

      “I’m sorry, I don’t have to call you that.”

      “No, sweetheart. You can call me Honey.” I pause for a second and smile because I have a feeling she might be calling me something else soon enough. “For now.”

      “For now?” She glances over to Ford, unsure of what to do. He keeps on reading his paper and pretends not to listen in.

      “For now,” I agree. She looks back down at her rolling pin as Piper comes in a moment later.

      “I’m starving,” she tells Tia before she sees me. “I’m on break.”

      She stops walking when she sees me sitting there with Ford.

      “I’m not sure we really have breaks,” I laugh.

      She’s still training and helps out where it’s needed, but I’m not coming between a pregnant girl and a snack. I know when I was pregnant with Van I could out-eat my husband. Piper is small as it is and she should eat more. My mind flashes to the man who showed up the other day looking for her. Why is she running? I worry my bottom lip between my teeth, thinking. I need to ask Ford about that later.

      “I made you a plate,” Tia tells Piper, pointing toward one of the many refrigerators. She rushes over to it and makes Tia beam with happiness. I can tell the girl really does love making food for people. Her eyes go to the door and the smile drops away from her face. After a moment she goes back to what she’d been doing and her face goes as red as her hair.  

      I look over to see what’s got her blushing and just then Van walks in. He leans against the doorway and watches her. I’ve been wondering why he’s telling everyone she’s his girlfriend. It reminds me of falling in love with my man. There is a glint in Van’s eyes and it makes him look more like his father than ever before. His arms are folded over his chest and Tia starts pressing harder on the rolling pin to keep her focus down on the counter. She lets out a cute little huff to blow away a curl that has escaped from her ponytail.

      “You’re not a door so move out of it,” I tell my son.

      His gaze flicks from Tia over to me like he’s surprised I’m here.  

      “Hey, Mom.” He walks over and gives me a kiss on the cheek. “How are you feeling?”’

      “I’m fine.” I smile at him and squeeze his arm.

      “Want a cookie?” he asks as he walks over to the counter and grabs one from a plate. This is our smaller kitchen for the staff and we eat a lot of our meals here. It’s where the counselors hang out and I can learn about what’s going on right from this table.

      “I’m good.” I lean back to watch my son.

      He keeps on staring at Tia but she doesn’t look up at him. There’s no way she can’t feel his stare. Piper eats her food but keeps on staring like I do.

      “You sure can bake, sugar,” he says as he swallows the cookie almost whole.

      Did he call her sugar? She keeps on rolling and mumbles a thanks without glancing his way. I’m used to the girls falling all over Van. They chase him around like lost puppies but he doesn’t find it amusing. It’s why he hides out in the stables so much. Now he’s hanging around this kitchen all the time with a girl who won’t look his way. I fight a smirk.

      She huffs again and this time Van reaches out and tucks the loose curl behind her ear. She stops rolling and freezes for a moment before she looks up at him. Everyone is quiet as we watch the exchange.

      “Stop it,” she tells him, and to my surprise she reaches out and smacks his hand away.

      I fight a laugh but Ford doesn’t. He barks a low chuckle as he stands up.

      “I’m not your girlfriend, and stop telling people I am.”

      Van doesn’t respond as he shoves another cookie into his mouth.

      “Why do you keep telling people that?” I hear her ask.

      I don’t get to hear Van’s response because Ford is pulling me to my feet.

      “I told you I’d take you to the stables. Looks like it’s all ours if Van is here stalking Tia again.”

      “Again?” I whisper to Ford.

      “Not stalking, just keeping an eye out,” Van calls out as Ford leads me from the kitchen.  

      I have really been missing too much around here but I’ll find all of it out from Ford later. I have a feeling right now he’s going to do more than show me the new foal. I’ve been dying to meet her but I’m pretty sure Ford wants to mess around in the hay loft, and I have zero objections.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Ford

        

      

    

    
      It’s the first day it hasn’t rained and it’s been a long day of activities for the kids. I’ve gone through my normal checklist and met with the heads of the departments and cleaned up the office.

      Honey spent the day in the girls’ cabins helping some of them pack and organize their rooms. She had us build two new cabins and now she’s getting their bunks situated. I brought her lunch earlier and ended up christening both of them before I had to go. I left her walking funny, with a sleepy smile. I’d say my job was done, but it never is when it comes to her.

      This summer has been filled with excitement, but thankfully it’s begun to settle down. We’ve talked a lot about what we see for the future of Camp Hardwood and where we see ourselves. We don’t necessarily want to shoulder the responsibility for the rest of our lives and as much as we love to be hands-on, we want to be able to step back and allow a younger crowd to help out. Van’s been telling us he’s ready to take on more, and Honey and I agreed to let him once he completes vet school. After that we’ll give him more, and eventually maybe he’ll take over if that’s what he wants to do.  

      I’m stepping off the porch of the office when I look out and see Honey coming toward me. I walk out onto the grass and meet her halfway. Her eyebrows are drawn together and there’s a look of concern in her eyes as she stares down at her feet. She doesn’t look up until she’s almost right at me and I catch her by the arms.

      “What’s up?” She’s startled like she really wasn’t paying me any attention and looks around.

      “I think we’ve got a camper missing.” Her voice is soft and full of disbelief.

      “What?” It’s not unusual for a camper to get lost because our property is so big, but it is rare for Honey to be so concerned about it. If it happens, it’s almost always taken care of within a few minutes and then everything goes back to normal.

      “I forgot my radio down at Cabin B and thought you might be here.” Her arm comes out and grabs mine and I can see the worry in her eyes. “It’s Zara.”

      I nod silently as I take her hand and pull her toward the cabin. “Don’t worry, Honey, we’ll find her.” Once we get inside I grab the radio and then nod to Honey. “Tell me what you know.”

      “Her camp buddy said she went off on a trail in the woods by herself.”

      “Shit.” I shake my head and wonder why kids have to make bad decisions.

      “She said if she wasn't there by dinner to tell someone and I think maybe she was scared to admit it.” Honey looks at me with pleading eyes. “We’ve got to find her.”

      “Hey, it’s okay,” I say as I turn on the radio and hug her close. “We’ve got the best ranger east or west of the Mississippi. Don’t worry, we’ll find her.”

      She nods against my chest as I hit the button for Moose.

      After I explain the situation and give him a description, I call out to all the camp counselors. I tell them the same thing and then give her description.

      “If anyone finds her, call back and make sure you notify me ASAP,” I say, then set the walkie talkie down.

      Honey lets out a long breath as she looks up at me and I put my hands on both sides of her face.

      “She didn’t go far. It’s only been a few hours and she went towards Moose’s place. She’s going to be just fine.”

      Honey silently nods and I pull her against me as I kiss the top of her head. I know tonight will be sleepless for her unless she hears back that Zara has been found. I want to comfort her and the only way I can think of right now is to take her home and distract her.

      “Come on, babe, let’s get you some tea.” I take her hand and grab the walkie-talkie, and we slowly make our way to the cabin.

      We stay silent and I can practically hear the gears turning in her head. Thunder sounds in the distance and Honey tenses beside me. There’s a summer shower rolling in and I know we are thinking the same thing. Zara might be out in the middle of this and that’s not going to be good.

      As we go into the cabin there’s another loud crack and Honey turns to face the mountain. I know she’s thinking about going up there and looking for her, but we both know that would be a mistake. Moose is the most qualified and he’s close to where she was last seen. If Honey went up there right now there’s a good chance she’d get lost in the process and I won’t let that happen.

      I make her some tea and bring it over to her where she’s cuddled up on the couch. She clicks through the channels on the radio as I come over beside her. I take it from her and hand her the tea and she smiles at me.

      She softly mumbles a thank you and at that moment static lights up the radio.

      “They’ve found her!” Darius our maintenance guy calls out just as the rain begins to pour. “She’s okay.”

      “Thank God.” Honey breathes a sigh of relief as I hit the button.

      “Where is she?” I ask and wait for a second as more static comes through.

      “Moose got her, but I think they have to stay put,” Darius says.

      “Okay good. If you can get through to him on radio, tell him to stay put. I checked the radar earlier and it looks like this storm might last a while.” I look over at Honey, who is nodding in agreement with me.

      “Don’t think I’ll be able to, but just wanted to let you know. Y’all be safe.”

      “Thanks, Darius,” Honey calls out and I turn the radio off.

      “You okay?” I say, and her eyes water as she throws herself into my arms.

      “I was so worried, Ford. That poor girl could have been eaten by a bear.” I smile as I kiss her hair and hold her close.

      “I know what will make you feel better.” I press her back until she’s lying down on the couch with me on top of her. Her legs spread and welcome me between them as I rock my lower half against her.

      “This always makes me feel better,” she says, her lips parting.

      “Just lie back and let me do all the work,” I whisper, and she smiles.

      “Music to my ears.”

      I move down and unbutton her shorts as I go and then slide them down her thighs. I pull the soft cotton of her panties to the side and then kiss my way up to her center. I run my fingers up her pink lips and spread them, revealing her tender clit. Gently I trace it with the tip of my tongue then begin to run circles around it. It’s soft and slow in the beginning until her body responds in kind and arousal grows.

      Thunder and lightning crash around us as rain comes down on our metal roof. It’s a symphony of a storm. I push her legs open wider and bury my face in her pussy. She’s hot and tight and tastes like my most favorite thing in the world. I can’t ever get enough and I don’t intend to.

      Her hips rise in invitation and I don’t wait for a second. I unbutton my jeans and pull out my cock, kissing my way up her body and then sinking inside of her. I need this connection just as much as she does and I fuck her hard against the cushions of the couch.

      “More,” she moans, and I grind against her, rubbing her clit with the hard length of my cock.

      “All of it,” I agree, and my cock swells with her demands.

      Whatever she wants I’m willing to provide, and if that means growing to give her more, then goddamn it, that’s what I’ll do.

      It’s hot and fast and we still have most of our clothes on, but I’ll take my time later. Right now we need this to bond us together and remind her that she isn’t that little girl. That I’ll always find her, always save her, and that no matter what she won’t go missing. She’s mine and I won’t let her slip away from me, not even for a second.

      “I’ve got you,” I say softly as I grab her hips and hold her steady. Her back arches and she claws at my shirt. She can’t fight it anymore.

      She moans and her body tenses just as she goes over the edge and I watch as paradise envelops her. Her cheeks flush and she closes her eyes in absolute bliss. There’s nothing more beautiful than watching my wife cum and the sight of it sends me over the edge.

      Waves of pleasure take me under and I fall on top of her. My cock empties into her waiting body and her pussy contracts all around me. It’s quick and dirty and we’re both a mess of combined pleasure as I wrap her in my arms.

      “Let’s go to bed,” I say, carrying her into the other room.

      “But I’m not sleepy.” Her eyes are heavy and I smile at her and shake my head.

      “You don’t have to be awake for the next part. I’ll be quick,” I tease her, and she perks up.

      “What’s the next part?” She licks her lips.

      “Happily ever after,” I say as I lean in and kiss her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Honey

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One year later…

      

      

      Ford’s hand spans over my bare stomach as we lie in bed. We’ve just finished making love and after that he fed me pancakes and bacon. There’s no way I’m going to be able to get out of this bed for a while. Maybe that was his plan to begin with. He’s been hinting for a lazy day in bed for a while, but I’m not sure you can call a day in bed with him lazy. He’ll have me worn out before dinner at this rate.

      I should’ve seen this coming. Two of the new counselors wandered this way and I’m starting to think it’s some kind of initiation for the new hires. They send them out to get Ford worked up over me. They all get a kick out of it and the girls think it’s sweet. I think some of the guys are learning a thing or two from my husband.

      Normally no one comes up to our cabin unless we know they’re on the way. Our son is the exception to that rule. Van’s much like his father and doesn’t just pop up on us anymore now that he knows what having his own wife is like. He knows when we’re home alone things can get out of hand.

      I stepped out on the front deck to water my plants this morning when I spotted two of the newer counselors walking up the path of our driveway. I wasn’t thinking when I greeted them and I’d forgotten I was still only in my robe as Ford made our breakfast. Sunday is his day to cook and he’s so good at it.

      He was out the door before they could call my name out in greeting. They both turned tail and took off back toward camp. I was fucked against the locked front door before I’d gotten my breakfast while Ford feasted on me. Then he pulled me to bed for more.

      His fingers graze along the small white stretch marks that I got when I had our son. I might have gotten a few the summer I learned to make homemade ice cream too. It’s been a while since I did that and I should make a batch and take it to Van’s wife. Her sweet tooth is killer right now, but I was the same when I was pregnant with Van.

      “I loved seeing you pregnant,” he says, brushing his fingers along the lines. He turns his head to kiss one.

      “I remember,” I say with a laugh.

      I don’t think he’s remembering clearly. He was like a bear with a thorn in his paw with the way he worried over me. He liked me round so the world could tell I belonged to him.

      “It was fucking sexy.” He lets out a long happy sigh and I smile.

      “You always think I’m sexy.” I shake my head.

      The man makes me feel like I’m a centerfold at times. He can’t get enough of me and I love that he always has to touch me. Somehow I ground him and he’s done the same for me. He’s been my home since the first time we met.

      “True, but I like you like this more. I’m not great with sharing your body.”

      I laugh. I never thought about it like that. “God, I love you.” I run my fingers through his hair. He can take possessive to a whole new level, but that’s us and I wouldn’t change it for anything. I don’t care if some might think it’s crazy. It works for us.

      He shifts and comes over to me. He uses his knees to spread my thighs and I’m not surprised he’s ready to go again. I don’t think I’ll leave this bed for the rest of the day.

      “You better love me.” He kisses me and tells me he loves me too.

      The phone on the nightstand rings and he grunts before pulling away. He sits on the edge of the bed as he picks up the phone and I roll onto my side. I hold my head up with one hand and run the other up and down his back. I hope nothing is going to take us down to camp. Normally on Sundays we stay in and no one calls unless something has gone wrong.

      “Son?” I sit up when I hear Ford’s tone.

      “The baby?” I ask.

      I had no idea how much I’d love being a grandma but it’s everything.

      Ford looks over his shoulder and smiles, so I relax.

      “Of course, I’ll see you in a few hours.” I’m already trying to get up at Ford’s words when his arm snags me and tosses me back down onto the bed.

      “I said in a few hours. He needs us to watch the baby and wants to be alone with his wife.” He kisses me again. “That gives me an hour before you go into super grandma mode to get the house ready. It’s been ready since day one.”

      I say nothing because he’s right. Our little grandbaby is only a few months old, but I went a little overboard. Ford can tease me all he wants, but he’s right there with me helping me do it.

      He smiles before his mouth comes down on mine, and we use up every second of our hour.

      

      THE END

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Rescued by the Ranger

          

        

      

    

    
      Zara has an adventurous spirit and wants more from like than she’s getting from her time as a foster kid. One day her curiosity takes her into the woods and suddenly she’s faced with more than she bargained for. 

      Moose is Camp Hardwood’s ranger and is responsible for keeping the place safe. It’s a sanctuary for him and where he calls home and he’s not looking for anything more. But when he’s sent to save a lost girl in the woods, what he finds is a woman he can’t let go. 

      Warning: this filthy quick read is insta-love with insta-heat to match and enough fire to set the woods aflame. Get the second book in the Camp Hardwood Series now! 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      “You’re so full of it.” I look over to Tessa, who is egging me on. For the past four days it’s all the girls have talked about. The big mystery man out in the woods.

      “I swear. They say there’s an old cabin out there where he lives and it’s haunted. A camper went that way last year and never came back.” I roll my eyes even as I look toward where she’s pointing. If someone went missing I think that would’ve made the news. I’m not from around here, though, so maybe I wouldn’t have heard about it.

      We’ve been up and down trails all over here, but we’ve been told that area of the woods is off limits. There’s a path that leads that way, but a simple thin rope is the only thing that marks it as out of bounds and someone could step right over it. I think I heard one of the camp counselors say it isn't Camp Hardwood property and that’s why we can't go up.

      Curiosity always gets the best of me and I have a bad habit of doing things I’m not supposed to. Hence why I’m here to begin with. The foster home I’m at thought sending me away to camps all summer and keeping me busy would keep me out of trouble. More importantly, out of their way so I couldn’t embarrass them further. I would’ve protested but they have me under their thumb. Why else would a barely eighteen-year-old girl be at camp? I had my birthday two days ago, not that anyone knew it. I’m sure no one at the foster home remembered it and didn't tell anyone here. I didn’t want to point out how little anyone cared and it stung enough without sympathetic looks from others.

      “We should go check it out then.” I step that way but Tessa grabs my arms to stop me.

      “Like right now?” Her eyes widen. “Why not? What’s the worst that could happen? I don’t think there’s actually someone out there kidnapping campers but I wouldn’t mind poking around.” They could kick me out and I actually frown at the thought. I’ve been enjoying this camp. It’s my favorite out of the ones I’ve been sent to before. I don’t know what comes next but I wish I could stay here with Mrs. Cyprus and her bear of a husband Ford. They’re sweet and the kind of parents I wish I had. Everything about this place is lovely, and I don’t think my foster family planned on me enjoying my time out here so much.

      Here at Camp Hardwood it doesn’t feel like every move I make is being judged. I wish I could stay forever, but right now I could use a little adventure.

      “When else would we do it?” I shrug off her hold on me. Time’s actually running out for me before I leave camp and am sent back to the foster house. After that who knows, and I’m not ready to face it.

      “Someone could see us.”

      I look around and no one is paying us any attention. She’s right, though; it’s broad daylight.

      “You want to wait until night?” My blood runs cold just thinking about coming back in the dark.

      “Night is worse!” she gasps and she’s right.

      I wouldn’t have the balls to come back in the dark. Nothing scares me more than being outside at night. It’s been a fear I’ve had since I was a little girl. I woke up alone once with the power out because of a storm and the house was empty. I remember hiding in a closet and crying until I fell asleep. I was six or seven at the time.

      The people running the foster home found me the next morning when they went to my room and saw I wasn’t in my bed. It wasn’t until years later that I put together they hadn’t checked on me when they got home from wherever they’d been.

      They called me a drama queen and said that my fear was a way of getting attention. The last thing I wanted was their attention. I made sure after that to be prepared and I kept a stash of flashlights under my bed.

      “I’m going.” I take one last glance to make sure no one is watching and move to the rope.

      “I’ll stay here and make sure you come back.” Tessa takes a few steps away from me and almost trips over her own feet.

      “You don’t want to come check it out?” I don’t want to go alone but I don’t want to look like a chicken either. Not that it matters because Tessa is acting like one right now.

      “You’re a virgin; the virgins never die,” she reminds me. “In scary movies they always live.”

      It’s a good thing because I can’t run for shit. Let’s hope the stereotype holds true and I don’t have anything to worry about.

      “Damn it,” I mumble, knowing she’s not coming. I should just forget it, but I want to go looking. The sun is still high in the sky and I could venture a little way out to take a peek. There’s a trail and it’s not as though I can get lost on a trail. All I have to do is follow it, which is easy enough.

      “If I’m not back in an hour you better tell someone I’m missing.” She nods her head up and down. “I’m serious. If I’m not back for dinner that means something is wrong,” I add and she keeps on nodding as her eyes widen in disbelief.

      I climb over the rope and Tessa take another step away as if I’m going to grab her and yank her to come with me. I roll my eyes at her and summon my courage.

      “There’s no one out there,” I tell her as I turn to face the path.

      I straighten my shoulders and try to put on a brave face. I follow the path as I head off on what I tell myself is going to be an adventure.

      I wasn’t prepared for how big of an adventure this ends up being.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      I’ve always liked the peace and quiet of the woods. Out there in the real world things are a mess. I’ve done things in my past that I’ve never told anyone, but they were for the greater good. I took out evil people and did everything I could to keep my hands clean. I find it’s best to stay busy and keep my mind clear so I don’t dwell on the past.

      I grew up near Camp Hardwood and even came here a few summers as a kid. I never dreamed in my race to join the military and leave town that I’d end up wishing for this place again one day.

      I worked my way up the ranks until the government saw the need to pluck me from the service and have me do their dirty work. I can’t say I didn’t understand it. I was the best at what I did and although my size is a pretty big giveaway, I was able to get in and out of places without being detected.

      Now I spend my days in the mountains and life is good. I think some might call it lonely if they were looking in from the outside, but I don’t mind the solitude. I spend a few hours every day checking things over at camp and doing what they ask me to do, then I get to go back to my cabin in the woods.

      I’m ranger of the woods around Camp Hardwood and explore as much as I can to make sure the area is secure. I don’t envision a real threat to the campers here, but I like to keep an eye on the den of bears that’s north of the property and watch for signs of mountain lions. It’s basically just me and my hiking boots and I’m fine with this life.

      Summer is in full swing at the camp, but I’m always staying ahead of the game. Today I’m chopping some wood outside my cabin to stockpile for the winter. A tree came down in the storm last month and it’s finally dry enough to cut.

      It’s late in the day with the sun beginning to set, but it’s hot and muggy out. I take my shirt off and wipe the sweat off my face with it. I look down at the dark hair on my chest and wipe that off too. I’m not chiseled or cut like I’ve been in the gym, but I’m strong and solid like the tree I’m slicing into. My beard gets itchy in the heat so I had to shave it down a bit, but once the cold weather snaps back I’ll let it grow like a bear.

      I got asked by a camper why they call me Moose and I told her the truth. I said I once ate an entire gallon of Moose Tracks ice cream, but I don’t think the kid believed me. Hey, what can I say? I’m a big guy with a big sweet tooth.

      It’s the one indulgence I don’t mind being around civilization for. Sweets are my weakness and sometimes it gets out of hand.

      I place the wood on the chopping block and swing my axe down on it. The blade splits the stump and I stack it up next to the others.

      When I bend down to pick up another piece of wood I hear my radio go off. I toss down my axe and go over to it and hit the button on the side.

      “Moose,” I say and wait until I hear the click and then Ford comes on.

      “We’ve got a problem.”

      “I assumed that’s why you’re calling.” I take a drink of water and wonder what’s going on. He only uses this for emergencies when I’m at my cabin.

      “We’ve got a girl gone missing. She didn’t come down after a hike today and her friend said she headed up the trail in the restricted section. That could be up your way, but we can’t be sure.”

      “I’m on it.” I go into my cabin and grab a fresh shirt and my gear. I keep it by the door for times just like this. It’s sad to say she’s not the first to go missing, but it doesn’t take long to find them. I need to know a little more about who I’m looking for and where she was last seen. “Give me all the details you can.”

      “Her name is Zara, and she’s seventeen.” I hear a rustling of paper and a curse. “Wait. She’s eighteen as of two days ago. She was last seen headed up your trail but she would have hit your cabin a long time ago. Chances are she got lost where it forks and couldn’t find the trail markers.”

      “Shit.” Now it’s my turn to curse. I saw mountain lion tracks there earlier in the week but it was so far out of bounds I didn’t think it mattered.

      “Blond hair, about five foot five,” Ford says, and I hear his wife in the background.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll bring her back,” I vow, then tuck the walkie talkie in my pack and grab a couple of water bottles.

      It’s hot in the summer, but as soon as the sun sets the temperatures in the mountains can drop fast. If she’s out there in the dark at night then it’s possible she’s already in danger. I don’t even want to think about what could happen if a hungry animal spots her.

      I set out for the mountain and say a silent prayer that I can get to her before something else does.

      I’m not prepared for what happens when I find her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      I clench my hands into fists as my fingernails dig into my palm and I try not to shake. I don’t want to show fear. Maybe they can smell it. For the life of me I can’t remember if you play dead or run when you see a black bear. How’s a person supposed to remember something like that in a panic moment? I never really thought I’d come across one.

      “Hi, little baby bear,” I say gently as I take a step back, trying to make space between the bear and me. The bear inches closer, negating my progress. He’s not a baby at all. “I didn’t mean to bother you.”

      I make my voice as soft as possible, like talking to a little newborn baby, but still the bear comes closer, sniffing the air. It doesn't look angry or aggressive. I’m pretty sure running from black bears is bad, but there is a fifty percent chance I’m wrong. I know I can’t outrun a bear either way because I can't outrun anything. My legs are already heavy from the hiking I did before I got lost. Not only that but I don't know which way I should run. Each second that ticks by I’m losing more daylight.

      I close my eyes thinking maybe this isn’t really happening. I don’t know what I fear more: the dark of the woods or the bear. I take another step back, knowing either way I have to get out of here. I hear the snap of a branch and my eyes spring open to see the bear standing on his hind legs staring at me. My mouth opens to scream but just as I take a breath a hand comes down over it and my back meets a wall of a chest.

      “He’s just curious,” the deep voice rumbles into my ear. “It’s why he’s up on his hind legs like that.” I shake my head no because he most definitely doesn’t look curious. He looks big and ready to rumble.

      “Get on, Berry. You’re scaring the girl,” the man says loudly to it.

      It falls to its feet before giving a huff and turning to leave. I swear it shakes its ass as it goes and I stand there in shock. He shooed the bear away? That was not one of the many things they told us to do when we saw a bear. Not that I was recalling anything else that was helpful.

      Slowly his hand drops away from my mouth and I lick my dry lips as I turn to see the man who had a hold on me. My eyes meet a wide plane of solid muscles, and without having to look up I know who it is. I’d know this broad chest anywhere.

      Moose. My heart flutters as I tilt my head back to meet his dark green gaze. I’ve seen him around Camp Hardwood talking to Mr. C. I’ve had a weird fascination with him and hide when I see him so he can’t see me watching him. I try not to stare but I can’t help it. There’s something about him that draws me in.

      Something pokes my belly and I’m surprised by how close we are. Wait, is he hard? My ass was pressed up against him and I felt something digging into me. Most of my attention was on the bear, but I felt something hard in my backside that wasn’t his thigh. But my mind must be playing tricks on me because no way Moose would be turned on by me. Don’t men get hard-ons from adrenaline rushes? Though he doesn't seem scared over the bear—Berry, as he called him.

      “You lost, little girl?” The use of the word “girl” irritates and does something funny to me. I like it on his lips but I don’t like him thinking of me as a kid. I want Moose to look at me as a woman. A man like him would want a women and I want nothing more than for him to want me. My whole body heats at the idea of being taken by him.

      “No,” I lie.

      His hard jaw ticks. If I’m lost that makes me look more like a girl, but who am I kidding? I’m not only lost here in the freaking woods, I don’t know where I’m going in general.

      “I’m lost.” My shoulders sag along with my head. I’m no longer able to keep staring into his eyes that could so easily hold me captive.

      “Are you hurt?” he asks, and his voice is softer this time. I shake my head because physically I’m not. My legs ache and so do other parts of me, but I’m not sure that counts, nor do I want to admit to those aches.

      I let out a small scream when a loud pop sounds and the ground shakes below my feet. I jump, unsure of what the hell is happening.

      “Fuck,” Moose grumbles, and I’m in his big arms a moment later. “We gotta move.”

      I think he means he needs to move because he’s the only one with feet on the ground. He runs at a speed that’s unnatural for his size. No wonder he wasn't afraid of the bear. He could outrun one, not that he’d need to. I think Moose could have taken the bear on and the animal probably knew that too.

      “A storm is moving in quick,” he explains as he runs. I try to look up, but it’s hard to make out the sky through the thick trees. I thought it was getting dark but now I can see it wasn't just night; dark clouds are rolling in too.

      His hand goes to the back of my head as he pushes my face into his neck. “Stay put, the branches can snag your face,” he tells me.

      I, like the bear, do as I’m told. I already have a handful of scrapes on my legs and arms from my adventure gone wrong. If campers go missing up here it’s because a bear ate them.

      At the moment my adventure isn’t feeling so wrong. The fear I had earlier with the sun setting and the danger of being eaten by a wild animal is long gone. Moose won't let anything happen to me and somehow deep down I know that.

      I breathe him in and nuzzle in closer. His scent is like the forest with a touch of something sweet mixed in. I don’t know what it is but I lick my lips again, letting my tongue peek out to brush against his skin innocently. I try and pretend I wasn't stealing a taste of him.

      “Zara.” His hold on me tightens and I don’t know if he’s telling me to stop or keep going.

      Hearing my name rumble from his lips has my whole body buzzing. I jerk in his hold when another loud bang of thunder rolls over the forest. “I’ve got you, little one,” he tells me, his tone switching back to a soft one and I’m not sure which I like more.

      Rain pelts us as he runs and soon I’m soaked to the bone. I can feel the water pooling between us and the water rushing down his body. But I don’t care because I’m in Moose’s arms. I hold on tight to him and brush my nose against his neck as he keeps moving. I think I made the right choice in going out into the woods alone. This small moment is going to make it worth it even if I end up in trouble.

      All too soon we slow down and he stops moving. I lift my head to look over Moose’s shoulder and see a closed door. The sound of rain on a roof fills my ears as another loud bang rumbles and shakes the cabin.

      “Where are we?” I ask, since Moose hasn't said a word. He’s not even breathing heavy and he ran all that way with me in his arms.

      “My place.” I lean back to look at him and his gaze meets mine. I can’t read his expression and I don’t know if he’s pissed or what, so I fidget in his hold.

      “Did they send you to look for me?” I should probably tell him he can put me down but I don’t want to because it feels so good right where I’m at.

      “You said you weren't hurt.” His eyes flick to my neck and I touch the place he’s looking at. When I look at my fingers I see a small smear of blood.

      “It’s just a scratch.” I shrug it off and focus on the water dripping down his body. His face is full of concern.

      “Where else are you hurt?” He takes a few steps and then sits me down on a soft chair. “I’ll need to check you over. Clearly I can’t trust you to tell me the truth.”

      He falls to his knees in front of me, making us almost eye level. As he pulls away my wet shirt all I can think about is that his hands are on me. He checks me over with care and I’ve never had someone be so worried about me. It’s all I can do to hold still.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      Her wet shirt falls to the cabin floor and I know I told her I need to look her over, but this is wrong. I’m going to make sure she’s okay, but deep down I’m doing this so I can see her. All of her. One look at those blue eyes scared in the middle of the woods and I knew I had to protect her and keep her safe. And that I needed to be inside her.

      Her skin is pink from the cold as I hold her arms out and run my eyes over her. She’s all mine. I’d radioed down when I’d spotted her and alerted everyone I’d found her. No one would be looking for her for awhile since they knew she was in my hands.

      “Stand up.” My voice is deep and I have to swallow as the thick desire threatens to climb out of me.

      She does as I ask without question and my fingers shake a little as they go to the button on her cutoff shorts. I pull the soaked denim off of her hips and drag it down her thighs. She kicks off her shoes at the same time and I can see a pool of water in them.

      Twisting her fingers together in front of me, she looks down to where I’m kneeling. I make a show of looking her over thoroughly and take my time. I slide my hands down her thighs and around to the back before I take a shuddering breath.

      “Turn around.” I don’t recognize the sounds coming from me because this can’t be real.

      This perfect creature can’t look at me with those big blue eyes and pouty lips. With wet blond hair clinging to her body she stands here in cotton panties and a bra so thin I can see her dusky rose nipples tight and small through it.

      With slow precision she turns around to face the chair, but when she looks back at me over her shoulder she bends over. Her hands grip the arms of the chair and she pushes her ass back. “Can you check my bottom?”

      My mouth waters and I clench my fists at my side, willing myself not to touch her. She’s too young, too clean. My dirty work hands shouldn’t be allowed to build her a home, let alone touch something so innocent. But even as I tell myself this, I can’t stop my hands from moving forward. I’m desperate with a need so strong a thousand men could come through that cabin door and I wouldn’t be moved.

      “Does it hurt?” I lick my lips as I run my fingers along the edge of her. I tug the wet elastic until they’re at the top of her thighs and her ass and pussy are right in front of my face.

      “Yeah,” she says, widening her legs. “Real bad.”

      Her cheeks spread and show off a pink strip of divine heaven that can only be described as perfect. From her tight sweet little asshole that probably tastes like candy, all the way down to smooth soft lips parted slightly. All wet, all swollen with need.

      “Goddamn,” I breathe, running a hand down my face and wiping the drool off my chin with the back of it. “You trying to break a man?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve never had one before.”

      My chest tightens as I think about this sweet little thing walking around after I’ve fucked her. Her legs bowed, thighs sore; I bet she wouldn’t sit for a week. My cock strains so tight against my wet jeans that there’ll be a zipper mark all the way down it.

      “You can’t talk like that, Zara.” I slide my hands up the sides of her thighs slowly until I reach her hips. I grab on to them and jerk her back so she’s closer to my mouth. “You keep telling me things like that and I don’t know what I’ll do.”

      “You wanted to know where it hurt.”

      She tilts her pussy back and no judge in the world would convict me for what I’m going to do to her. I’m a good, decent, God-fearing man who follows the law and pays my taxes. Aren’t I entitled to a little something for myself? When was the last time I took what I wanted? She’s legal and there’s not a man in a hundred-mile radius who would look at the sight before me and have the strength to say no. But they won’t get the chance because this plush pink heaven is mine.

      “I’ll make it better,” I say softly as I lean in and wiggle my tongue against her soft lips.

      Her quiet gasp has me gripping her hips tighter and digging my fingers into her round curves. I hold on to her so she can’t take my treat away as I use my tongue to run up and down the delicate gap between her legs. From ass to clit, I savor every secret inch, and when I dip inside her pussy, I taste just how young she is.

      “I’ve never licked a hymen before,” I say, biting her ass and going back for more. “It’s like a cherry Lifesaver.”

      “Oh God!” she cries, and I see her grip on the chair tighten.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll get it.” I suck on her clit and she arches her back. “That’s why you came up here in the woods, wasn’t it? To bring me a cherry?”

      “Yes.” Her moans get louder and louder as she pushes her pussy against my face and I tongue-fuck her.

      “Good girl,” I say, feeling her body tense and finally let go as her orgasm rocks through her body.

      Her muscles tense and then she relaxes as her pussy juices coat my tongue. Fuck, she’s like a bag of sweets and I’m gunning for a cavity.

      Once the last wave of pleasure quakes her body I stand up and yank off my shirt. I toss the wet material to the ground and then unbuckle my belt and unzip my jeans.

      She turns around, naked save for her bra, and stares openly at me as I pull my cock out. “Take that off,” I say, nodding to her bra, and she does as I ask. “You look cold.”

      She shakes her head but her eyes never leave my cock. I let it hang heavy and thick between us. It’s pointing right at what it wants and it’s that mouth of hers.

      “This will warm you up.” I squeeze the base of my cock before I slowly stroke it to the tip. Cum pools at the end and then drips to the floor in throbbing anticipation. I smear the cum over the thick head and she licks her lips.

      “I don’t know what I’m doing.” She scoots to the edge of the seat and her face is an inch from my cock.

      Thunder and rain sound all around us as the wind howls. We’re not going anywhere anytime soon and it’s like the universe is telling me not to leave.

      “I’ll teach you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      I look into his eyes, wanting so badly for him to teach me how to please him. The idea of all the things I could learn has my body once again humming with need. I still tingle from the orgasm, but I want more. His nose flares as I gaze up at him and I’m sure I look like a deer caught in headlights. I’m not sure what to do, but more than wanting another orgasm I want to please him. My heart skips a beat when I think that maybe if I do a good job he’ll let me stay. I’ll never have to leave Camp Hardwood and I’ll have a home with him.

      “I want to learn,” I tell him, licking my lips, only this time I let my tongue peek out and get a taste of the cum that leaks from him. His cock weeps with need for me and it turns me on knowing I’ve done this to him. He wants me so badly his cock drips for my mouth and my sex begins to throb.

      “Get it all.” His big hand goes to the back of my head as he pushes my mouth closer to his cock. I do as I’m told and greedily lick the head of his cock. It looks red and angry and I know it needs me to soothe it. He’s probably in pain and needs relief.

      I don’t stop there as I reach up and wrap my hand around the base of it to hold it in place. I try to lick the small hole for more of his cum. Moose lets out a groan and his fingers dig into my wet hair. He pulls me back from his cock and now it’s out of my tongue’s reach. I try and fight him but he’s stronger than me.

      “Don’t hurt yourself,” he snaps.

      “Then let go and give it to me.” His eyes narrow on me as I realize I just got smart with him.

      “You’re a greedy little thing, aren't you?”

      I might be short but I’m not little. I guess compared to him, though, everyone is. His lips twitch for the first time and I think he’s about to smile.

      “Please.” I try to inch closer to his cock with my mouth, but his hold on my hair is firm.

      I’m not going anywhere unless he lets me, and while the thought would normally scare the crap out of me, for some reason with Moose my body is having a whole new reaction. Right now I’ll do anything to be trapped in his hold.

      The smirk drops from his lips. “Open that pretty mouth. I’m going to give it to you slow.”

      I do as I’m told and open my mouth wide for him.

      “I don’t want you to hurt yourself.” His voice is so low, but I catch the shake of desire in it.

      I don’t know how I could hurt myself, but I trust him to take care of me.

      “Fuck. You’d do anything I asked you to, wouldn't you?”

      I nod again as I stare at his cock and he lets me move closer. I should have known that the moment I saw him I would follow his every order. One look at him and he had a pull on me even from a distance. He saved me, had his mouth all over me, his rough hands on my skin, and now I’m his. He checked me over with tender care until I baited him into more and now he owns me. It doesn't matter if he wants me or not, because there is only one man my body will obey.

      “Open wider if you’re going to take me.”

      I open as far as I can as he presses the tip of his cock into my mouth. It isn’t going to fit, but I’m going to try to make it work one way or another. It could be why he’s worried about me getting hurt, but it also makes me wonder how he’s ever going to fit inside of me. He’s a big man all over and I can barely get my mouth around the first few inches of his cock. I don’t know how he’ll ever fit down there, but I ache to feel his snug embrace. My heartbeat pounds between my thighs and my slick need drips down to ready his entry.

      He groans as I take more of him into my mouth. I think about being filled with him. I’m so turned on I moan as I try for another inch. I feel warm, salty cum spill into my mouth and I swallow and wiggle my ass. I try to press my clit down into the chair because I’m desperate for friction. The throbbing is becoming painful and I don’t know which I want more. It’s hard for me to stay focused as my mind bounces between sucking him off the best I can and needing to fill my empty ache.

      “Are you touching yourself?”

      The hand between my thighs pauses and I’m shocked to realize I started to play with myself as I sucked his cock. Touching myself is something I only do when I’m alone and I don't get those moments often. But when I had those quick moments of solitude I would think of Moose as I slipped my hand into my shorts.

      I whimper because I don’t want to stop but I don’t know what to do. “Show me how you touch yourself, little one.” I look up and watch him wipe the back of his hand across his mouth. “I want to see how fast those fingers can move.”

      I take him deeper and swallow his salty flavor. I press two fingers against my clit and rub myself faster as I move my hips, keeping my eyes on him.

      “Good girl.” His voice is soft like he’s saying it to himself, but every muscle in his body is strained.

      When he faced the bear he was so cool and calm but right now he looks as though he’s about to lose control.

      “Take it,” he grits out as his jaw tightens and his cock hits the back of my throat.

      His hand holds me in place at the back of my head so I can’t move. I feel the throb of his cock on the underside against my tongue and then the warm release of his cum down my throat. I swallow it eagerly and suck down every drop. I moan as my body shakes and my own orgasm washes over me and it’s a pleasure unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

      It’s like I’m falling when he releases me and his cock slips out of my mouth. I think I’m going to land back in the chair, but before I do he lifts me into his strong arms. My eyes feel heavy as I rest my head on his shoulder and I breathe him in. I still can’t believe this is happening. I’m with Moose and he’s going to take my virginity.

      “I’ve got you.”

      He says more after that but I’m too sleepy to catch it. I feel him moving but I’m too weak to look up. I relax into his hold and close my eyes as he carries me away. As long as I’m in his arms it doesn't matter so I let sleep take me.

      I pray that if this is all a dream that I never wake up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      Thunder shakes the small cabin as I carry Zara down the hallway to the bedroom. Lightning illuminates the bed while I lay her sleeping body down on it and I stand back to look at her. Her smooth porcelain skin is so perfect and untouched. My eyes trail all over her to where she’s pink and soft. My tongue aches to have her pussy against it and my mouth begins to water.

      I pull back the blanket so she’s on the white sheet and her small body in my large bed makes her look delicate. She was so fragile in my arms, yet so strong with her mouth around my cock. Seeing her suck me off and touch herself at the same time will be an image I carry with me into the afterlife. There’s nothing on this earth and beyond that could erase it from my mind.

      I kneel down at the side of the bed and close my eyes for a moment. I thank whoever it is that sent this angel to me and thought I was worthy enough to have her. I open my eyes, stare at her soft legs and lick my lips. I can’t stop myself from reaching out and gently grabbing her ankles to spread them wide. I pull her ass to the edge of the bed and kiss my way to her middle. I lick the pink folds of her pussy as I push her knees farther apart and then tease her clit.

      The sweet pearl hardens for me as I hear a breathy moan from Zara. I wish I had the strength to let her sleep, but my need to taste her is too great. The scent of her arousal fills my lungs and I can still taste her release as I dip my tongue inside her. There’s no place on her body I don’t want to possess and I lift her a little so I can lick lower. When I slide my pinky inside her ass she moans louder but doesn’t tell me to stop.

      I use two fingers in her pussy to rub the tender spot inside while I suck on her clit. My cock hangs heavy between my thick thighs and I know it will never fit in all of her warm, soft places. But her pussy is what I crave most and I want it to wrap around me like her mouth.

      The thought of having unprotected sex with her should make me ashamed, but instead my cock weeps for it. Cum rolls off the tip and down the length until it drips onto the floor between my knees. I glance down and see a puddle of it, but there’s no end in sight.

      I wiggle my fingers inside of her and then feel her grip around me. She moans, her hips moving, and she grabs my hair with eager hands. I hear my name whispered on her lips as her body tenses under me. I can taste the second her climax hits and her body releases onto me. I growl my approval and take my fingers from her to lick them clean. There isn’t a part of her that isn’t sweet and that I don’t want to own, and I won’t stop until I have all of it.

      Her eyes are hooded as I climb up her body and place her in the middle of the bed. I knee her legs open roughly as I lay my cock against her lower belly.

      “I want what you came to give me.” I thrust against her and the length of my cock slides between her wet folds, the underside grazing her clit.

      “My cherry?” She rests her feet against my ass and I move my cock lower.

      “That’s right.” I grip the base of my cock and squeeze it tight before I jack it a few times. “Hold still.”

      I place my forearm across her hips to hold her in place. I pump my fist around my cock a few times before a stream of cum shoots out and splashes against her pussy.

      “Fuck,” I groan when I see my white cream smeared across her pink lips.

      I use my fingers to push some of it inside of her, and my cock grows impossibly harder at the sight.

      “Will it fit now?” she asks softly as she looks down between us.

      “Not all of it, but enough.” I press the tip to her cum-covered opening and watch as the first few inches disappear inside of her hot warmth. “There it is.”

      Her barrier clings tight to the head and I stop my progress. I can feel her virginity trying to keep me out, but there’s nothing that will stop me from claiming her as mine.

      “Just relax,” I tell her, grabbing her hands and holding them above her head. “There’s no way for me to make this gentle.”

      I press my lips to hers just as I thrust into her enough to break her innocence. Thunder rumbles over us and it’s like the world is clapping its approval. Rain beats against the window but the only thing I can hear is the catch of her breath as she opens and my tongue tastes hers.

      With all the strength I have inside me I hold myself steady and wait for her to relax. I don’t have but half of my cock inside her, but it’s enough. For now.

      I take my time kissing her and holding her face as I do it. I go slow and easy and before too long I feel her legs begin to relax. When her knees fall open all the way, she tentatively moves her hips.

      “Do you want more, angel?” I ask, slowly moving inside her. She nods silently and traces her fingers down my back.

      I glance down between us and even in the dark I can see my cock has traces of her virginity smeared across it. I grip her wrists tighter as I think about how no other man before me has been inside her and how she’ll never know anyone else besides me after this.

      “Harder.” The word is so soft I almost don’t catch it, but when I do every muscle in my body tightens.

      Could this angel be made just for me? Not only is she taking my cock, but she’s asking for more. I was trying so hard to be careful, but she’s going to do everything in her power to see me brought to my knees.

      I give her what she wants and I feel her body respond in kind. She grips me impossibly tighter. I sink into her heat and rut her like an animal. My body is primed all over and the second she squeezes my cock and cries out in pleasure I know I can finally give in. Her pussy clenches and her body arches against me as her climax takes over her body. I can feel each wave of it down my cock and all the way to my balls as I release inside of her. Hot cum fills her up and spills out of the tight seal we’ve made. I can feel it roll down between us and onto the sheet to join in the marking of her virginity.

      I kiss her softly and hold her close as we catch our breath. The storm still rages outside but it’s as if we’re in the eye of a hurricane. There is peace between us and my chest aches with something I can’t name—something I’ve never felt or known was possible.

      Slowly I pull out of her and feel my warm seed spill out of me. I get up from the bed and stare down at her for a moment before I turn around and walk out of the room.

      “Moose?” I hear her call over my shoulder as I go to my closet and grab a hammer and two nails. When I come back into the room, her eyes are wide and then her eyebrows pull together in confusion. “What are you doing?”

      Without a word, I pull the sheet from under her and off the bed. I take a corner of it and with the hammer I hang it up on the wall and then do the same to the other side. I stand back and look at the mark of blood mixed with the two of us in the middle of the sheet and my cock throbs in approval.

      “I want to look at this every night before I go to sleep. I want to see the gift you gave me while I hold you close.” I drop the hammer and get on the bed. I lie on my side and pull her flush against me. “I never want to forget this night.”

      I hear the smile in her voice as she pushes her ass against my hard cock. “Neither do I.”

      

      Chapter 7 *Zara*

      I giggle as Moose’s giant hand slides along my stomach. He never stops touching me and I can’t get enough of him. My laugh quickly turns into a moan as his hand dips lower. I’m tender between my legs but I don’t care. I’ve lost count of how many times he’s had me through the night. I only know it’s the next day because the sun is shining into the cabin bedroom.

      This morning Moose pulled me from the bed and put me in a bath, then made me stay in it alone for what felt like an eternity. I don’t know what he went off to do but he told me not to move. It was probably only twenty minutes, but every second felt like forever when I wasn’t pressing my body against him. Finally, he came back with some aspirin and made me take them before he scooped me from the large clawfoot tub and into the shower with him.

      “None of that,” he tells me.

      He says that but his thick fingers slip between the folds of my sex and he plays with my clit. I hold on to him, never wanting to let go. He’s easily three times bigger than me and I should be scared of him, but all I want to do is be as close to him as humanly possible. I’ve never felt this connection with another person in my life and I don’t know what this feeling is. But I know I won’t be able to breathe without it.

      I’ve heard one of the counselors use the term “clinger” before. I overheard Jack saying it when he was talking to another male counselor. He was talking about some girl he slept with in town and how she wouldn't leave him alone after he banged her. I guess that’s what I’ve become because I don't want to leave Moose alone. Jack called the girl a “stage-five clinger,” so if she was a five I’m probably a ten. Moose doesn't look as though he minds right now and I pray it doesn't change.

      “But I want it.” I try and move my hips to rock against his finger, but his other hand is holding me down.

      In the short time I’ve been with Moose I’ve learned I go and move to wherever he wants me. My nipples tighten as I think about the control he has over me. It might be twisted but I love it.

      “Only a little.” His voice comes out gravely and deep.

      I’m not sure if he’s talking to himself or me, but either way his finger slides down and pushes into me. I moan as his thumb takes over playing with my clit and he touches that perfect spot.

      “Fuck,” Moose grunts. “I think you're tighter now than last night.”

      He leans down and kisses my neck, but he doesn't stop thrusting his thick finger in and out of me. His big strong body is half on top of mine and I’m pinned to the bed as he forces me to take what he gives.

      “Your pussy is swollen but is still begging for more. You’re a hungry little thing, aren't you?”

      I nod, unable to form words. It is always snug when Moose is inside me. It doesn't matter if it’s his fingers or cock. I love the feeling of being stuffed full of him. I might be swollen, but I don't care because it only means I’m going to hold on to him tighter. My body and I are both begging silently for him to never let me go. He pumps one finger then adds another. He rocks my hips to ride his hand as his thumb on my clit moves faster.

      “I guess it’s good there’s a lot of me to feed you.” He teases me, but it’s the truth. I want as much of him as I can get.

      “Yes!” I cry out and cum all over his fingers. I try and cling to him but my body gives out. But he’s right there to hold me close and keep me safe. I sigh into his neck and close my eyes. “Don’t let me go.”

      “Never,” I think I hear him say but can’t be sure.

      I can feel his hard cock press between us as I slowly come back to earth.

      “I didn’t take care of you,” I whisper, sliding down his chest.

      He stands with me in his arms and carries me to the bathroom. He places me on the counter with his thick length between us. He groans when I reach for him and doesn't stop me as I begin to stroke him the way he taught me to.

      “Be a good girl and let me take care of you first,” he breathes as he starts to brush my hair.

      I can tell he’s trying to get himself under control, but when I see a pearl of cum leak from his cock I stroke him faster, wanting more. I want to give him the same pleasure he keeps giving me so that way he’ll crave me too. He’ll never want me to leave and I can stay here forever.

      “Lean back.” His voice comes out in a snap and I look up at him. “If you want it, then you’re going to get it.”

      I do as I’m told and lean back as he tosses the brush away and grips my hips. He pulls my ass so I hang off the side of the counter with my legs dangling over the side. I’m not tall enough for my toes to touch the ground, but with him between them I don’t need to. He makes me spread my legs wide for him, and he takes up all the space my body can make.

      “I didn't want to wash it off you but I knew I had to take care of you.” He takes my hand off his cock. “Spread your lips.”

      He tells me to do it but does it himself using my own fingers. The lips of my sex part and my breath catches when cool air grazes it.

      “That little clit of yours always wants me.”

      He’s right. I want to please him, but again my clit throbs with need. It’s begging for his attention and I think I’m addicted to him and the things he makes me feel.

      “I need you,” I admit.

      This isn't wanting, it’s more than that. I bite my lip feeling a little shy that maybe I am being too desperate and I’m going to scare him away. A sound rumbles from deep inside of him and I can only hope that he needs me too. It looks like he’s all alone out here in the woods and that has to be lonely. Maybe he likes the quiet life up here? When I used to try and watch him from a distance and he’d come to camp to see Mrs. Cyprus he seemed so quiet and kept to himself.

      He starts to pump his cock and more cum leaks from the tip. I watch as it slides down the head and I want it. As if reading my mind, he brushes the tip against my clit and I jerk at the sensation. I’m still sensitive from all the orgasms he keeps giving me. I don’t know how but he pulls them from my body one after another.

      He pumps faster and more creamy pearls appear on his thick head. It’s bigger than anything I’ve ever seen and the way he pours cum from it makes me think there’s an endless supply.

      “I’m going to make sure you always need me and that you can’t go free.”

      I think his words are meant to be dark and maybe to scare me, but all they do is get me off. My orgasm floods me as his warm release covers my tender skin. His eyes lock with mine and I can’t read the expression on his face. It’s so intense and I can’t pull my eyes from his. I’m lost to lust and maybe something more and I never want to be found.

      His hand slides between my legs as he rubs his cum into my skin. Now I know what he meant when he said he didn't want to wash himself from me. He likes his cum on me and it feels like his way of staking his claim. He goes as far as pushing his cum inside of me and I groan. Moose is barbaric at times, but maybe living out in the woods made him that way. My pussy clenches around his finger as he pushes more of his warm release into me.

      “Don’t wash this off,” he tells me. “Only I clean you.”

      “Okay,” I agree.

      I’d probably agree to anything he asked me to do. How can I have only known him for such a short time but be willing to do anything for him?

      “That’s my good girl,” he says softly as he pulls me from the counter and back on my feet. He dresses me in one of his shirts and then gets dressed too. My heart races as panic rises up my throat.

      “Are we leaving?”

      His phone rings before he can answer and I know I have to go back. I drop my head to look down at my bare feet, unable to process what I’ll do if he’s not with me. How can I go on after knowing this feeling inside of me and then have it ripped away?

      He answers the phone but the only thing I can hear is the pounding of my heart in my ears as it begins to break.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      “Is your radio not working?” Ford asks on the other end of the phone.

      I walk out of the room and onto the front porch. I don’t want to worry Zara but I’m going to have to face this at some point.

      “Truthfully, I don’t know. The power went out last night and it didn’t charge.” I glance over my shoulder, hating even this small distance between us. “I’ve got just enough battery on my phone for this call so say what you need to.”

      “Is Zara okay? Honey has been worried.” He sighs and I can hear her in the background asking follow-up questions.

      “Yeah, I made sure she’s safe.” Flashes of her naked and riding my cock enter my mind without warning and I have to bite back a moan.

      “Good. Are you on your way to bring her back?”

      I knew this part would come and yet, I’m not ready to face it. I want to stay in this cabin and lock out the rest of the world, even though I know that’s not realistic.

      “We’re about to leave.”

      I don’t confirm that I’m bringing her back because I’m not. I’m going to let her get her things and then we’re coming right back here. I don’t know yet how I’m going to break the news to Ford and Honey, or Zara for that matter.

      I think she feels the same things I do, but we haven’t said anything out loud. I just know how my heart feels when I’m with her and I don’t ever want that feeling to end.

      “Be careful and we’ll see you soon.”

      Ford hangs up and I stand there for a moment as I let out a breath. I don’t want to think about him trying to take Zara from me and what I might do if he does. I’ve known Ford a long time and he and his wife have been good to me. I don’t need the job at the camp, so if he tells me this is forbidden then I’ll quit on the spot. Zara is eighteen and doesn’t need anyone's permission and I’ve got enough skills and money to take care of her. When I think it through I feel a bit better knowing that nothing can stand in our way, but it would be a lot easier if Ford didn't make a big deal about it.

      “Is everything okay?” I hear her soft voice from behind me and I turn around to see her in the doorway.

      “Everything is going to be fine.” I walk to her and pull her against my chest as I feel her small arms attempt to circle my waist.

      “Is it?” She leans back to look up at me with her big blue eyes that remind me of a spring sky.

      “I’ll make sure of it.” I kiss the top of her head and then rest my cheek against it. I don’t want this moment to be broken, but I need to get her things and bring her home so I can stop worrying about what is going to happen when we get back to camp. “Let’s get you dressed.”

      We’re quiet as I help her put her clothes back on. They’ve dried out well enough since last night, but it won’t be long before we’re back here and she can change again. There are worry lines around her eyes, but I don’t want to bring voice to my own fears. Instead I try to be strong and confident as we get ready to make our way back down the mountain to Camp Hardwood.

      “The terrain is too rough to bring my Jeep all the way up here so we have to hike down a bit to get to it.”

      “Okay.” She’s quiet as I take her hand and we make our way through the thick trees.

      Along the way a lot of debris and some larger branches have fallen. A couple of times I have to help her over them by picking her up and lifting her. Every time my hands are on her, my mind goes insane with need. Even the soft feel of her palm in mine is driving my desire forward. The more we walk in silence the stronger my want grows and I can’t take much more.

      My shorts are painful as I try to hike with my hard cock aching between my thighs. I don’t know how many more steps I can take before I need some relief but it won’t be much longer.

      Up ahead a huge tree has fallen over the trail and blocks the path to my Jeep. We’re still so deep in the woods that there’s no one around for miles who could help us get this out of the way. I’ll have to bring a crew up with chainsaws to get it out of here, but for now we can go over it.

      Visions of bending Zara over it and fucking her out here in the open slam in my mind all at once and my feet stumble.

      “Moose.” Zara stops and tugs on my hand.

      “I can’t,” I say as I swallow hard. “I need you.”

      Her eyes widen as I yank her against me and lift her off the ground. I stomp over to where the tree is and set her on it, desperately tugging at my shorts.

      “What are you doing?” I hear the edge of desire in her voice as she looks at me and then looks around us.

      “Bend over the tree. I can’t wait much longer.” I shove my shorts down to my ankles along with my boxer briefs. I pull my shirt off and toss it on the damp moss and see she’s still frozen in place. “Now,” I bark, and she snaps to attention.

      I grab the back of her shorts and she lies over the log on her belly. It’s big enough that her feet don’t touch the ground, but she’s the perfect height for me to fuck her on it.

      “I’ll try to be easy,” I pledge as I grab the base of my cock and slide the tip between her wet folds.

      “Don’t.”

      The one word spoken softly echoes around me like a call to battle. My sweet, innocent, lost angel wants me to possess her just as much as I need to do it.

      “Good girl.”

      I thrust in hard all the way to the root and she cries out, not in pain but in pleasure. Her warm, wet heat welcomes me and I brace my hands on either side of the log as I thrust in and out, deep and fast. I can hear the sounds of the birds singing and wind blowing through the trees between my grunts. I rut into her like a bear on his mate as sweat trickles down my back.

      The sounds of her wet, sticky syrup as my cock slaps against her are so loud they scare a nearby bunny away. I grunt and growl, gripping the bark so I don’t grab on to her and leave bruises. Her ass bounces with every thrust and I hear her moans of pleasure. When her pussy grips me tighter and she cums on my cock I stare down to see her sweet cream covering me. I slow down and savor the feeling. It’s absolute hell not cumming with her, but I want her to ride out every wave of passion before I hold myself deep.

      I let go of the tree and use my hands to spread her thighs as I thrust in one last time and give in to what nature demands. It feels like I’m breeding my female in my secret spot in the woods and I’ve never felt bigger or harder in my life.

      I fall onto her back as I cum into her and feel the sticky release spread between us. The birds sing and the sun shines on us as my breathing evens and I close my eyes. It’s the most peaceful moment of my life and I’m not in a rush to break it.

      But I can’t lie on her like this forever, and eventually I stand up and slowly withdraw from her heat. I stare at her bent over the log with my seed slowly leaking from her pussy.

      I want to beat my chest and roar like a mountain lion, but instead I lean down and kiss the soft, round swells of her ass. I rub my hands along her back and whisper how beautiful and perfect she is.

      The thought of someone trying to take her from me has me hard and in a rage all over again, but this time I need her to understand why. I pick her up and turn her around so that she can see my face as I cup her cheeks.

      “I’m not going to let anyone separate us,” I vow with every part of my soul. “You’ve changed my life, my soul.”

      Her eyes well up with tears as her hands cover mine and she nods.

      “I mean it, Zara. I’m not letting you go. Ever.”

      “Good,” she agrees, and we both cling to one another.

      “Now let’s go get your things and bring you home.”

      “I like the sound of that,” she says, and I kiss her with everything I have in my heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      I lick my lips and I can still taste Moose on them. I’m pretty sure his flavor is branded in my mouth forever. He’s eased some of my fears about someone taking me from him and I could tell from the glint in his eyes when he said he’s keeping me there was no room for argument. Not that I’m going to be the one to argue. I wouldn't want to be the person to come between Moose and something he wants. He’s a big man and I watch him practically throw the tree that fell on the trail so we can get to his Jeep. I had no idea the storm was so bad last night, but my focus was clearly on Moose. The rest of the world didn't exist to me, including Mother Nature. Nothing could stop us last night and I have a feeling nothing ever will. Not with the way Moose keeps touching me.

      “Keep your tongue in your mouth or we’ll never make it back to camp.”

      I fight a smile. I’m not sure if he’s teasing or not. The man can’t stay off me, and the feeling is mutual. His giant hand resting on my thigh gives a possessive squeeze.

      “I like tasting you,” I admit, because I always want him to be close enough to me so I can have it when I want it. So I can kiss him whenever I want.

      “That’s good because you’re going to spend the rest of your life doing it.” I don’t fight my smile anymore as I glance over to him.

      He drives the path back to camp and as we bounce along I think it’s a makeshift road that only goes to his place. It’s a muddy mess and he’s had to stop twice already to move branches out of the road.

      “You know, I don’t know much about you,” I say, my eyes lingering on a scar I see on his elbow. It has me thinking about what life with Moose will be like.

      “I’ll tell you anything you want to know, sweetheart. We’ve got all the time in the world.”

      “Promise?”

      I bite my bottom lip and he pulls his eyes from the road for a moment. I know he already said he’s keeping me, but I like hearing him say it. He can play it on repeat for me and I’ll never grow tired of it. I can only think of three words that might be sweeter.

      I’m not used to being wanted. With him it feels as though he needs me to breathe. At least that’s how I feel. There’s no way he can’t feel it too. Why else would he be saying he’s keeping me so fast? Is it fate or love at first sight? Whatever you want to call it, I knew from the first time I spotted him he was different and I couldn't keep my eyes off him.

      “It’s a vow, Zara.” This time he uses my name so I know how serious he is.

      “Like a wedding vow.” I nod in agreement. A vow sounds better to me than a promise because it’s unbreakable.

      “If you want a wedding vow, too, I’ll give you one,” he says easily, like getting married isn't a big deal and he’d do it in a second if it’s what I want.

      “If we were married then no one could take me from you. It would be like I belonged to you,” I say as I look out the window, knowing we’re getting closer to camp. The Jeep comes to a rolling stop and I turn to see if something is blocking the path again but there’s nothing but open road.

      “I don’t know much about you either, do I?” He stops the Jeep to look at me and our gazes lock.

      Did I go too far with saying I want to belong to him? I don’t know. It might be the world I grew up in, but there’s always paperwork that needs to be passed from one home to the next. I was shuffled around in the system for so long, going from one place to another. I never got adoption papers, not that marriage is adoption, but I have this need inside of me to belong to him, that on every level I will always be his.

      “How did I not see you at Camp Hardwood? Have you been hiding from me?”

      My eyes widen a fraction and that’s not at all where I thought this conversation was going.

      “Yes,” I admit when his hand squeezes my thigh. This one is harder than the last and I know he wants an answer. I wiggle in my seat and the small ache between my thighs reminds me that he always gets what he wants.

      “Why?” He searches my face and I shrug.

      “I watched you, but I didn't want you to catch me.” His grip tightens and I gasp. It doesn't hurt but it’s his way of reminding us both who I belong to.

      “Catch me staring,” I correct. My face heats and I have no idea why. Out of all the things we’ve done in the last twenty-four hours, me admitting I watched him is nothing in comparison.

      “How long have you been at Camp Hardwood?” he asks, and I can’t read his mood.

      “Seven days now.” I was supposed to be going home, and I guess I kind of am. I was dreading it but now it’s something completely different since my home is going to be with Moose.

      “Seven days.” He growls his response. Yep. He’s mad. My nipples tighten and my sex is slick with desire. My body has this reaction to everything he does.

      “I could have had you seven days ago?” he grumbles, and I don’t remind him that I wasn't legal the whole time because I don’t think he would have cared.

      “I’ll make it up to you,” I rush to say, not wanting him to be upset. I’ll spend forever doing anything he wants.

      “I know you will.” He leans over. “Give me that tongue.”

      He grabs me by the back of the neck and kisses me fiercely. But it’s over too quickly as he pulls his mouth from mine and the Jeep is moving once again.

      “We’re too close to camp to have you here.” I don’t know if he’s telling me or reminding himself. Either way I know why he pulled so quickly from the kiss because it wouldn't have stopped there.

      When we pull up to the main camp cabin, Moose hops out of the Jeep. I can’t bring myself to do the same as I wring my hands together in my lap. He opens the door for me and his eyes are full of concern.

      “What’s wrong, sweetheart?” he asks softly. Now he’s the one looking a tad unsure and wondering if I’ve changed my mind.

      “I don’t want Honey to be mad.” I shake my head. “Mrs. Cyprus,” I correct quickly, knowing her husband doesn't like people calling her Honey, even if it is her name. She’s only his Honey. It’s ridiculously sweet and funny and their love is the kind people dream of having. They’re living their happily ever after.

      Mrs. Cyprus has been good to me and I know how protective she is over the girls around here. Mr. Cyprus is the protective shadow behind her, supporting whatever she says. I don’t think she’s going to just let Moose take me, even though she can’t really stop us. I’m eighteen now and I can do what I want, but I don’t want anyone fighting over this. I just want everyone to be happy.

      I know that the Cypruses are close to Moose and I don't want to come between anyone, I only want to be a part of it. All I’ve ever wanted was to belong somewhere. I have a feeling Moose was a loner once upon a time. I can spot one after being one myself. He has roots here now and I don't want to mess that up for him or anyone.

      “I’ll make it okay,” he tells me. He leans down a little so we’re more eye level. “You have an adventurous spirit, Zara, but the world has made you leery to take what you want.”

      I swallow because I think he’s right. I always get myself into messes, like me getting lost in the woods isn't shocking. I’ve always been curious, but being in the system stifled me in so many ways. His big hand slides into mine and I love how he can be both gentle and hard when it’s needed. I don’t know how he mixes the two for me but he does it perfectly.

      “You get to be your adventurous self and not worry because I’m always going to be next to you. I’ll make sure you’re always taken care of. That you’re loved and protected as you always should’ve been.”

      “Love.”

      “Yeah, sweetheart. I love you,” he says, and I fling myself into his arms.

      “I love you too,” I mumble against his neck and close my eyes.

      “Good. That makes keeping you a lot easier.”

      I smile as I lean back to look at him, and his whole face is lit up. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him smile like this before and he holds me close as I cling to him. I catch Honey and her husband standing on the porch to the main cabin watching us and Honey has a secret smirk. Her husband is holding her close with his arms wrapped around her waist, and I can see that this isn't going to be a fight. If anyone knows what true love is, it’s them.

      It looks like I’m getting my happily ever after too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Two years later…

      

      

      “My back is killing me,” Zara says as she braces her hands on her bare hips and tries to stretch it out.

      “Come here and let me ease it for you.” I pat my thighs and she looks over her shoulder at me.

      She raises an eyebrow and a smile tugs at her lips. “Is that all I’m getting?”

      “No,” I admit honestly. My cock is already hard against my thigh and I’ll take any excuse to sink it into her warmth.

      “Just go slow, I’m too damn big to be pounded into.”

      She waddles over to me with her belly so round and swollen everyone keeps asking if it’s twins and if she’s due any day now. The truth is she’s got a few more weeks still, and it’s just one baby. But our son is so big inside of her that she’s having a hard time holding him.

      We took our time getting pregnant and wanted to enjoy one another first. I begged to put a baby in her right away, but Zara needed that time to soak up all the attention she’d been without for so long. As soon as she went off the pill, there was a baby in her that night. Now she’s getting close to the end and it’s been a long, hot summer.

      The doctor put her on semi-bed rest because she became so swollen. I’ve fretted over her this whole pregnancy and only allowed her a few hours of the day to stand up and walk around. She’s been sitting on the porch swing and out to the garden to pick some tomatoes to go with our lunch, but I wouldn’t let her do anything beyond that.

      As she walks over to me I stare at her belly with her bare pink skin stretched tight with small dark lines that show the rate at which our boy is growing. I reach out when she’s close to me and touch them with my fingers. She tries to put her hands over her belly to hide them, but it’s no help and I push them away.

      “Don’t you dare keep this from me,” I say as she stands between my legs and I caress her belly. “Your body is working so hard to make our son strong.” I lean forward and kiss her belly tenderly, laying my cheek on it. “There’s so much more of you for me to love.”

      “You’re just trying to make me feel better.”

      I slide my hands down her naked hips. It’s been difficult for her to put on clothes being so big and she refuses to let me dress her. So while we’re at home she’s naked so that she doesn’t feel so restricted.

      Her breasts are so swollen and already producing milk, which she uses to feed me. When it came in so soon the doctors thought it would be good to relieve them so that she didn’t slow down the supply for when our son arrives. So throughout the day I get to feast on her and suckle her sweet milk as she rides my cock. Her pussy is a constant source of need, but every time she gets off, the pressure along her belly eases. So not only do I drink her milk, but I drink from her pussy to keep her sated and comfortable. And in between those times, I rub her body and do what I can to make it easier on her.

      I push my shorts down my legs as she sits on my thighs. Instantly, drops of sweet cream drip from her ample nipples and I lean forward to clean them for her.

      “Our son is going to be so well fed,” she says as I latch on to one and drink from her.

      She moans, rolling her head back, and I slick my cock into her wetness. I hold her hips and help her lower herself onto my length until I feel the syrupy heat of her pussy wrap around the base. When she’s seated all the way down I use my fingers to strum her clit. I can’t fuck her hard because she can’t take the pressure, but she likes to be on my cock when she cums.

      She holds her engorged breasts to my mouth for me as I play with her pussy. I move from one to the other, lapping at her cream while she cums easily with only the barest of touches. But this is only the first of many she’ll need and I’m more than happy to oblige.

      I move my hands from her pussy to around her back and I rub the muscles at the base of her spine. She aches here the most with how big our boy is, and she moans loudly when I comfort the tight flesh.

      I lean back and lick my lips as I stare at her reddened nipples. She reaches out and wipes my chin with what I can feel is escaped milk. I smile at her and she smiles at me sweetly, rubbing her hand down my face.

      When her back is eased for the moment I go back to her pussy and give her another orgasm. When she cums, this time I watch as the tiny milky drops release from her and roll onto her belly. I spread them around and smear them into her skin, knowing I’ll kiss her here later and she’ll be sweet.

      “I’m so fat everywhere,” she complains, rocking her hips slowly.

      “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Now more than ever.” She gasps as I take her off my cock and carry her in my arms to our bedroom.

      “I still have another hour before I have to come back to bed,” she whines and pokes out her bottom lip.

      “You can get up after I lick your pussy,” I say and kiss her sweetly. “But you know I can’t have my milk without my cookies.”

      She smiles as I lay her down and then move between her legs. She’s got pillows piled up behind her but she still can hardly see me eat her pussy over her belly.

      I don’t waste any time getting between her thighs and licking up her syrup until she cums again. I grip my cock tight and jack it off to the sounds of her pleasure. When I’m close I sit up and hold the tip against her clit so I can coat her pussy with it. She moans and wiggles under me as she feels the pulses of my release against her clit.

      “There.” I smear it all over her and even push some inside. But we both know this leads to more play that will keep us in here all day.

      “I’m full again,” she calls, her hands moving over her swollen breasts.

      I nod as I kneel on the side of the bed, ready to do my duty as her husband and claim my right as the father of our child. I leave one hand between her legs, petting her clit as I suck one nipple and then the other. Her small hand wraps around my cock and we both take time to play until I’m inside her again.

      There’s no rush and no place to be as I enjoy the newfound pleasures of my wife. Our lives are already so full and happy that I can’t imagine it can get any better, but soon enough we’ll meet the next chapter of our lives. As long as I’m on this earth with my Zara by my side, nothing can keep me from having the life I always dreamed of.
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          Zara

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Six years later …

      

      

      I look down at the clipboard in my hand, making sure I double-check my count on supplies. It’s wilderness day and that means the campers are really going to be camping tonight. No air-conditioned cabins for them. As much as I love getting down and dirty out in the woods with my man, I need my air conditioning. I do not envy their night. I know they will have fun. The kids at Camp Hardwood always do, but it isn't the kind of fun I like having at the end of the night.

      “You new?” I hear someone ask, making me turn to glance over my shoulder at the two boys I haven't met yet. I know they’re new hires. Moose does a check on every hire that comes to Camp Hardwood. I saw their folders on his desk with pictures attached. I’m a curious thing and I always go looking through anything and everything so I read their files. Not that my husband would care. He knows how I am. He’s always there to make sure I don’t get myself into any messes. If I do, he’s quick to clean them up or save me from myself. He’s perfect like that. And all mine.

      “Nope,” I answer. I glance back down at the clipboard, signing the bottom so Mrs. Cyprus knows the supplies were double-checked. It’s not surprising the boys don’t know who I am. I don’t come to camp a ton. I occasionally come down to help from time to time when I get cabin fever. Which isn't often. I like being home with my husband and son. I also enjoy helping at Camp Hardwood and being a part of the team, so even when I don’t have cabin fever I make myself come down and join in. Plus, Moose is doing a safety check for Mr. Cyprus. I don't have to worry about my son at the moment. He’s with Tia, who is making cookies. The girl isn't only good with cooking, she has a special touch when it comes to kids too.

      “So you work here?” one of them asks. I can’t remember his or the other one’s names. I just recall their faces from the pictures. I turn back around because I hear one of them step closer to me. I’m beside one of the cabins where all the supplies are laid out. They just need to be bagged, which they will make the campers do before they all head out.

      “Kinda,” I answer, dropping the clipboard down to my side. I cock my head to look at them. “You can’t go camping in that.” I don’t know if they’re here to see if I was done doing my check. They are both in flip-flops, swim trunks and lifeguard shirts. It’s a hike out to the site and flip-flops won't cut it.

      “Lifeguard.” The boy points to his puffed-out chest. I have to fight not to laugh. Moose is easily two times bigger than him. I don’t want to hurt the poor boy’s ego, but he really should get lost before Moose comes back.

      “Water’s over there.” I nod toward the lake. What is he doing over here then? Other than bothering me. I guess he isn't bothering me. I’m done with my check. I wonder if there is something else I can handle for Mrs. Cyprus while I wait for Moose to get back. I’m going to steal my husband away for a few hours while Tia watches our son. We’re in the middle of working on a second baby.

      “You should come for a swim.” He takes another step toward me. Oh shit.

      “No thanks. I don’t have a swimsuit with me.” I take a step back.

      “You don't need one. In fact—” His words are cut off as Moose’s hand lands on his shoulder, stopping him from talking. We all know he was going to say I could skinny dip. I have done that a few times. Only with Moose, though. After he made sure there wasn't a soul around. The man could get jealous of fish. “Hey Moose.” The young man tries to jerk from Moose’s hold but he gets nowhere. If Moose wants you somewhere, that’s where you’ll be. Period.

      “You talking to my wife?” he growls. I feel bad for the guy when his face goes white as a ghost.

      “Leave the poor boy alone,” I tell my husband. I can tell from the glint in his eyes he doesn't want to.

      “I-I…” The boy stumbles over his words. “Didn't know she was your wife,” he finally gets out. Of course the boy knows Moose is married. He tells anyone who will listen. That wedding ring never leaves his finger. It always warms me when I hear him talking about me. From how he talks you'd think he’d found an angel in the woods the day he found me.

      “Come play with me.” I wink at Moose, knowing I’m the only thing that can save the guy. “Tia is watching our son,” I remind him. He lets go of the boy, who runs off with his friend as fast as possible, yelling sorry as he goes.

      I fight a laugh because I know Moose doesn't find this as funny as I do. The man is all kinds of possessive. The only person he shares me with is our son, who is a mini-Moose himself. No wonder I got so big when I was knocked up. I’m sure our next will be as big. I’m also sure it will be a boy.

      “Come make another baby with me,” I bait. He’s on me before I can finish what I’m saying, throwing me over his shoulder. I laugh as he stomps off into the woods with me. I’ll never get over how much my man loves and needs me. I eat up all of it.

      Once again rescued by my ranger.

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Summertime Sneakout

          

        

      

    

    
      Tia’s family travels with the circus, and the second she could get away from them, she did. Growing up as a nomad had her longing for a home to call her own. When she finds Camp Hardwood, it’s the place of her dreams, and so is the man who stirs all her dark desires.

      Van has grown up at Camp Hardwood and plans on taking over from his parents one day. He hasn’t given much thought to falling in love, but one look at Tia and he’s making plans for the future.

      Warning: Sneaking out is the best part of camp, but it’s even better when these two do it. There’s lots of rope tying and submissive behavior from them that you’ll swoon over!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
      “Are you and Van doing the nasty and you just don’t wanna tell people?” Piper asks as she takes a bite of the breakfast burrito I made her.

      I have no idea how she can eat so much food in one sitting. She’s harder to keep full than some of the teenage boys running around here. I’m beginning to suspect she and Van are in a silent competition of who can eat more.

      “No,” I hiss at her, and she gives me a coy smile.

      She’s only teasing me, but I don’t need that rumor floating around. My face heats thinking about having sex with Van, but I can blame my rosy cheeks on the hot oven. Not that it matters because Van probably thinks that’s what I always look like since I blush when he’s within ten feet of me. He’s too handsome for his own good, but I wish it ended there. He’s sweet and charming and basically the whole package. I don’t know why he keeps teasing me, though, because he doesn’t do it with anyone else. He doesn’t touch anyone else either, so I wonder if he’s trying to see how red he can make my cheeks.

      “He’s telling people that.”

      I jerk my eyes up from the sheet of cookies and over to Piper. She swings her legs back and forth as she goes for another bite of her burrito. Her other hand rests on the small baby bump she’s trying to hide. I don’t know why because she’s tiny and that small bump is only going to get bigger. Especially at the rate she’s eating.

      We’re both in the staff kitchen alone right now, but Piper has a voice that can carry.

      When I applied to be a cook at Camp Hardwood I thought I’d be in the main cafeteria. I had no idea there were two kitchens. The main one feeds everyone but the second one is in the main lodge where the staff and counselors hang around. I still help in the main cafeteria if they need extra hands but I was moved to the kitchen after my first day. I prepare the weekly menu, but Mrs. Cyprus likes me here. I’m not complaining. In the staff kitchen I get to make more intricate meals and take the time to bake extra sweets for everyone. I was actually surprised how much trust she put in me so quickly. It’s also why I need to nip this Van thing in the bud. He is, after all, her son.

      “He’s saying that?” Even I can hear the high pitch of my voice as I drop the sheet of cookies down on the counter.

      I know Van has been going around telling people we’re together but we’re not. It all started when one of the counselors, Jack, asked me out as I was walking back to my cabin. I stood there shocked for a moment before Van appeared out of thin air. He threw his arm over my shoulder and told Jack I was his. I nodded in agreement, thinking Van was only saving me because he knew I was shy and Van is a stand-up guy. He’s always doing the right thing.

      I know I’m shy and so does everyone else. My face shows every emotion for the world to see, and after Jack saw what happened he looked pissed. I’m sure he walked away and found another counselor to mess around with because he’s always hooking up with someone. Van dropped his arm from around my shoulder and said I’ll give you some time to let that sink in before walking away. Let that sink in? I didn't understand it then and I still don’t understand it. But he’s still telling everyone we’re together and I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that.

      “No, I just wanted to see your face,” Piper says around a mouth full of cookie.

      “You’re a brat,” I tell her, even as I make my way over to one of the giant refrigerators to get her a glass of milk.

      I know he wouldn’t tell people we were having sex. He might tell people we’re together but he’s not an asshole. He’s not the type of guy to go around bragging about who he’s banging, but Jack would. Plus, I’m pretty sure Van’s mom, Honey, would whip his ass if she found out he said that. She’s as sweet as her name, but Mrs. Cyprus has a bite to her when she needs it. She’s a mother bear not only when it comes to her son but to all the people around her too.

      I hand Piper the glass and she winks at me. She and I have become fast friends since we were paired up to share a cabin. At first I was a little worried she was as introverted as I am, but once she started talking she hasn’t stopped. She can carry on and on, but I don’t mind. I like having her to fill the silence while I cook.

      “He’s always watching you.” She smirks at me and I nod.

      I know because I don't have to look up to know when he’s around. I can feel his eyes on me and I can't help but wonder what he thinks when he sees me. I’m not like the other girls around here. Most of them are fit and athletic and trained to be lifeguards or hiking guides. I’m short and curvy and can eat just as much as Piper when I don’t stop myself. I can’t even stay out in the sun too long or I’ll burn to a crisp.

      “He’s being nice because of what happened with Jack,” I remind her, and myself. I’m not really his girl.

      “No, he’s straight up telling people you’re his girl.”

      My heart flutters at being anyone's anything.

      “Jack was asking Van about you last night.” Piper dips her cookie into the glass of milk and shrugs. “I guess Jack heard you say you’re not with Van the other day and wanted to see if he could hit you up.”

      I scrunch my nose at that news but remember saying it. I shouted it to Van right in front of his mom, but it had only been Mr. and Mrs. Cyprus, me, Piper, and Van in the kitchen at the time.

      Jack must have been close enough to hear me or something, but to be honest Jack could have been in the same room as Van and I wouldn’t have noticed. When Van is around he’s all I can think about.

      “And he said I was his girl again?” I hedge.

      Saying those words out loud does things to me—things I shouldn't be thinking about. I might be shy, but my mind is dirtier than anyone I’ve ever met. I think about sex all the time and what filthy things I want Van to do to me. There’s so much I could never say out loud, but my kinky books give me fantasies that have a life of their own. I can’t control them, and like I said, Van is sweet. I don’t think he’d be into doing all the dirty things I imagine he would be, but that’s okay. Being with a sweet guy who treats me nice is enough. Right?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Van

        

      

    

    
      “God, I need a blowjob.” 

      I look over at Jack and roll my eyes as he scratches his crotch. 

      “Fuck you, altar boy. I bet you’ve never had one.” 

      He’s trying to bait me and I won’t take it. Jack’s favorite pastime is running his mouth. His second favorite is riling me up. 

      “Once you get your dick wet there’s no going back.” He leans back in the chair and puts his hands behind his head like he’s trying to get a tan. 

      I want to tell him we all know he’s never gotten past first base and the closest he came to getting his dick wet was when he peed on himself at the high dive. But telling him that would only piss him off and cause a fight. I’m in no mood for his shit today but I’m not ready to kick his ass either. 

      Jack is a new hire my parents picked up on the recommendation of another counselor. He’s been good with wilderness preparation and trailblazing, but mostly because he can do those in solitude. As soon as he gets around the other male counselors he’s bragging about all his sexual exploits. 

      He’s right that I haven’t had a blowjob. But that doesn’t make me so innocent. In fact, I keep my mouth shut about it because the things I want to do are nothing I want to speak into existence. Some of the urges I feel are better left unsaid and kept in the dark corners of my mind. 

      Instantly the image of Tia bent over with her hands tied behind her back fills my mind and I have to push it away. She’s so sweet and innocent that I’d have to be careful with her. She deserves a gentle touch from a kind man and I can be that for her. No matter what my urges beg me to do. 

      “Did you check the ropes?” I ask as I clip carabiners to the ropes course bags. 

      “Twice, and then had extra loaded into the truck.” 

      Why can’t he be good at his job and not a complete douchebag about women? I’ve already talked to Mom about him several times and she’s got someone coming to take his place. We’re just waiting on them to finish their trip out West before they can get here. I can’t get Jack off Camp Hardwood property soon enough. 

      As I put the packs on the truck I think about Tia and wonder what she’s doing. I check my watch and try to calculate if I’ve got time to go by the kitchen before I have to take the packs to the group rope climbing today and then remember I’ve got Jackass with me. No way am I voluntarily taking him anywhere near her. 

      My phone vibrates and I see it’s an email about my online classes. Last week after I talked to my parents I signed up for the online vet program. I got lucky and was accepted right away because I can do my clinical and lab hours in town. I’m excited to be able to not only help out at Camp Hardwood but do something that I love. 

      I’ve always been the one to take care of the horses and other animals we keep on property. We’ve got a couple dozen chickens we keep for eggs, and a few falcons we use for training with the kids. Every now and again we’ll have a few stray dogs or cats show up and we welcome them to the family. But on one rare occasion we had a mountain lion get a little too close to camp. Moose helped us out with that and he hasn’t been back since, but I wondered what it would be like to treat one if it came in injured. 

      “Take these up to Rocky Ridge. I’m going to run by the stables,” I say to Jack as I close the back of the truck. 

      “Tell Tia hi for me,” he drops casually as he walks by me and gets in the cab. 

      I want to reach in and pull him out by his neck for uttering her name, but he’s kicking up dirt and tearing down the path before I can stop him.

      I’m pissed not only because he’s thinking about her, but because he’s right. Yes, I’m using the trip to the stables as an excuse to see her, but why wouldn’t I? I know she thinks I’m kidding when I tell everyone she’s mine, but it’s not a joke. 

      The first time I saw those dark eyes, I knew I never wanted to look anywhere else for as long as I lived. Then the thoughts of what I’d do to her began to spiral, to a place inside me I didn’t know existed. 

      I get on the Gator and take the path to the stables. On the way I pass the employee kitchen, and without telling my arms to do it, they make the turn into the parking area. I jump out and take the steps two at a time like I’m rushing into a burning building to save Tia. There’s always this urgency to get back to her whenever I have to be away and I wonder if that will ever stop over time. If my parents are any indication then it’s not likely. 

      I stop when I get to the door and see her. She’s alone, which is rare, because Piper is usually in there with her, eating. But I think that’s what pregnant women do, so I’m surprised she isn’t here now. 

      I take a moment to look at Tia and watch her work. I lean against the doorframe and cross my arms over my chest. She’s got a big mixing bowl in front of her with a wooden spoon and something that looks like chocolate batter inside of it. 

      “See something you like?” Tia asks without looking up. 

      “You bet I do.” I see her cheeks deepen to a shade of scarlet and I wonder if her ass would be the same pretty color after I spanked it. 

      She looks up at me and I swear to God it’s like she’s seeing straight to my soul. I clear my throat and push those thoughts from me as I walk into the kitchen. 

      “Where’s Piper?” I ask as I move up behind her and look down in the bowl. “And what are you making?” 

      I hear the smile in her voice as she stirs and looks back at me. “She went to take a nap, and these are brownies for tonight.” 

      “It smells so good already.” I lean in close as I brace my hands on the counter on either side of her. I breathe deep and catch the scent of vanilla and chocolate and wonder if Tia tastes like it too. 

      “Thanks.” Her breath catches when I dip my finger into the batter before I bring it up to my lips. 

      I make a meal out of licking it clean while never taking my eyes off of hers. For a moment we’re locked in on one another and I can feel the sexual tension between us about to snap. But before I can say a word she blinks and then pushes past me. 

      She grabs a pan off a nearby shelf and turns her back to me while she pours the brownie mix into it. “You really shouldn’t eat raw batter, it can make you sick.” 

      “I’ll take my chances for a taste of that any day of the week.” When she looks over her shoulder I shrug and smile. “And twice on Sunday.” 

      I grab the water bottle she had sitting next to her and take a drink as she walks back over next to me. 

      “Just twice?” She smirks when I nearly choke on the water and shake my head. She’s never made such a bold comment to me before and I didn’t see it coming. 

      “Are you flirting with me?” I raise an eyebrow at her and she shrugs, putting the empty bowl in the sink. “I’m not complaining.” 

      She has her back to me again as she washes the dishes and I wonder if it’s easier for her to talk to me this way. 

      “Why do you tell everyone I’m yours?” 

      “Because you are,” I say simply, but she doesn’t look at me. “Do you want me to stop?” 

      I don’t know if I could, and it wouldn’t make her any less mine. 

      “No.” Her voice is so soft I almost don’t catch it. 

      “No?” I repeat, not because I didn’t hear her, but because I want to hear it again. 

      She turns around and smiles at me and then shakes her head slightly. 

      “How long do those cook for?” I ask, nodding to the brownies. 

      “They’re no-bake, so they just go in the fridge.” 

      “So you were just yanking my chain on the raw eggs?” I kind of like that she was teasing me. 

      “Maybe.” She winks at me as she takes the pan and puts it in the cooler. 

      “If you’re finished with that, come with me. I want to show you something.” 

      I hold out my hand and for a half a second I think she might not take it. But my heart leaps in my throat when she does and I pull her close. 

      “Where are we going?” she asks as we walk out of the kitchen. 

      “To the stables.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
      This is a bad idea, I think to myself as I watch Van tend to the stall. He brought me out here to see Sweetpea, the new baby foal. I’m excited to see her but I keep thinking of all the dirty things Van and I could do out here in the barn all by ourselves. 

      I try and focus on Sweetpea and watch Van brush her. He’s always out here working with the animals. I remember the day the foal was born because I was wondering where Van was. He hadn't stopped by that night to get something to eat and in my silly mind I thought maybe he was out on a date or had snuck out with one of the other counselors. I’d been extra salty that night and Piper was quick to point it out. Then the next day I heard where he’d been and thought it was actually really sweet.

      I pet the foal, a little jealous she’s going to know what love is her whole life. I look over at Van who’s petting the mama horse and he’s saying something to her I can’t hear. The horse leans its head into Van and he gives her a soft stroke along her cheek. I jerk my eyes away because my mind goes to him running those hands over my skin after I did something he liked. God, what is wrong with me? 

      I try and focus on the cute foal I’m petting. I know only a couple of people have gotten to see her since Van didn't want anyone bothering the new mom and her baby. He’s been protective over both of them and I feel special he brought me up here. 

      “Beautiful.” 

      I look up from where I’m sitting to see Van standing up and looking down at me. He’s got a rope in his hands and I wonder how he makes dirty boots look so hot. His jeans, too, from working all day. It’s sexy, but everything about him is. He’s smooth and sweet but a little rough around the edges. I swear I catch a wicked glint in his eyes when he thinks no one is watching. 

      I can’t figure him out and he has me all over the place. Maybe it’s my mind conjuring up a sliver of hope that he thinks the same dirty things that are always in my head. That someone out there has these desires too. Not like Jack, though. His mind is always in the gutter and when I think about doing these fantasies with anyone, it’s only to be shared with one person. These dirty fantasies are my own little secret that I would want to share with Van. It makes it so much hotter that no one would know all the wicked things I let him do to me and maybe would even beg for.

      “She is,” I agree, trying hard to focus on the foal. 

      I don’t know why but I reach up and touch the rope he’s holding in his hand. I run my finger along it, feeling the texture against my skin. 

      “She’s adorable, but I was talking about you.” 

      My fingers pause on the rope as my skin tingles. I know I’m already turning pink at the compliment and there’s no oven nearby to blame it on. 

      “There it is.” I can hear the smile in his voice without having to look up. “Do you know what that blush does to me?” 

      I shake my head. I hate that people can see it so easily. Thankfully no one can see inside my head or they’d think I was a perv who only ever thinks about sex. Well, sex and cookies. 

      I start to drop my hand away from the rope, but before I can blink I’m pulled up from the ground and to my feet. I don’t know how he does it so fast but my hands are tied together in front of me with the rope and the air in my lungs stills for a moment. 

      I look up at him in shock, not only because he did it so quickly but because he did it at all. His gaze searches my face and I think maybe for a second Van can read my thoughts. 

      “What are you doing?” I ask when he doesn't say anything. I hardly recognize the sound of my breathy voice filled with desire. 

      “Something I’ve wanted to do from the first time I saw you,” he says before his mouth comes down onto mine. 

      I let out a small moan at the first taste of him and his flavor is better than anything I’ve ever made. He doesn't wait for me to part my lips or offer an invitation. He takes what he wants as he places a hand on the back of my neck, and dear God, I let him. 

      His arm wraps around me as he walks me backwards and pushes me against a wall. He breaks the kiss as he tugs on the rope and my hands go over my head. It takes a moment for my mind to catch up to what’s happening, but he’s hooked the rope to a nail over my head and both of my wrists are captured in it. My feet barely touch the ground and somehow the nail is the perfect height to keep me in place without straining my arms. Almost too perfect. 

      “You’ve wanted to tie me up in your barn since you saw me?” I try and tease but my words come out breathy. 

      I knew he meant kiss me but that wasn't all he’s done. It’s like he really is in my head. All those times he watched me, he was really seeing through my blush and to what I was thinking behind it. And why I’m always so pink. 

      “There are so many things I’ve wanted to do since I first saw you, Tia.” His hand cups my face and he traces my bottom lip with his thumb. He slides it down my cheek and traces it to the V of my shirt. His rough fingers glide over the top of my breasts that are always trying to escape. “Does that blush go everywhere?” 

      His tone is casual like he’s asking me if I enjoy the weather. Meanwhile I can’t even get my heart to slow down and he’s so calm. What’s happening here? My whole body ignites like I’m on fire and my clit throbs for attention. I’m so slippery between my thighs I worry there might be a spot showing. How am I already so turned on that it wouldn’t take much for me to cum? This is insane!

      Whenever I lie in bed and touch myself, it takes me forever to get there. I have to come up with the filthiest fantasies in my mind to get myself off. Van has my hands tied over my head and I’m about to combust at an embarrassingly quick rate. I know guys talk about longevity and how long they can last in bed. What would it mean if I just came without him even touching me there? 

      “I bet it would for me.” His tongue comes out and wets his bottom lip and I have to hold back a moan. “I think I could turn you a pretty pink anywhere I wanted.” 

      He steps forward and his solid body covers every inch of me. I can’t find the words. When I open my mouth nothing comes out. He tugs on my shirt and stretches it out to reveal my bra. It’s a simple white cotton one I grabbed out of the store’s discount bin. It was the only one that fit my size and didn't cost a million dollars. A girl only has so many options when you have boobs like mine and a strict budget. But right now it could be the finest silk in the world and it would be the last thing on my mind. 

      “Answer me,” Van demands, not sounding so casual anymore.

      “Yes,” I blurt out. 

      I watch his mouth turn to a smirk and I know I’ve pleased him. He yanks the cups of my bra down and my breasts fall free. The smirk leaves his mouth when he leans down and licks my hard nipple. 

      I gasp at the contact and my hips buck forward, but there’s nowhere to go. I can’t move since he has me pinned to the wall and I strain against the ropes. He shifts and presses his thigh into my sex as he sucks my nipple into his mouth. 

      I’m going to cum.

      “I know you are,” he says with a firm lick against my breast. 

      Oh shit, I must have said the words out loud. 

      “Grind down and do it. I want to taste it on your lips.” He pushes his thigh harder against my pussy before his mouth covers mine. 

      I shamelessly hump his thigh and it only takes me two thrusts before I’m cumming. It’s so hard I close my eyes tightly and my whole body clenches as the orgasm rocks though me like nothing I’ve ever felt in my life. It’s so forceful I see stars in the corner of my vision as I give myself over to it. 

      I open my eyes slowly when I feel my arms come down from above my head. I watch as Van licks his bottom lip and it’s then I see I bit him. My eyes widen and I feel terrible.

      “I’m sorry,” I blurt out. I can’t believe I bit him but I can’t actually believe any of this is happening. 

      “That’s all right, baby. I bite back.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Van

        

      

    

    
      The look that flashes in her eyes isn’t fear exactly, but the thrill of what’s to come. I’ve never been able to connect with someone like this before and I’m beginning to understand what my parents were talking about when they said they knew the moment they met one another. 

      One look at Tia and I knew she was destined for me. The way she made me feel, the way she felt when I touched her, there’s no denying what this is. I’ve found my other half and although I want to throw her over my shoulder and proclaim her as my soulmate, I don’t want to send her running too soon either. 

      “Let me show you something.” I tug on the rope still around her wrists and lead her to the back of the barn in the stall where we keep the horse riding gear. 

      “I have a feeling I don’t have a choice,” she teases, but I come up short.

      “Yes you do.” I hold up the ropes and with one quick slip they fall open. “You have all the power, Tia, remember that.” 

      I look down at the slight abrasion on her wrists from the rope. I never had the desire to tie a woman up before, but with Tia this feels right. I bring her soft skin to my lips and kiss it gently as I look into her eyes. 

      “If this is ever too much, you just say the word and it all stops.” 

      “Like a safe word?” She cocks her head to the side and her eyebrows pull together.

      “Call it what you want, but I don’t need rules to keep from hurting you.” I put the rope back around her wrists and tighten it again. “The only thing I want you to feel is owned and loved.” 

      Her lips part and before she can say anything in response I lean forward and kiss her. This time her mouth opens instantly and when her tongue touches mine it’s a desperate reach for the pleasure we both just had. I might not have cum, but getting her off was better than that. 

      “Do you trust me?” I ask and she nods instantly. 

      I lead her into the stall and slide the big barn door closed behind us. When she turns around her eyes widen at the sight in front of her. 

      The stall is only big enough for two horses to be in here, but it’s been cleaned out and it’s where we keep all our gear. Bridles and helmets line one wall and in the middle is a bench with a saddle placed on top of it. 

      “We use this for people who’ve never been on a horse before.” I walk her over next to it and wrap my hands around her hips. “We put them on it like this.” 

      I lift her up easily and she lets out a quick laugh as I nestle her down onto it. I walk around it slowly and take a look at her form as I adjust the sides and her position. 

      “This saddle is special though,” I say when I move in from behind and slide onto it with her. 

      “Why’s that?” 

      The question comes out softly as I tuck in snug behind her and my hands move across her thighs. 

      “Because it’s mine.” I yank her hips back against my cock and she moans as the hard length digs into her ass. “Just like you.”

      I grab the rope around her wrists and wrap it around the horn of the saddle so she can’t move. Then my hands go around her waist and to the button of her jeans. With one motion I’ve got them open and my hand shoved down the front of them. I dip one finger between her lips and she wiggles against it. 

      I kiss the tender place under her ear and smile. “I also raised it up so your feet can’t touch.”

      Mine are firmly planted on the ground while hers dangle about a foot up. She won’t be able to get any purchase, which means once again she’s at my mercy. Somehow that turns me on more than anything and I know it does her too. 

      “I’m beginning to think you like this,” she hisses when my finger grazes over her clit. 

      “You’re right.” I slip my finger from her jeans and she moans at the loss, but looks back at me while I bring it to my mouth and lick it clean. I moan around it and then quickly shove it back into her jeans and in her pussy. 

      “Van!” she cries out as she leans back against me and I move my fingers faster. 

      “I don’t know if that’s how sweet your pussy is all the time or if it’s because you humped my leg and came in your panties.” She makes a whining sound and I smile and nibble on her ear. 

      I keep rubbing as her breath catches but she can’t lean back too far because the ropes on her hands tighten. I use my other hand to slide up her shirt and pluck at her nipples while my cock grinds into her ass. 

      “Ride with me, Tia,” I say softly as I begin to rock my lower half against her. 

      After just a moment she catches the same rhythm and slowly we move together like we’re riding a horse. Up and back she rolls her hips as her pussy presses against my fingers and then her ass into my dick. Each motion gives her a new pleasure as heat builds and she gets wetter. 

      “Look at how pretty you ride.” I nibble my way across her neck as I pinch her nipple. 

      Her body trembles and I feel sweat bead along her skin, her pleasure growing and growing. I know how goddamn hard I am so I can only imagine that a feather touch is going to send her over the edge. 

      Her hips jerk as I rub her clit and then take my fingers away. She cries out once again but this time instead of me licking them clean, I swipe the pad of my finger on her bottom lip and let her lick it off. 

      “Taste how sweet that pussy is. Can you imagine how much control it’s taking for me not to bend you over this saddle and bury my face in it?” 

      “Oh God,” she says, closing her eyes and laying her head against my shoulder. 

      “Make it sweet again for me, Tia.” 

      As soon as my fingers make contact with her clit she comes up off the saddle and cries out as her body explodes in my arms. I don’t relent this time and rub her clit harder and faster to keep her orgasm going on for as long as possible. Her cries become louder and she pants, but she never tells me to stop. 

      Another orgasm builds and peaks on the back of the first and I feel like the god she called out for just moments ago. My cock swells to the size of my chest and I proudly hold her body through the pleasure. My dick weeps inside my jeans, begging for relief, but once again this isn’t about me. It’s about my Tia and her trusting me to take care of her and to never hurt her. 

      “Wow,” she breathes as she slumps against me and then begins to laugh. “I think I blacked out.” 

      I turn her face to me and kiss her with everything I feel. It’s so much more than lust and desire, but I have to be careful not to move too quickly. She’s not as shy as she might seem on the outside, but trust is so delicately built. 

      I hold her for a long time, just petting her sweetly and kissing her. I’m in no rush to let her out of my arms, but I know we can’t stay like this forever. 

      “How about we go get something to eat?” I suggest, and she nods and smiles. 

      I fix Tia’s shirt and button up her jeans before I hop down off the saddle bench. Just as my hands go to the rope on the saddle so I can free her, the barn door comes crashing open. 

      “What the fuck is this?” Jack is standing there staring at the two of us with a horrified look on his face. 

      I’m not ashamed of what Tia and I just shared, but in this moment, I’m sorry she’s been caught with me in this position.
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          Tia

        

      

    

    
       

      All the blood drains from my face as I stare at Jack. He looks horrified seeing my hands bound with rope and I wonder how he can be so judgmental with the way he’s always running his mouth. He’s the last person who should be giving anyone a look of disgust. 

      Van frees my hands but doesn't let them go. His thumb rubs over the place where the ropes dug into my wrists and I love the feel of his mark on my skin. Too bad I can’t enjoy it with Jack standing there clutching his pearls. He’s ruining a moment that to others might not look so sweet but is actually really intimate. Van and I shared something from deep inside of us and to me it was only meant for the two of us to witness. 

      I hide behind Van and rest my forehead on his back as I try to get my emotions under control. The high of the orgasm is fading and though I’m not embarrassed, I also know I don’t want Jack or anyone else to see Van and me like this. 

      “Get the fuck out!” Van shouts at Jack, then mumbles a curse when one of the horses makes a sound in the next stall over. 

      I’m not used to hearing Van’s voice so cold, but right now every line of his body is stiff. I run my hands up his back, trying to soothe him, but it’s no use.

      “You okay, Tia?” Jack asks, ignoring Van. 

      Van tries to move toward Jack, and I know this won’t play out well. I dig my fingers into Van’s shirt with one hand while I put my other around his waist. He doesn't fight my hold but we both know he could if I wasn’t silently asking him not to. 

      “Don’t talk to her,” Van spits out, and I know it shouldn't be sweet but it is. I know Van doesn’t mean for that to sound adorable but I love how protective he is. 

      “I’m telling Honey and Ford,” Jack says, like a five-year-old. 

      Van is a grown man and I don’t think he cares if Jack tattles. 

      “You do that and be sure and call my mom Honey while you’re at it; see where that gets you. I’ll be more than happy to match the black eye my dad gives you afterwards.” 

      “Fuck you, man,” Jack throws back. 

      My arm on Van tightens but he makes no move to go for Jack. I see Jack take a step back and he almost trips over a bucket of feed in the process. He’s all talk and no action, but that doesn’t surprise me. 

      “I’m not telling you to get the fuck out of here again. You’re pissing me off and upsetting not only my girl but the horses.” This time Van’s tone is calm but the warning rings clear. 

      The horse in the next stall starts to settle and I think they feed off his energy. Now that I’ve been this close to Van and really felt his hands on my skin, there’s an underlying dominance that’s undeniable. He only brings it to the surface when he needs to but it’s simmering all the time. How did I miss it before? Maybe I didn’t and that’s why I’ve been drawn to him from the very start. I see something in him I need. 

      I watch as Jack turns and nearly runs out of the barn. 

      “I can’t stand him,” Van mutters to himself as he turns to look down at me. “I’m sorry, darling girl. I shouldn't have let him see you like that.” His hands go back to my wrist and he traces the indentation of the rope. 

      “It’s fine,” I try to reassure both Van and myself. 

      I’m not sure how I feel about Jack running his mouth to everyone about Van and me, and I wonder what Honey will think. I love Mrs. Cyprus and I’m the only one she lets call her Honey, mostly because her husband lets me do it. I always thought she gave me a little more attention than some of the other girls and she once told me I was like the daughter she never had. I wonder how she’d feel about Van and me. I know she overheard him say I was his and she smirked when I smacked his hand away from me. I think she thought he was playing me too and now I worry I’ve somehow let her down. 

      “You don’t look fine,” he says, his eyes searching my face. 

      I don’t know what I feel and my emotions are all over the place. I want this so badly, but what if we just got caught up in this moment?

      “I see that pretty little mind of yours working,” he says, and it is. “I’ve been watching you, Tia, and I know you.”

      “I just—” I begin to say, but he cuts me off by kissing me. I close my eyes and for a moment I get lost in him. In us. 

      “I know, darling girl,” he says softly, kissing my forehead. “Go back to the kitchen and I’ll be there in a minute,” he tells me. “You need to let this settle inside you for a bit.” He slides his hand down my neck and places it over my heart. “Besides, I’ve gotta handle something.” 

      He helps me down and I stand there, not really wanting to go anywhere. But maybe I could use a second alone to collect my thoughts.

      “Now,” he tells me and smacks my ass. 

      It’s both playful and stern at the same time and I let out a small squeal of surprise before I do as I’m told. My nipples tighten at not only the sting in my bottom but the tone in his voice. I like to think of this as the Van Effect. It’s a mixture of no messing around and playful at the same time and only he can pull it off. 

      I make my way back toward the staff kitchen and wonder what Van has to handle. I’m guessing he’s going after Jack, and though I should probably stop him, I don’t think Van is someone who’s stopped once he gets his mind set on something. He didn’t move when I put my hands on him and I wonder if I have the same effect on him as he does on me.

      I’m not surprised when I see Piper sitting at the table. Her head is down as she talks to her small baby bump and she looks worried. I can’t hear what she’s saying but I don’t care for the sad look in her eyes. She’s normally all smiles but this is different. 

      “Hey.” Her head snaps up at my voice and she pulls on her shirt to hide the bump. 

      One day I’m going to get her to tell me all about this but it’s not as if I have much room to talk. I haven't told her much about myself either, but there’s not much to say. Growing up in a carnival was weirdly normal. Well, it’s what I thought of as normal. It’s where I learned to cook so it wasn’t like the time was a total waste. Sometimes when Piper is in the kitchen with me I tell her stories that I know will make her laugh. 

      I’ve been cooking for as long as I can remember. At first I did it for my parents in our small RV and then later for the carnival. Everyone has to earn their keep so I used my skill the best I could. That was until we landed in the town next to Camp Hardwood and I decided to stay. 

      When Honey offered me a job cooking, I snatched it up. Not only would I have somewhere to stay but a paycheck to make ends meet. I never got paid when I worked for the carnival since my parents always took it.

      Here I thought I could settle in and that’s something I’ve never done in my whole life. We were always moving around so it’s nice to be in one place. I’d hate to have to leave because I messed things up here between Honey and me. I’d never go back to the carnival life because I didn't fit in there. I was always the odd one out and I don’t know why. It was a freaking carnival but I never felt as though I belonged with anyone there.

      “Hey.” Piper sits up a little straighter and smiles. “Whatcha gonna cook?”

      “Whatever you want.” 

      I’ve always been good at cooking and it does the trick to make people smile, myself included. I have this inner need to make people happy and I’m sure someone would say it has something to do with my upbringing. But if wanting to make people happy is a terrible habit then I’ve fallen into the wrong hands. 

      Piper licks her lips. “Pasta.” 

      She says it like it’s the best idea she’s ever had. When I tell her I’ll make meatballs I look up to see her eyes widen. I think it’s because of the food, but then I see her staring down at my wrists. They’ve gotten a little worse since I left the stables and now they’re red and marked all around them. My breath catches but the sight is erotic. My sex clenches thinking about everything Van did to me and how I got them.

      “What happened?” 

      I’m broken from my dirty thoughts when Piper touches one of the marks. I jerk my hand back because it feels wrong to let her touch them. They belong to Van. 

      “Sorry. Does it hurt?” Her voice and eyes are filled with concern. 

      “No,” I tell her and take a step back. 

      I see my backpack hanging on its hook and I walk over to fish out a long-sleeved shirt. It’s one Honey gave me and I keep it in there for when it gets cool at night. 

      “You’re not going to tell me, are you?” Piper asks, raising one eyebrow. 

      I shake my head no and her shoulders drop. 

      “Tell me you’re fine and I’ll leave it alone.” 

      “I’m fine,” I say with a small laugh. 

      My body is more than fine. It’s not just the marks that have me out of sorts, it’s knowing who put them there. I want to see Van again and find out what other kinds of pleasure he can give me.

      “Okay then.” She holds her hands up. “I’ll help you cook.” She grabs an apron and I shake my head. 

      “You’re terrible at cooking,” I remind her. 

      “I’ll clean,” she offers, scrunching her nose. 

      “Deal,” I agree. I know Piper isn't going to push for more information because I’ve given her the same space I’m silently asking for now. It’s not that I don’t want to tell her. I’m just not sure this is a part of me I want to share with anyone besides Van.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Van

        

      

    

    
      After I get the horses calmed down I go over to the saddle bench and run my hands across it. I think about her perfect round ass rocking on top of it and how wet her sweet pussy was against my fingers. I unbuckle my saddle and then place it in the back so that no one else uses it. Everyone who has access to the stables knows this one is mine, but just in case, I want to make sure it’s untouched. 

      Once everything is done, I calmly walk out of the stable and make my way to the lake. I know exactly where I’ll find Jack and I have no doubt he’s already running his mouth. I gave myself time to get my emotions under control and to think about my actions, but in the end, nobody will ever make Tia feel like she’s less than, or that what she felt was wrong.

      Lashing out isn’t like me. For the most part I’m cool headed and laid back, but when it comes to Tia all bets are off. My heart is so full and happy when I’m next to her. I feel playful and fun when we’re spending time together, but when we’re alone something changes. Maybe it’s something inside of me that was there all along and she woke it up. 

      I can still feel the abrasion against my fingers from the threading of the rope. What must Tia be thinking when she looks at the marks I left behind? God, I wanted so badly to slip inside her as she rode the saddle and my fingers, but I held myself back. I’m prepared to wait until I can take my time and today is an example of why I have to be more careful with her. Jack is a nosy little fucker, but the reality is that anyone could have come in and witnessed us in the throes. I’ve got to do a better job of concealing my instant gratification and wait until I can make time to enjoy her like a meal. 

      The thought of tasting her river of pleasure while I have her bound to my bed makes it almost painful to take my next step. I have to stop and take a breath as I place one hand on a tree. I’m hit with the need for it. I want Tia so badly it literally makes me weak at the knees. 

      When I’ve got myself under control, I finish the long walk to the lake, opting to go on foot instead of taking the Gator. I need to burn off some energy before I confront him and if I went in like a speed demon it would end badly. Although it still could, at least I’ll have worked up a good sweat in this summer heat. 

      “Jack,” I bark loudly so he can hear me from where he’s standing next to the water. 

      Just as I suspected, he’s standing next to two counselors, Sadie and Vanessa, who have a look of horror on their faces as they turn to look at me. I knew he wouldn’t run to tell my parents, because even though he acts like a dramatic child, he’d much rather spread the gossip than face my dad. 

      I square my shoulders as I stomp over to where he’s at and refuse to let the judgment in their eyes touch me. I can only assume Jack told them the worst of it and embellished just enough to make me look like a monster. 

      He smirks at me as I come closer and crosses his arms over his chest. “So did you cut your little filly loose or—”

      Before I can think I ball my fist up and pop him right in the mouth to shut him up. Well, I guess my walk didn’t do much to cool my anger after all. 

      He cries out and covers his mouth as his busted lip begins to pour blood. His curses are muffled, his face turns an angry red and the people around him take a few steps back. 

      “So let me go ahead and explain to everyone here how this is going to go,” I say loudly since people from the lake have turned to see what the commotion is about. “If anyone hears Jack mention Tia’s name or something to do with her again, I’ll give the person who tells me a week paid vacation.” 

      The counselors look to one another and I can see the light of excitement in their eyes. 

      “Don’t worry, there are no strings attached. Just tell me he said it and I’ll not only give you a week off but you can watch me kick his ass too.” 

      A few people begin to laugh and it enrages Jack. When I take a step closer to him the coward backs away. 

      I look at Sadie and Vanessa and open my palms out at my sides. “I have nothing to hide and I can promise you whatever he said is complete bullshit.” I look around the growing crowd until I spot some of the women counselors huddled nearby. “Just like how he told everyone he messed around with April and Jocylyn.” Their eyes widen as they turn their glare on Jack. “And that he hooked up with Sadie and Kris.” 

      “Are you serious?” Sadie asks as she steps forward. 

      “I believe his exact words were ‘she’s got a great mouth.’” 

      “You little worm, I never touched you!” 

      When the women all turn their eyes and their wrath onto Jack I take a step back and smile. Nothing I could do to him would be half as awful as what these ladies can do. And to be honest, he deserves it. I should have stopped it the second I heard it but I thought maybe there was some small truth to his conquests. Now I see by the women circling him that it was all just bullshit. 

      He stammers over his injury as the voices around him grow louder and I walk away. I feel as though I’ve set off a bomb but Jack will get what he deserves. I’ll also make a point to talk to my parents about his removal just as soon as I check on Tia and make sure she’s okay. 

      I’ve got plans for us that involve a lot of alone time in my cabin and I’m ready to get started on them now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
      My eyes widen when I listen to Sadie tell me how Van punched Jack in the face. She’s so animated, her hands flying everywhere as she acts part of it out. She’s standing on the other side of the counter giving me the scoop and I kind of wish I was there to see it. Jack had a punch to the face coming but I just hope Van doesn't get in trouble over it. Jack is the type that would go crying to the cops or Van’s mom or dad.

      “He told everyone about Jack running his mouth too. That little shit took off running to hide from all the girls.” Sadie rolls her eyes so hard it looks painful. “Jack is hot but he is such a douche cannon. He doesn’t even have to open his mouth and you know that.” 

      He reeks of pompous jerk and I think being cute went straight to his head. The girls around Camp Hardwood aren’t buying what he’s been trying to sell so I guess everything he said was all talk. I’m not usually the one to be told all the gossip but this is big news. I’m a little surprised Sadie is standing here telling me this, but it’s probably because it has to do with me. The girls in camp are sweet to me because I make treats for everyone, but now that I think about it, Piper is the only one I really talk to beyond normal superficial stuff. I overhear them gossip but it’s never to me, and I don’t know if that should hurt my feelings or not.  

      “You should’ve heard what he said he saw you and Van doing.” That’s all it takes and my face lights up with a flash. “I mean, even if it’s true, who wouldn’t do those things with Van?” Sadie wiggles her eyebrows. “Guess I just never thought of him as a dominant, but now that I think about it…” She taps her finger against her lips. 

      “Please don’t think about it.” 

      I don’t say that because I’m embarrassed about what Van and I did but because I don’t want anyone thinking of my Van in any way that’s sexual. He’s mine and only I get that part of him. It’s special and reserved for only me. It’s why no one has noticed it before, even though that part of him has been lurking below the surface his whole life. It’s a part of who he is and the same thing I crave. I might have let my mind do too much wandering today and I’ve been coming up with lots of ideas about the two of us. It’s why we’re meant to be.

      “I mean, I’ve read it in books. My mom thinks she has them hidden in the garage in an old box.” Sadie smirks. “Finding that box was the jackpot to understanding my lady business.” I snort as she leans closer. “So you and Van. That’s real?” She gives me a wink. “I mean, he’s been telling people that you’re a thing, but I didn’t pay it much attention. I thought maybe you were, like, saving it for marriage or something so I’ve been trying to be respectful about what I say around you.” Her eyes search my face and I can tell she’s trying to be nice. 

      “I’m not a nun,” I laugh. 

      No wonder the girls never tell me anything, but before today I was close to being a nun. Not in my mind but in my body. No one ever touched me until Van got his hands on me. He touches me everywhere and it’s only a glimpse of what’s to come. I can still feel it humming along my skin and I’ve been waiting for him to turn up again today. I want him to pull me off somewhere and have his way with me again. 

      “So you’re saying part of what Jack said might be true?” 

      “Take your cookies, Sadie.” I push the Tupperware tub toward her and she snags it off the counter. 

      “I’m just teasing you. Have fun,” she says before darting off and leaving me in the kitchen alone.

      My mind goes back to Van and if he might be in trouble for punching Jack. What do his parents think of all this and what Jack might have told them?

      It doesn't seem right for Van to have to fess up to what we did. We didn’t do anything wrong. We were both willing and of age. But his mom and dad might have something to say about it; I never really had to deal with caring what my parents thought. But Van cares about them and so do I. I want them to like me. 

      I shut down the kitchen and debate what to do as I walk toward my cabin. I want to see Van so badly my body aches for it. 

      I notice the main office door is closed and I wonder if Van is in there talking with his parents. I keep walking and almost make it back to my cabin when I decide I’m going to go back and see. I don’t want him to have to talk to them alone. But before I can turn a hand comes down over my mouth. I don’t scream as the scent of Van surrounds me and I smile against his palm.

      “I need another taste, darling,” he says into my ear before pulling me off into the woods. He keeps his hand over my mouth and whispers close to my ear. “Are you going to scream?” he asks, and I shake my head. I can feel his erection against me and I know that this is the beginning of a game we’re about to play. 

      “What if I want you to scream?” His hand drops from my mouth and he kisses the soft skin of my neck. “Scream my name while I make you cum?” 

      My whole body lights up with desire as he presses his hard, muscled body to mine. 

      “I’ll do anything you ask me to,” I admit, bending to his command. Only a simple touch and I’m wet with need. Every desire I’ve ever had for him comes rushing forward and my body aches for him to give it release. 

      “You’ve been fighting this,” he reminds me and I start to drop my head, feeling ashamed. “I’m sorry, darling.” 

      I turn in his arms and his finger goes under my chin to make me look up at him.

      “I didn't mean it like that. I’d be a liar if I didn't admit it hurts when you pull away from me, but I’ve been letting things settle for you. I know this is a lot to take in and I didn’t want to overwhelm you.” 

      “I’m just scared,” I admit. “But not of you.” 

      “I know.” He leans downs, brushing his mouth to mine. “It’s my job to show you that you don’t have to be scared.”

      “I trust you.” As I say the words I realize just how true they are. He keeps showing me exactly why he’s so perfect for me and that this is meant to be. 

      “Good. Because I’m taking you home.” 

      He grabs my hand and we walk to his cabin. He has no idea what the word home does to me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Van

        

      

    

    
      “Did you used to be a boy scout?” Tia asks as we walk into my cabin. 

      A smile tugs at my lips as I lock the door behind her, pulling her inside. “Why do you ask?” 

      My thumb absentmindedly rubs across the mark on her wrist and it doesn’t go unnoticed by her. 

      “No reason.” The spark in her eyes has my cock growing proud and strong in my boxer briefs. God, what she can do to me with just one look. 

      I pull her flush against me as I lean down and kiss her gently at first. It’s soft and sweet but there’s something stronger simmering below the surface. 

      “I’ve never done this before,” I confess as I graze my knuckles along her jaw and then down her neck. “I don’t know if this is right or wrong, but I know it feels so damn good.” 

      “You’ve never tied a woman up before?” Her big dark eyes look up at me through her lashes and I see a vulnerability there. 

      “No.” I kiss her again as my fingers move to unbutton her flannel shirt. “I’ve never been with a woman before either.” 

      Her breath catches as I part the material and reveal her white cotton bra with her full breasts straining against it. Her skin is creamy soft and I trace a finger down the middle of her rounded swells. 

      “Never?” she whispers as I watch goosebumps appear. I push the shirt off of her shoulder and it drops to the floor. I nod.

      “You’ll be my first.” I look right into her eyes and I kneel down in front of her, my hands going to her shorts. “And my last.” 

      I tug the cut-off jeans down her rounded hips and then help her out of her shoes. She’s standing before me in simple white cotton and I’ve never seen anything more beautiful and sexy. 

      “Van.” She reaches for me and I lean into her touch as she cups my face. I kiss the mark on her wrist before I take her hands and put them together in front of her. 

      “You’re mine,” I say, taking a thin length of rope from my back pocket. I snagged it from the kitchen earlier thinking it might come in handy later. “You know I’ll only go as far as you want, right?” 

      Tia nods as I stretch the rope out and bind her wrists in a simple timber hitch. It’s an easy knot but it’s also beautiful against her delicate skin. It won’t abrade the skin too badly, but there will be a pretty design left when I take it off. 

      “Sit down, sweet darling. I need to taste you.” 

      There’s a leather chair behind her and the cool sting of it will feel good once I get her nice and hot. I watch as she does what I ask and then I stand up. I stand over her as I peel my shirt off and toss it to the floor with hers. I love the way she makes me feel, her eyes devouring every inch of me as I take off my shorts and shoes. I stand before her in my boxer briefs with my cock begging to be set free. It’s so big and hard right now knowing what I’m about to do. It’s already peeking over my waistband to get a look at her. Precum smears across my lower stomach but I ignore it. I’m going to take my time and feast on her like a banquet. 

      With my eyes locked on hers I lower myself to my knees in front of her and gently run my hands along her thighs. 

      “Lean back and put your legs on either side of the arms.” When she does as I ask, I trace a finger down her stomach as I stare at her panty-covered pussy right in front of me. “Arms over your head, and hold on to the back of the chair.” 

      “Should I say yes sir or something?” I can see the nervous smile tug at her lips and I shake my head. 

      “There are no rules, Tia.” I lean forward and kiss the place just below her belly button. “I’m going to worship you and you’re going to lie back and take it. The only thing I need to hear from you is how good this feels.” 

      Before she has a chance to respond I kiss my way to her panties and then press my nose against them. I inhale her sweet scent and rub my lips over the damp cotton. She’s already so wet that there’s a spot there growing by the second and I inch my tongue out to taste it. Through the material I can taste her desire and I tease her little nub. The torture is for her just as much as it is for me. The tease and the prolonged moment of the first time my mouth touches her intimate flesh are to be savored. 

      I slide my hands under her ass and grip her tight as I lap at her panties and get them soaked. I can see straight through the white cotton and the outline of her lips is so goddamn erotic. The sounds of her mewling and rocking her hips fill my ears and the small cabin. I never dreamed I’d have this goddess surrounding me and I know that this is a turning point for the two of us.

      When she walked in here, she gave herself over to me and I intend to hold on to it and care for her for the rest of my life. Hearing all of that right now might overwhelm her, but what I have inside of me and what I feel for her form a tidal wave of emotions that is threatening to breach. 

      Once her panties are dripping and I can’t stand even the smallest barrier between us, I reach up and grab the waistband and yank it down in one quick movement. The thin cotton disintegrates in my hand and I toss it to the side. Now she’s spread as wide as she can go and I can see every pink inch of her. Short red curls frame the sweet tender pussy I’ve been aching to have since I had a taste of it in the barn. Without hesitation I lower my mouth onto her and the flavor of her in my mouth makes me groan in pain. It’s so fucking sweet and juicy, just like eating a ripe summer peach. 

      “You shouldn’t have let me ever find out this was between your legs, Tia.” I’m starving for her as I lick and lick and then slide two fingers into her. I can’t get close enough or deep enough inside her. I’m overwhelmed with need and for the first time in my life I’m losing control. “You should’ve kept this a secret even from me.” 

      “Don’t stop, Van,” she breathes, her voice cracking on the last word. 

      “Stop?” I laugh sardonically and shake my head. “You’ll have to force me from between your legs.” 

      I feel her pussy tighten around my fingers as I curl them up and against her. She shakes and tenses, crying out, and then I feel the first sensations of her climax. 

      “Fuck,” I breathe when I feel the rush of liquid gold over my fingers and I lap it up like a dog. 

      She’s too good and once isn’t enough, so I do all of it again until I feel her cum a second time. Her legs are on the arms of the chair as I suck on her clit and beg for another. I’ve tied her up but she’s the one that rules my soul and the only thing I want in life is to make this beautiful creature cum. 

      “I need more.” She pushes down on my fingers and I know that she’s ready for my cock. When I look up into her eyes they’re pleading for me and I can’t tell her no. “I need you inside me, Van.” 

      I sit up and shove my boxer briefs down my thighs and my cock springs free. It slaps against her wet pussy, thick and long and hungry for her cunt. Cum pearls at the head and drips onto her lips. I rub my thumb on her clit and then lick it clean. 

      “I’m not on anything.” I can hear the trace of nervousness in her voice as she bites her lip and looks down at my cock. It doesn’t stop her from rocking against it and letting the tip line up at her entrance. 

      “I don’t have condoms.” I grip the base of my cock to get myself under control as I slowly sink a little further into her sticky heat. 

      We both lock eyes as I keep on going and neither of us says a thing. When I feel the barrier of her pussy breach and her pussy muscles clamp down on me tightly, I lean forward to blanket my body over hers and whisper against her lips. 

      “You’re mine, Tia. I’ll take care of you.” I kiss her gently as my hands go to her breasts and I thrust all the way inside her. “I’ll always take care of you.” 

      “Van!” she cries out when my cock fills every inch of her. 

      I hold her close and kiss my way down to her breasts, sucking on her nipples to try and take the pain away. Her body relaxes after a moment and when she moves her hips I know she’s ready for more.

      I pump into her a few more times and my heart feels like it’s going to beat out of my chest.

      “I won’t last,” I pant, my cock squeezed so tight it’s almost painful. 

      “Cum.” Her breathing is just as fast as mine and I feel her slick body slide against me. 

      “Fuck, don’t say that word.” My hips jerk and I’ve lost all rhythm as I thrust in and out of her like a savage. 

      The little devil looks up at me through her lashes with the most innocent expression on her face. “I want to feel your cum in me.” 

      I lose all control and thrust hard one last time as I empty myself in her waiting warmth. As I release, her own climax is triggered and she cries out, clutching my chest. 

      It’s the single greatest thing I’ve ever felt and the second I cum, I want to do it again. And again and again. She’s everything I didn’t know I wanted and the second I saw her I knew it was game over for me. Seeing her now, under me, with my cock inside of her is like seeing heaven and I know this is how I want to spend every moment of my life from here on out. 

      I take her hand in mine and bring it to my mouth, kissing her fingers. “Looks like someone forgot the rules.” 

      She blushes as she pretends to be chagrined. “You should give me another chance to see if I can do it right this time.” 

      I thrust my hard cock into her slowly and feel our mingled release spread around. My own smile threatens to break but instead I lean forward and pretend to be stern. 

      “Just one more,” I lie, because once will never be enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

          Tia

        

      

    

    
      “I can see you.” 

      I freeze and then slowly turn to see Piper in bed. How can she see me? It’s pitch black in here. She flips on the lamp next to her bed and our small cabin fills with light. 

      “I see you every night, Tia. Care to tell me why you’re sneaking around?” She lets out a yawn and sits up. 

      “It’s fun?” I shrug. 

      Van and I have been hot and heavy for a few days now and each night I sneak out of my cabin and into his. I don’t really sneak back in the morning since we shower at his place and get ready before he walks me to the lodge. I make us breakfast before everyone else gets there since he gets up early to tend to some of the animals. I don’t like the thought of him going off without a full belly and he doesn’t like going anywhere without the taste of me on his lips. 

      “You don’t sleep here. Why not just move your stuff?” 

      She throws her feet over the side of the bed before getting up and going into the bathroom. She leaves the door open, waiting for me to respond. In all honesty I’m slowly moving there. Each day more and more of my stuff ends up at his place. 

      “I’m moving it,” I finally say, and I hear a flush. The water comes on and then she walks out a moment later. She gets right back into bed and smirks at me. 

      “Everyone knows you guys are doing the nasty.” 

      I can’t help but laugh as she calls it that. Van and I aren’t the most secretive and Van is handsy. I think he has an inner battle with himself because he always wants to touch me and wants people to know I’m his. I also think sometimes he holds back from touching me because he thinks people will imagine what it would be like to touch me too. He doesn't want anyone thinking anything sexual about me and it’s crazy. We’re learning as we go, which has been wonderful. Van also thinks I need time for things to settle in for me and he’s probably right. The man knows how to read me. 

      “You don’t think Honey and Ford would mind that Van and I were dating for only a few days before shacking up?” I ask. 

      Honey and Ford know something is going on with Van and me. Van calls me his in front of them and even kissed me tonight right in front of his mom. She only smiled and kept on reading from her book as her husband played with her hair. He hadn't noticed, or maybe he had. To me it looked like he was too busy touching Honey to care. 

      “They let you call her Honey,” Piper reminds me. “They’re also real parents and care about their son’s happiness.” 

      I don’t miss the bite of her words and it gives me another peek into the life Piper is trying—and failing—to hide. 

      “I really want to move in with him.” 

      That’s the truth but I think a small part of me fears moving again. I’ve moved around so much in my life and I hate that I let fear rule me. I can’t believe anything would go wrong since Van is the other half of my soul. I can feel that to my bones. 

      I can tell he gets off on the sneaking around thing but he’s also over it too. It might turn us on to have these dirty moments of almost getting caught, but it would turn us both on more if I gave in and we admitted that we live together now. I don’t think Van will be able to hold out much longer. The only reason he lets me go back to my cabin at the end of the night right now is because he knows I’m hanging out with Piper. 

      “Then do it.” She tucks herself under the blankets. “Your man wants you and wants you to stay. He’ll be there when you wake up in the morning. You should grab a hold of that, Tia. Not all men are like that.” 

      “Piper?” I clear the distance between us, pulling her into a hug because I can hear the pain in her words and see it written on her face. 

      She hugs me back. “I’m fine,” she says in a sad voice. “We’ll be fine.” And it’s the first time she’s openly mentioned the baby to me. 

      “You will be.” I pull back and look at her. “We both can make a home here. I’ll be here for the both of you.” I look down at her small baby bump and think that I could be pregnant myself. We could do this mom thing together. 

      “Thank you.” She hugs me again and I can feel her warmth in it. “Now go be with your man. I need my beauty sleep.” 

      I kiss her cheek before letting her go and walking out of the cabin. I wonder what dipshit left Piper on her own. If I ever meet the man I’m going to give him a piece of my mind. I’m not one to cause a scene but for that man I would. I have a feeling that day will come. I can’t see Piper giving herself over to a man that would walk out on her. Something isn’t adding up. 

      “Look who it is.” 

      My head jerks up when I hear Jack’s voice. I’d completely forgotten about him. But here I am thinking about one dipshit just as another appears. I know he was fired and I haven't seen him since that day in the barn. That was a handful of days ago and he’s still rocking the punch to the face Sadie told me Van gave him. 

      He’s directly on the path I take to cut across to Van’s place. All the paths are lit up with solar lights, making it easy to see, but I must have really zoned out to have not seen him before he spoke. 

       “You got me fired.” He takes another step closer to me when I don’t respond. 

      I want to ignore him and keep walking, but I have a feeling he wouldn’t like that. I know he’ll grab me because I can see it in his eyes. Van would go off the deep end if he laid a hand on me.

      “I told his parents what I saw and they fired me,” he spits out. I feel the blood drain from my face thinking of what Honey might think. “They must be as twisted as their son because they didn't care.” 

      White-hot anger hits me at anyone talking badly about the Cyprus family. “Don’t you—” Before I can get any more words out Jack is plowed into and being wrestled to the ground. 

      If I had blinked I would’ve missed it. 

      Van sacked Jack right off the path like a linebacker and I watch in horror as they both go rolling off to the side. Van comes out on top and I cringe when he punches Jack in the face.

      “You motherfucker!” Van shouts and my mouth drops open. There’s a deadly look on Van’s face and I’m terrified he’ll kill him. 

      “Son.” I whip my head to the side, where I see Ford. 

      Van’s dad is standing close by and I wonder where the hell he came from. He could’ve been with Van but I hadn't seen him coming either. I look back to Van when I hear the sound of another punch and then Ford calls out to me. 

      “Tia. Get my boy.” 

      It breaks me from the shock of what’s happening and I know I need to stop Van before he goes too far. 

      “Van,” I say, and his head flies up. When his eyes lock with mine I hold my hand out for him. He lets go of Jack and pushes himself to his feet. He comes right to me and ignores my hand and brings up his own to cup my face. 

      “You okay?” he asks me. 

      Am I okay? He was the one that was in a fight. 

      “I’m perfect,” I tell him, knowing I need to calm him down. Hearing that I’m all right is the only thing that will do it. 

      “Take your girl home. I’ll take out the trash,” Ford tells Van and he nods. 

      “Thanks, Dad,” Van answers, and his eyes never leave mine. 

      “Tia,” Ford calls to me as Van pulls me into his side. I look over to Ford and it’s then I realize how much he and Van look alike. “We might be a little crazy like Jack was saying.” He gives a lazy shrug. “But it’s always for the women we love. Welcome to the family. You’ll get used to our kind of crazy.” 

      I smile as his words settle over me. This is his way of telling me that they want me to be a part of their family and that I’m one of them. Good thing, because I want nothing more than to be a Cyprus. 

      “Thank you,” I say and he nods with a smile.

      “Get my boy home.” 

      Van leans down and kisses the top of my head before we start walking toward his cabin. 

      “You done with this not living together crap?” 

      “That’s the first thing you have to say to me?” I ask with a laugh. 

      “You wouldn't have been sneaking over here if you lived with me,” he reminds me as he opens the door to his cabin. I probably should worry about what’s going to happen with Jack and that Van could be getting in trouble or something, but I have a feeling Ford will handle it. The Cyprus men have a way of getting things done. 

      “Did you hurt your hand?” I ask, not answering him, but I’m only teasing. I like doing it more than I should. 

      “Tia.” The door shuts behind us as Van reaches over my shoulder to lock it. 

      His tone is one that tells me I should watch myself and that I could get into trouble. My nipples tighten as I press my thighs together and an ache begins to form. He’s so handsome, but when he gives me that stern face it goes to a whole other level. 

      “I think you enjoyed sneaking around.” I place my hands on his chest before sliding them up and wrapping my arms around his neck. I can still feel the tension in his body and I want to relieve it for him. I rock myself into him and his hard cock digs into me. 

      “There’s not a thing about you I don’t enjoy, my darling girl.” I let out a small squeal when he moves and lifts me off the ground. He presses me into the door and I feel his hard need between my legs. “I enjoy it so much I want you here all the time.” 

      I smile. God, my man is sweet. He’s a little bit of everything rolled into one perfect package and he wants me all to himself. All the time. What more could a girl ask for?

      “I’m all yours and I’m not going anywhere,” I tell him, brushing my mouth against his. I feel his body finally relax a little as he grabs my hips. 

      “I know you’re not because I won't let you.” 

      He growls, his mouth taking mine in a hard kiss. My whole body lights up at his possessive tone and I love that he’ll never let me go. He’s my home, my everything, my love. I should probably tell him all those things but I’m so lost in his touch and there will be time for that later. We have forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

          Van

        

      

    

    
      Her thighs spread wider as I lap at her clit and hum against it. She wiggles her hips, but I’ve got her feet tied to the bed, so no matter how much she squirms she’s open for my pleasure. 

      Last night I was on my way to her cabin to tell her enough was enough and I saw Jack talking to her. My rage took over and I launched into him, knowing I’d protect her from any threat. And that’s what he was. But I knew in that moment that everything I felt for her needed to be said out loud, I just didn’t want the first time I told her I loved her to be on the back of that memory. 

      The sun is almost up and I’ve spent the night loving every inch of her body. She tastes like the two of us and she’s cum so many times I don’t know if she’s going to be able to walk. She deserves a day in bed and the counselors can fend for themselves if they’re hungry. I’ve already texted the guys at the stables and let them know I won’t be in today. I plan on being right here with my woman and enjoying every second of it. 

      “Tia,” I whisper against her pussy. 

      “You’re killing me slowly, aren’t you?” she cries out as I nibble on her clit and then smile against it. 

      “Never.” I flick my tongue over the hard bud and it’s enough to send her over the edge once again. 

      I taste the sweet release on my tongue and close my eyes to savor it. Each time is better than the last and I think I might be addicted to it. 

      When I’ve wrung all of her pleasure out of her, I move up her body and sheathe myself in her warm slippery heat. I grunt at the feel of her slick channel squeezing my shaft and I have to hold myself still so I don’t cum right then and there. 

      I look into her eyes and tuck a sweaty lock of hair behind her ears as I kiss her lips gently. “I love you,” I say and feel the weight of it lift off my chest. I’ve been dying to say it since the moment I saw her but I didn’t want to scare her away. She smiles up at me and I see the tears in her eyes as I begin to slowly move inside of her. 

      “I love you too, Van.” 

      “Marry me.”

      Her eyes widen a little but she doesn’t look scared as she searches my face for any trace of a joke. “Are you serious?” 

      “I’ll never lie to you.” I slowly slide out and then make my way back inside, taking my time making love to her. “Marry me, Tia. This is forever for me and I won’t live without you.” 

      “Yes,” she blurts out and for a moment I think she’s shocked both of us. 

      I close my eyes and touch my forehead to hers, thanking my lucky stars that I found her and that she wants me. 

      “You’ve made me so happy,” I say as I move faster. “Tell me you love me again. I need to hear you say it a thousand times before I’ll know it’s real.” 

      She smiles up at me as I reach down and pull the rope at her ankles, setting her free. 

      “Wrap your legs around me. I need to feel you everywhere.” 

      “I love you, Van,” she moans, and I thrust harder and push us both to the edge. 

      When she cums again I finally give myself over to the need and finish with her. The heat of my release bathes her womb and I nearly black out from the intensity of it. Knowing she loves me and that she’s going to be my wife is almost too much for my heart to hold, but somehow I do. 

      It’s a while later as I’m lying on my back playing with her hair that I feel Tia’s stomach growl. I laugh and think about how little I have here in my cabin because I’m always in the main kitchen with her. 

      “I should feed you,” I say, and she sits up on top of me and looks down. 

      We both stare at the ring I slipped on her finger after the last time we made love. It’s a simple gold band with a round diamond in the middle. I got it the first day I saw her and I knew I wouldn’t stop until I made her mine. 

      “I think you want to go show this off to the camp.” 

      I try to hide my smug smile but it’s no use. “It would be an added bonus to feeding you. But we’re only going long enough to stock up on food and then we’re coming straight back to bed.” 

      “Deal,” she agrees as we jump up and quickly put on whatever clothes are nearby. 

      We hold hands as we walk out of the cabin and I can’t help but play with her ring. I love having it there and knowing that she’s mine. I can’t wait to get one of my own too. Do men wear engagement rings? 

      “You’ve got a few weeks before school starts,” Tia reminds me and I squeeze her hand. “What are we going to do until then?” 

      I look over at her and raise an eyebrow. “I think we can come up with something.” 

      She smacks my chest playfully as we reach the kitchen. “You know what I mean.” 

      “Luckily my first few classes are all online and then when I have to do my labs and clinicals I get to go into town. We could get an apartment there if you’d rather live away from the camp.” 

      I would hate to leave Camp Hardwood because it’s my home, but I’ll go anywhere as long as Tia is with me. 

      “Van.” She tugs my arm and I come up short. “We don’t have to leave here, do we?” 

      Dread fills her eyes and I step closer to her to cup her cheek. 

      “We don’t have to go anywhere, darling girl. I just wanted you to know we can if you ever want to.” 

      “I don’t,” she says firmly and I nod in agreement. 

      “Then this is home.” 

      “Home,” she repeats and I lean down to kiss her. 

      I hear a throat clearing nearby and I look up to see Piper standing on the porch of the kitchen. Tia blushes as she cuddles into my chest and I take her by the hand again and we make our way over to Piper. 

      “Good morning, you two love birds,” she says as we all enter the kitchen. “You’re late.” 

      “She’s off today.” I jump in before Tia can comment. 

      “I made you breakfast burritos yesterday, they’re in the fridge,” Tia says, walking over and grabbing the handle. 

      Just as her hand goes up, Piper lets out a squeal and rushes over next to her. “Tia, what the—” She turns to look at me with wide eyes and Tia’s face turns about ten shades of crimson. “Did you get engaged?”

      “She did,” I confirm, and I can feel my smile stretching from ear to ear. 

      Piper whistles as she looks down at the ring. “I knew it.” 

      “You knew it?” Tia asks when her friend pulls her in for a hug. 

      “The way he looks at you? Are you kidding me? It was only a matter of days.” Piper looks over at me and beams. “Congratulations. Just make sure you take care of her.” 

      “I plan on it,” I agree. 

      “Good. Or I’ll have to kick your ass.” 

      I don’t mention that she couldn’t hurt a fly, and decide to just nod and bite my lip to keep from laughing. 

      “This is the best news. We should eat to celebrate,” she says, but as she turns to take a step I see a slash of pain in her eyes. 

      “Piper?” I call out, rushing forward just as she tries to make a grab for the chair next to her and nearly falls over. 

      I catch her just before she hits the ground and she clutches her stomach. Her face goes completely white and her eyes roll back. 

      “Call 911!” I yell as I pick Piper up and run to the emergency Jeep parked next to the office. 

      I feel Tia right behind me and when we get to the Jeep she jumps in the back seat with Piper. 

      “It’s going to be okay,” Tia says. I stomp on the gas and glance back to her in the rearview mirror. 

      “Tia?” I hear softly from the back, and I see Piper open her eyes and a bit of color reappears on her cheeks. 

      I breathe a quick sigh of relief but don’t slow down as I make my way to the hospital. 

      “I’m here. Just relax and we’ll be at the hospital in a second.” 

      “I had some spotting this morning. The baby book said it was normal.” 

      Baby book? Holy shit, Piper really was pregnant? Thoughts race through my mind and I don’t know what to do other than drive. 

      “Shh. Just relax and breathe. It’s all going to be okay.” 

      Tia looks up in the rearview mirror at the same time I do and our eyes lock in a question we’re both too afraid to ask. 

      Will it be okay?
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          Tia

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five years later…

      

      

      “You really do everything with love,” Honey says to me as she airplane feeds our daughter. She’s too old to be fed like that, but I keep that comment to myself. It’s adorable and our youngest always giggles when she does it. 

      Honey and Ford are the grandparents of the century. They can’t get enough of our little girls. It warms me that our daughters have a family that fights over who gets to spend more time with them. It’s something so foreign to me, growing up the way I did. I’ve made my roots here and this is my forever home and family. 

      “What?” I say as I tie a perfect bow on the basket I’ve made. I packed up a late lunch for me to take out to Van in the barn. He didn’t eat enough when he stopped by for lunch and eating me doesn't count. I don’t care what he says. He’s too worried about hanging out with us and playing with our girls to eat a proper meal. He’s been busy out in the barn this week and now he’s dealing with someone who needs him to tend to their horse. Van normally only tends to our own animals, but the next closest veterinarian clinic is over two hours away so it isn't uncommon for people to stop in and ask a question or have him take a look. It’s hard for Van to say no when he thinks an animal might need help. Even if he’s as busy as he is.

      “The basket looks like it belongs on a display. I can only imagine what’s inside of it.” 

      Thankfully everyone is used to me blushing. They think it’s the norm, but really I’m blushing because this basket isn't only stuffed with food for my husband—it might have a few other things for us to play with too. Van and I have been married for almost five years and there’s never a dull moment when it comes to our lovemaking. I know there never will be because he’s always finding new inner desires I didn't know were there. He really is the other half of my soul. How else could he read me so well and know things about me I didn’t?

      “You know I’ll make you one anytime you want,” I tell Honey. 

      Sometimes I do it for her and Ford as a thank you. They’re always so eager to watch our girls when Van and I need a night with just the two of us. Like the nights when he wants to make me scream his name and it’s better if no one is within a mile of our place. I just don’t put the little extras in theirs like I do with the ones Vans and I use. 

      “I know, sweetheart.” She comes over and gives me a kiss. “Tell my son I said hi and I’m ready for another baby around here.” I roll my eyes. 

      “So, the usual.” 

      “Yep.” She winks at me before sitting back down with our girls again. 

      I give them both a kiss and think that I wouldn’t mind a third either. The girls are getting more independent and Van’s finished school. We have the time and he’s brought it up a few times himself. I just always have this small fear if I have too many kids that one might not get the attention it deserves. I know that’s my inner battle at play because it really is a village around here. It might be called Camp Hardwood, but everyone is family and this is home. 

      I take my basket out to the Gator for the short ride over to the barn. When I get there I see a truck I don’t recognize parked outside. This must be the person who called, but I wonder why they don’t have a trailer hitched up if they wanted Van to take a look at their horse. For some reason the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. Not because I’m scared but because of something else I can’t place. 

      I step out of the Gator and grab my basket. The barn doors are open wide for me to enter and I freeze when I see my husband standing with a woman who is maybe ten years older than me. Not that it matters because she’s all legs with long blond hair. Without having seen much of her or knowing her, I can already tell she’s a professional show horse rider. What has me taking a step back is the fact that my husband has her by the wrist. Her hand is suspended between the two of them and I can’t see his face. I can only see her blue eyes widen in shock. 

      I drop the basket in my hand and almost trip over it in the process. 

      “Darling girl. Be careful,” Van says as he throws the woman’s wrist away like it’s on fire. 

      He’s half running to me even though I already caught my balance. 

      “You’ve still got your apron on,” he says, smiling down at me. Before I can say anything his mouth comes down on mine for a long, sweet kiss. “And you brought my favorite.” He gives my bottom lip a nibble and I’m too shocked to stop him. “Okay, second favorite. We all know you’re my favorite thing to eat. But your butterscotch brownies are second and I can taste them on you.” 

      The woman clears her throat and it shakes me back to reality. Van can always take me to someplace else where I forget about everything but him. 

      “I told you to get lost,” he tells the woman without looking her way. 

      “But—”

      Van’s eyes are cold as he snaps his gaze to her. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re up to, but you came to our house and tried to touch me when it’s perfectly clear I’m married.”

      “I didn’t know. I thought—”

      “I bet my life I mentioned my wife five times since you got here.”

      I believe him. At times it makes me blush how much he goes on and on about me. He’s just so proud and happy to have me he can’t help himself but tell anyone who will listen. It’s no secret in town Van is married because Honey made the wedding a three-day event! She wanted everyone to know she had a daughter now and I’d never felt more loved since I became a Cyprus. 

      “I think I’ll find another vet.” The woman lifts her chin while somehow looking down at me before she stomps off in her flashy cowgirl boots that are all show and no work. 

      I hate to break it to the woman but Van’s into kitchen aprons and me laid out naked on our bed. That’s what gets him going, not anything fancy. 

      “I told you to do that before you got out of your truck,” Van mutters, shaking his head. 

      He knew she was up to no good the second she got here. The Cyprus family is loaded and some people try to sink their fingers into it. They never get anywhere but sometimes people get brave. 

      “You and that apron.” He switches the subject back to me and all his focus is directed solely on his wife. It never gets old thinking of myself as that. 

      “You had her by the wrist,” I point out. I know I’m going to get fucked extra hard over the comment. 

      Van reaches down to pick up my basket and I lick my lips when I see a few of the toys I packed have gotten tossed to the top. 

      “I was stopping her from touching me. I don’t know what the fuck she was doing,” he steams. “You know that apron does shit to me and I didn’t get enough of you at lunch. You know I need more.” 

      My nipples tighten at the thought. When it comes to Van, he can have it all. There’s no part of me that doesn’t belong to him. 

      “Maybe I’m not giving any up. I just caught you with another woman in here.”

      Van lets out a humorless laugh. “That was nothing. You just saw what I have to deal with all the time. All those lifeguards are always trying to hang around your kitchen and get whatever treat they can.” His playfulness drops from his face and now I’m the one fighting a real laugh. 

      I’m really not jealous. I know I’m the only woman for Van. We are two halves of a whole, but still it gets us both worked up when someone tries to sneak in and grab our attention from each other. It’s always going to be a losing battle for them. For us it just makes sex that day a little more intense and I can tell from the glint in his eyes I’m not going to be walking out of this barn on my own two feet. 

      He’s going to slay me with orgasms but it doesn’t matter. I might not be able to walk out but my husband will carry me. We’re about to have one of our summer sneakouts in the barn and maybe this one will end up with us having a little boy. 

      I don’t have any doubts because Van always gives me what I need. If a baby boy is what I want, it’s what I’ll get.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Van

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ten years later…

      

      

      “Did you pack your bug spray?” I ask as I check the pack for the millionth time. 

      “Yes, Dad,” Ariel says, and I can hear her eye roll. 

      “I’m just making sure.” I place her sleeping bag next to it but don’t make a move to pick it up. 

      “Come on, Dad, I’m going to be late.” Ariel tugs at my arm and I look over to see Tia giving me a look. 

      “What?” I ask her and she raises an eyebrow telling me to stop. “Fine,” I grunt, turning to face Ariel. “We’ll go, but first I want a kiss and a hug. And don’t rush it, because I’m not going to see you for ten whole days and I need it to last.” 

      She beams up at me and throws herself in my arms as I scoop her up and swing her around. 

      It’s our oldest daughter’s first sleep-away camp and I think I’m having the hardest time out of everyone. Tia seems nervous but she’s putting on a braver face than I am. I’m just obsessively checking her bags and stalling. 

      “It’s totally fine that you didn't want to spend your summer at Camp Hardwood,” I tease. 

      “Dad, we live there, it doesn’t count.” She looks up at me with dark eyes just like her mother. “Besides, this is girl scout camp, so no boys allowed.” 

      “Why do you think I agreed to it?” I say as I kiss her on the top of her head. 

      She shakes her head as Tia comes over and they have a quick snuggle. Her sister and brother already told her goodbye this morning before we left. Tia and I wanted this time alone to say goodbye thinking it would be easier on her if we weren’t all there. But in reality it’s hard on me no matter who is here to see it. 

      Ariel is our firstborn but she’ll always be my baby. Just like all of our kids, I still think of them as newborns even though the years have flown by. I glance over at Tia as I grab the bags and we walk to the camp registration. She and Ariel are talking, but as the light dances in Tia’s red hair I forget everything else but just how beautiful my wife is. 

      I’m struck so often by how lucky we are that we found one another in the middle of nowhere. She’s still the absolute best thing that’s ever happened to me and through her she’s given me so much love and joy. 

      “Promise me, no kisses when we get to the cabin,” Ariel warns and it’s then I see a flash of my temper cross her eyes. I know exactly where that came from and part of me loves it. The part that doesn’t have to deal with attitude when she’s being extra sassy. 

      “Scouts honor,” I agree and hold up three fingers. 

      She thinks it over for a second and decides I’m not lying. She gets her registration pack and I carry her stuff to the cabin. I keep my word and don’t kiss her anymore, but I do pull her in for a bear hug until she giggles and squeals for me to let her go. Just before I do, she hugs me back and it’s the sweetest damn thing ever. 

      Tia and I leave hand in hand and we’re quiet as we make our way back to the car. It’s her first real time being away from us that isn’t with my parents and she didn’t give us a backwards glance. Why am I struggling so much with this?

      “Hey,” Tia says, squeezing my hand and breaking my concentration. 

      “Hey,” I say back as I try to shake off my gloomy mood and pull her close. 

      “Want to take our time going back and sneak off in the woods?” She wiggles her eyebrows at me as her hands come around my waist. 

      “And what would we do there?” I ask, my cock growing heavy with excitement. 

      “Try not to get caught.” 

      “That’s half the fun,” I say as I pull her flush against me and let her feel how much I like the idea. 

      “What’s the other half of the fun?” 

      “Me eating your pussy while you hold on to a tree and try not to scream.” I lick my lips as my mouth begins to water and she nods her head. 

      “You’ve got a deal.” 

      We both jump into the car excitedly and I pull out of the parking lot. In the back of my mind I know she’s using this as a distraction to get me out of my bad mood. But hey, it worked, and I get to lick my wife's sweet cunt. What more could I possibly need to make me feel better? I was already given the whole world the day she came into my life. Now all I have to do is cherish it. Forever.

      

      
        
        THE END

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Secret Baby at Camp

          

        

      

    

    
      Piper’s dad is rich and powerful, but she’s not so sure it’s from anything legal. When she falls for one of his guards and convinces him to sleep with her on her eighteenth birthday she’s not prepared for him to disappear. She runs away to Camp Hardwood to figure out her next move, but she wasn’t planning on him stalking her there.

      Hawk is an unbreakable man, but his one and only weakness has always been her. After the best night of his life Piper leaves him and now he has to track her down. She can run but she can’t hide.

      Warning: It’s a secret baby romance and we couldn’t be more excited!! Get the final story in the Camp Hardwood Series and see if they get their happily ever after… Spoiler: THEY DO!
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        Four months ago… 

      

      

      I’ve been paged to the Lewis Hotel downtown and I’m not thrilled about it. Piper has been acting like a brat lately, but today’s her birthday. Her eighteenth birthday. I wanted to stay with her today and make sure she didn't get herself into trouble but her father had other plans. 

      I’ve worked for the Torres family for the last ten years and I’ve proven my loyalty to her father. He’s in charge of our surrounding area and when he called me personally to be security for his little girl I took on that responsibility with my life. He’s not the kind of man you want to let down, so I was surprised when today of all days, he let her out of the house without so much as a driver to stay with her. 

      I’ve been worried sick about Piper and what the hell she’s gotten herself into. She’s not normally one to go looking for danger, but she loves to rile me up every chance she gets. Thoughts of her in that damn yellow bikini last summer have me clenching my fists as I walk into the hotel and bypass the front desk. When she texted me her location and the room number I drove as fast as I could and now I’m practically running up the stairs because the elevator will take too long. 

      By the time I reach her floor I’m panting and my heartbeat is pounding in my ears. I race down the hall, and when I get to her door I see that it’s slightly ajar. 

      I’ve protected Piper since she was eight years old and the thought of someone hurting her or touching her has my skin on fire. I push open the door and rush inside, and the sight of what’s before me has me stopping dead in my tracks. 

      The sound of the door slamming closed behind me is nothing compared to the roar of adrenaline in my chest. 

      “Hey, Hawk,” she says softly from the bed. 

      She’s spread out on top of the silk bed completely naked except for the necklace I gave her this morning. It’s a diamond in the shape of a small bird and now it sparkles as it hangs between her big round tits. Her pink nipples are pinched tight and it looks like she’s been playing with them. 

      “Piper,” I manage to choke out with the last of the breath in my lungs. 

      My eyes travel down her body to where her knees are spread and her pink folds are on display for me. Even from here I can see she’s wet and ready for a cock. 

      “It’s my birthday and there’s only one thing I want.” 

      I swallow hard as she sits up and slides a hand between her legs, spreading her folds for my pleasure. I lick my lips and struggle to put my tongue back in my mouth as her small fingers circle her clit. 

      “What are you doing?” comes out of my mouth, but I have no idea how my brain is still functioning. 

      “Please, Hawk. I love you and I want you to take my virginity.” 

      She’s told me since she was a little girl she loved me, but as she got older I stopped saying it back. I didn’t want her to get any ideas about an old man like me wanting something so sweet and pure. Even now as I stare at the heaven between her young legs I can see the prize she wants me to take from her. That tiny little barrier that shows me she’s never had a man and the animalistic urges inside me roar to life. 

      “Piper, you can’t ask me to do that.” But whatever she orders me to do, I have to follow. A sick part of my mind rejoices in her command but she’s like a daughter to me. I can’t fuck her. “I’m your guardian and your protector.” 

      “And you’re the man I want to turn me into a woman,” she pleads, moving her fingers faster and moaning. 

      My legs shake and before I can catch myself I fall to my knees. She’s been my whole world and my every purpose for the last ten years. I can’t do this. I can’t. 

      Even as I have that thought I lean forward and plant my hands on the carpet. I shamefully crawl closer to the bed as her moans grow louder and the sounds of her slick flesh echo in my ears. Fuck. What am I doing? 

      My mind warns me to shut up and my body takes over. God, how long have I wanted to do this? How long have I dreamed of my tongue on her cunt? How many times have I jerked off thinking about this very moment? She wasn't old enough then, but she is now. She’s offering me what I’ve been desperate for on a silver platter and I'm starving. 

      I know that just seeing her like this will get me killed. Her father will have my eyes gouged out and my tongue cut off, but one taste of her would be worth it. Just one little taste.
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      I skim my fingers over the small baby bump and I know I’m going to have to get bigger clothes soon. It is getting harder to hide and it doesn’t help that I can't stop eating every five seconds. I somehow bypassed the throwing up stage of my pregnancy and went straight to wanting to eat everything.

      I’ve really gotten myself into it this time, but I’m lucky Camp Hardwood took me in. I had nowhere to go and I’m still not sure what else I’m going to do. Can I really have a baby at camp? Mrs. Cyprus knows I’m knocked up after my dramatic trip to the hospital. Thankfully the baby is fine and the bleeding was normal. My iron was super low and I passed out. I have to keep eating more, which was really a wonderful thing to hear. That little scare almost did me in but it made me realize how much I truly want this baby. I knew I loved it before, but after thinking that it might all be taken away, everything changed.

      I sit in the kitchen waiting for Tia to come back and I can smell cookies baking. I think she and Van snuck off somewhere, but she has to come back soon. They’re all over each other and I hate how much I wish I had that. I did at one time, but look where it got me. Pregnant with nowhere to go.

      I keep waiting for my father to turn up. It’s that or he’s completely written me off. He probably told his friends or colleagues that I’m off at some fancy school or something. He’s good at hiding what’s really going on. He would lose his mind if he found out I was pregnant. And not only am I pregnant, but it was one of his top men who put this little baby inside my belly. I can’t help but wonder if Hawk is looking for me too. If my father wanted me found he’d send Hawk to carry out the search.

      It’s ironic since he’s the one who left me. When I woke up the next morning he was nowhere to be found and I kept thinking he’d come back. I thought maybe he only slipped out to get us breakfast or something. Our night together was intense and everything I could have hoped for. He wanted me with an almost angry passion and I’d never felt so alive.

      I waited for hours and hours until I finally left the hotel room, realizing it was all pretend. It was my eighteenth birthday the day before and I’d wanted Hawk. I lured him to the hotel and gave myself to him. He took what I offered and was pissed about it, but he still did it.

      I lost count of how many times he’d taken my body. I might have been a virgin that night but he had me over and over again. I still can’t wrap my mind around how he fit inside me because Hawk is almost four times bigger than me. He’s as big as the ranger Moose who keeps watch on everyone around here. I’m tiny and it’s why my belly is already showing.

      My father isn't a good person, but that didn’t stop me from lusting after a man who was willing to do business with him. I asked my father once what Hawk did for a living and he told me nosy little girls come up missing.

      We lived in a fancy home in the richest part of town and everyone knew who my father was when we walked down the street. They’d all smile but it was as fake as my own. He doesn’t care as long as everyone falls in line.

      I knew that day when I checked out of the hotel I wasn't going back home. I took the money I’d slowly tucked away and bought a car. I let it take me as far as the thing was willing to go. That’s how I ended up in the middle of nowhere. Well, not nowhere exactly. Camp Hardwood. This place is full of sun and smiles, and happy unicorn hearts dance over people's heads here. I don’t want to go anywhere else but I don’t know how I’m going to have a baby here. I’ll figure it out—there’s no other option. I’m not going to raise my baby in my father’s world, even if he’d let me. I want a world like Camp Hardwood for my baby. Its life will be full of warmth and love.

      “I made cookies!” Tia says as she walks back into the kitchen. Her cheeks are more pink than normal as she slips on her oven mitts.

      Her red curly hair is a mess and I think I see a leaf in it. Her lips are swollen, too, and if she thinks she’s hiding that she and Van were together, she’s wrong. Tia’s shy smiles fooled me at first, but I think that girl has a dirtier mind than anyone I’ve ever met. She just hides it better than most.

      Since the moment I saw Hawk my mind started coming up with all kinds of things I wanted him to do to my body. But then I think about where it got me and I push those thoughts away.

      “I’ll get the milk.” I hop up from my seat and make my way to one of the many staff-only refrigerators in the kitchen. I grab a bottle and a couple glasses, knowing Van will be along shortly and will want some too.

      When I turn around I freeze as my eyes lock with a very pissed-off Hawk. He’s wearing a black shirt that runs tight across his broad chest. He’s not wearing his usual slacks and shirt. Instead he’s in boots and jeans that showcase his thick, powerful thighs. The glasses I’m holding shatter as they fall to the ground.

      “Piper?” Tia asks, her eyes bouncing between me and Hawk.

      Instead of answering her, I do what I’m best at. I turn and run.

      I don’t know why I run because there’s really no point. If Hawk wants to catch me he can.

      “You’re going to hurt yourself!” he bellows from behind me.

      I stop running because he’s right. I’m known for being clumsy and I don’t need to run anywhere. I was just at the hospital a few days ago. I don’t want another trip there until it’s time for my little one to come into this world.

      “I’m calling Ford!” I hear Tia shout from behind me as I walk quickly to my cabin.

      “Muñeca,” Hawk says under his breath.

      The one word almost has me tripping over my feet. It’s been so long since he called me that, maybe even years. It means “doll” in Spanish and he used to say I looked like a little doll when I was a girl.

      “I’m fine, Tia. I know him,” I shout over my shoulder, not wanting to get the Cypruses involved. I can’t see Tia because Hawk is practically on top of me now and I have to fight my body’s reaction to his closeness.

      “What are you doing here?” I turn my head to watch where I’m going as I stomp toward my cabin. I let out a small scream when I’m lifted off the ground and into Hawk’s arms.

      “You think you can just take off?” he asks, tightening his hold on me. “Four fucking months, Piper.”

      “I’m an adult! I can leave if I want to!” I shout to his angry face.

      I should be afraid. Everyone is as scared of him as they are of my father. I keep my distance from my father because I’m fearful of what he might do, not because his size intimidates me. My father is short and pudgy, but even as a person who can’t run for long without almost dying I think I could outrun him while knocked up.

      Something in Hawk’s eyes makes people steer clear of him. He looks like he could kill a man with his bare hands. But he’s handsome. Some don’t know how deadly he can be, but if he got that glint in his eyes people would pee themselves. I don’t know why it never worked on me. I guess I’ve never had it directed my way either. He’s given me looks that tell me he’s not messing around, but I don’t think it ever had the intended effect on me. It only turned me on and made me want to push for more. I knew I could be bratty with him and get his attention. Others may not want his eyes on them but I’ve craved it ever since I met him.

      “Trust me. I know you’re a fucking adult, Piper. I was counting down the days.” His tone is calm. Too calm.

      He keeps walking, somehow knowing the way to my cabin. When he enters he walks over and sits me down on my bed. It’s easy to tell which is mine since there are only two beds in the room and mine is unmade. I’ve also started tossing some of my stuff onto Tia’s since she doesn’t stay here anymore. I’ve had the cabin to myself but I hate being alone.

      He turns to head back to the door and I wonder if he’s leaving. Panic rises in my chest before he slams it shut and locks it. First I try to run and now I don’t want him to go. I really am a mess. I’m going to blame it on the pregnancy hormones.

      He puts his hand on the door and stands there for a moment. I watch him take a few deep breaths in and out before he finally turns to look back to me.

      “Hawk,” I whisper, and he’s in front of me before I can get it out. He surprises me when he falls to the floor in front of me, onto his knees.

      “I want to see, muñeca.”

      I don’t know what he means but he goes for my shorts and pulls them off of me. There is no reason to fight him because I know he’ll win. And if I’m honest I think we both know when it comes to my body it belongs to him. It always has.

      He spreads my legs with his hands as he brings me to the end of the bed. “They said there was spotting.”

      I look down at him and realize that’s how he found me. He must have checked the hospital, but that didn’t matter either. If Hawk was looking for me he was going to find me at some point. The man can hunt anything down and I knew I could only stay hidden for so long. I just wonder if he’s looking for me because my father paid him to. I can only surmise he’s acting on my father’s orders, because Hawk left me in that hotel room to begin with. If he wanted me he’d have been there the next morning because I waited for him to come back. I always felt alone before, but in that moment in the hotel room, it was an awakening. I didn’t want to be alone anymore and I was going to go make a home somewhere else.

      I reach out to touch his short hair and remember how good he felt under my touch. I dreamed that one day he’d be my home, but I knew deep down it wasn’t possible. My father would never allow it, and who knew what Hawk wanted? He never spoke of other women and he didn’t wear a ring. I never saw him with any of the random women who would come and go through the back door of our house.

      I thought he was different from the rest of my father’s hired men. I swear I could feel it in my soul that he was good.

      “Answer me, muñeca.” I think he means to speak harshly but I don’t miss the crack in his voice.

      “It’s normal. I’m just low on iron,” I tell him. “Please don’t take me back there.” I move my hand away but Hawk catches it. He brings the palm to his mouth and kisses me there. It’s so soft and gentle my heart squeezes.

      “I’m not taking you back to your father.” His hands grab the edge of my panties. The simple white cotton is no match for Hawk as he rips it and stares down at me. “Muñeca, are you bare?” he asks.

      “I shaved it for you that time—” I cut myself off, knowing I shouldn’t give him all the power. “I like it this way.”

      “Yes. It shows me all of you.” I try to close my legs, but his broad shoulders stop me. My clit is pulsing with a need I don’t want.

      “Lift your shirt and show me my son.”

      “How do you know the sex?” I glare at him. I only just found out at the hospital.

      “I know everything about you.” He lifts my shirt himself, resting it on top of my bump so it won’t fall back down. “He’s big already.”

      “His dad must be a big guy. That helps me narrow down who the father might be,” I spit out, and Hawk is on his feet in a second. He pushes me down into the bed, hovering over my body.

      “That mouth of yours.”

      “Maybe if I used my mouth more I wouldn’t be in this situation.”

      Hawk’s face turns deadly but I feel no fear. We both know I’m running my mouth because I can’t help myself and it’s worse when I’m upset. My stupid eyes fill with tears and Hawk’s whole face changes in an instant.

      “I deserved that. I’ll let that one go, muñeca, but don’t speak of other men touching you again. I don’t care if it’s made up or not.”

      I nod as one of the tears escapes and he leans down, kissing it.

      “How can you be so mean and sweet?” I whisper. I don’t know if I want to wrap my body around him or push him away.

      “You bring out the sweet. You also have a way of bringing out other things.” He closes his eyes as he drops down more and buries his face in my neck. He’s careful not to put any weight on my belly and I hate how much I love that.

      “I miss the smell of you,” he moans, running his nose along my neck.

      I’ve missed everything about him. There wasn’t a second that went by that I haven’t wished things had been different.

      “I don’t know why you're here if you’re not taking me back to my father.” He lifts his head to look down at me. “But please don’t hurt anyone here. They’ve taken care of me. They gave me a home.” Before he can respond, Hawk is on his feet and the door to my cabin is swinging open.

      Ford and Van are standing there along with Moose.

      I have no idea how this is going to go, but I know only I can defuse it. I get off the bed as fast as I can and try to step around Hawk. Hawk’s hand flies out to stop me and it’s then I remember I’m not wearing anything below the waist.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Hawk

        

      

    

    
      I glance down to see her oversized shirt covering her up, but I don’t like knowing she’s so exposed with these men in her cabin. Each one of them comes pretty close to matching me in size, and one on one I wouldn’t be so worried. But with all three of them against me, my odds aren’t looking too good.

      “Nice to see you again,” I say to the one in the middle. He was the guy at the front desk, the one who told me he hadn’t seen my Piper.

      “I’m Ford Cyprus, and this is my son Van.” He nods to his left. “And this is our camp ranger Moose.”

      The man on his right crosses his arms over his chest, making him look bigger and my fingers itch to reach for the gun in my belt. I need to keep this situation calm so I take a step in front of Piper.

      “She’s not dressed, so I think we should all step outside.” I use every ounce of self-control I have to talk smoothly and defuse the tension.

      “Hawk,” Piper hisses at me, and I turn to glare at her. She presses her lips together and looks away. I’m hoping for once in her life she can listen to me.

      “Fine,” Ford agrees as he and the two other guys back out of the cabin.

      “Muñeca,” I say softly, and she looks up at me. “The scent of your naked pussy is the only thing I can smell right now. Put something on and come outside when you’re dressed.”

      “I was dressed before you came in here and ripped things off of me,” she huffs, then stomps over to the dresser.

      Now it’s my turn to keep quiet as I step out of the cabin and close the door behind me. So much for locks around here.

      “We know who she is.” Moose’s voice is firm and Ford nods.

      “Then you know why I’m here.” I decide to play my cards close to my chest because this is my fucking business and it’s between Piper and me.

      “You’re not taking her.” Van is young, but he looks just like his father and I can see he’s just as stubborn.

      “That’s not for you to decide.” I look between the three of them and hear the door to the cabin open behind me. “Get your things, Piper. We’re leaving.”

      A silence passes and I turn around to see her shaking her head. “I’m not going with you.” She places a protective hand over her belly and I clench my fists at my side.

      “That’s not for you to decide either.” The sound that comes from me is low and grumbling. “I’m not asking you, Piper, I’m telling you. Get your things or we’ll leave them here. It doesn't matter to me.”

      “I think you heard her,” Ford says as he steps closer to me.

      I hold my hand out and he stops his approach. “Come another step and you’ll regret it,” I warn, and he narrows his eyes at me.

      “Hawk,” Piper pleads from behind me, and I don’t like that I can’t watch these men and her at the same time. “This is my home now. I’m eighteen, and I don’t have to do what my father tells me to.”

      “We need to talk,” I tell her over my shoulder and I notice that the other two men moved a bit closer when I wasn’t looking. I chance a glance back at her and just as I do, I hear the sound of gravel crunching under boots and then I’m being tackled.

      I feel my gun fall out of my belt as I roll on top of Ford and land a punch to his mouth. Just as I make contact, my arms are yanked back and Moose has me in a headlock. I kick out and make a direct hit into Van’s chest before he goes flying back. I’m fighting but Moose is strong and the hold he’s got me in is cutting off blood flow to my head.

      “Fuck,” I grit out, trying to fight it but I know I’m going to pass out.

      “I think you’ve done enough talking,” Ford says as he gets up and uses the back of his hand to wipe the blood from his mouth.

      “Hawk!” Piper shouts and I look over to see two women holding her back from getting to me.

      Everything inside of me boils and my adrenaline surges. But it’s too late. The black spots around my eyes are getting bigger and I can’t breathe.

      “Muñeca,” I feel myself mumble just before my whole world goes black.

      It feels like hours or maybe even days later when my eyes open. It’s dark all around me and I have no idea what time it is. The floor is cold concrete and my whole body aches from being in the same position for too long.

      I curse as I roll over onto my back and my head swims. I hear a small sound nearby and I look over to see a faint light coming from across the room. I blink a few times to get my eyes to adjust.

      “What the fuck?” I whisper when I realize I’m in some kind of cell.

      Thoughts of Piper screaming my name come rushing back and I’m on my feet in a second. But it’s too fast and I stumble to the floor, nearly hitting my head on the concrete. I take a few deep breaths and then get up again, because I have to get to her. I can’t lose her. Not again.

      “Easy,” a soft voice says, and I look up to see a blond woman I recognize from the office the first time I visited Camp Hardwood. “I’m Honey. I believe you’re the man who punched my husband and kicked my son?” She raises an accusing eyebrow and I don’t bother denying the charges.

      “Where the fuck is Piper?”

      “She’s okay. We had to force her to lie down because she was pretty upset,” Honey says, and her eyes soften. “Your visit upset her, to say the least.”

      “I need to see her,” I plead, grabbing the bars and moving in close. “Please.”

      I don’t remember the last time I said that word, but it doesn’t matter. I’d do anything to get to her and have her back.

      “I’m just here to check on you and bring you some food. When she’s ready we’ll let her come here and talk to you. But until then she needs to take care of the baby.”

      The look on her face is a mix of pity and recognition. She isn’t going to let me out, but she’s at least telling me at some point I’ll get to see her. She holds out a tray of food and slides it under the door to me. Then she passes me a bottle of water and I take it from her gently.

      “There’s a cot in the back. Try to get some sleep.”

      She turns to walk away and I swallow hard before I speak.

      “Just—” I begin, and she stops to look at me. “Make sure she’s okay.”

      She nods and a sad smile pulls at her lips. “She’s our family. We’ll make sure she’s taken care of.”

      I don’t expect the stab of jealousy to hit me so hard, but I have to take a step back because it’s so sharp my head is dropping. Honey walks out of the room and the metal door closes behind her.

      I walk to the back of the cell and sit down on the cot with a thud. What the fuck have I done?
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      “I brought cookies.” Tia sets the giant plate of cookies on the nightstand next to my bed and I stare down at them.

      She went all out and brought at least three different kinds, which are all my favorites. Normally I’m down for her cookies because no one can cook like Tia, but right now I’m not hungry for anything. My body is screaming for Hawk and that’s the only thing I want.

      “We could do a sleepover,” Tia adds when I don’t reach for the cookies. I’m sure I’m alarming her even more. But I know Van won’t be okay with Tia sleeping anywhere that isn’t with him.

      Plus I know they’re into a little bit of kink. I bet Van ties her to the bed every night. From looking at the two of them you wouldn’t guess it, but you never know what goes on behind closed doors and Van likes to keep those doors sealed tight when it comes to Tia. He’s very territorial over her. It might be shocking at first until you see him in action and everything is about taking care of her. I long to be taken care of. I always dreamed that person would be Hawk. He’s been doing it in small ways all along.

      Mrs. Cyprus is sitting on the empty bed that used to be Tia’s until she moved in with Van only days ago. Tia and Ford are the only ones who get to call Mrs. Cyprus ‘Honey’ and I think it’s actually kind of adorable. If anyone else does, it gets Ford all out of sorts. I think Tia gets the privilege because she’s going to be their daughter-in-law. Right now she’s watching me closely and not saying much. I know she’s waiting for her moment.

      “I don’t need a sleepover.” I let out a long sigh.

      I’m still shocked at seeing Hawk. I wanted to smack him and kiss him all at once. He’s here two seconds and bossing me around. Again, I fight my body's reaction to him. I don’t know what it is about his bossy tone but it always does things to me. I love it almost as much as when I catch that rare sweetness deep inside of him. It’s probably just a fantasy I’ve made up in my mind over the years to feed the dream of being his.

      “He’s the father,” Mrs. C finally says, and it’s not a question.

      I saw Hawk get jealous over me a time or two, but there weren't very many opportunities for that to happen over the years. He and my father kept men away from me. How many times did I wonder if he was with other women? I never saw it, but how can a man who looks like Hawk have gone without? I swallow the lump forming in my throat when I imagine the women he’s been with since he left me.

      “Where is he?” I worry my bottom lip between my teeth. If I know anything, it’s that Hawk will get what he wants and he can get himself out of almost any mess.

      “Moose put him in holding.”

      I bring my hands up to my face to rub my eyes, unsure how I feel about that. It’s not so much because of Hawk being locked up but a part of me is hoping that he hasn't told my father where I am yet. If he’s in a jail cell, my father will find out soon enough.

      “They’re only holding him, Piper. It’s not legal for us to keep him in there, but I don’t think he’s a law-abiding citizen himself.”

      I snort a laugh because I don’t know what Hawk is. He was always good to me and went out of his way to make sure I was taken care of. It was more than my father ever did and I always wondered if it was because my father told him to.

      “I came here to start new.” I drop my hands from my face to wring them in my lap as I look down at my small baby bump.

      I saw something in Hawk’s eyes when he saw my belly and a small spark of hope lit inside of me. He had to know my father would be far from okay with me being pregnant. Not only am I knocked up but it’s by one of his men. He’d see it as a sign of disrespect and then it would be an all-out war. Hawk has to know that, too.

      I know Hawk could take my father one on one, but my father never plays fair. To be honest, though, I don’t think Hawk would either when it comes to something he wants. I guess when I think about it, I wouldn't either. You do what you have to. I know I will when it comes to the baby already growing inside of me. I love my little man already. I’m sure he’s a boy—he has to be. At the rate he’s growing, he’s going to be as big as his daddy.

      “No one is making you leave,” Mrs. C says. She comes over and sits down next to me. She takes one of my hands and laces her fingers in mine. “I think some things need to be worked out, but what everyone needs right now is to calm down.”

      I don’t want to calm down, I want to see Hawk. As fast as I’d run from him before, my mind is spinning with a million things I want to ask him. What’s happening back home and do I need to run? I know the only thing that will calm me is seeing him and it would be helpful if he was locked up. I could keep my distance from him as I ask the questions I want answers to. I know this window of time is small because there’s no way Hawk will stay in that cell, whether it’s my father getting him out of it or Hawk finding a way out.

      “I think you’re right. I should get some rest and regroup in the morning.” I make it extra dramatic by putting my other hand over my belly, rubbing my bump and pretending to yawn.

      “I just want a nice long bath and some sleep.” It’s not a lie. I’m pregnant and I always want those things, but I want them after I go see Hawk.

      “Are you sure you don’t want me to stay?” Tia pushes.

      “I think you two should go cool down your men. That was a throwdown they all had and I’m sure they’re pacing outside waiting for you both.”

      Mrs. C squeezes my hand before giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. “You call if you change your mind and we’ll be right here. Get the rest you and the baby both need. Trust me, I’ll get this all worked out for you, sweetheart.”

      This is the exact reason why I never want to leave here. There’s so much love everywhere and it’s so unlike the way I was raised. I would love to raise my son in a world like this, where everyone pulls together. Three men I’ve only known for a month came to my defense in seconds. They didn’t care they were facing an armed man who was as big as they were. That says a lot. Not only did they allude to knowing who my father is, but it didn’t seem to bother them either. Nothing here is about being selfish. Instead it’s about working together and making sure everybody is taken care of. It’s a simple life, but it’s filled with happiness and love. How much more could you really want or need?

      Tia joins Mrs. C in giving me a kiss on the cheek. I know she’s not done talking to me and she’s going to want so many more details, but she’ll wait until we’re alone.

      I walk them to the door, where I see Ford and Van waiting outside. I give a small wave before I shut the door behind them. I stay true to my word and take a bath, but I know I’m only preparing myself to go see him. I can’t help but still want to pretty myself up for Hawk and remind him of what he walked away from that morning at the hotel.

      I’ll never be able to sleep without getting answers to all my questions. A darker part of me knows I won’t have peace if I can’t touch him and have him touch me.

      I pull on my sneakers before grabbing a small flashlight and slipping out of my cabin. This time I’m going to be the one to find Hawk. Not only that but he won’t be able to disappear on me now. Maybe by the time we’re done talking I’ll wish for nothing more than just that.
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      There’s hardly any light in this cell and I can hear the crickets chirping outside. There’s a small window beyond the bars and I can see the moon high in the sky through the trees. I pace back and forth, feeling like a caged animal ready to break free. I’m trying to stay calm and wait because I know that’s what Piper would want me to do. The thought of her alone and upset is almost too much for me to bear.

      The sound of creaking has me stopping in my tracks and turning to face the door. Even in the dim light I can make out the shape of my Piper. I move to the bars and grip them tight.

      “Muñeca,” I breathe, flooded with relief at just the sight of her.

      “I don’t know why I came.” She closes the door behind her and slowly walks toward me. “I must be crazy.”

      “Are you hurt?” She comes within reach of me and I wish I could rip these bars in half and climb out of this cell.

      “Not physically.”

      “What does that mean?” Anger courses through me at the thought of her not being okay.

      She lets out a deep breath and takes another step closer. “Why are you here, Hawk? Did my father send you?”

      “Come here,” I say, reaching out for her.

      The moonlight silhouettes her face and I can see the hesitation in her eyes. “If I touch you I’ll lose all sense of myself.”

      “I’d never let that happen.” As if her legs have a mind of their own she steps forward even when she doesn’t think she should.

      “You left me,” she whispers softly as I reach through the bars and wrap my arm around her waist.

      “I’m here now.” I pull her to the cool steel and press my body against hers just to feel a fraction of her heat. “I need you, muñeca. Unlock me and ease my ache.”

      “I-I don’t have a key.” She looks up at me and I feel her hands through the bars as she touches my chest.

      “It’s been so long, I don’t think I can wait for you to find it.”

      My hands slide around her hips and then to her ass, where I squeeze the soft round mounds. Her loose sleep shorts are soft, and I slide one hand up them to feel her bare ass.

      “Only this little bit of cloth protecting you?” I say as my fingers dip into the sticky warmth between her legs. “It’s like you knew I’d be doing this.”

      My other hand goes to the front and slides over her swollen belly and into her bare cunt. Soaking wet heat coats my fingers as I play between her folds and strum her clit.

      “Hawk.” She inhales sharply when I slide a finger into her ass at the same time I pinch her little pearl.

      “We both know this is what you came for.” Through the bars I watch her face flush and her eyes close as pleasure takes over her body. “Pull your shirt up. I need you in my mouth.”

      Her fingers are shaky as she lifts it up and shows me her naked tits. She leans forward, pushing them in enough so that I can lean down and suck on her nipples. I growl in frustration that I can’t take her to the floor and fuck her tight little pussy. My dick aches to be inside its home and cum where it belongs.

      “I want you to cum on my hand so I can eat it off my fingers.”

      “Oh God,” she gasps as her hips move and she reaches her hands inside the cell to grip my hair.

      “The second I get out of here I’m going to have you on your hands and knees.” I bite one of her nipples in pure possession and she cries out as her pussy clenches around my fingers. “It’s time you got your punishment for running away from me.”

      “I-I’m—”

      “Save your apologies for when your mouth is around my cock, muñeca.” My fingers move faster and the slick sounds of her cunt echo in the cell. “Hold still.”

      I take my hand off her pussy and she immediately whines at the loss of my touch. But I jerk the front of my shorts open and take out my long, throbbing cock.

      “Pull your shorts down.” I’ve still got a finger in her ass as she slides them down to the middle of her thighs and looks up at me, waiting.

      I push my cock through the cell door and between her legs and into the hot folds of her cunt. Her wet heat surrounds the head and I thrust a little to rub against her clit. She immediately cries out and I feel her pussy pulse with the need for my cock to be inside her.

      “I’m going to have you like this just once. Then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t use those goddamn legs to run from me.”

      “Hawk!” she screams when her orgasm hits her.

      My cock swells before cum pulses from the tip and creams her bare pussy. Thick waves of it smear on her pussy lips and I use my fingers to push it inside of her. I mark every inch of that sweet bare valley between her legs and I roar with the need to do it again.

      When I catch my breath I slide my fingers out of her and then lick them clean as she pulls her shorts up and her shirt falls back down.

      “Piper,” I whisper, and her eyes snap up to meet mine. “When I get out of here I’ll tell you everything. But no matter what, you aren’t leaving my side again. Do you understand me?”

      She bites her bottom lip and nods as she looks up at me through her lashes.

      “Good girl. Now go and get the fucking key to this thing before I tear down every wall in this camp.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Piper

        

      

    

    
      I’ve lost my mind, I think to myself as I stand outside the cabin Tia shares with Van. My body is still humming with pleasure and I curse myself for falling so easily under his spell. I can still smell him on me and the wet reminder of our pleasure coats my legs. I did get a small bit of satisfaction that it was me doing the leaving this time. I don’t care if it was in search of a way to break him out, it still counts.

      If there’s anyone I know that can get the key to the cell it’s Tia. I know she’s on my side and I think that’s what best friends are supposed to do. Even if one is being dumb. Which I’m pretty sure I am. I always wanted a girlfriend that I could get into trouble with.

      Tia and I have become the closest of everyone from Camp Hardwood. At least for me she has been. I didn’t get to have many friends growing up since everyone stayed away from me because of who my father is. One girl once told me her parents told her not to be my friend for that reason. It was Tia and Van who took me to the hospital when I had my small scare and I’ll always be grateful for them.

      “You going to knock or stand outside all night?” I let out a small scream at Van’s voice. I turn to see him standing there with his arms folded over his chest waiting for my reply. How someone can look stern and gentle all at once, I’ll never understand.

      “Where’s Tia?” I ask instead. “I wanted a little girl talk,” I lie.

      “Liar.”

      Damn it. I should have known better than to lie to Van. The man is a human lie detector. He’s good at reading people and I swear he can see past the surface and right into someone. He’s maybe a year or two older than me in age but he’s definitely an old soul at heart.

      “I can’t see Tia?” I lift my chin in defiance.

      “I never said that.” His arms drop from being folded over his chest. “Come on. She’s making hot chocolate.” He motions for me to go in. But before I can open the door it swings open and Tia’s eyes widen in surprise. Probably because I told her I was going to sleep and it’s pushing midnight.

      “That doesn't look like a bear to me.” Tia looks over my shoulder at Van.

      “I knew something was moving around outside.” He lifts his phone in his hand and I think I see a security camera on the screen. I only recognize it because Hawk did the same thing when I lived at home. I knew he could check all the cameras in the house right from his phone.

      “Why do you have cameras?” I ask Van.

      “Don’t get me started.” Tia grabs my hand and pulls me inside. “He used to just have them on the barn to watch the horses, but now that I moved in he put them here too.” She rolls her eyes but she’s not fooling me. She enjoys that Van has put up cameras. I’m just not sure if it’s for her safety or if he likes watching her when they aren't together. I’m guessing it’s both.

      Tia pulls me over to the kitchen where I see she’s already making hot chocolate. She pushes one of the two cups over toward me and I’m guessing one of those was meant for Van. I don’t have to turn around to know he’s still standing at the door watching Tia and me.

      “I’ll make you another,” she tells him as she takes a sip of her own.

      “I’m good, darling girl. I’m just waiting to see how long it takes Piper here to get you to crack.” I look down at the cup Tia put in front of me, suddenly feeling guilty.

      “Van!” Tia yells at him.

      “He’s right,” I admit. “I came to ask for something.”

      “I don’t see the problem with that. You’re my best friend. Of course you can come to my home and ask me for something.” Her words are laced with fire and when I look up she is glaring at Van.

      “Tone, Tia.”

      “Tone, Tia.” She parrots his words in a sassy voice before sticking her tongue out at him. I glance over to Van, who is still by the front door with his arms folded over his chest. He’s trying to maintain a stern face, but his lips twitch as he fights a smile.

      He shakes his head, walking toward us, and slaps Tia on the ass while mumbling something about her paying for her smart mouth later. She lets out a squeal and I’m not shocked that he did it. I know they’re into some dominance play or something because I’ve seen the marks on her wrists where he’s tied her up. I’m just not used to him being public about it more than a kiss or pulling her into his lap.

      “Give me a kiss and I’ll let you talk to your friend.”

      Tia leans her head back, letting Van kiss her before he walks out of the room. She looks back at me with a dreamy smile on her face and I love that he gives that to her. Tia was so lost in life and I think it’s why we bonded so quickly. We spent a lot of our lives on our own. I want with Hawk what she and Van have, but I’m not so sure it’s possible.

      When she comes back from her kiss haze, she looks down at her hand and opens it up to reveal a key. It takes us both a second to realize what Van gave her.

      “You really want to let him out?” Her eyebrows furrow together and I’m still surprised Van gave her the key and didn't say a word to me about anything. All I can think is that he wants Hawk to leave, but with the way Hawk was talking he isn't going anywhere without me.

      “If you let him out he’s going to take you with him.” Tia says what I’m thinking. “Van told me what happened and he isn’t going to let you go.”

      I reach out, taking the key from her hand. “I know, but I’m tired of running and he already knows where I am.” I shrug.

      This is going to play out however it’s going to play out. They can’t keep Hawk locked up forever and I don’t want to bring any trouble to Camp Hardwood. This place has been good to me.

      I hope that I can trust the look in Hawk’s eyes and that he came here for me because he wants me. I just pray it’s not because he knocked me up and that it’s something more.

      I want to be his everything.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Hawk

        

      

    

    
      The key turns, the lock clicks open, and I let the door swing wide.

      My feet are planted in place as I fist my hands at my sides and stare at my girl right across from me. I take a deep breath before I lunge through the door and wrap her up in my arms. She cries out in surprise but my lips are quick to cover the sound as I kiss her with everything in me. It’s been too goddamn long since I’ve had her in my arms and I don’t plan on ever letting it happen again.

      I don’t ask how she got the key because it doesn’t matter. All that matters is my love is here and she’s pregnant with my son. My baby rooted inside her belly and held strong so that I can be bound to my love in every way possible.

      Her lips soften as her legs wrap around me and there’s an urgency to have her. I knew once the bars separating me from what’s mine were gone I wouldn’t be able to hold back.

      “I can’t wait.” My breathing is heavy as I move to the ground. “Get on your knees.”

      She does as I ask and gets on all fours as I free my cock and yank her cotton shorts down. I should take her out of this cell but I’m so desperate to have her that the only thing I can think about is how much my cock aches for her.

      “How do you do this to me?” she moans when I dip my cock into her wet folds and position myself at her opening. “When you touch me I lose all sanity.”

      “That makes two of us,” I growl, sliding through her wet desire and filling her until there is no part of her that’s untouched by me. I blanket my body over her as I only pull out a fraction of an inch and then pulse back into her. These deep thrusts are what my body craves because I don’t want to be without her warmth. “When I’m inside you there is nothing else but you and me.”

      I kiss her bare shoulder where her shirt has fallen off and slide my hands inside of it to her swollen breasts.

      “You’ve gotten bigger,” I whisper in her ear, and she clenches around me. “I can’t wait for them to be full with milk.”

      “Hawk!” she cries out and pushes her ass against me.

      “You’ve kept this from me for weeks, little muñeca.” I slide my hand down over her round belly as I thrust deeper into her. “And this.” My hand moves lower, between her slick folds as I touch where my cock is entering her.

      “Oh God, I’m so close.” Her plea radiates through her body, down her back, and straight to my cock.

      “Close? You want to know what close is, Piper?” I plunge into her deeper and rock her forward as my cock swells with need. “Close is searching every goddamn hotel and apartment in this goddamn state.”

      I part her pussy lips so the cool air brushes across her lips.

      “Close is coming to this camp weeks ago only to be sent on a wild goose chase.”

      She squeezes me tight as I leave the warmth of her pussy only to surge back inside.

      “Close is fucking you within an inch of my life and then finding out you vanished on me two minutes before I walked back into the hotel room.”

      “Hawk!” she screams as I feather the lightest touch of my thumb along her clit.

      “I should leave you on the edge like this for as long as you left me.” I lick across her shoulder before I bite down enough to leave a mark. “Have you learned your lesson?”

      “Yes, Hawk, please,” she gasps, and I hold myself deep and don’t move.

      “Where you go, I go. End of discussion. You’re not taking you or my baby from me. Are we clear?”

      I kiss my way up her neck to the shell of her ear. She whines and shakes as she nods her head and then I give both of us what we want.

      I use two fingers to rub her clit as I thrust one last time and release into her. Her body tenses for just a moment before she explodes in my arms and I’m there to catch her. Her pussy weeps around my cock. I feel her desire run down the shaft and drip between us. She’s soft and pliable as I hold her close and whisper how much I need her.

      “We’re not doing this again, muñeca.” I kiss her neck and my grip gentles. I pet her warm, soft body. “We’re not going to be apart.”

      “Yes, Hawk,” she agrees, and I close my eyes in pleasure.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Piper

        

      

    

    
      I let out a long sigh and enjoy the feel of my body completely relaxed and sated. It takes me a moment, but the smell of Hawk fills my lungs and everything comes flying back to me. The last twelve hours feel so unreal. He’s here and he said we’ll never be apart again. I tighten my hold on him, wanting those words to be true.

      “Relax.” Hawk’s deep voice rumbles over me as his hand gently brushes through my hair. His other hand is laid protectively over my stomach.

      I open my eyes but all I can see is a wall of a chest. I have no idea where I am but I know this bed isn’t my own because we wouldn’t fit in it. I lean in and kiss a small scar on his chest and it reminds me of the dangerous life he’s led—one I don’t want for our baby. I want him but I can’t have him if he comes with all that. I hope he doesn’t want that for our baby either.

      “I don’t want to leave here,” I say against his chest. I know he’s moved us, but I know we didn’t go too far. “I won’t go back there.” I want him to know how serious I am about this. Camp Hardwood is wonderful and I love it here. Everyone is happy and it’s almost like a fairy tale. I wasn’t getting mine but I watched others unfold right in front of me. This place is filled with laughter and love.

      “There’s nothing to go back to.” I jerk my head up to look at Hawk.

      “What do you mean?” My heart starts to race because I don’t know if that’s a good thing or not.

      “You really didn't look back, did you? You just left?” His eyes soften and it’s something I know they only ever do for me. I have a feeling they’ll do it for our little one too.

      He’s right though, I didn’t look back at all. I was scared if I tried to see what was going on back in my old life someone would find me. They don’t call him Hawk for no reason. He could find anyone and I was doing my best to not leave a trail. But I don’t think anyone could lose him if he was hell bent on finding them.

      “Are you only here because I’m pregnant?” Hawk already said we’ll never be apart and being together is something my father would never allow. That means he’s going around my father and picking me over him. Is he only doing that because he knocked me up? My heart prays that it's more than that. It has to be. Seeing him today and the way he acted and looked at me was too real. I can’t be alone in feeling this way. I also can’t believe he said the things he said only in the heat of the moment. It was raw and powerful and I felt them come from deep inside of him.

      “I told you I’ve been looking for you since the day you left, muñeca. I didn't learn about our baby growing inside you until recently. Baby or not, I was coming for you.”

      I rest my head back down on his chest as tears fill my eyes. I don’t know why but I needed to hear that more than anything. I felt as though everything was an obstacle that we could overcome together, but if he only picked me because I was pregnant then it would never work. You can’t make someone want you or love you. I wouldn't want to be together just because we were having a baby together.

      “Look at me, muñeca.”

      I do as he demands. I always do when he has his hands on me. I can’t help myself. My body is his to control and we both know it. The only reason I was able to leave that day in the hotel was because he was gone. The reminder of that makes anger flare inside of me again.

      “You left,” I remind him. “I woke up and you were just gone. I waited as long as I could.” He closes his eyes and for the first time in my life I see pain flash across his face.

      “I had to go. I was coming back but you surprised me that night. You forced my hand to move faster than I planned.” He opens his eyes to look at me. “My hands are dirty, muñeca. You know this.”

      “But we can leave that behind.” I know Hawk’s life has always been dark. He was born into that world and I was born into it too. But I was protected from it and I didn't have to get my hands dirty to survive. I only had to play by the rules.

      “That was always the plan.” He leans down to brush his mouth against mine. “I’ve been planning our way out for years. Everything was almost ready to go but then—”

      “Then I got tired of waiting?” I let out a small laugh.

      “You were eighteen for one day. I should have known what you’d do.”

      I fight a smile. When I really want something I go for it, and Hawk is what I’ve always wanted. When it was he and I alone, I never hid my attraction from him. He knew I wanted him. He was better at playing it cool, so it seemed. That day in the hotel, though, all that dropped away. I got what I’d been asking for. I got to see all of Hawk and how badly he wanted me. That’s why I was so shocked to see him gone the next morning. I couldn't believe it after the night we’d shared.

      “Go on,” I say against his lips before pulling back. I want to know why there’s nothing to go back to.

      “I didn’t want that life for you and I could see it in your eyes you didn’t want to be there either. So I made plans for us and hoped that when I got everything laid out you’d come with me.”

      “I would have come with you,” I cut in, and he gives me one of his rare smiles.

      “I started working with the feds,” he says, and I gasp in shock. “I didn’t give a shit, they can call me a snitch. Call me whatever the fuck they want but I would have done anything to get you away from your father and for us to have a new start.”

      “Is he in prison? Is that what happened?” He said I didn’t look back and I’m guessing my father going to jail would have made the news.

      “No.” Hawk’s face grows a little solemn and I’m sure mine shows my disappointment. “He didn’t go down without a fight.”

      “He’s dead.” I try to sit up but Hawk doesn’t let me go. It’s like a giant weight has been lifted off of me and suddenly I feel truly free for the first time.

      “Because of me,” he admits.

      “But you’re okay, right? No one is looking for you?” My eyes start to water, thinking about the FBI or someone else coming for Hawk. “I’ll leave with you, if that’s what we have to do.”

      “You just said you didn’t want to leave here.”

      “I don’t, but I want to be with you more. If we have to start over new, I will. As long as we’re together. I’ll miss this place but I love you and I don’t want to be without you. Now that I know where you stand, I’m so sorry I ran. I’m—” My words are cut off when his mouth comes down onto mine.

      “Muñeca,” he growls. “You love me.”

      “So much it hurts. It’s part of why I ran. I couldn’t see you every day and not have you. I couldn’t live that way.”

      “No one has ever said those words to me,” he says before he kisses me again. He rolls us so he moves between my legs, and then I feel his cock nudging its way inside of me.

      “I love you,” he says, and I moan.

      “No one has ever said those words to me either,” I say in realization.

      “I’m going to give you the life you deserve, muñeca. I won’t take you from here.”

      “I want to give you the life you want too.” My eyes lock with his. This is about all of us.

      “All I want is you.”

      “I’m yours,” I say, wrapping my body around his. “We’ll never be apart again,” I reassure him as we make love this time. It’s soft and sweet and I get another glimpse of the man Hawk is and I know he’ll always be what I need.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Hawk

        

      

    

    
      It’s early the next morning when I meet with Ford and his wife. I don’t feel comfortable calling another man’s wife Honey, so I just stick to Mrs. Cyprus. Turns out the ranger Moose has already done some digging into my past but also found out that I was working in cooperation with the feds.

      “Are you going to take Piper from us?” Honey asks with round, pleading eyes.

      “No.” I let out a sigh as I think about her in bed. She was sleeping like the dead when I left her and I want to make sure I’m back before she wakes up. “She’s made a home here and she’s asked me not to take her away.”

      “Oh thank God.” She puts a hand over her chest and smiles brightly at her husband.

      “So what happens next?” Moose asks from nearby, and I shrug.

      “You know I got out and this is as good as a place to hide as any.” I turn to Ford and make eye contact. “To raise a family.”

      He’s thoughtful for a moment before he steps forward and holds out his hand. “If Moose says you’re to be trusted then I won’t argue with him. I’m sorry we all got off on the wrong foot, but Camp Hardwood is open to you and Piper for as long as you want.”

      I reach out and grip his hand firmly as I nod to him. “I appreciate that.”

      “Welcome home,” Mrs. Cyprus says and beams from ear to ear.

      “I’d like to speak to you about arranging a wedding as soon as possible.” And to my surprise she lets out a squeal of excitement and jumps up in the air. Her husband grabs her and settles her against him, but he can’t contain her joy.

      She clears her throat and pretends to get herself under control. “Of course, just let us know what we can do to help.”

      After I walk out of the office, I make my way back to Piper. To the woman I love. The sun is just beginning to come up and I hurry, not wanting her to wake up without me.

      As soon as I take a step onto the cabin porch, I hear her call out for me and my heart leaps in my throat. I rush inside, calling her name, and I see her bare chested and sitting up in bed. Her pink nipples are pebbled under the thin sheet and I involuntarily lick my lips.

      “Oh thank God. I thought you left again.” She lets out a ragged breath as she puts her hand on her chest.

      “Muñeca,” I say as I go to the bed and sit beside her. I hold her close to me and realize leaving her that night has left its mark. “I was talking with Ford and telling him that we’ve decided to stay. Moose explained everything to him about me working with the government and getting away from my past.” I take her face in both my hands as she looks up at me. “I told you I’m never leaving you again, and if this is where you want to raise our son, then so be it.” I kiss her softly and then touch my forehead to hers. “That night in the hotel, I didn’t leave you because I didn’t want you.” I look into her eyes as I reach into my pocket and pull out a blue velvet box. “I left to have this made for you.”

      Her eyes widen and she gasps as I open it up to reveal the ring. It’s a ruby surrounded with diamonds in the shape of flowers. It sparkles in the first light of the morning sun and she looks up at me with tears in her eyes.

      “You deserve a one-of-a-kind ring, so I ran out and had the jeweler make it right then. I didn’t think in that time you’d run out on me and I’d spend months looking for you.” I shake my head as I let out a laugh. “I should have known you would have jumped to conclusions.”

      “I just thought—I mean, I don’t know.” She shrugs as she looks away from me. “I assumed you had other women to keep you occupied.”

      I take her chin in my hands and force her to look at me “Never, my muñeca.” I shake my head and open my heart. “Not since before the day I came to work for your father have I touched another woman. I pledged my loyalty to protect you and at first I didn’t want the distraction of a woman to cloud my judgment. But I began to fall in love.” I take the ring out of the box and slide it onto her finger. “Then when you became a woman, I wanted to claim what was mine.”

      “I’ve always been yours, Hawk.” Tears stream down her cheeks and I kiss them away as I pull her close.

      Without thought I push her down on the bed and climb on top of her. The only thing I can think of right now is sealing this with love.

      “Open for me,” I demand as I take my cock out and move between her legs.

      She moans as I slide the head through her wet folds before sinking my entire length home. She clenches around me as her sweet honey coats my cock and I thrust desperately into her. It’s uneven and rushed but I need her too badly to slow down.

      Her nails dig into my arms and I go faster. She closes her eyes in pleasure. I grit my teeth, trying to hold off until she can get off, but I’m so close I don’t know if I can make it.

      To my utter shock and pleasure I watch as her hand goes between us where we’re joined and she begins to rub her pussy.

      “Fuck,” I groan while my cock swells and throbs. I can feel spurts of cum dripping from me as her small hand speeds up over the top of her clit.

      She’s just as eager as I am and the sight of her horny and seeking her pleasure is too goddamn much.

      I thrust as deep as I can go and watch her little fingers scissor over her clit as my cum fills her pussy. With a catch of her breath followed by a shout, she finds her release on my cock. She’s so fucking beautiful, lying under me and writhing in pleasure.

      I reach down and place my large palm over her belly and cup it protectively. As she comes down from her high she looks up at me and smiles with heavy-lidded eyes.

      “You’ve made me into a good and decent man.” I lean down and kiss her sweetly as I begin to slowly move inside of her again. “Thank you, muñeca. You’ve washed my soul clean.”

      “You were always good and decent, Hawk. But love has opened you up to see it in others.”

      “That’s because of you.” I rub my nose against hers before I kiss her again. “I love you.”

      “Forever,” she agrees as we begin our happily ever after.
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          Piper

        

      

    

    
      
        
        months later

      

      

      I stare at the giant beast of an SUV outside the hospital as I hold our baby boy in my arms. “What is that?” The thing is a freaking tank. It clearly had a lot of custom work done to it. I wonder if it’s even street legal. I’m sure Hawk got some special something so that he could drive it. Nothing stands in Hawk’s way when he wants something.

      “That’s protection,” Hawk answers, leaning down and kissing me before placing a kiss on the top of our baby boy’s head. I’m actually not shocked over the vehicle or whatever you want to call it. I’m not going to ask if the glass is bulletproof because I know it is. If he wants to be over the top with our protection, fine. I don’t care as long as it makes him feel better. It’s not like there’s anything to worry about. The past is done. We aren’t connected to my father's dealings. We have a clean slate here. Everything has died with him.

      Okay, maybe it’s not completely clean. Hawk has money. I never ask how or where he got it. I’m sure if I did he’d tell me, but I don’t want that in our lives. When I think back, I only remember the times when I was with Hawk. They’re the only times I care about. I love now when I look back I can see how he was hiding his want for me. The one thing I will always be thankful for is that my father did bring Hawk into my life. Then Hawk saved me from my father. I might have run on my own, but Hawk made sure there was no one coming for me. Well, except him.

      Hawk takes our son from my arms and puts him into his car seat. I watch as my husband buckles him in and tucks him safely away into the giant tank of a vehicle. He’s going to be a wonderful father. I knew that when he held my stomach protectively that first day he found me again. But getting to see him with our son only solidifies what I’ve been thinking. My big beast of a husband is showing every part of the gentle giant that he is. It melts my insides.

      He opens the passenger side door for me. I’m about to ask him how I’m supposed to get in but he lifts me gently and sits me inside before buckling my seat belt and giving me a kiss. I watch him round the front and hop into the driver seat before taking off. I let out a long sigh. I’m ready to be home, just the three of us.

      “I love you pregnant but I’m not sure I can do that again.” Hawk shakes his head.

      “It wasn't that bad.” That’s a small little white lie. In the moment I knew the labor was bad but looking back, it was worth it. I’d do it a few more times, for sure.

      “Liar,” he mumbles, but his lips twitch into a smirk because he knows we’ll be doing this a few more times too.

      “Where are we going?” I ask when he doesn't turn down the road toward our cabin.

      “A surprise.” The smirk turns into a full-on smile now. I perk up in my seat.

      “I love surprises.” I can’t keep the excitement from my voice.

      “I know you do, muñeca,” he says with a laugh. I do a small clap, wiggling in my seat. Then my eyes go round as we pull down a long stone driveway and a big beautiful cabin comes into view.

      “But we only drafted plans,” I say, looking at the home we’ve been talking about building. We've been staying at Camp Hardwood. Hawk and Moose became fast friends and Hawk often helps out. You’d never know it but Camp Hardwood is probably one of the safest places on earth between the two of them. We knew we would need our own place but I hadn't been in a rush. We agreed we’d build and I thought that would take a long time. Now I get all the random questions Hawk was always asking me when he’d bring up what we’d have in our forever home. He was building it for us.

      “I didn't want you to stress over it so I just handled it. I think I got everything you wanted but we can make any changes you want.” Hawk enjoys taking care of me and he’s good at it. I know the house will be everything I ever wanted and more. At the end of the day, though, all that matters is that I’m with him, that our baby is healthy and happy, that our kids are going to grow up safe and loved. This is one of Hawk’s ways of showing me that.

      “You’re always just handling things for me.” I look over at him.

      “Can’t help myself.” He shrugs.

      “Don’t want you to.” I lean over. Hawk meets me halfway and our mouths touch as he kisses me softly. I don’t want to change anything about Hawk. I know he will always do what he thinks he needs to, but I also know I come first in his thoughts. It’s just his bossy, sweet way.

      “This is nothing compared to what you’ve given me,” he says when he pulls back to look down at me. I know he’s talking about our son. My love. Everything, really. “I love you.”

      “I love you too.” Those words never get old and I know they never will.
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          Hawk

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five years later

      

      

      I watch as Moose flicks through the app on his phone checking the security cameras. We’ve just upgraded them. He’s catching on a lot easier this time around than he had the first time we installed them. Technology isn't Moose’s strong suit, but being out in the middle of nowhere with nothing isn't mine. We’ve taught each other a lot over the years.

      “Can’t wait to see these at night.” It’s the reason we got the new cameras. Their night vision is supposed to be the best. We don’t really need the cameras around the camp and our homes, but they give us peace of mind and that shit is invaluable. Especially when you have priceless things like my muñeca and our little ones. My mind drifts to this morning and how I got to eat her sweet cunt before our little ones woke up. My cock comes back to life when I think about that. I’m reminded that I hadn't gotten to have my turn inside her body. I should go track her down now. She’s with Tia in the kitchen and I know she’d keep an eye on our boys while I stole my wife away for a bit.

      “Who the fuck is that?” I look back at Moose’s phone. The food delivery truck is here. It’s the usual time, but I don’t recognize this delivery person. I don’t respond to Moose’s question. I turn and take off toward the main lodge because that’s where the truck will stop first before it goes to the main cafeteria kitchen. It’s not that I think the guy is a threat, at least not physically, but I don’t like anyone new around my wife that I don't get to do a once-over on. I’m good at reading people. Always have been. It kept me alive in my old life and I can tell this guy is one of those cocky little shits just from watching him get out of the truck. I also know my muñeca is the most beautiful thing that ever graced this earth and no man could resist her. The only thing I feel keeps them away is me. Once they see me they give my muñeca a wide berth. You’d think the ring on her finger would keep those fuckers off but it doesn't. Some men have no respect and I’m more than willing to teach it to them.

      It takes me no time to reach the main lodge. When I enter I see Fuckface talking to my wife. He’s standing way too close. I don’t think she’s noticed how close he’s gotten because all her focus is on the apple pie in front of her. This is the third time I’ve knocked her up and each time she gets on a kick for one kind of food. This time she will eat anything apple. She’s only a few months along but the cravings are already strong.

      “Back up,” I bark. Piper doesn't look up from her pie. The young man jumps back about ten feet, putting his hands in the air and seeing the error of his ways instantly. I’m going to be making a call to the food delivery service later. I don’t want some punk wandering around camp thinking he can get in women’s personal space.

      “Run,” Moose warns the guy. I figure he followed me to make sure I didn't hurt anyone because his wife is safely tucked away at home where no men can get near her right now. The young man nods and takes off, almost tripping over his own feet in the process. He got off lucky. I don’t have to look to know Moose is following him out.

      “Let me finish my pie.” My muñeca finally looks up at me, shoving another bite into her mouth. As she chews she fights a smile because she knows I’m coming for her. I don’t see our boys so they must be off with Tia or Honey or playing with the other little ones. We could start a day care at this point with the kids we all have running around.

      I round the counter and pluck her up from the chair she is sitting in. “Pantry.” She points to it. She doesn't have to tell me twice. I move us, kicking the door closed behind us.

      “You got here fast. I think he got three words out to me.” She licks her lips as she looks up at me with a smile. She knows I’m a jealous fucker when it comes to her. She likes it. I think she gets off on it even. That’s a good thing because I’m not changing. I can't control it. Not when it comes to her. I spent too long not getting to tell everyone she was mine. Those days are long over. I stake my claim when it comes to her.

      “I’m going to fuck you,” I tell her.

      “I know.” She starts lifting her dress for me. Her thighs can’t spread any more than I already have them. I take up all the space between her legs. My jaw goes hard when I see she doesn't have any panties on.

      “You been walking around like that?” I growl.

      “Been waiting for you to finish what you started this morning.”

      I reach for my buckle, freeing my cock. I don’t waste another second as I thrust inside of her. She lets out a gasp as her body takes me. She wraps herself around me, holding tight. Fuck. I love when she does that. Her whole body clings to me.

      “I’ll never be finished,” I tell her before my mouth takes her. I’ll never have my fill of my muñeca but I’ll spend my life getting as much as I can.
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