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Chapter One
Jax


The wrench slips in my grip, knuckles slamming into the underside of the sink. I grunt, more annoyed than hurt, and wipe the sweat off my brow with the back of my arm. The pipe finally twists free with a reluctant groan, and I pull it out, inspecting the corrosion like I expected anything less from this old place.

She’s a stubborn old gal, this cabin. But I still love her.

I toss the pipe aside and stand, shoulders rolling as my spine pops into place. My knuckles are scraped, and sweat beads on the back of my neck. It’s hot as hell in here, but I’ve never been one for air conditioning. If I wanted to be comfortable, I wouldn’t have moved out into the middle of the woods at the foot of a mountain range.

I wipe my hands on a rag and glance around my kitchen. The silence is just how I like it. No buzzing phones, no voices, no one breathing down my neck. Just me, the trees, and a few houses spaced far enough apart that I can forget people even exist most of the year.

That was the whole point of buying this place. After twelve years in the Army, most of it overseas, I don’t want to be around anyone. I don’t need noise. I need quiet. Stillness. Control.

And then someone knocks on my goddamn door.

I freeze, the sound sharp and unexpected in the stillness.

Another knock.

Grumbling under my breath, I grab a towel off the counter, wiping the sweat away from my chest and arms as I stalk towards the door. My boots thud against the wooden floor, slow and heavy. I’ve got sweats hanging low on my hips, and an old tank top clings to my back. I feel the familiar pull of the scar that runs down the side of my face as I swipe a hand across my jaw. It always feels tighter when I’m irritated.

“It had better be a damn emergency,” I mutter, unlocking the door and swinging it open.

Fuck.

Everything stops.

Standing on my porch, framed by the pine trees and mountains in the early afternoon light, is the most beautiful little thing I’ve ever seen. Curvy as hell, maybe five feet tall if I am being generous, with big eyes and a sweet open smile that hits me like a punch to the ribs. She’s holding a plate of cookies in both hands, like a peace offering.

Her eyes land on me, taking in my size and the scars, and her smile doesn’t waver.

“Hi,” she says, soft and bright. “I’m Tessa.”

I just stare at her. I don’t even breathe.

“I just moved into the place next door,” she adds, tilting her head towards the east side of the woods. “My grandmother left it to me.”

She’s close. There’s still a few minutes’ walk between us, but she’s the nearest neighbor I’ve had in over a year. And she looks like she wandered straight out of some sunshine-coated dream I never knew I had. Warm and soft and so goddamn sweet, it makes something deep in my chest crack wide open.

I grip the doorframe hard enough that the wood creaks.

She holds the plate out to me. “I made cookies for you. Thought I’d come say hi. I know it’s a little old-fashioned, but I didn’t want to come over and introduce myself without bringing something with me.”

My eyes drop to the cookies, then back to her.

She smells like vanilla and clean laundry and something floral I can’t place. Her little fingers are pink at the tips from the chill in the air, and she’s got a curve to her hips that would make a weaker man drop to his knees.

Mine.

I don’t say it out loud, but the word detonates in my mind like a grenade.

“Jax,” I finally manage, my voice low and rough. “Jax Stone. I live here.”

“Nice to meet you, Jax.” She gives me another one of those bright, dimpled smiles. “I was wondering if you... um, if you might have some tools I could borrow? I just moved in yesterday, and my little toolbox is missing in action. I was trying to put together my bed frame, but it turns out you can’t do much without a screwdriver. I ended up having to sleep on the couch last night.”

Her cheeks flush the slightest bit, and I feel my dick twitch in my sweats at the mention of her bed.

Nope. Not going there. At least, not yet.

She keeps talking, oblivious to the absolute chaos she’s just dropped in my lap. “I figured the cookies would be a nice offering. Everyone likes cookies, right?”

I take the plate from her hands, careful not to brush her fingers. If I touch her now, I might not let go.

“Thanks,” I grunt. Then, I jerk my head towards the trees. “I’ll come help you with the bed.”

Her eyes widen a little. “Oh! You don’t have to do that. I mean, I can probably figure it out if I just get the right tools...”

“I’ve got ‘em,” I interrupt, already turning to grab my toolbox. “And it’d be a damn poor neighbor who lets a woman do that kind of heavy lifting when he’s right down the path.”

“Oh... okay. Thank you,” she says, all breathy and sweet.

She doesn’t belong out here in the wilderness. She’s so fucking small, so soft. I could pick her up with one arm and carry her around like she weighs nothing. She looks like she needs someone to shield her from everything sharp in the world.

And that’s gonna be me.

Even if she never wants me... even if she looks at the scars and the bulk and the beast I am and decides she wants nothing to do with me... I’m still going to make sure she’s safe.

Always.

I step outside, toolbox in hand, and fall into step behind her as she leads us towards the trail. The distance isn’t far, but it’s long enough for me to memorize every sway of her hips, every shy glance she throws over her shoulder. She talks as we walk; about her grandma, how quiet it is out here, how she’s not used to the woods yet. She’s sunshine, all chatter and laughter and open-hearted warmth.

And I’m already thinking about how to protect her from every damn thing that might try to touch that light.

“I’ll get used to it though,” she says, glancing up at me as we reach the porch of her cabin. “I’m not afraid of being alone. I just need to settle in.”

I grunt. There’s not much else I can say without revealing that I’ve been planning the best place to install security cameras on her roof since we left my cabin.

She opens the door and waves me in. “Sorry about the mess. I’m still unpacking.”

It’s not a mess. It’s cozy in a soft, girly kind of way. Boxes pushed against the walls, some framed photos waiting to be hung. A pile of pillows on the worn couch. A blanket draped over the armrest that looks so soft I almost reach out and run my fingers over it. She’s brought warmth into this place already, and she’s only been here a day.

“It’s nice,” I say, and the smile she flashes at me is blinding.

Tessa leads me back to the bedroom, and I have to force my feet to keep moving when I step into the space.

Her bed frame is in pieces on the floor.

The mattress is propped against the wall, still wrapped in plastic. Light spills in through the window and onto the bare floorboards, and I swear to God, it’s like I’ve walked into some kind of slow-motion fever dream. This isn’t just some room. It’s where she’ll sleep. Where she’ll dream.

Where I’ll have her.

That thought hits hard and uninvited, and I push it down. It’s too fast. Too much.

But, fuck, my mind is already spiraling.

Her in this bed. Naked. Laid out, soft thighs parted, hair messy on the pillow, cheeks pink, lips swollen from my kisses.

Jesus. I clear my throat and crouch down, unzipping the toolbox like a man clinging to a lifeline.

“You don’t have to do the whole thing,” she says quickly. “I mean, I can help. Or if it’s too much, I could try to figure it out on my own...”

“It’s fine.” I cut her off with a shake of my head. “It won’t take me long.”

She hovers behind me for a second, then crosses the room to sit on the windowsill. Her legs dangle, not quite reaching the floor, and she swings them a little as she watches me. I can’t help noticing the way her thighs look in those jeans, or the curve of her waist when she twists slightly to grab a hair tie from her pocket and pull her hair back.

I shouldn’t be looking. She’s too young for me. Too sweet.

But I can’t look away.

I doubt she’s any older than twenty-three. Maybe twenty-two. Bright-eyed and soft. Still full of hope.

I’m forty-four, and I’ve seen war. Blood. Death.

She deserves some clean-cut, golden retriever boyfriend who’ll kiss her forehead and bring her flowers. Not some beast like me with scars and a fucked-up past and hands built for breaking, not holding.

Still, the part of me that’s already hers doesn’t give a shit. It wants to take her and mark her and claim her in a way that no other man ever could.

I start putting the frame together, trying to focus on the job. The screws are cheap. The wood is thinner than it should be. It’ll hold. Barely. But it’s not going to last.

Not once I get my hands on her.

Hell, I’ll be lucky if this thing doesn’t snap the second I’ve got her underneath me, her legs wrapped around my waist, crying out my name while I fill her up.

Fuck.

I grip the screwdriver harder and exhale through my nose.

“You okay?” she asks softly.

“Yeah.” My voice comes out rough. “Just concentrating.”

“Sorry,” she says quickly. “I’ll stop talking. I didn’t mean to distract you...”

“You’re fine.” More than fine. “Talk as much as you want.”

She smiles, a little shy but still bright, and it hits me like a fucking freight train.

Her voice is soft as she asks about my cabin, my dog tags, what I did before coming here. Army. Infantry. Retired. I’m too busy trying not to imagine how she’d sound if I dragged her down onto the floor with me and made her beg.

I finish the last bolt, wipe my hands on my shirt, and push to my feet. The frame creaks a little when I give it a testing shake. It takes only a few minutes to pull the plastic off the mattress and get it set up on the frame.

“Thanks,” she says, standing. She’s so close now that I can smell her again, her sweet scent making my cock twitch. “I really appreciate the help.”

Her head only comes up to my chest. She blinks up at me. Her eyes are wide. Curious.

“Do I owe you anything for helping?” she asks. “Besides the cookies?”

I stare down at her. So many things rush to the front of my mind, my throat tight with everything I can’t say yet.

Yes. Let me bury myself inside you. Let me brand you with my name. Let me make you mine by filling your womb with my seed so that a part of me can grow inside you.

Instead, I grunt, “Give me your phone.”

She blinks up at me. “My phone?”

“You got one, right?” I arch a brow, already knowing the answer. “You’re out here alone. If anything happens, I want you to be able to get hold of me.”

“Oh. Okay.” She fumbles in her pocket, then hands me a pink phone with a cracked case covered in tiny stars. Of course she’d have something cute like that. I take it in my palm, the phone looking ridiculously small in my hand, and I open her contacts without asking.

She doesn’t stop me.

I punch in my number and label it Jax. Then, I shoot myself a quick text so I’ve got hers.

“There,” I say, handing it back. “If anything’s off, anything at all, you call me. You hear a weird noise, you see lights in the wood, you get a damn splinter, you call. No matter what time it is.”

She laughs softly, but there’s a blush on her cheeks as she takes the phone back. “Okay, thanks.”

“I mean it, little one.” My voice drops, low and firm. “You don’t wait. You call.”

She nods, eyes wide, lips parting just slightly at the name. Good. Let her start getting used to it.

I’m already thinking about how soon I can come back. Or better yet... how soon I can get her to come over and stay.

Because this soft little sunshine girl is out here in the woods. And she doesn’t even know the wolf is already circling.


Chapter Two
Tessa


I slide beneath the covers, exhaling a soft breath as the sheets settle around me. The mattress creaks gently beneath my weight. The very same mattress Jax helped me set up earlier today.

And for some reason, I swear I can still smell him in here.

It’s probably my imagination. A leftover trace from how close he was earlier; bending over the bed frame, thick arms flexing, sweat beading on the back of his neck as he tightened each bolt with impossible focus.

But still...

It’s there. That warm, masculine scent that I can’t name. Soap and cedar and something darker underneath.

I roll to my side and close my eyes. But all I see is him.

The way he filled the doorway when I first saw him, massive and scowling and beautiful in a brutal kind of way. The sweat clinging to the edges of his tank top, the way the fabric pulled across his chest. That scar running down the side of his face, just beside his eye. It should’ve made him look harsh, dangerous. Instead, it made him look real. Like a man who’d seen things. Survived them. And come out stronger.

And God, those arms.

I’ve never seen arms like that in real life. The kind that makes you feel like they could hold up the sky, or tear it down if you asked nicely.

I squeeze my thighs together and bite my lip, my skin prickling beneath the sheets. I shouldn’t be thinking about him like this. He’s... older. At least in his forties. Twice my size, probably twice my age. Growly and quiet and intense.

And yet, when he looked at me and called me little one...

I shiver.

I don’t think I’ve ever wanted someone to touch me so badly. Just to see what it would feel like. His hands. His mouth. The weight of his body above mine.

I let my fingers trail lower under the covers, slowly, heart racing.

But just as I start to slip my hand beneath the waistband of my sleep shorts...

CRASH.

I bolt upright.

There’s another thud. A metallic clatter. Something scraping.

It’s coming from outside. Behind the cabin. Loud. Too loud to be the wind or a branch falling. My heart lurches into my throat, and I freeze, eyes wide.

What the hell was that?

Another sound. Something tipping over, maybe? Something heavy.

I sit there for a second, paralysed, listening. It’s dark out. There are no streetlights here. No one nearby.

It could be an animal. Or someone creeping around.

My skin goes cold and clammy. My eyes dart to the window, but the blinds are shut tight, thank God. I don’t want to know what’s out there.

And then I remember what Jax said. That I was to call him at any time if I needed him.

I scramble for my phone on the nightstand, my hands shaking so badly I nearly drop it. I stab at the screen, scroll through to his number, and hit call.

It rings once.

Twice.

“Tessa?” His voice is rough and breathless.

“Jax?” My voice trembles. “I... I think there’s something outside. I heard loud noises, and something got knocked over. I don’t know what it is. I’m scared.”

“Stay in the house,” he says, his voice deadly calm. “Lock the doors. Don’t go outside.”

I nod even though he can’t see me. “Okay.”

“I’m already on my way.”

He hangs up.

I clutch the phone to my chest, my whole body vibrating with adrenaline. I double-check the front and back doors, both locked. My feet carry me in circles as I pace, trying not to imagine what’s outside. Trying not to imagine a stranger with a knife. Or a bear. Or something worse.

A few minutes pass, maybe less, before I hear it. A loud shout.

It’s him.

My heart slams into my ribs. “Jax,” I whisper, imagining him getting hurt. I rush to the front door and throw it open, letting the cold air lick at my skin as I step out onto the porch.

He comes around the corner of the cabin a moment later, stalking through the shadows.

He’s shirtless.

Wearing nothing but the same pair of sweatpants from earlier, hung low on his hips. His chest rises and falls with every breath, massive and solid, scattered with old scars and dusted with dark hair. His jaw is clenched, mouth tight, eyes wild and sharp and locked on me.

He sees me standing there and scowls.

Then he’s moving, fast and sure, his body language radiating heat and fury. Before I can blink, he’s on the porch and lifting me into his arms.

“I told you to stay inside, little one.”

I gasp, but the sound is lost in the press of his body. One of his arms wraps under my thighs, lifting me so easily it’s like I weigh nothing. His other hand slides up, cupping the back of my head as he holds me against his bare chest. My legs wrap instinctively around his waist.

“I thought you were hurt,” I whisper against his skin.

“You should’ve done as you were told. It was just a raccoon looking through your trash. I scared it away.”

His voice is gruff, thick with an emotion I can’t name. I should be embarrassed about getting scared over something so small. About being held like this. I should insist I’m fine and wriggle my way out of his arms.

But I don’t.

Because his body is so solid. So warm. So safe.

He carries me inside like I’m nothing more than a doll and kicks the door shut behind us. Never once letting me go.

He settles onto the couch with me still in his arms, setting me down in his lap, and I melt against him. His heartbeat thunders beneath my cheek. His hand cradles the back of my head. His arms cage me in.

I’ve never felt so protected in my entire life. And even though there’s still a trace of fear in my chest, it fades with every second I spend wrapped up in him.

My fingers twitch against his skin, and I can’t help myself.

Gently, I trace the edge of a scar that cuts across his chest. It’s pale and jagged, a harsh contrast to the warm, solid skin beneath it.

He goes still. Like he’s holding his breath.

I pause. “Should I stop?”

There’s a long beat of silence, then he grunts, “No, you don’t have to.”

So I don’t.

I keep tracing, softer this time, letting my fingers follow the story written on his skin. “Where did you get them?”

He exhales through his nose, long and slow, and when he speaks, his voice is low and rumbling.

“Helmand Province. Afghanistan. An IED hit the road three vehicles ahead of ours. We rolled up right after. There was fire everywhere, smoke, screaming. It was the worst shit I’ve ever seen. Some of the guys were still alive, trapped in the lead truck. There wasn’t time to think. I just went in.”

My throat tightens. “You ran into a burning vehicle?”

“I didn’t have a choice.” He shrugs, like it’s no big deal. “We got two of ‘em out. Third didn’t make it. The truck exploded while I was pulling the second guy away. That’s where the scars came from.”

I can’t breathe. Can’t speak.

All I can do is stare up at him; at the incredible, powerful man holding me in his lap; and feel my heart crack wide open.

“You saved them,” I whisper.

His arms tighten around me. “Not all of them.”

I lift my head and press a soft kiss to the scar I touched.

He grunts again, but this time it’s different. It’s a low, deep sound from somewhere in his chest that makes my whole body shiver.

I press another kiss just beside the first, and another, moving slowly, reverently across his chest.

His fingers dig into my thighs, and I feel something beneath me growing hard. Very hard. And very, very big.

My breath catches.

Oh.

He’s... huge.

Panic and arousal crash together in a strange, delicious wave. I can’t help the way my thighs squeeze together against his hips. I can’t stop the heat pooling low in my belly.

But before I can do anything else, Jax suddenly lifts me.

One second I’m cradled against him, the next I’m back on the couch, blinking up in confusion as he stands and moves a few steps away, chest rising and falling hard.

And now, with no shirt and nothing but those sweats hanging low on his hips, I can see everything.

His arousal is unmistakable.

And massive.

I feel my face flush, and I wrap my arms around my middle, already missing the heat of his body, the safety of his embrace.

“I...” My voice comes out too soft. “Did I do something wrong?”

His head snaps towards me, and his jaw flexes.

“You did nothing wrong,” he growls.

I flinch, but not from fear.

From the way that voice hits me right between the legs.

His eyes burn into mine, glowing with something wild. Something dangerous.

“I want you, Tessa. Too damn bad to be gentle about it. You’re soft and sweet, and I’m not built for soft. Not with how much I need you. I’d fucking wreck you.”

His words set me on fire. With need. With craving. With something so much deeper than anything I’ve ever felt before.

I stand. My legs are shaking, but I cross the room anyway.

I don’t break eye contact as I stop in front of him. He doesn’t move. Doesn’t even blink.

I reach out, tentative, letting my fingertips brush the ridges of his abs. They’re rock solid and warm under my touch. My breath catches as I trail my fingers lower... to the waistband of his pants.

He catches my chin in his hand, rough fingers gripping hard enough to hurt just a little.

“Final warning, little one,” he growls, voice like gravel. “Touch me again, and I won’t be able to hold back anymore.”

My body trembles, every nerve ending lit up like fire.

So I let my fingers trail lower, brushing lightly over the hard length straining against his pants.

In a blur, my world tilts, and my back hits the wall.

His body slams into mine, hard and hot, and his mouth crashes down on mine in a kiss that steals the breath from my lungs.

It’s not gentle or sweet.

It’s all hunger and heat and barely restrained fury. He kisses me like a starving man. Devouring. Claiming. Owning.

And I melt into it completely, because I don’t want gentle.

I just want him.


Chapter Three
Jax


I’m too far gone.

I know it, but I can’t stop myself.

Not with the taste of her on my lips, and the feel of her body against mine. I’m not thinking anymore. Not reasoning. All I can do is feel.

The way she whimpers into my mouth. The way she opens up to let me kiss her harder. Deeper.

Her lips are plush and soft. Her tongue tentative, shy, letting me lead. She’s so fucking small that I could easily break her. Ruin her. And judging by the noises she’s already making, I know she’d love every second of it.

I press her harder against the wall. My thigh slips between hers, and when I flex it, pressing hard, her legs part. She’s already wet for me, a hot, slick heat soaking through her sleep shorts. I groan, and she cries out.

Her nails dig into my skin, and it’s too much. Too damn much.

She’s too soft, too innocent, and I’m too close to the edge. The urge to breed her so damn deep she’ll feel me in her gut is too strong. My dick presses against her soft stomach, throbbing. Ready to blow its load inside her and make her mine forever.

Fuck.

I tear my mouth away and press my forehead to hers, breathing hard.

Her eyes are wide, pupils blown, and her lips are red and swollen. She stares up at me, panting. I bring a hand up to cup her cheek, brushing my thumb against her lower lip.

“This mouth is mine now, little one. I’ve claimed it, and I’m not gonna let anyone else have it. No one else will ever get to taste you again. You’re mine. Mine.”

She gasps, but nods. “Yours,” she whispers, lips moving against my thumb. “All yours.”

I groan, low and feral, and capture her mouth in another brutal kiss.

I can’t help myself.

I don’t stop kissing her as I tear at her clothes, growling low in my throat like a goddamn animal. Fabric rips in my big hands, first the little shirt she’s wearing, then her sleep shorts. I toss them onto the ground, not caring where they land. All I know is I need her bare. Now.

I need her soft, perfect skin against mine.

My mouth trails down her neck, her shoulder, her collarbone, biting and licking and sucking bruises into her skin.

My girl moans and writhes against me, but her body doesn’t fight. She offers herself up, and I take her, claiming her with my hands and mouth and teeth.

I keep kissing downwards until I’m on my knees in front of her. As soon as I’m in place, I lift one of her thighs over my shoulder, opening her up to me.

Jesus. Her little cunt is so fucking perfect. So soft. So pink. So goddamn wet for me already. And she smells like heaven. I could live here. Die here.

I dive in like a fucking man possessed. Because that’s exactly what I am.

I eat her like I’m a starving man and she’s the last meal on earth. My mouth latches onto her pussy, and I groan. She’s so fucking wet and slick. So sweet.

So fucking mine.

Her hands slide into my hair, nails scratching my scalp, and she lets out a cry that sounds like my name. I keep going, lapping at her cunt with my tongue, sucking her clit into my mouth, burying my face so deep between her legs she can’t possibly push me away.

And she doesn’t.

She holds on tighter. She writhes. She grinds down on my mouth, shameless.

I growl and press harder, eating her out, drinking down her juices and letting her smear that wetness all over my face. I don’t care.

All I care about is getting her off. About proving to her that she’s mine. That this hot, wet little cunt belongs to me. And I’ll fucking kill any man who thinks about touching what’s mine.

Her cries grow louder. Her legs start to tremble. She’s close. So damn close.

“Please,” she gasps, and her voice is so desperate, so beautiful, it almost breaks me.

But instead, I just double down.

I lick faster. Harder. I suck her clit between my teeth, nipping gently. She’s so fucking wet, literally dripping, but I still don’t know if it’s enough to help her take me. She’s too tight. Too small. Not built for a cock like mine.

But I’m going to split her open and make her take every inch of me, anyway. I’ll fuck her sweet little hole into the shape of my dick and make sure no other man could ever give her what she needs the way I can. She’ll be sore for days by the time I’m done with her. And every ache will remind her she’s mine.

“Oh God!” she moans. “Don’t stop, Jax. Oh God. I’m gonna... I...”

I suck her clit harder, and her words cut off into a scream. Her whole body goes taut, her nails scraping at my scalp. And then she’s coming.

Hard.

So fucking hard.

Her pussy pulses against my tongue, hot and sweet, flooding my mouth as her whole body shakes. She’s crying out, and I’m drinking down every drop, growling with satisfaction, feeling like a fucking king for making her come so damn hard.

By the time her cries of pleasure have died down to soft little whimpers, she’s sagging against the wall, spent.

But I’m not nearly done.

I stand and push my pants down, stepping out of them and kicking them aside. Her eyes go wide as she stares at my cock.

“That’s... oh my God.”

“This is going inside you,” I growl. “Right now. Gonna stretch you open so wide you’ll forget what it feels like to be empty.”

I don’t give her a chance to argue or even respond. I lift her, and her legs instinctively wrap around my waist as I slam her back against the wall again. She lets out a soft grunt, but I’m too far gone to go easy.

I pull out my cock, lining it up and pushing inside her in one hard thrust, feeling something rip inside her, hearing her sharp cry.

I pause, unable to believe it.

“Fuck, little one,” I groan, barely holding myself together as she looks up at me with those wide, innocent eyes. Eyes that are now glazed over with pain and pleasure and so much trust it almost knocks me out. “You’re a fucking virgin?”

“Yes,” she whispers, and the admission sends a surge of lust roaring through my veins.

She could have given this gift to anyone. To some soft boy with shaking hands and a dick that wouldn’t hurt her. But she gave it to me. A beast. A fucking animal. And I’m gonna reward her for it, by giving her the kind of fucking a little goddess like her deserves.

Hard. Deep. Rough. With me buried inside her, breeding her and owning every inch of her curvy little body.

I grip her chin again, forcing her to look up at me, and she lets out another one of those moans that I can’t get enough of.

“This is mine now, Tessa. Say this sweet little cunt belongs to me. Say it.”

“It’s yours,” she gasps, her voice cracking. “It’s all yours.”

A rumble escapes my chest. “That’s good, little one. But not enough. I want to hear the filthy words coming out of your pretty little mouth. Tell me this cunt belongs to me.”

“My... my cunt is yours, Jax. My pussy is yours. I’m yours.”

My control snaps.

With a low snarl, I pull her away from the wall and stalk towards her bedroom, keeping her in my arms and my cock inside her pussy, her grip so damn tight it’s like she’s strangling my dick.

We fall onto her bed, and it creaks dangerously beneath us. My weight pins her to the mattress.

“Gonna fill you up,” I growl. “Gonna give you everything. Every inch of my cock. Every drop of my cum. You’re gonna take it all. I’m gonna breed you so good you’ll become addicted to my cock. That’s what you want, isn’t it, little one? You want me to wreck this little pussy and make it mine?”

“Yes!” she gasps. “Yes, yes, yes.”

She’s writhing, pushing her hips up to mine, and I’m fucking lost.

I pull back and slam into her again, her body bouncing beneath mine.

And fuck.

She feels so good. So warm. So wet.

Her pussy is stretched so damn tight around my dick, like she’s trying to choke the cum right out of me. She’s still whimpering with pain, her face contorted, her eyes closed.

“Open your eyes,” I snap, and they fly open.

“Keep your eyes on me,” I snarl, slamming in again. “Watch me claim you. Watch me own you. Watch me fill this pretty little cunt up and mark you as mine.”

She whimpers, and fuck, if she keeps making noises like that, I’m not gonna be able to hold on for long.

So I keep going.

I fuck her. Hard. Deep. Pounding into her over and over. My balls slap against her ass, and she’s crying out. Begging me. Needing more.

And I’m powerless. Powerless against this woman who’s captured my heart. My soul. My body.

Powerless against her tight little pussy and the way her walls clench around my cock, gripping me tighter.

I keep going, harder and faster, and soon the headboard is slamming against the wall. Soon the entire bed frame is creaking.

I don’t stop. Can’t.

I fuck her relentlessly, my dick so fucking deep inside her I could explode.

The creaking grows louder until the whole fucking frame gives way and the mattress drops two feet to the floor with a loud crash.

Tessa makes a surprised noise, but she keeps her eyes on mine. “What... what are we...?”

“Don’t worry, little one. We’re not going anywhere. You think a broken bed’s gonna stop me?”

I punctuate the words with a hard thrust, and she moans, low and long.

“Nothing is stopping me from giving you this cock. Nothing. Not ever. You’ll be taking this dick until you’re dripping, shaking, bred.”

I grip her wrists and tug them above her head in one of my hands, pinning her arms down as I start moving again. The sight of her beneath me, held in place, helpless, and her tits bouncing with every hard thrust is almost too much.

Almost.

Because I’m not done with her yet.

“Oh God,” she moans. “That feels... it feels so good, Jax.”

“That’s because you were made for my cock, Tessa. Look at how well you’re taking it. Taking every fucking inch of me. And I’m not stopping until I’ve poured every drop of my come into this greedy little hole.”

“Yes. Yes. Please, Jax. Give it to me.”

Her words drive me insane.

“That’s it, little one,” I rasp, pounding into her harder. “Keep begging for it. Keep saying my name. You know what it does to me. Feeling your pussy gripping my cock, knowing how much you need me, need this. Gonna fucking ruin you, Tessa.”

She’s panting, gasping, writhing. Her body is covered in a thin sheen of sweat, her hair wild, her eyes glazed.

And still, she keeps her eyes on mine, just like I told her to.

I groan, losing myself in the heat of her body. Losing myself in the way her pussy milks my cock.

“Please,” she whimpers, voice barely there. “Please, please, please. Jax. I’m... I’m gonna... oh, God...”

I feel her cunt clamp down on me, and the world goes hazy.

“Fuck,” I growl. “Come for me, little one. Come on my cock.”

Her eyes close, her face twisting in pleasure, and her back arches. She’s coming. Her entire body trembling, her pussy squeezing me so tight, pulsing around me.

And I can’t hold back anymore.

My cock swells and bursts, filling her up, shooting ropes of cum inside her, coating her walls, marking her from the inside out.

Mine.

This woman is all fucking mine.

“Jax,” she whimpers, her voice breathless as she goes limp beneath me. “That was amazing.”

“Good. Because I’m gonna be spending a lot of time inside you. But for now, I guess we’re sleeping on the couch tonight. Tomorrow, I’ll order you a sturdier bed. One that can handle the kind of fucking I’ll be giving you day and night from now on.”

I stand again, keeping her naked, trembling body against mine as I rise. Then we’re moving back towards the living room, and I lie down on the couch, letting her lie on top of me while my semi-hard dick stays in her cunt, plugging her up and keeping my seed inside.

“Sleep, little one. I promise you’re going to need your rest for tomorrow.”

She snuggles against my chest, and I wrap my arms around her, holding her against me as her breathing slowly evens out.

Fuck, if someone had told me this morning that I’d have a woman like her in my arms tonight, I’d have said they were insane.

But it’s real.

She’s here.

And she’s mine.


Chapter Four
Tessa


The soreness is the first thing I notice.

It throbs between my thighs with every step I take around the bedroom, a dull, aching reminder of everything that happened last night. Not that I need a reminder. I’ve barely stopped thinking about it, or about him, since the moment I peeled my eyes open this morning.

The second thing I notice?

The bed.

Or rather, the ruins of it. The frame is cracked nearly in half, the mattress lopsided where one leg of the bed buckled under the weight of his massive body slamming into mine again and again. The sheets are rumpled, tangled like vines after a storm.

I should be shocked. Embarrassed. But all I feel is a liquid heat that spreads through my belly like wildfire.

He really did that to me. He was like a man possessed.

And I liked it. No, I loved it. Every second of it.

I grab a pair of comfortable yoga pants from a drawer and slide them on. Next, I look in another drawer, find a clean t-shirt, and pull that on too.

Usually, I wouldn’t get dressed until after I’d had breakfast and a shower. But the fact my nightclothes are still somewhere in the living room, torn to shreds by hands that had literally zero patience, means I’m having to change around my usual routine this morning.

Michael never touched me like that.

Actually... Michael never really touched me at all. There was nothing more than a few kisses between us. And even they now seem disappointing in comparison to the way Jax kissed me last night.

And God, I used to think that was normal. That desire was something that took time to grow. Something earned or rationed.

But now?

Now I know the truth. If someone wants you, they don’t hesitate. They devour.

And Jax... he devoured.

There’s a knock at the front door, sharp and unexpected. I jolt slightly, heart thudding before I exhale and cross the small room towards the front of the cabin.

As I step into the open space of the kitchen and living area, my breath catches.

Jax is at the stove.

He’s bare-chested, broad-backed, towering and barefoot, casually stirring scrambled eggs like he wasn’t doing his best to rearrange my internal organs just a few hours ago. His dark hair is slightly mussed, a hint of sleep in his expression, and his powerful body is covered in old scars and fresh scrapes that I must have left behind with my nails last night.

I nearly forget about the knock, but then it comes again and I rush to open the door.

I’ve never seen the man standing on my porch. He’s shorter than Jax, but then most men are. He’s clean-shaven. Neat hair. Athletic frame, but not built like he pulls trees apart with his bare hands for fun.

He’s the kind of man you’d expect to see in a marketing firm’s brochure. Jax, on the other hand, looks like the reason a woman would run into the woods and never want to leave.

“Hi,” he says, offering a charming smile filled with teeth that seem a little too white. “I’m Miles. I own the cabin down that way.”

He gestures off to the right, the opposite direction of Jax’s place.

“Oh,” I reply, fiddling with the hem of my shirt as I take a step out onto the porch with him. “I’m Tessa. I just moved in a couple of days ago.”

“Yeah, I heard.” His smile deepens. “Welcome to the neighborhood. Not many people out here, so I figured I’d stop by and say hi. I don’t come up here too often. Mostly just when I need a break from the city. But if you ever want someone to show you around, maybe take you on a hike, I know the trails pretty well.”

There’s a pause. The kind that feels like I’m supposed to say yes. But before I can respond, a deep, gravelly voice cuts through the doorway like a blade.

“Breakfast’s ready.”

I glance over my shoulder.

Jax is standing in the doorway, his scarred, scowling face set in a way that makes my stomach flip and flutter like it’s full of butterflies fighting to get out.

I turn back to Miles, forcing a polite smile. “Thanks for stopping by. I should eat before everything gets cold. Maybe I’ll see you around sometime.”

Miles hesitates for a beat too long, then gives a tight nod. “Yeah. Sure thing.”

I close the door and turn the lock with a satisfying click.

When I turn back, Jax is already settling into one of the chairs at the small kitchen table, his massive frame making the sturdy pine creak under his weight. The plate of scrambled eggs and toast sits in front of him, still steaming, and my mouth starts to water.

But not for the food.

Because as I watch, Jax leans back, pushing the chair out just a little farther from the table. His sweatpants ride low on his hips, and one of his hands moves casually to his waistband. He pulls himself free, and even though I saw it last night and felt every inch of it, my breath still catches in my throat.

He’s already hard. Thick. Heavy. Pulsing.

A needy whimper slips from my lips before I can stop it.

His gaze pins me in place, full of dark hunger and command.

“Clothes off,” he growls, voice rough from sleep and lust. “You’re eating breakfast on my lap.”

There’s no room for argument in that tone. Not that I want to argue.

I slide my hands down and shimmy out of my leggings and panties, slowly, heart racing as I step out of them. Jax’s eyes darken even more, his gaze fixed on me like a starving man watching a feast.

“Come here,” he murmurs, curling a finger at me.

I cross the floor towards him, naked from the waist down, every inch of me flushed and already desperate for his touch. His hands grip my hips the moment I’m close enough, guiding me into place.

The stretch as I sink down onto him draws a gasp from my lips. I’m still so sore from last night, and my body protests at first, tight and tender. I wince as he fills me, but Jax doesn’t stop. He simply grunts, wrapping one thick arm around my waist, pulling me down until he’s seated as deep as he can go.

And despite the ache... I melt.

He’s so deep I can barely breathe. So thick it borders on too much.

But it’s perfect.

I settle on his hips, thighs spread across his massive legs, my chest rising and falling in shaky breaths as I try to adjust. With swift movements, he grabs the hem of my t-shirt and tugs it, keeping it surprisingly intact as he pulls it off over my head. Then his arm is around my waist again, pulling me closer so that my nipples scrape against his bare chest. The sensation makes my pussy flutter around him, and he grunts.

“That’s better,” he growls. “You don’t need clothes around me, little one. They just make it more difficult for me to keep your pretty cunt stuffed full of my cock all day.”

My gaze flicks to the small pile of clothing he destroyed last night, a small laugh bubbling up from inside me. “I don’t know. My clothes didn’t seem too much of an inconvenience to you last night.”

One corner of his mouth curls upwards as he grabs a fork with his free hand, scooping up a bite of eggs and bringing it to my lips.

“Eat.”

I open my mouth, cheeks flushing, and he feeds me with a kind of patience that’s at odds with the sheer heat in his eyes. I swallow slowly, not sure what’s more overwhelming. The fact that he is taking care of me by literally feeding me breakfast or the fact that I’m sitting on him like this, impaled and helpless.

“So,” he says, after he’s given me a few bites. “Why did you come out here? Most people don’t pick the woods unless they’re running from something.”

I blink, mouth still half full. I chew, swallow, and then clear my throat.

“I, um... inherited the cabin from my grandparents,” I say softly. “And enough money to live off for a little while. So I figured it was the perfect time to take a break and just... get away from everything.”

His eyes narrow.

“Everything?”

I shrug. “My grandparents raised me ever since my parents died in a car crash when I was two. And when they died too, only a year apart from each other, I had no family left there.” His eyes soften for a moment, and he kisses my temple. “And then I lost my internship and broke up with someone. So I really didn’t have a reason to stay in the city.”

Jax shifts slightly beneath me, not enough to move inside me, but enough to remind me he’s still there. Still very deep.

“I’m sorry to hear about your family,” he says, his voice gruff.

I glance down, not wanting him to see the tears forming in my eyes, but I blink them back quickly. “Yeah, it was a lot to go through, but I’m hanging in there, you know?”

He nods and scoops more scrambled egg onto the fork for me.

“What kind of internship was it?” he asks as he brings the fork back to my lips.

“Business,” I say, once I’ve swallowed the food. “I thought I wanted to go into finance.”

“What about the guy?” he grunts.

My cheeks heat. “Michael.”

Jax scoffs. “Stupid name.”

A small laugh slips out of me before I can stop it. “He, uh... well, things just didn’t work out.”

Jax tightens his grip on my waist, holding me firmly against him while keeping me impaled. “He didn’t claim you when he had the chance? Fucking idiot.”

“Yeah, he really was,” I say, dropping my gaze again. “He wasn’t faithful.”

There’s so much more to it. But I can’t say it yet. Can’t admit how he used me, and how stupid I felt. I don’t even like admitting it to myself.

Jax says nothing for a long moment. Just feeds me another bite of food and watches me like he’s reading all the things I didn’t say.

Then he leans in, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “His loss is my gain,” he rasps. “Now I get to keep you all to myself.”

His voice drops even lower, rough and raw with need.

“I’m gonna keep you full of my cock like this, little one. Every damn day. Keep flooding this sweet cunt with my seed until you’re round and glowing with my baby. Until you can’t walk without feeling me deep inside you.”

I squirm in his lap, my breath catching in my throat.

And Jax just grins. Because he knows exactly what he’s doing to me.

“This tight little pussy belongs to me, doesn’t it, Tessa? It’s aching to be fucked and bred again, isn’t it? Say it, little one. I want to hear it.”

I should be embarrassed by how desperate I am. But when he’s this deep, when he’s saying those filthy things in that voice that wrecks me... all I want is more.

“Yes, Jax,” I say, moaning softly as I feel his cock twitch inside me, somehow making me feel even more full than I already am. “I’m yours to breed. I want to be filled with your baby. I need it.”

He growls, and the fork clatters onto the plate. Then both his hands are on my hips, lifting me easily until he almost slides all the way out of me, before slamming my hips down on him again.

I cry out, but the sound is cut off as his mouth claims mine, hard and possessive.

He kisses me like a starved man. Like a man who needs to be inside me more than air. And the truth is... I need it just as much.

“Jax,” I gasp, my lips bruised from his kiss.

He doesn’t answer. Just lifts me up and slams me down again, fucking up into me with a brutal, unyielding rhythm.

My entire body shakes. Pleasure burns through me. My hands fly to his shoulders, nails digging into the muscles, clinging for dear life.

He’s so big, so thick. So deep.

I can’t breathe.

All I can do is take the hard, fast thrusts. But I crave this. His size. His heat. His possessiveness. The way he wants to claim my body as his.

Michael never touched me like this. Never made me feel like I mattered. Like I was wanted.

But Jax touches me like I’m everything.

“You feel that?” he growls. “How deep I am? That’s where my baby’s going to grow. Right in your womb. You’re going to take every drop of my cum. Gonna give you a belly full of my seed.”

“Yes,” I whine, the pleasure mounting. “Oh God, yes.”

He grips my hips and bounces me on his lap, fucking into me with hard, punishing thrusts. Then his mouth is on my nipple, sucking and licking. I moan, arching into his mouth, and my fingers dive into his hair, pulling at the roots.

“Fuck,” he groans. “Such a perfect little body. I want to see these tits full, dripping with milk, just waiting for me to suck them dry. Want to see you round with my baby. Want to know that this pussy is mine, and no one else can have it.”

“It is yours,” I cry out, my head falling back, hair tumbling over my shoulders. “I’m all yours. I’m yours, Jax.”

With a low, guttural noise, he wraps his arms around me and stands. Then my back hits the table just as he sends the plate of food flying with a swipe of his hand.

He drives into me, and the whole table rocks with his thrusts.

I can’t even form words anymore. All I can do is lie there and take the punishing, possessive claiming, each slam of his hips filling me, owning me, and driving me closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” he snarls, pounding into me. “Fuck, your little pussy is so hungry. Greedy little thing. I can feel it squeezing around me, trying to milk every drop of cum from my balls. Trying to get me to fill your womb up.”

“Yes,” I whimper, gasping as he slides a hand between our bodies, circling my clit with his calloused thumb. “Yes, please. Please, Jax. Make me come. Breed me. Fill me.”

I’ve never been so desperate for anything. Never been so completely consumed with need.

And with every thrust, he fills me, claiming and marking.

Possessing.

“I’m gonna,” he grunts, his thrusts growing harder, more erratic. “I’m gonna flood your womb. Gonna keep you pregnant for the rest of our lives.”

His hand is still working my clit, and his cock is so deep. Too deep.

I’m lost.

Lost in him.

The orgasm explodes through me like lightning. My pussy tightens around him, fluttering and milking, and his pace becomes a frenzy.

Then he growls, cock pulsing and throbbing as his hot seed pumps deep into me, flooding me, marking me, branding my womb with his cum.

“That’s it,” he hisses. “Take every drop. Take it all, little one.”

I moan, limp, sated, and blissed out.

He collapses against the table, covering my body with his, but keeping himself braced on his elbows to avoid crushing me. His lips find my neck, kissing and nipping at the sensitive skin.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he growls, still buried to the hilt.

“Me neither,” I whisper, and my cheeks burn as his eyes meet mine, so full of desire it makes me shiver.

“Good,” he says, his tone a mix of smug and satisfied. “Because you’re stuck with me now. And I’ll be filling you morning, noon and night from now on.”

With that, he kisses me.

And I’m lost all over again.


Chapter Five
Tessa


The sun is low in the sky, casting long shadows across the trees and bathing everything in a soft amber glow. There’s a golden haze over the trail as we walk, and even though I’m still sore in all the best ways, I can’t stop smiling.

Jax walks beside me, carrying the small box of things we packed up earlier. The bare essentials I’ll need for the next couple of nights while I wait for my new bed to arrive. My toothbrush, some clothes, the paperback I’m currently reading.

“You’re not gonna need most of this,” he muttered while packing it earlier, his voice full of gravel and heat. “I’ve already told you how I feel about you wearing clothes. They just get in my way when I’m trying to keep your needy pussy full.”

I’d blushed, but I couldn’t argue with his logic.

Most of the day was spent tangled together on the rug in front of the fire, his big body wrapped around mine, his touch possessive and constant. I couldn’t move without him growling and pulling me closer.

Not that I minded. Not one bit. Although there is a soreness between my thighs that might never heal given his relentless need to be inside me with that big beast of his.

His cabin just comes into view when it hits me that I’ve forgotten something.

“My phone!” I stop short, spinning towards him. “I left it on the kitchen counter.”

He grunts. “You won’t need it. I’ll be keeping you plenty busy.”

“I might,” I say, ignoring the way his words create an excited flutter low in my belly. “One of my friends said she’d call tonight to check in. She’ll freak out if I don’t answer. I’ll run back and grab it. Won’t take long.”

He narrows his eyes, and I already see the refusal building behind that icy stare. “I’ll come with you.”

I huff a laugh. “We’re literally right there, so you might as well just go take my stuff inside. I’ll be ten minutes. Tops.”

Jax doesn’t move.

“I’ll be fine,” I insist. “It won’t be dark for a while yet. Just go and get comfortable, and I’ll be back in your lap before you know it.”

His jaw flexes. He’s not happy about it. Not one bit. But he finally lets out a slow breath. “You’ve got ten minutes, little one.”

I open my mouth to respond, but he steps forward, crowding me and towering over me, his voice dropping to a growl that melts straight through me.

“If I don’t see you walk through that door before that, I’m coming back for you. And if you make me track you down...” He leans closer, his lips ghosting over mine. “Don’t expect to walk straight tomorrow.”

Heat floods my cheeks, and there’s a full-on wildfire between my thighs. He’s already made that a challenge for me, and my mind is reeling as I try to work out what more he could do to affect my ability to walk.

“I won’t be long,” I whisper, my voice breathless.

He kisses me like he’s sealing a deal. His mouth is hot and firm and hungry against mine, and the kiss steals every ounce of my attention. He pulls away before I’m ready, and I whimper.

“Nine minutes left,” he says, his lips still so close to mine that I can feel his breath on my skin. “Be quick.”

He turns and strides the last few steps towards his cabin.

I watch him for a second. The way the sunlight hits his bare back, lighting up every powerful line of muscle, every faded scar. My heart stutters in my chest, and I turn before I completely lose my nerve and chase him straight inside.

Back at my cabin, I move quickly, pushing the door open and heading for the counter. My phone is exactly where I left it. I scoop it up without even checking it, already imagining the look Jax will give me when I walk back in; half annoyed that I dared to leave him for even a few minutes, half desperate to pin me down and ruin me again.

I can’t wait.

I tug the door shut behind me, twisting the lock. But just as I turn to go, a voice stops me in my tracks.

“Evening.”

My heart sinks just a little as I spot my other neighbor, Miles, standing a few steps down on the porch, hands in his coat pockets and that same easygoing smile on his face.

I might have been hoping it was Jax following after me, unable to wait even ten minutes to have me back in his arms.

I offer a polite smile in return. “Hi, Miles.”

He glances around as if he’s checking we’re alone, then looks back up at me with a tilt of his head. “I’m glad I caught you on your own. I’ve been meaning to talk to you.”

Something about the way he says it makes my stomach twist. Like he’s trying to warn me of something.

I nod slowly. “Okay...”

Miles shifts his weight, folding his arms. “You know, Jax doesn’t usually talk to anyone around here. I’ve had my place for almost three years, and he’s never said more than a grunt in passing. Keeps to himself. Always has.”

“I... guess I can see that,” I say cautiously.

He shrugs. “It’s not necessarily a bad thing. But it’s... interesting. A man like him, suddenly playing house with the first pretty little thing who moves in next door?”

My mouth dries.

Miles smiles again, but this time, there’s something off about it. Something that feels too knowing. “I’m not trying to scare you, Tessa. But I figured someone should give you a heads-up. You seem sweet. Young. Maybe new to living on your own.”

He takes a step closer. Not threatening. But still too close.

“And he’s... well, he’s seen things. Done things. Guys like that... reclusive, ex-military guys... they’re not exactly known for being stable.”

I swallow hard.

“I mean, who knows what kind of violence he’s capable of? What kind of damage that kind of man carries around inside?” He lowers his voice. “Just be careful, Tessa. You seem like someone who trusts easily, and I’d hate for you to find out that him using you for a quick fuck could be the least of your worries. Don’t let him turn you into a target.”

Target.

That word lands hard, like a punch to the gut. Because that’s exactly what I was before, wasn’t I?

Michael had found me when I was vulnerable. Alone after Grandma died. Confused about what came next. He’d slipped into my life like he belonged there; offering comfort, attention, warmth I didn’t know how to resist.

He was charming. Polished. Confident. And he was my boss at the internship I’d been excited to land.

Looking back, I see it all now. How calculated it was. How quickly the compliments turned into subtle pressure. How he’d started asking questions about the money. About the house. About what I planned to do with my inheritance.

I thought we were dating. But it turns out I just... had something he wanted. And the humiliation had been even worse when I found out he’d been seeing some other woman for two years before he even met me. He was just trying to get close so he could get his hands on my money.

He never touched me the way Jax does. He never looked at me like I was something he couldn’t live without.

But maybe that’s all part of his trap.

Because Jax didn’t wait long to touch me. Didn’t wait at all, really. He went from being the gruff stranger next door to having me on my back in less than a day.

And maybe... maybe that means he’s using me too. Just for something different.

Michael used me for money. Jax might be using me for sex. And both times, I’ve been stupid enough to let it happen.

I blink hard and look back at Miles, who gives me another one of those sympathetic smiles.

“Anyway,” he says lightly, “just thought you should have all the facts.”

“Thanks,” I say, voice tight. “I appreciate it.”

He gives a nod and walks away, his boots crunching over the path until he disappears around the bend towards his place.

I don’t move. Just stand there, gripping my phone and trying not to spiral.

But the damage is already done.

Jax is nothing like Michael, right? And I’m pretty damn sure he’d never physically hurt me the way Miles said he might.

But... the timing. The intensity. The way he’s sunk his claws in fast and deep. How do I know I’m not letting myself be used a second time?

I need some time to think, but I can’t do that when he’s around. Can’t breathe when he’s touching me. And if I go to his place right now, I know exactly what will happen. There’ll be no conversation. No clarity. No figuring things out.

Just his body on mine. Inside mine. Making me forget.

And if I stay here, then he’ll just come find me. I might be naïve, but I’m not stupid enough to think he won’t make good on his promise of not being able to walk straight tomorrow if he has to hunt me down.

There’s only one thing to do.

I’ll go for a short walk. Just for a few minutes. There’s a little trail behind my cabin that looks pretty quiet and secluded. So long as I don’t wander off the trail, I’ll be able to find my way back easily.

The first few steps are easy. The trees are golden in the fading light, and the air is cool but not cold.

But I lose track of time, and the sun dips faster than I expect. And when I finally pause to turn back...

I realize the trail ended a while back, and now everything looks different. Shadows have grown long and twisted. I don’t recognize the trees anymore.

Panic prickles beneath my skin, and I reach for my phone, hoping the flashlight on it will help me work out where I am.

But the screen stays black, the battery seemingly dead.

Shit.

I’m all alone, and I have no idea where I am.


Chapter Six
Jax


Twenty minutes.

She’s been gone twenty goddamn minutes.

I pace the length of the cabin like a caged animal, boots thudding heavily across the wooden floor. My eyes haven’t left the window once, scanning the trail every few seconds, watching for the sway of her hips and that sweet little smile when she sees me waiting.

But there’s nothing.

Just trees. Shadows. Silence.

I check the time again, jaw clenching so hard it’s a wonder my teeth haven’t cracked. I told her ten minutes. Told her I’d come looking if she wasn’t back.

And now it’s been twenty.

I’ve called her twice. Straight to voicemail both times.

My heart’s pounding. Not just with anger, although yeah, I’m fucking furious with myself for ever letting her out of my sight. But there’s also a cold, gnawing worry that digs deeper every second she’s gone.

The woods are safe. Usually. But she’s not from here. She doesn’t know the way the trees shift when the light fades. Doesn’t know how easy it is to lose your sense of direction the second you step off the path. Doesn’t know what’s out there in the dark.

I shove a hand through my hair and growl under my breath. Enough.

She wanted ten minutes. I gave her double.

That’s all she gets.

I grab the flashlight off the kitchen counter and slip a knife into my pocket just in case. My boots are already on, my muscles wound tight and ready to move.

If she’s lost, I’m going to find her. And if someone touched her?

I’ll fucking bury them.

The trail back to her place feels longer than usual. Every step amps the pounding in my chest, every breath shorter, harsher.

Her cabin’s locked up tight when I get there. No light inside. No movement. The phone still rings to voicemail.

Fuck.

I try the nearest house.

Miles opens the door with a curious look, smug and buttoned-up like he’s headed to a cocktail party instead of living in the woods.

“Seen Tessa?” I bark.

He blinks. “She’s not with you?”

“No.” I step closer. “Have you seen her recently?”

He frowns. “She... yeah, actually. Briefly. She was locking up her cabin, and I assumed she was going to yours.”

“When?”

“Maybe fifteen minutes ago?” He shrugs.

I don’t wait for anything else. I’m already turning, boots chewing up gravel as I stalk into the trees behind her place, flashlight sweeping over bark and brush and endless shadows.

My mind spins worst-case scenarios. Slips, falls, broken ankles. The possibility that she wandered out too far and panicked. The even worse thought... that someone lured her away. That someone hurt her.

And if that’s the case, they’ll die screaming.

I push deeper into the woods, eyes scanning the forest floor, checking for footprints, broken twigs, any sign of movement. I call her name once, twice. The sound of it cuts through the silence like a blade.

“Tessa!”

Nothing.

I check my watch, noting it’s been almost another twenty minutes since I left my own cabin. I push harder. Faster. My boots crunching over dry leaves, the beam of the flashlight slicing through the dark.

Then...

A shape. Small, hunched. Curled up on a fallen log.

I freeze. For a second, I don’t even breathe.

“Tessa.”

Her head lifts. Even in the dim light, I see the moment her eyes lock on mine; wide, glassy with tears.

She stumbles to her feet. And then she runs straight into my arms.

I catch her easily, one arm locking around her waist to lift her feet straight up off the floor, the other cradling her head as she curls up against my chest, her sobs muffled against me.

“I... I got lost,” she hiccups, shaking in my hold. “I didn’t mean to. I just... I needed to think, and it got dark, and my phone battery died...”

“Shhh. I’ve got you, little one. I’ve got you.”

Tessa’s shaking in my arms, that soft little body trembling with the aftershock of panic.

I hold her close, and the world rights itself. The constant pounding in my chest eases, and the tension melts from my muscles.

Well, most of it.

But I still need to know why the fuck she didn’t come straight back to my cabin.

I walk us back to the thick log she was sitting on when I found her. It’s rough and wide enough to hold my weight, so I sit down and pull her into my lap, facing me. I cup her face in my hands, rough palms holding her steady, forcing her to look up at me.

Her eyes are red-rimmed and watery, but I see something else behind them.

Hurt.

“Talk to me,” I growl. “Why did you run away, little one?”

She hesitates, lip trembling, lashes fluttering like she’s trying to hide behind them. But I don’t let her look away. She takes a shuddering breath.

“My... my last relationship,” she says quietly, “it wasn’t real. He was my boss. I was young and stupid and... lonely. He didn’t want me. Not really. He wanted the money my grandparents left me.”

A white-hot pulse of fury hits me square in the chest.

She continues in a whisper. “He already had a long-term girlfriend, and I just didn’t know. He... he made me feel so pathetic. Like the only good thing about me was the inheritance I’d been left. He made it very clear that he would never have given me the time of day without that. When I ended things, he fired me too. Said I brought it on myself.”

I want to rip the fucker apart with my bare hands. Want to make him feel every ounce of pain she’s feeling now.

“It’s like history repeating itself,” she says.

That pulls me out of my murderous thoughts. “What is?”

“You. This.” Her lip trembles. “It happened before. With Michael. And now it’s happening again with you. Maybe Miles was right.”

I stiffen. “Right about what?”

“He said it was interesting that you were all over me as soon as I arrived. That you’re probably taking advantage of me, thinking I’m vulnerable out here alone. Just using me for sex. He even said you might be dangerous, but... I don’t believe that part.”

I’ve heard enough.

“I would never hurt you, Tessa.”

My voice is low and vibrating with the weight of truth and rage. “But I swear to God, I will hurt anyone who even thinks about touching you. Starting with that slick-talking bastard who dared to make you doubt me.”

She stiffens a little in my lap, but I’m not finished yet.

I tilt her face higher, making sure she sees every inch of possession burning in my eyes.

“You listen to me, and you listen good. I didn’t just fuck you, little one. I claimed you. And now I’ll spend the rest of my life proving you’re mine.”

Her breath hitches, eyes darkening.

“I’ll put a ring on your finger. Fill your womb with so many babies you’ll forget what it’s like to walk without waddling. You want forever? I am forever.”

She gasps softly, her thighs clenching around my hips.

“Forever means you wear my name, sleep in my bed, carry my babies, and never, ever doubt that you’re mine.”

I see it in her eyes. A flicker of fear, not of me, but of how much she wants to believe me. How badly she wants to belong.

“You don’t walk away from me. Ever. Not unless you want me to hunt you down and tie you to my damn bed until you remember who you belong to.”

She lets out a small, broken noise that sounds a lot like a moan, and she stares up at me with eyes that have gone completely glassy and wide.

Good.

Because I’m done waiting.

I slide her off my lap and onto her feet, gripping her hips to steady her. Her breathing’s shallow, chest rising and falling fast.

“I’m going to get to work proving it,” I snarl.

And then I spin her around and guide her to her knees, pushing her forward until she’s leaning over the fallen log, her chest pressed against it. She’s panting now, fingers gripping the bark.

I don’t hesitate. I hook my fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants... and rip them down the seam.

Her soft, swollen little cunt is glistening in the moonlight, already dripping.

Good.

Because this time, she won’t have a single doubt that she belongs to me.

And when I’m done with her, every drop of my seed will be buried so deep inside her that there’s no way her body won’t get the message.

She’s mine.

Forever.


Chapter Seven
Tessa


I don’t even know when I stopped breathing. One moment I was in his lap, spilling secrets I swore I’d never tell anyone, and the next... Jax was growling promises that burrowed straight into my bones. Promises of forever. Promises I should doubt given how quickly he’s making them, but I don’t. I can’t. Because somehow, in the deepest, most secret part of me, I know. I know this isn’t reckless. I know this isn’t temporary. It feels inevitable, written into me long before I ever set foot in these woods. Like I was made to find him. Made to be here. Made to be his.

And now, with my chest pressed to rough bark and the feel of the ground shaking as he drops to his knees behind me, I feel it down to my very soul. There’s no turning back. I don’t want to turn back. I want every filthy promise. Every possessive word. Every unrelenting, wild piece of him... even if it ruins me.

The sound of my yoga pants being ripped is deafening in the silence, and then his palm connects with my skin. He doesn’t spank me hard. Just enough for a sting, a gasp, a shudder.

“Don’t you ever run away from me again, little one,” he says, his voice low and thick. “Never again.”

“I won’t,” I breathe.

I can’t. Not when my body craves him the way it does.

Not when my heart’s already his.

His hand smooths over my tender skin. Then he slides two fingers into my pussy, and I let out a sob. It’s not a sob of fear or sadness. It’s relief. It’s need.

He pumps them deep, slow. Teasing.

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me.”

I need him inside me. I need him to claim me, take me, ruin me.

He hums in approval, fingers withdrawing before I hear a rustle of fabric. Then, his cock is nudging my entrance, a hot, insistent pressure.

“Hold on tight, little one,” he growls.

And then he pushes inside, the force of it making me cry out.

It’s raw. Feral. Primal.

He doesn’t tease or go slow. He doesn’t pause or wait.

Instead, he fucks me hard and deep and without restraint, and the sound of it fills the darkness; wet, filthy, obscene.

There’s nothing gentle about this. Nothing soft. No sweetness or tenderness.

But even like this, I feel worshipped. Treasured. Cherished.

He’s not fucking me like an animal. He’s fucking me like I’m his world.

And I take every inch of him, every stroke, every thrust.

He’s brutal, relentless, and so deep he’s hitting the most secret part of me, sending sharp spikes of pleasure and pain shooting through me.

He’s taking, taking, taking...

And I’m giving.

My heart. My body.

All of me.

He groans behind me, the sound raw, like he’s barely restraining himself, his big, calloused hands digging into my hips as he pounds into me.

“That’s it, Tessa,” he snarls. “Take me. Take every fucking inch of me. I’m gonna fuck you so deep that my seed can’t go anywhere but your womb. Gonna fill you up so full you’ll taste me when you swallow.”

His filthy words only spur me on, and I can feel my release barreling closer, an electric, tingling warmth in the pit of my stomach.

“I want it,” I pant. “Want it. Please.”

He curses and moves faster, deeper, hitting a spot so deep inside me that I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t do anything except feel. It’s too much. God, he’s too big. Too deep. But I never want him to stop. I need him to claim me completely.

And then his thumb brushes over my asshole, the touch so shockingly intimate that it makes my legs shake. He doesn’t stop, circling the puckered hole, applying pressure, threatening...

“One day,” he says, his voice gravel, “I’ll fuck this ass, little one. Make you feel me everywhere. Would you like that?”

“Y-yes,” I whimper, and a shudder runs through my whole body, pleasure building and building. “Oh, God. Yes, please.”

His thumb pushes inside, and the sensation is so shocking that my vision goes white. I’m coming apart. Coming completely undone.

“Jax!”

I scream his name. Scream for him. Only him.

And then I shatter.

My body locks up, and an orgasm tears through me. He doesn’t stop, doesn’t even slow down, fucking me straight through it and beyond, until I’m nothing but a puddle of sensation, my thighs soaked, my skin on fire, the aftershocks of release still zipping through me.

It’s so good. So intense. I’ve never felt anything like this.

“You feel that?” Jax snarls, thrusting into me so hard and fast that I feel it everywhere. “That’s me. No one else. Just me. This pretty little cunt was made for me and me alone. And I’m gonna fill you up, little one. Over and over. Until everyone knows who put that sweet round swell in your belly.”

His voice is a wreck. Gruff, strained. Close.

And his words are even more possessive than his touch, his grip, his relentless, wild, punishing rhythm. Even his thumb remains lodged in my ass, claiming that taboo hole as his own.

“Yes,” I whisper, my throat hoarse. “Yes. Oh, God, please.”

He roars and slams into me one last time, the force of it knocking the breath out of me.

And then I feel him. His cock pulsing. Jerking. And then the hot spill of his release as he fills me to the brim.

There’s no stopping it. The sensation of being marked by him, of having him claim me so thoroughly, is too much. Another orgasm rocks through me, smaller, sharper, a tiny supernova that leaves me gasping, boneless.

He groans and presses a kiss between my shoulder blades. He doesn’t move, not for a long while. I can feel the tension and the urgency melt away, his weight bearing down on me, pinning me in place.

His.

“Fuck,” he whispers. “Jesus Christ, woman. Fuck.”

I don’t answer. I can’t. My tongue’s tied in a million knots, my brain scrambled.

I’ve never been so completely undone before. So ruined.

And now... I just want him to do it all over again.

When he finally pulls away, a cold gust of air hits the slick heat between my legs, and I shudder.

He’s on his feet first, gently pulling me to mine. My muscles are watery, loose, but he catches me easily, scooping me into his arms.

“I’m never letting you out of my sight again,” he says quietly.

I don’t have the strength to protest. Not when his arms are wrapped around me like a steel cage. Not when I feel safe and sated and completely at peace.

So instead, I nuzzle closer and tuck my head under his chin, and let him carry me home.

Our home.

Forever.


Epilogue
Jax


Ten months later:

I used to think I was built for solitude. That’s why I came up here. Away from the noise, away from people, away from anything I could break.

And then Tessa crashed into my world. Sweet, soft, perfect Tessa. My little one.

And now here I am, sitting on the worn leather couch in my cabin, holding our baby girl against my chest like she’s the most precious thing in the whole damn world. Because she is.

She’s so small and helpless, it makes my chest ache. A tuft of soft, dark hair on her head. Tiny pink fingers that wrap around the tip of one of mine like she doesn’t ever want to let go. My hand could swallow her whole, but somehow, I’ve never been gentler with anything in my entire life.

She lets out a tiny sound in her sleep, and I freeze, holding my breath like a predator in the woods. I wait until she settles again before glancing over at Tessa.

She’s curled up in my armchair, legs tucked under her, her hair in a messy bun, smiling at us like her heart might burst.

That smile? That’s mine, too.

“I still can’t believe we made her,” she whispers, her voice soft like she’s afraid to wake the baby.

I grunt, keeping my voice low. “Damn right we did. And she’s perfect.”

Tessa’s lips curve, but her eyes glisten. I know what she’s thinking about. Probably the same thing I am. Everything we survived to get here. Every doubt she ever had about being wanted, about being loved.

She knows better now.

I lower my voice, gaze locking on hers. “You gave me all the things I never knew I wanted, little one. A family. You. Her.” My throat works around the words, and I press my lips to the top of our daughter’s head, breathing her in. “I’d burn this whole fucking mountain to ash if it means keeping my girls safe.”

Tessa laughs quietly, shaking her head. “Jax, you can’t threaten the whole mountain just because...”

“Watch me,” I cut in, letting my free hand rest on her thigh and giving it a squeeze. “Nobody touches my girls. Nobody looks at you. Nobody breathes near her. Anyone tries, and they’re done.”

Tessa sighs, half-exasperated, half... something else. Something soft. “You’re an overprotective caveman.”

“Damn right,” I growl, leaning back against the couch. “This is mine, Tessa. You. Her. This life. No one’s ever taking it from me.”

I shift our daughter in my arms and glance down at her tiny sleeping face, and something wild coils in my chest. The kind of feeling I can’t name, can’t tame.

And before I can stop myself, I’m saying, “One down, little one. Nine more to go.”

Tessa chokes out a laugh, covering her mouth to keep from waking the baby. “Nine?! You’re insane.”

I look up, meeting her gaze dead on, letting her see every ounce of raw, feral truth in me. “Not insane,” I say, voice rough. “Obsessed. You’re giving me a house full of babies, Tessa. I’m keeping you full until the day I die.”

She blushes, bites her lip, and shakes her head like she’s pretending to protest. But I see the way her chest rises faster, the heat in her cheeks. She likes knowing she’s mine. Likes knowing I’ll never stop claiming her.

I bend, press my mouth to our baby’s soft little forehead, then lift my gaze back to Tessa. “I love you,” I say simply, but there’s nothing soft about it. It’s a vow. A promise. A claim.

Her eyes shine. “I love you too, Jax.”

And right here, holding my daughter, looking at my woman, I know one thing with bone-deep certainty.

Forever isn’t going to be long enough.

***
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