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Chapter 1

‘Here she is.’ I say as I slide open the heavy door and flip the light switch. The fluorescent lights in the walled off area of the hangar buzz on and I walk towards the antique plane, running my hand along the smooth surface as I turn to smile at my guest. A look of appreciation flashes in his eyes and even though I know he’s seen it a hundred times before, being in the same room with something this rare is a thrill for anyone who has a passion for aviation history.

I’ve known Sam for years. He worked with my dad when he was still alive and without him, the air taxi service and flight school my dad ran wouldn’t have been able to stay off the ground. For fifty years Dad kept the town of Elk Ridge connected to the rest of Alaska with a few old planes that were the only way in or out of this remote and mountainous part of the state for a good chunk of the year.

‘She’s incredible, Neil.’ Sam squats down on his bad knees and takes a look at the undercarriage, admiring the paint job before wincing and slowly straightening himself. ‘I know how much your dad loved this thing.’

I nod, remembering the day my father took receipt of it. I was fifteen and so tired of this place that I never wanted to see another airplane, but it still managed to impress me.The low wings were delivered separately and I had never seen anything like it before. Sleek and fast, it was one of the early dive bombers and so few were made that even getting to look at one is a rare treat for any aviation enthusiast.

‘Yeah, he loved it more than anything.’ After years of searching for this particular model, he managed to find a broker in Japan who misidentified it as a more common variant. Dad realized the poor guy’s mistake and immediately agreed to buy it.

His research concluded that the plane had originally been purchased by Emperor Hirohito in the late nineteen twenties, but it apparently sat out WWII in a barn somewhere in the north buried under a pile of hay. I pull a cloth out of my work pants and polish the sleek black triangle logo that dad painstakingly restored and take a few steps back to admire it.

‘Do you plan on taking it to any air shows?’ Sam crosses his arms and I shrug. My father loved what he did, but normally kept to himself. He always said flying was just a job, but I knew how much he enjoyed taking the antique plane out, even though no one here could appreciate it for what it was.

‘Nah, it would be too expensive to get it there and I’m not sure that I want anyone to know that I have it.’ I’ve read about thefts of rare and expensive aircraft and the thought of losing my father’s prize possession is just too much for me to handle.

‘Thanks for letting me see it again. I’m glad you decided to hold onto it; I know things have been tough for you lately.’ He pauses awkwardly and runs his arthritic fingers through his graying hair as he exhales loudly. ‘Neil, you know I’m not getting any younger and I’ve enjoyed working with you, but I wanted to let you know in person that I’m retiring.’

‘No.’ I say, completely devastated. Sam is the only honest airplane mechanic in this part of Alaska and he’s been a lifeline since I took over the business. ‘Come on, Sam. You can stick around for a while longer.’ I really don’t want to hear this. Margins are already tight and having to pay someone with half as much experience double what I pay Sam would be devastating.

‘It’s ok, Neil. I have someone coming in to take over and honestly, they’re as skilled as I ever was- you know with the computers and whatnot.’ He chuckles as he says that and shrugs apologetically. I try to figure out how I can convince him to keep working, but my attention drifts as I see an old truck pull up into the yard, a cloud of dust trailing behind it. ‘There she is now.’

‘She?’

‘Hannah! Over here.’ Sam walks towards the large hangar doors and motions for the occupant of the truck to join us inside. I’m not happy about someone else seeing the plane,and cross my arms as a woman in dirty overalls walks towards us. She’s tall and lean, with long blonde hair that’s plaited into a braid that falls over her bare shoulder and she approaches us with confident strides in a pair of old work boots before giving Sam a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

She steps back and sinks her hands into the deep pockets of the overalls, giving me a broad grin before her bright eyes shift to the plane and fill with excitement.

‘Holy shit. Is that a Junkers A 50?’ Her eyes widen as she takes a step closer and reaches out her hand. She pulls it back and looks at me for permission and I shrug.

‘Hannah!’ Sam exclaims and Hannah greens sheepishly and motions towards the old man.

‘He hates it when I swear.’ She shrugs and Sam shakes his head.

‘It’s not ladylike.’ He mumbles and the last thing I want to do this afternoon is to get caught up in a weird disagreement so I change the subject.

‘It’s a K 47, actually…’ I correct her, but I’m pretty impressed that she got as close as she did. Even the most experienced historians make the same mistake.

‘Oh, yeah. This is the dive bomber, right?’ I glance at Sam and he eyes her proudly, clearly pleased that she knows her stuff. She runs her finger over the restored prop and takes a few steps back to study the wing assembly before turning back to me excitedly. ‘This is fantastic, really. I’ve never seen anything that comes close to being this cool.’

‘Yeah, it is, uh- who are you?’ I take another look at Sam and the beautiful woman and he laughs before shaking his head.

‘Sorry, Neil, this is my daughter, Hannah. She’s going to be taking over for me.’ Sam spreads his wrinkled hands apologetically and I let out a nervous laugh.

‘O-kay...’ I’m not convinced, but stick out my hand. When she gives me a firm shake and stares into my eyes, I feel something inside of me come alive. Her loose overalls are doing a pathetic job of camouflaging her incredible body and I don’t want to look like a creep in front of her dad, so I turn away to run my rag across the wing, pretending I saw a spot on the paint.

‘I’m sure you have your reservations, but I promise she’s as good as me and probably better.’ Sam says as he takes off his hat and runs his hand through his gray hair. He secures it back on his head, then motions towards his truck. ‘Anyway, I need to be heading out. Promised Lucille I’d be back for dinner.’

I manage to contain a laugh when I remember that Lucille is his geriatric beagle.

The old man shakes my hand and waves as he walks off and I return my attention to his daughter. Her blue eyes flash as she shifts her gaze to me and crosses her arms in front of her chest as she smirks.

‘So, when do you want me to start?’


Chapter 2

I never wanted to come back here. My entire childhood was spent wishing that I was anywhere else but the backwoods of Alaska working for my dad. I dreamed of LA or Southeast Asia or basically anywhere else but the cold dark north, but when my dad got sick, I realized that I couldn’t stay away. He never asked me to return, but I knew there was no one else to deal with the medical decisions and I would hate myself forever if he died alone.

My now ex-wife told me that she wouldn’t be joining me, that she could never live here. The truth was that our marriage had been over for years, but this was the decision that put the nail in the coffin. We divided our things and I drove north, bitterness building like a bile inside of me about the fact that I was being pulled back after working so hard to get away.

Dad passed quickly- they told me it was the best I could hope for, but it still hurt. I never really got to tell him the things I needed to get off my chest since he was mostly gone by the time I finally arrived. He was a good father, we just disagreed on a lot of stuff.

His finances were a disaster and I spent most of the first few months finding cash buried in coffee tins around the property. It wasn’t nearly enough to cover all of the expenses and my savings went fast. The Junkers is the only thing he owned that was worth anything and as much as I don’t want it holding me here, I can’t bear the thought of selling it. Unfortunately, if I can’t get the business into a better position, it might be my only option.

‘I hope your dad told you about my financial situation. He’s been able to work with me on keeping the fleet up to snuff, but the business isn’t going to last if I have too much more outflow.’ It’s the truth, but as she turns to stare at me I suddenly feel guilty for trying to talk her down. This is why I always wanted to work for someone else- making deals is not for me.

‘Buy me a beer and we can have an honest discussion about my rate.’ She loops her fingers through her overall straps as she stares at me with a gleam in her eyes and I realize that she’s asking me out.

‘Oh, uh, yeah. That sounds great. Uh…’ I grab my keys and my phone from the table next to the door and motion for her to follow me out. Once the lock is secured, I return my attention to her. ‘Where do you want to go?’

‘It’s not like we have much choice, do we?’ She’s right and we both laugh and I love the way eyes crinkle as she smiles at me. Something about her looks familiar, but I shrug it off as we get into my truck and we drive towards the only restaurant in town. ‘Dad told me that you were living in Chicago. How long have you been back?’

‘Almost a year now.’ I reply. ‘What about you? You didn’t grow up around here, did you?’

‘Summers with my dad over in Beaver Pass, but I spent the rest of the time with my mom in Fairbanks.’ She says as she stares through the window and squints into the bright afternoon sun. ‘I always loved coming here though. The scenery around Elk Ridge is the most beautiful in the world.’

She’s right. Summer in Alaska is one of the best things on Earth and I can honestly say that I missed it when I was gone. The sun shines twenty-three hours a day and it just makes you feel good. Of course, when winter rolls around you end up paying for it and the endless nights can be brutal.

I turn into the restaurant’s muddy lot and park on the far edge. Once the locals start drinking, the parking lot starts to resemble the bumper car ride at the state fair, so I like to keep out of the main thoroughfare. My truck is on its last leg and I don’t want any assistance in sending her off before her time.

Caribou Crossing has been the main restaurant in town since my dad moved here sixty years ago. Unlike the other establishments that cater mostly to tourists, it stays open all year and the worn wooden floors and antique signs make it look like a true local dive. Since I’ve been back, I’ve eaten here almost every day and somehow I never get tired of it.

We jump out and I wait for Hannah to navigate around a few big puddles before we walk into the old brick and wood structure. She comes closer and smiles as we head up the stairs to the front entrance. Everything about her is sexy as hell and as I follow her inside, I notice how her tank top clings to her small waist and that she’s not wearing a bra.

‘Hey, baby.’ My pervy thoughts are interrupted by a shrill voice calling to me as soon as I walk through the front door. I’ve known the head waitress, Lois, since I was a kid. She’s married to one of my dad’s old drinking buddies and has been working here as long as I can remember. For all I know, she was born in the grease-stained local watering hole.

‘Afternoon, Lois.’ I say as she checks out Hannah and gives me a wink.

‘Two today?’ She asks and I’m pretty sure that in an hour, everyone in town will know that I’m having lunch with a strange woman.

‘Yeah.’ I mumble and she motions for me to follow her to the bank of booths in the back. Her husband, Chuck, is working at the bar. He waves and I return the gesture as I slide into the cracked vinyl seat across from Hannah.

‘Do you know what you want, honey?’ Lois stands over us, smacking her gum. She’s been trying to fix me up with every single woman in town and must be dying to know who’s joining me.

‘Water please and a caribou burger.’ I look at Hannah and shrug. ‘Got a flight this afternoon. Can I get a raincheck on the beer?’ Hannah studies the menu for a few seconds before giving Lois a dazzling smile that makes my skin pimple pleasantly.

‘Same.’ She says to Lois and the older woman gives me a wink. I’m already dreading the barrage of questions I’m going to get about this, but as I look over at Hannah, I think it’s going to be worth it. Lois walks away and I shake my head and return my attention to the beautiful woman sitting in front of me.

‘So, why did you decide to take over your dad’s business?’ I ask. I’m curious why she didn’t get the hell out of the area like most sane people under the age of thirty.

‘Probably for the same reason as you.’ She smiles, but something in her eyes tells me that it wasn’t a decision that she made lightly. ‘Dad needed my help and I couldn’t say no.’

‘What were you doing before?’ I ask, suddenly feeling like I’m interviewing her, but she doesn’t seem to mind. Lois brings our drinks and sets them on the table in front of us, giving me another obvious wink and I hope to God she doesn’t say anything too embarrassing. Hannah takes a sip of her water and thinks about my question before answering.

‘I studied at a trade school in Anchorage, then worked there as a mechanic for a major airline, but honestly, I hated it.’ She puts an emphasis on the last part and it makes me laugh. ‘Anchorage is nice, but I missed the wide open spaces, you know?’

As much as I hate to admit it, I understand completely and nod in agreement.

‘I also prefer small planes, they’re more… fun.’ She starts talking about differences in maneuverability in single engine planes and I can’t believe that I’m having a conversation like this with someone who looks like her. By the time our food comes, I’m convinced that she knows way more than I do and I’m feeling a little embarrassed as she rattles off performance numbers and benchmarks.

‘Anything else?’ Lois asks as she waits patiently for us to arrange our plates and I shake my head.

‘That’s it, thanks.’ The burger is huge and Hannah bursts into laughter as she stares at it and frowns.

‘There is no way I’m going to be able to finish this thing.’ She confesses and I grab a few fries and shove them in my mouth. The conversation is casual and we don’t get to business until we’re done eating.

‘So, about what we were discussing earlier.’ As much as I enjoy spending time with her, I have a flight in a few hours and I really want to finalize the business part of this deal before the end of the day.

‘Look.’ She says, staring at me with those big blue eyes as I feel a shiver race through my body. ‘I want to do this, but I really don’t want to have to travel here from Beaver Pass every day. If you could let me crash at your place during the week, I can work for the same hourly rate as my dad.’ Her gaze bores into me as she waits for a response and I can’t believe that’s her only stipulation.

‘Oh, uh, yeah…’ I stutter as I think about what she’s offering. My house has four rooms, but dad didn’t exactly keep it up during the last few years and getting into a livable state hasn’t been my most pressing concern. There’s also the fact that this absolutely drop-dead gorgeous woman is saying that she wants to move in with me. ‘Sure, I can uh, get one of the rooms cleared out for you if you want.’

‘Deal.’ She sticks out her hand for a shake and I realize that I’ve made my first business deal as owner of Tanner’s Tours.


Chapter 3

‘I don’t know how much your dad told you about the operation, but we’ve got a leased Cessna Caravan for hauling and scheduled flights and a Cessna 172 for flight lessons and tours.’ We’re back at the hangar and Hannah’s checking out the fleet and listening as I ramble. ‘There’s also a Piper Cub that we rent out and the Junkers, but those are low priority as far as daily maintenance.’

She walks towards the 172 and smiles as she opens the door, then looks inside. ‘I remember this.’ She looks back at me and a sly grin curls her lips.

‘Why would you remember that?’ I ask, wondering if her dad brought her around before I got here.

‘It’s been so long and you’ve had hundreds of students since, so you’ve probably totally forgotten,’ Hannah stares into my eyes and bites her lip. ‘But you were my instructor when I got my private pilot license.’

During college I would come home on the weekends and instruct for my dad for some extra cash, but I absolutely don’t remember her.

I feel terrible.

‘It’s ok. It was almost ten years ago, so there’s no reason why you would remember an awkward sixteen year old with braces who had the world’s biggest crush on you.’ She walks closer to me and rests her hand on my chest as she stares into my eyes. My heart is racing and she stands on her toes and brushes her lips against mine.

What the hell is happening?

‘God, Hannah, I…’ I hear a car door slam outside and she steps away, returning her attention to the Cessna as the local postmaster strides in with a few mailbags that need to be taken to Fairbanks.

‘Afternoon, Neil.’ The postman is always in a good mood and he extends his hand for a shake after dropping the locked mail bags at my feet. I shake it and try to calm myself down as my lips tingle and I make a concerted effort not to stare at Hannah as she moves towards the Caravan and opens up the cargo door.

‘How’s it going, Roger?’ We chat for a few minutes about the weather and once the bags are loaded, I hope I’ll have a few more minutes alone with Hannah, but two of the four passengers show up and I realize that the questions I have for her will have to wait until later. I leave her to go over the checklist before jogging towards the rickety office next to the runway to file the flight plan.

‘Does she look alright?’ I ask Hannah as I grab the paperwork and wait for the passengers to get situated. Her blonde hair is working itself free from the loose braid and she tucks a few strands behind her ears as she hands over the paperwork.

‘Yep. She’s ready to fly, captain.’ She says as I hop in. ‘I’ll drive over to my dad’s house to grab a few things, but I should be back tonight. Is that ok?’ Her voice is low and breathy and I can’t think of anything I want more than to get back from this run and have her waiting for me.

The weather’s beautiful and the flight uneventful and as I offload the people and the cargo in Fairbanks, I glance at my watch impatiently. Normally I have to wait until scheduled departure, but there are no passengers on the return flight and the cargo is loaded, so I decide to leave thirty minutes early. The sun is low in the sky by the time I arrive back in Elk Ridge and I do the post flight check then take a look at my schedule for tomorrow.

There are no messages from Hannah and I wonder if she’s waiting for me at my house. The memory of her kiss spurs me on and I rush back home and am disappointed when I see that my driveway is empty. My furry mutt, Buddy, greets me as I walk in the door and after an extended belly rub, I let him outside and set out a bowl of kibble for dinner.

‘Maybe she’s running late.’ I murmur to myself as I head into one of the large upstairs bedrooms to clean out the mess and change the sheets. An hour later, there’s still no sign of her and when my phone buzzes, I get a sinking feeling.

Sorry, Neil. My dad wasn’t feeling well so I’ll be staying here tonight. See you tomorrow.

I’m disappointed, but totally understand.

No problem. See you tomorrow.

If nothing else, the room is ready and will be waiting for her whenever she arrives. It’s still early so I decide to head out to Caribou Crossing to get some dinner. Even though it’s almost ten, the sun is still hovering low in the sky and it takes me about fifteen minutes to get there.

‘Neil, you’re back.’ Lois greets me at the door and gives me a hug, then looks behind me. ‘Where’s your friend?’

‘Hannah’s my new mechanic.’ Lois crosses her arms across her chest and shakes her head. ‘She lives in Beaver Pass with her dad.’ Hopefully that tidbit of information will get her off my back for a few days, at least.

‘Well that’s too bad.’ The hostess leans closer and winks conspiratorially. ‘She looks like a real sweetheart. Anyway, I’m sure Meg will be happy to hear that you’re still not attached.’

‘Meg’s back?’ I ask, completely shocked as I return my attention to Lois.

‘Yeah, that thing with her ex didn’t work out.’ She shakes her head, upset about the news, but clearly thrilled at maintaining her title as the number one purveyor of gossip in town. ‘Anyway, you want to sit at the bar?’

‘Sure.’ A big group walks in and I point towards the back of the restaurant. ‘I’ll seat myself. Thanks, Lois.’

The bar is mostly empty, but I nod and say hi to a few of the old timers and my breath catches in my chest as Meg walks out and gives me a warm smile. We went out on a few dates when I first came home, but nothing came of it and she got back together with her ex and left town right when my dad went into hospice. I really liked her, but she’s kind of a mess and I’m not sure if I feel like adding her constant drama to my life right now.

‘Neil!’ Meg shrieks and leans across the bar to give me a hug. Her dark eyes lock with mine and her smile fades. ‘I heard about your dad. I’m so sorry.’

‘It happened fast.’ I shrug, not wanting to rehash the situation. ‘How are you?’

A brilliant smile brightens her face again and I realize that I’m actually happy to see her. Our relationship never really went anywhere other than some pretty intense fooling around, but she’s a genuinely good person and absolutely beautiful on top of it. Most of the population here is mixed, with natives and Europeans making up the bulk of the gene pool. Meg is the perfect combination of both, with smoldering dark eyes, long black hair and a voluptuous body that she doesn’t mind showing off.

She pulls out two shot glasses and pours vodka for each of us, then holds up the small glass and makes a toast.

‘To your dad…and you.’ The drink goes down easy and she pours me a beer and I’m starting to feel pretty good. A few more people straggle in and she turns to help them, but returns to my side of the bar when she’s done.

‘So, what brought you back to town?’ The guy next to me asks for another one and she looks slightly annoyed as she pours him a beer. She apologizes and I shrug, watching as she makes sure everyone else is taken care of.

‘Well, you know, lover’s quarrel.’ Meg rolls her eyes and laughs. ‘I knew Tyler was bad news, but I guess I’m just drawn to that bad boy type, you know?’

I take a drink, not really sure how to answer that. I haven’t known her for that long, but her ex and I were a few grades apart in school and I don’t remember anything good about him.

‘What I need is a guy like you.’ She whispers as she leans over the bar, giving me an eyeful of cleavage as she brushes my cheek with her finger. The guy sitting a few seats down cocks his eyebrow in disbelief and turns away, clearly jealous about the attention I’m getting from the hot bartender.

‘Why like me?’ I can feel myself flushing slightly at the attention, but the alcohol is making me bold.

‘We only went out a few times, but when I was with you everything was nice, you know. These other guys are just looking for one thing.’ The last part is whispered and I swallow as her full, red lips curl into a smile.

‘What’s that?’ I tease. She slaps my shoulder and giggles and it feels really good to be hanging out with her again.


Chapter 4

‘You’re a mess, Neil. Want me to drive you home?’

It’s 2 am and I’m the last one at the bar. I don’t know why I’m still here. I’m not a big drinker and usually I’ll just pop in for dinner and head home to fight a losing battle against the endless piles of paperwork that are the result of owning a flight school.

‘That might be a good idea.’ I stumble slightly as I peel myself out of the barstool and Meg laughs. My hands find the edge of the bar and I give myself a few minutes to let my spinning head settle.

‘I’ve never seen you like this.’ She grabs her purse and I toss her my keys. ‘It’s cute.’ She narrows her dark eyes and when she sees me wobble, she wraps her arm around my waist.

I’m not gonna lie. It feels good.

‘Hey, thanks for doing this.’ I’m slurring and she giggles softly as I hold on to her shoulders and she escorts me over the creaky wooden floors, waving goodbye to Chuck as we carefully make our way down the stairs.

The sky is finally dark and I try to stare at the stars, but as soon as I move my head, I feel a wave of nausea and I return my attention to my feet. Meg unlocks the door and helps me in then hops into the driver’s side of the truck. My eyes are locked onto her and when she realizes I’m staring, she suddenly turns shy.

‘What?’ She asks as she turns the engine over and the truck roars to life.

‘Nothing, well.’ I sigh as I pinch the bridge of my nose and close my eyes, waiting for the sudden dizziness to subside. ‘I just…why didn’t it work out between us?’

She laughs and gives the truck some gas as it warms up, resting her hands on the steering wheel as she sighs softly.

‘You ended it, Neil. Remember?’ Her words are tinged with a hint of irritation and she puts the truck into reverse then backs up, maneuvering us around the deep mud puddles and out of the lot. I have a few minutes to think about what she said as we drive down the road and up the hill that leads to my house.

‘I had a lot going on.’ I shrug as I remember how miserable my life became when my dad was in hospice and I pushed everyone away. I felt like they couldn’t understand what I was going through and I didn’t want their pity. ‘And then you just left.’

We drive around a curve and my stomach feels like it’s about to fall out of my body and onto the road. I roll down the window and let the cool air rush over my face, suddenly feeling better as Meg slows down and glances at me to make sure I’m ok.

‘You told me that you needed space and that you weren’t ready to get involved with anyone.’ I suddenly remember the last conversation we had before she left and realize that she’s right.

‘But you went off with Tyler? What the fuck, Meg?’ My statement sounds more accusatory than I meant and I immediately feel guilty about bringing him up.

‘I needed someone, too.’ She looks exasperated and as she pulls into my driveway, she pounds on the steering wheel. ‘What? I’m supposed to wait around for you to change your mind?’ She slams the truck into park and turns off the ignition. The silence is deafening and I suddenly remember why it didn’t work out for us before.

‘I know, but I was going through a tough time and you didn’t seem to give a shit.’ Righteous anger is boiling up inside of me and she turns to glare at me.

‘I offered to help you, Neil. I wanted to be there for you, to help lighten the load, I mean…’ She bites her lip and stares at her hands that are tightly gripping the steering wheel. ‘I really liked you.’ The last words are whispered and I’m genuinely shocked to hear them. During the brief period that we were together, I just assumed that she was looking for a good time.

‘You always acted like you wanted to keep it casual.’ My head has stopped spinning for the most part and I’m starting to feel better.

‘It’s a defense mechanism.’ She says as she turns to look at me and I can see the hurt in her eyes. ‘I’ve been in a lot of shitty relationships and I don’t want to get hurt.’ There’s an awkward pause in the conversation and I want to kiss her so badly, to let her know how I really feel, that I never wanted her to leave me and that it was all just a case of really bad timing.

I lunge forward and awkwardly press my lips against hers. I’m fairly certain that I smell like a brewery but she doesn’t seem to mind and as her fingers brush against the scruff on my cheek, I move closer, pushing my tongue into her mouth before she pulls away.

‘Sorry.’ I suddenly feel bad about it and retreat back to the passenger side of the truck. The sound from the cicadas outside is almost overwhelming and I see a sliver of orange on the horizon as the sun starts to make its way back up.

‘No, it’s fine.’ She touches her fingertips to her lips and smiles. ‘I wanted it too.’ We sit in awkward silence for a few more minutes before she lets herself out and I follow her towards the porch. I put the key into the lock and turn it, but hold off opening the door.

‘Do you want to take my truck, or…’ She silences my question with a kiss and presses her body against mine. It’s better than the first one and I want her so badly that it’s killing me.

‘Maybe I could stay here tonight?’ Her eyes sparkle in the dim light and when I open the door, Buddy rushes out, giving my hand a quick lick before running into the thick underbrush that’s threatening to take over my porch.

‘Sure.’ I don’t know if she means what I hope she means so I want to let her know that there’s no pressure either way. ‘I have a spare room, or…’ I trail off as Buddy barrels towards us and darts into the house.

‘I’ll go with the second option.’ She murmurs as she kisses me again. I push her against the wall and trail my fingers down her bare shoulder, enjoying the feeling of her smooth skin beneath my fingers. She smells like roses and whisky and I inhale deeply, wanting to remember every detail. It’s been over a year since I’ve been with a woman and a million concerns rush through my mind as she lingers against my lips and I gently push my thigh between her legs.

‘Let’s go inside.’ I say. My heart is racing and she walks through the door and throws her purse on the chair in the entryway. She looks around and nods, murmuring her approval.

‘It looks like you’ve done some work since the last time I was here.’

‘Yeah, some. Want some water?’ I ask. I’m dying of thirst and I feel like I should give her one last chance to back out if she’s changed her mind. She runs her hand through her long, dark hair and chews on her lip, her eyes twinkling as she looks at me from beneath her dark lashes.

‘Thanks. That sounds great.’ She walks back towards me, taking the glass from my outstretched hand and sitting on one of the stools around the island. I down the water in a few quick gulps that I’m sure is a total turnoff, and pour myself another, drinking half of that before I close the distance between us and kiss her again.

This time it’s like a thousand fireworks are set off at once and all of the hesitation is gone as she starts unbuttoning my shirt. Her kisses are hot and passionate and as sexy as I remember from the last time we were together and it spurs me on as I tug off my plaid shirt and help her unbutton my jeans. I’m already rock hard and she slides her hand inside my pants, wrapping her fingers around the soft skin of my cock as she pulls me loose and sinks down on her knees in front of me.

I grab the counter as she looks at me and purses her lips, laying small kisses around the head before sticking out her tongue and running it up the seam of my dick. It feels incredible and as she takes me into her mouth, I exhale sharply, realizing that I’ve been holding my breath as I watch her. I tangle my fingers in her dark hair, pulling her closer and she takes me completely in her mouth.

She strokes me slowly, teasing me with each movement and even though I could stand here all night with her lips wrapped around my dick, I pull her towards me, kissing her as I help pull her shirt over her head. She’s wearing a black lace bra and I trace the delicate fabric before pinching her nipple and causing her to gasp, then help her onto the counter and push her legs apart. Her kisses are hot and needy and I realize that she wants this as badly as I do.

I pull down the strap of her bra, exposing her breast and squeezing it lightly before reaching around to unhook the thin strap. Her breasts are full and round and I take a step back to look at her, smiling as she waits impatiently.

‘What?’ She laughs and I shake my head.

‘Nothing. You’re just so beautiful and I want to remember the way you look right now.’ It sounds so cheesy and I hate myself for admitting it, but every word is true.

‘God, Neil.’ She laughs again, but her expression softens as I kiss her again. ‘No one’s ever told me that before.’ Her words are soft and breathy and sexy and exactly what I want to hear.

‘Let’s go to my bedroom.’ I help her off the counter, kissing her as she hits the floor and I drag her to the back of the house and throw her onto my bed. She pulls herself onto her elbows and watches me intently as I finish getting undressed.

‘You have a nice body.’ She says and giggles as I crawl onto the mattress next to her. ‘I didn’t expect that.’

‘You do too.’ I reply as I trace my finger around her dark areola and lightly pinch her nipple. ‘And I completely expected that.’ Her laugh is soft and I lean down to kiss her, pushing her back onto the soft mattress as my fingers drift down her torso and into the sticky flesh between her legs. I tease her clit before maneuvering my face between her thighs and breathing in her musky scent.

I kiss the soft skin and she lays against the mattress, arching her back as I pry her apart and find the tiny clump of nerves nestled at the peak of her slit. When my tongue touches it, she bucks her hips and I realize that I’m going to have to hold her down. Each pass causes her to gasp and I see her hands clutching my sheets as she cries out my name.

When I slide a finger inside she can’t take it anymore and pulls me towards her, kissing me before whispering into my ear. ‘Fuck me Neil.’

I don’t need any more encouragement than that and as I work my way inside of her, feral moans escape her throat and fill the room. She wraps her legs around me, pulling me close as I bring her closer to the edge. I kiss her breasts, pulling her stiff nipple between my lips as her body stiffens, then relaxes and a smile curls her lips.

My movements slow and she rolls me onto my back, mounting me as she pulls my hands to her breasts, molding my fingers around her nipples as her hips move rhythmically and I can feel myself losing control. Each stroke is incredible and seeing the slow movement of her body is doing things to me that I can’t describe. I suddenly realize that I can’t hold off any longer and force her onto her back as I release a thick stream of cum onto her stomach.

‘Jesus, Neil.’ I’m panting and watch as she slides her finger through the viscous fluid on her stomach and brings it to her tongue, smiling as she takes a taste. ‘That was really good.’ She murmurs with a smile and I help her clean off as she props herself on her elbow and stares at me.

‘What?’ I ask, still shocked about what just happened and she shakes her head, exhaling as she lays down next to me. I suddenly feel exhausted and happy and completely content for the first time since I arrived and as I pull Meg into my arms, she falls asleep on my chest and I let myself go.


Chapter 5

There’s a loud knock on the door and I jolt awake. Meg is snoring softly beside me and I smile as I realize this is the first time I’ve woken up next to someone who doesn’t have four legs and a tail in a while. As though he can read my thoughts, Buddy glares at me and I reach out to rub his furry head before pulling myself out of the bed.

Whoever it is knocks again and I tug on some sweatpants and a t-shirt as I hurriedly make my way towards the door. Buddy lets out a few low barks and I try to quiet him down as he stands next to the door whining at the stranger on the other side.

‘Who the fuck is it?’ I mumble as I look at the clock. It’s almost seven am and I don’t have anything planned until ten. They knock again and I hear Meg yell something as she groans in frustration.

When I look through the glass, I feel my heart drop into my stomach. I open the door and make an effort to look less hungover than I feel as Buddy rushes out and greets my guest enthusiastically. She leans over to rub his stomach for a minute before standing up and giving me a huge grin.

‘Morning, Hannah.’ I notice the duffel bag at her feet and I shut the door behind me, hoping that the wood and glass obstruction will be enough to keep the two women apart. ‘Oh, uh, how’s your dad?’

‘He’s fine, it was just indigestion.’ Hannah’s wearing a pair of tight, gray yoga pants that show off her curves and a top that’s hugging her small tits. Her blonde hair is pulled up into a high ponytail that sways as she moves and I’m trying to force myself to stop staring at her like an idiot.

It’s a big change from the overalls and work boots and I’m having a hard time reconciling that version of her with the one that’s standing in front of me. ‘Anyway, is my room ready? I thought I could throw my things in there before heading over to the hangar.’

‘Oh yeah. Yeah, of course.’ I run my hand through my hair as I think about Meg and wonder if there’s any way I can easily diffuse this situation. Even though Hannah’s technically just a coworker, I can’t imagine that Meg’s going to be happy with another woman living in my house, even if our relationship is strictly casual.

Suddenly the door swings open behind me and I realize my opportunity to gracefully diffuse the inevitable confrontation has just been snatched away.

‘Oh, sorry.’ I turn to face Meg and see the confusion on her face as the words fall out of her mouth. A crease forms in her brow as she crosses her arms over her chest. ‘Am I interrupting something?’ The two women stare at each other and Hannah barely flinches as she sticks out her hand and casually introduces herself.

‘I’m Hannah. I work on Neil’s planes.’ Meg looks at Hannah, then me and she relaxes slightly as she shakes the other woman’s hand and gives her a dazzling smile.

‘I’m Meg. Neil’s, uh, friend.’ I’m surprised and relieved that neither one of them seem to have a problem with the other and Meg holds open the door so Hannah can come inside. I grab her duffel bag bag and we all crowd into the kitchen as Meg yawns and heads towards the counter on the other side of the room. She’s wearing nothing but one of my old t-shirts and I can’t stop staring at the way the fabric hugs her tight, round ass as she walks. ‘I’ll make some coffee.’

‘Thanks, Meg.’ I put Hannah’s bag onto the floor and she takes a seat on one of the stools around the island and gives me a wink.

‘I hope I didn’t interrupt anything.’ Her tone is apologetic and I feel terrible that this is happening. I like them both a lot and I’m worried that this is going to destroy any chance I had at something serious with either of them.

‘No, it’s ok. I need to head back to my apartment before work.’ Meg yawns as she pours the water into the coffee maker, then looks for mugs.

‘They’re in the cabinet over the sink.’ I’m really glad that I spent some time yesterday cleaning up the mess that had been slowly taking over the house as Meg grabs three mugs, then goes on an expedition for the milk. ‘Let’s take a look at the Cub today.’ I say to Hannah as her eyes carefully follow Meg’s movements. ‘I don’t have any flights scheduled this morning  so maybe we can take it out so you can hear the weird noise it’s making. Are you current?’

‘Yeah, but it’s been about a year since I’ve soloed so it’ll be nice to have someone there with me.’ Hannah returns her attention to me and Meg pours coffee for each of us.

‘You’re a pilot, too?’ Meg asks Hannah as she pulls herself onto the counter. They seem to be getting along, but I’m worried that this whole thing is going to explode in my face and I feel like I’m walking on eggshells that are already heavily cracked.

‘Yeah, but I don’t get up as much as I’d like. That’s part of the reason I wanted to get back into working on small planes.’ Hannah replies as she takes a sip of coffee.

‘Do you live here in Elk Ridge?’ Meg asks as she stares at the other woman and I’m having trouble gauging her state of mind. If there’s one thing I remember about our previous time together, it’s that she has some jealousy issues.

‘She lives in Beaver Pass with her dad.’ I reply and Hannah shoots me a look when she finally realizes what’s going on. A sly smile curls her lips and she turns her attention back to Meg as she leans on the counter.

‘But Neil told me that I can crash in one of his spare rooms during the week.’ She adds and an uncomfortable silence fills the large room and I try to figure out what to say to get out of this mess.

‘Really?’ Meg gives me a surprised look and I realize that I’ve been busted. I shrug and take a sip of coffee as the two women stare at each other and Meg cocks her eyebrow and slides off the counter. ‘Anyway. I need to go. Could I drive your truck down to the bar? You can swing by and pick up the keys later.’

‘Yeah, sure.’ I reply and she gives us one last look before walking into the bedroom and emerging a few minutes later, fully dressed. She glances at Hannah again and I hand her the keys and her purse, escorting her onto the porch as I shut the door softly behind us.

‘Sorry about that.’ I apologize, even though I’m not sure what I’m apologizing for.

‘It’s fine. We’re just having fun, right?’ Meg smiles and gives me an encouraging peck on the lips, then looks back towards the door. ‘She seems…nice.’ She winks at me, then turns to leave and I watch her drive off before heading back inside. Hannah’s waiting patiently and I’m ready to move on from the intensely awkward encounter.

‘So, let me show you to your room.’ We walk up the stairs and I open the door to the room I cleaned out yesterday. ‘It’s not fancy, but I can promise you a good night of sleep.’

‘That’s all I need.’ She says and a weird silence descends, giving way to Buddy’s pants when he joins us.

‘I’m going to get a shower. Do you want to go over to the hangar after that?’ I stand in the door as she pulls some clothes out of her bag and shoves them into one of the dresser drawers.

‘Yeah, sure. I can’t wait to get started.’ She says brightly and I jog downstairs to get a shower. I have a mild headache, but as I think about what happened last night with Meg it dies down slightly and a ridiculous grin creeps across my face. I haven’t been with anyone since my divorce and even though I’m sure it wasn’t my best performance, she seemed happy enough. As I turn off the hot water, I realize that I want to see her again, but remember what she said before she left about just having fun. The thought depresses me slightly as I get dressed and head back to the kitchen where Hannah is waiting for me.

‘Ready?’ I ask. She’s changed into her overalls but still looks as sexy as hell as she stands up and walks towards me. Her blond hair is pulled back into a ponytail and her low cut tank top hugs her tits in a way that would look indecent on anyone else, but comes off as completely natural on her. I turn away, worried that I’m staring like a creep and pour some coffee into a travel mug before motioning towards the door.

‘Yeah, let’s go.’ She replies as she opens the door and we walk outside. Her Jeep is parked in my spot and I pull myself in, wincing slightly as my overindulgence from last night causes my head to spin.

‘Thanks for driving. Maybe we can pick up my truck when we get lunch.’ I say and she shrugs, pulling out of the pitted dirt driveway and maneuvering slowly down the mountain towards the hangar.

‘So, is Meg your girlfriend?’ She asks as she downshifts and glides around the switchback near the base of the mountain.

‘Uh, well…’ I really don’t want to get into it, plus I have no idea if what happened last night meant anything to Meg so I shrug. ‘I don’t know- we used to date, but it ended a while ago.’

‘Then picked up again?’ Hannah grins at me as we speed down the main road and away from town. The municipal airfield is used by two other operations and stays fairly busy, especially during the summer. I watch as a tour plane takes off and answer as vaguely as possible.

‘Not really. I think she just wanted to be with someone and I was there.’ Saying that hurts more than I thought it would and part of me hopes that it’s not completely true. We pull up to the hangar and I’m glad that this conversation won’t be going any further. We slide open the doors and I head towards the office to make some more coffee as Hannah immediately gets to work checking out the Cub for any obvious issues.

I file a flight plan for our short excursion and do a pre-flight before hopping in and starting up the small plane. Hannah hops into the passenger seat and it’s really nice to have her there. As we speed down the runway and take off, she stares through the window at the town below and I can feel her excitement about being up here.

‘You hear that?’ I ask as I pull the headset away from my ear and look at her. She does the same and concentrates on the rattling sound that Sam and I hadn’t been able to diagnose.

‘When was the last time you checked the fans?’ She asks and I shrug.

‘No clue. I left the maintenance to your dad.’ The sound dies down and as I turn towards the north-east, it starts again. When I let off the throttle it stops and she crosses her arms as she thinks.

‘I’m pretty sure that’s what’s causing it. The fans could need greasing or they could be whacking against some wiring, I’ll check it out when we’re on the ground.’ She sounds confident and I hope she’s right. Greasing some fans is a hell of a lot cheaper than an engine overhaul and I definitely can’t afford something like that right now. I fly low over the nearby mountain range and we enjoy the scenery as she points out Beaver Pass.

‘It makes Elk Ridge look like a metropolis.’ She says and I laugh at the ridiculous comparison. As we cruise, she stares at the landscape beneath us and I feel like I should say something.

‘Hannah, I’m sorry that I don’t remember you.’ I don’t know why I’m apologizing, but I do feel genuinely bad and want her to know that.

‘Like I said, it’s fine. You know, I’d grown up in small planes and had no interest in learning to fly myself. You were the first one to make me excited about it.’ She says as she chews her lip. ‘It’s something that really stuck in my memory. Of course you looked like you were totally over the whole thing.’ She rolls her eyes as she stares at me and I realize how intolerable I must have been at that point in my life.

‘Yeah, I mean, I was flying before I was driving. It was the one thing my dad insisted on and I think I was always a little bitter that he didn’t give me much of a choice on the matter.’ I clear my throat and try to forget how much I fought him over it. The memory causes a wave of guilt to wash over me. He was a good father and tried to do his best for me. I want to change the subject and point towards the horizon. ‘Over there’s McKinley Dam.’

‘Nice.’ She says as she looks out the window and I feel a chill rush through me as I remember how her lips felt against mine and I want to kiss her again, but as soon as the thought passes through my mind, the banging noise starts again and I’m jolted back to the reason we’re here.

‘Let’s get back.’ I say as I point us towards Elk Ridge and the airport. Just as I get us into position, the engine starts to rattle loudly, causing the props to sputter before it quits completely. ‘Fuck.’

I go through the short checklist in an attempt to get the engine running again, but right now, we’re basically a glider.

‘We have enough altitude, we should be able to glide her back in.’ I check the fuel flow and try a manual restart but we’re dead in the water. ‘Alright, looks like we’re only going to have one shot at this.’ I exhale as I stare at her and declare an emergency, then circle a few times to lose altitude.

Even though I’ve trained for this, my heart is racing, but I try to look relaxed as I prep to land. The runway is in sight and the silence is deafening as I manage to get us positioned on the correct flight path. I’m still going too fast and pull out the spoilers to slow us down. I see Hanna grip her seat as the jolt rocks the plane.

‘Sorry. This happens all the time, everything is fine.’ I try to sound confident, but the truth is that I haven’t had to do an unpowered landing since I got back and I hope that I can remember the correct flow. I radio the tower again and let them know my status and get the clear to land.

‘This happens all the time?’ She asks incredulously and we both burst into laughter. It eases the tension slightly and I feel myself relaxing into the procedures as I line up for the final approach.

‘Ok, I exaggerated, but it’s not a big deal. We’ll be down in a few minutes.’ The runway is coming at us fast and I level out, exhaling as I feel the tires make contact with the asphalt and bring us to a screeching halt, breathing a sigh of relief.


Chapter 6

‘Well that was fun.’ Hannah still looks unnerved and I shrug as a tow truck drags the Cub off the runway. We walk in silence towards the hangar and I thank the driver, Bill, for hauling it back.

‘Looks like you have your work cut out for you.’ I say as we stroll into my office and throw the logbook onto my desk.

‘I didn’t smell anything burning, so the fan could have pulled some wiring loose, cutting power and causing the failure.’ She sounds fairly certain and it makes sense. I watch as she flips through the log book and looks at my notes from the past few months.

‘Are you alright?’ I ask. Her voice is higher than normal and her breaths are coming short and fast.

‘Yeah, I just, you know- there’s a reason why I chose to be a mechanic instead of a pilot.’ She confesses, laughing nervously.

‘There’s nothing to be worried about. You remember, right- there’s a procedure for everything.’ It bothers me that she’s upset and as she closes the book and looks at me, I feel an intense urge to comfort her. My hand rests on her shoulder and I look into her eyes.

When her lips meet mine, I don’t need any more encouragement and I cradle her face in my hands as her tongue forces its way into my mouth. Her lips are sweet and her breaths are short and fevered. Her hands grasp her overall straps, struggling to release them as she curses beneath her breath.

‘Help me with these.’ Her cheeks are flushed and I unhook the metal clasps and let the fabric fall to her waist as she undoes the buttons on the sides. I watch as she tugs off her shirt and her perfect tits pop out and she squeezes them before grabbing my hands and molding them over the soft, fleshy mounds. The emergency landing clearly did something to her and as she works on the buttons of my shirt, I pinch and twist her soft nipples.

‘Oh, God.’ She gasps as she leans against the desk and grasps the edge as she leans back. My hand sinks into her panties and I hesitate for a second before going further. She’s wet and hot and as I run my finger over her clit, a low moan escapes her throat and an animal instinct takes over my body and I realize that I need her now.

She’s working on the buttons on my jeans as I push my index finger inside of her and her eyes roll back in her head. I can’t hold off and push away the pens and papers and books that are littering my desk, then push her back before I tug away her overalls and spread her thighs. I pause, taking a step back to get a look at her splayed on my desk and I can’t believe this is happening.

Her body is pale and tight and her small breasts are tipped with light pink nipples that she pinches roughly as she watches me get undressed.When I finally free my cock, I give myself a few short strokes before moving towards her again and positioning it outside of her hole, running it through her slick folds as she squirms beneath me.

I hold off, leaning over and taking her peaked nipple into my mouth, biting it as she runs her fingers through my hair and her moans grow louder with each suck.

‘Come on, Neil.’ She pulls me closer and kisses me. ‘I’ve been waiting too long for this.’

That’s all I need to hear as I bury myself inside of her. She’s wet and tight and feels so good that it takes me a few minutes to find a rhythm. Her legs are wrapped around me and she pulls me closer and I slide deeper. I cover her mouth with mine and slow down, holding her wrists with my hands as I thrust slowly, teasing her nipples with my lips as my lips me hers. Her skin is soft and smells like grease and soap and I don't think I’ve ever wanted anyone as badly as I want her right now.

I flip her over on the desk and slap her ass, causing her to cry out as I push my hand on her lower back and spread her apart. I slide in again, enjoying the sensation as she clenches around my cock, making it harder to hold off. Her cries are growing louder as I move faster and I feel her tighten before her body relaxes and she stretches herself across the desk.

‘That was so good.’ She licks her lips and looks pleased with herself as I wrap her braid around my hand and pull her into a standing position. Her body is pressed against mine and I caress her breasts as I kiss and bite the smooth skin of her neck, realizing that she’s going to look like an animal attacked her by the time I’m done.

I enjoy the stillness of being inside of her and slide my hand down her torso, teasing her slightly as I pass my finger the the top of her slit. Each time I come close, she gasps and I can feel her clench around me when I finally make contact. I barely move, rocking softly as I enjoy the feeling of her tight wetness before pushing her over the desk again and grabbing her hips.

My thrusts are hard and forceful and the desk scratches against the concrete floor with each movement. I can’t hold off and pull out, finishing myself off and shooting my thick cum onto her lower back. It felt so good and I watch as the fluid drips down her pink pussy and onto her thighs.

‘Fuck, Neil.’ She gasps and I burst into laughter as she grabs one of the clean grease towels on a nearby table and wipes herself off before shooting me a pouty look.

‘Sorry, I should have aimed for the floor, but I wanted to see what your ass would look like covered in my cum.’ I murmur as she pulls me onto the sofa, wrapping her hand around my cock and stroking me as she kisses my earlobe. I can’t believe she wants more and as she leans over to take me into her mouth for round two, I hear the loud clack of footsteps echoing against the concrete floor of the hangar.


Chapter 7

‘Hello?’ A woman’s voice calls out and I sit up in a panic. Hannah puts her hands over her mouth and stares at me for a moment before searching the small room for her clothes.

Why now?

‘Yeah, give me a minute.’ I throw Hannah her overalls and tug on my shirt, grinning from ear to ear as she frantically looks under the desk.

‘Fuck. Where’s my shirt?’ She groans and I help her look. It’s between the cushions on the sofa and as she pulls it on and fastens her overall straps, I lean closer and give her a kiss. The whole thing was absolutely incredible and I hate that part two was interrupted.

‘Sorry, I need to see who that is.’ I murmur as I rest my forehead against hers and give her one more kiss, trying to clear my head as I turn to open the door. ‘Maybe we can try again later?’

She nods as her lips meet mine and I realize that if I don’t stop now, there’s a chance I’ll throw her over the desk again and never learn who’s out there. I finish getting dressed and make sure Hannah’s decent before opening the door.

When I walk out into the large open space, I’m shocked to see a woman taking long, confident strides towards me in a pair of impossibly high heels. She extends her hand and I grasp it, wondering who she is and what the fuck  she’s doing here. As she reaches into her purse to grab a business card, I take another look at how she’s dressed and when she returns her attention to me, her dark eyes hold mine.

‘My name is Dana Archer.’ She says as she hands me her business card. ‘I’m an aviation broker and I’ve heard a rumor that you have a very interesting plane in your possession.’

Her mouth curls into a smile and as Hannah joins me in the hangar, I can’t help but wonder how the hell she knows about the Junkers.

Visit tate-bull.com for updates and follow me on Amazon for the latest releases.
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The Favor




When I met Rico Stone, I had no idea what he did for a living. He was just a guy who liked to climb and didn't mind spending a ton of money to do it.




Now he's invited me to visit him in LA and I reluctantly agree to go and see how he lives. On arrival, I'm immediately thrust into the center of the adult film universe and a lifestyle I could only imagine. Then Rico introduces me to two incredible women and I have no idea that my life is about to change forever.




Brooklyn is the hottest woman I've ever met and when she finally lets down the barrier she's put up, I realize that she needs a connection as much as me. Emily is sweet and smart and exactly who I've been looking for all these years.




Maybe it's time for a change. Maybe I've found a new life?
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The Farm Life (A Hometown Harem Story)




When I moved back to my family farm, I thought I'd stay for a few months, sell the land and move on with my life. Things have a way of working out differently than what we plan.




Kate, the gorgeous veterinarian who looks after my cows, actually agreed to go on a date with me and I was shocked. I mean, she's perfect in every way and I'm, well, I'm definitely not. Our date was going great until a jerk started acting up and his girlfriend got involved. That's how I met Chloe and my life changed forever.




When my best friend got dragged into the mess I started, I felt like it was my fault. The only good thing to come out of the tragedy was reconnecting with Marisol, his sister and a woman I've had a crush on since high school.




For once in my life, everything is falling into place. Now, I just need to make sure it stays that way.
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