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Chapter One


Brianna:

The snow that had been threatening for the entire drive here finally begins to fall in a thick flurry as I pull my heavy suitcase out the trunk of my car. I stare up at the sky, hoping my brother is having a safe journey to the cabin. It’s high in the mountains, and it had been a nerve-wracking drive up the narrow, winding roads when it hadn’t even been snowing. I can’t begin to imagine what it will be like now that the roads are going to be covered in snow.

I let out a sigh and send up a little prayer for Blake to whoever might be listening before dragging my suitcase over to the front door of the cabin.

A scream escapes me when the door opens before I even reach it. What the hell? I spoke to Blake on the phone on my way here, and I know he left his home in the city after I did, so there’s no way it can be him. My heart is hammering in my chest as I back up towards the car.

“It’s only me,” says that deep and husky voice that has haunted my dreams for the last three years. But only the naughty dreams.

Jackson appears in the doorway, an amused expression on his face. Damn, I wish the sight of his full, lush lips curling up into a smirk didn’t affect me so much. But sure enough, I feel my face flush just as an excited flutter appears deep in my core.

I clear my throat. “Well, I’m glad my fear amuses you, Jackson,” I say, frowning at him. The last thing I want is for him to know about my crush on him. “What are you doing here, anyway? I wasn’t expecting you to be here.”

He chuckles and steps out into the snow, leaning to take my suitcase from me. As he does so, his fingers brush against mine, sending a spark of heat through me. My breath catches, and I step away quickly, wrapping my arms around myself.

“Maybe you’re forgetting this is my cabin?” he says, and I have to try not to stare at him with my mouth agape as he lifts my case like it weighs nothing. Jeez, someone’s been hitting the gym lately.

“I didn’t forget,” I retort. “It’s just that I didn’t know you were going to be here. You scared me.”

Jackson grins to himself again, looking like the smug bastard he is, and walks into the cabin without another word. I follow as quickly as the wet and slippery ground will allow, slamming the door behind me.

Ugh, if I have to spend the week with Jackson too, it’s going to be a nightmare. I thought it was just going to be my brother and me up here, celebrating Christmas in the quiet and solitude of the mountains, far from the hustle and bustle of the city. But no, I can’t even have that, apparently. Blake and I have always been close, despite the fourteen year age gap between us, and I’d been really looking forward to spending the holiday with him in peace.

“Blake asked me to come too when he asked if you guys could use the cabin over the holidays,” Jackson says. “And he’s my best friend. So of course I said yes.”

“Great,” I mutter. 

I stop and look around. Wow, this place really is lavish. It’s got an open-plan kitchen and living room, all kitted out with the latest gadgets, which is a contrast to all the wooden features, and an amazing view out onto the mountains from the floor-to-ceiling windows.

It shouldn’t be a surprise considering how rich and successful Jackson is, though. He’s got his own business, something to do with finance and investments, and if what Blake has told me is true, he’s incredibly good at what he does. It’s made him a lot of money.

I walk over to the large window, letting out a soft gasp as I take in the scenery. It really is beautiful. I love the city, but this is something else. I’m used to being surrounded by the hustle and bustle and crowds. Even though there are cabins dotted all over the place, the landscape makes them look tiny and insignificant. The surrounding mountains tower above us, capped with white. Snow is falling thick and fast, already starting to cover the ground, and it’s peaceful and still, with no noise or cars or people rushing by.

“Do you know when Blake will be arriving?” Jackson asks, pulling me out of my reverie.

I glance at the time on my phone. “I’m not sure. It depends on traffic and the weather, I guess. I know he left about an hour after I did, so hopefully he won’t be too much longer.”

Jackson nods and stares out the window. “Yeah, hopefully. But it looks like we’ve got quite the snowstorm heading our way. He’d better get here as quick as he can because I don’t think the roads are going to be safe for much longer.”

Worry claws at my gut as I think about that. There’s no way I want my brother out in this weather. “I hope he’ll be okay.”

“I’m sure he’ll be fine,” Jackson says, putting a hand on my shoulder. A shiver runs through me at his touch, and I step away.

“I might go take a nap,” I say, trying to ignore the fact that Jackson’s presence is affecting me. “It was a long drive, and it wore me out.”

Jackson nods and takes a seat on one of the sofas, grabbing the TV remote. “Sure thing. I’ll let you know when Blake arrives.”

“Thanks.”

I drag my suitcase up the stairs and go to one of the bedrooms, glad that Jackson’s attention has been taken by the television. It’s only once I’ve closed the door and am alone that I’m able to think clearly again.

I lean against the door, letting out a long breath and shaking my head. Why is it that Jackson’s presence always has this effect on me? I hate that I’m attracted to him, but I can’t help it. He’s the epitome of the sexy, confident, and successful older man, given that he’s thirty-five and I’m only twenty-one. He’s gorgeous, with his tousled brown hair, hazel eyes, and chiseled jawline. But more than that, he’s got the charm and charisma to make me weak at the knees.

I sigh and sit down on the bed. It’s a huge double bed, dressed in white linens, and it looks like the most comfortable bed in the world. It would be so nice to kick off my boots, climb under the covers and have a nap. But I’m too wired to actually sleep. I just wanted to get away from Jackson and needed an excuse.

My mind keeps wandering back to him and I shake my head. It’s always been this way. When Blake introduced me to Jackson three years ago, the moment he laid those hazel eyes on me, a blush had immediately spread across my cheeks and my stomach had erupted in butterflies.

Since then, every time I’ve seen him, the same reaction has happened. It’s like I’m a damn teenager with a crush. Except I have to hide my feelings, because he’s made it all too obvious he’s not interested in me.

With a sigh, I flop onto the bed, staring up at the ceiling as memories of the conversation I overheard between Jackson and Blake a couple of years ago fill my mind. The humiliation is just as bad today as it was then.

Blake had been teasing his friend about my crush on him, which had been embarrassing enough. But when Jackson had told him that he would never go out with me because he just sees me as his friend’s irritating younger sister, I’d been mortified.

Irritating? Yeah, okay, I can understand why someone like Jackson, who is sophisticated and mature, wouldn’t be interested in me. But it had been the fact that he’d called me irritating. It had cut right to the bone.

But what really hurts is the fact that, despite how embarrassed and mortified I’d felt, my crush on him has never diminished. No, it seems to have gotten worse. And it’s so stupid.

I roll over and grab a pillow, hugging it to my chest. This week is going to be so much harder than I anticipated. I hadn’t expected Blake to ask Jackson to join us, even though I probably should have realized that was going to happen. And now, I have to hide how I feel about him while being around him day and night.

It’s going to be a very long and awkward week.


Chapter Two


Jackson:

I can’t focus on the images flickering across the TV screen well enough to work out what the hell is happening in the cheesy Christmas movie that’s currently playing. All I can think about is how close Brianna is. About how it would be so easy to go upstairs and slip into bed with her, and do all kinds of things to her that would have her moaning my name during the throes of ecstasy.

Fuck. Why does she have to be my best friend’s little sister? She is literally the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, and every time she stares at me with her ice-blue eyes, I want to slam my lips against hers and kiss her hard until we’re both gasping for air.

But if I did that, I know I’d have Blake to deal with. He’s always been so protective of Brianna, and I have no doubt that he’d hate her dating someone so much older. The last thing I want to do is ruin our friendship and cause trouble between the two of them.

Once, Blake even teased me about Brianna’s rather obvious crush on me, and asked if I was interested. He’d looked pissed off just at the idea I might want his younger sister, so I’d done the only thing I could think of - told him there was no way I’d be interested, while throwing around a couple of made up insults. It had hurt me to even say the words, but it had seemed better than falling out with my best friend.

I’m starting to regret that choice now. The craving I feel for her is getting overwhelming, and I’ve been considering having an honest conversation with her brother about my feelings for her.

As I think about Brianna, one hand instinctively moves down to my crotch, gripping the thick, hard outline of my erection. I think I’d better get used to being uncomfortably hard if I’m going to spend a week living with the woman of my dreams, unable to touch her or get any relief from this need for her.

I groan and massage myself through my slacks, wondering what Brianna would look like with her long, dark hair unbound and draped across her bare shoulders, wearing nothing but a smile on her face. Would her eyes darken with desire as she stares up at me, biting her lip in anticipation? Would her hands reach for my zipper, or would she just stand there, waiting for me to take charge?

“Fuck,” I growl, working open the fastenings on my pants.

As soon as my cock is free, I wrap my hand around it and begin stroking, letting out a soft groan. It would probably be safer to move into my own bedroom, but Brianna is taking a nap, and I’ll be able to hear Blake’s car when he pulls up.

Right now, the only thing I’m thinking about is how much I wish Brianna was right here beside me, naked and ready. My hand tightens around the base of my dick, and I imagine sliding deep inside her, hearing her soft moans as I fill her, the feeling of her legs wrapping around me.

I stroke myself faster, harder, using the precum leaking from my tip to ease the friction. Pleasure begins to build low in my gut, and I can’t help groaning, wishing it was her tight little pussy milking my dick right now instead of my hand.

Brianna, fuck, I want her.

A creak has me snapping my eyes open, and I look towards the stairs. My heart hammers as Brianna comes into view. Shit. So much for her nap, I guess.

Her mouth is parted slightly and her cheeks are flushed. I know instantly she’s seen what I’m doing, and the realization sends a thrill through me. Her eyes are fixed on my cock, and a wave of heat pulses through me.

“Like what you see?” I ask, raising an eyebrow and stroking myself again.

Brianna lets out a soft gasp, her eyes widening. She doesn’t say anything, though, and her tongue darts out to moisten her lips. I wonder what would happen if I just stood up, crossed the room and took her face in my hands, kissing her and sliding my tongue into her mouth. Would she melt against me, or push me away?

My grip on my dick tightens, and I let out a groan, not able to keep the sounds of my pleasure in check.

“I... ummm... just came down here to tell you I’d had a call from Blake,” she says, her voice little more than a breathless whisper. It’s like she’s transfixed by the sight of my hand moving up and down my cock, and she can’t look away.

My dick throbs in my hands, enjoying the way she’s staring at me like she’d love to have a taste. And while I don’t want to think about her brother at a time like this, it would be rude of me not to ask if he’s safe.

“Is he okay?” I ask in a gruff voice. “Is he almost here?”

Fuck, I hope he’s not too close. I wouldn’t want him walking in on whatever is happening here with his sister.

“He’s had to stop and book in at a hotel on the way. The roads got too bad and he couldn’t make it through all the snow. He won’t be here until the snow is gone, however long that might take.”

The words come out slowly, as if she’s having to concentrate on saying each one individually.

My breath catches in my throat. That means Brianna and I are going to be alone for at least a few days. Maybe I can use that time to get her out of my system. God knows it looks as if she’s in need of the same. A bit of time alone together might do us good.

I release my hold on my dick and stand, slowly stalking towards her. I don’t even bother tucking my erection back into my pants. I like the way she’s staring at it, her pupils blown and her mouth parted.

“Well, that’s a shame,” I murmur, coming to a stop right in front of her.

There’s plenty of space behind her so that she can back up if she wants. But she doesn’t move. I’m so close to her that the head of my cock is almost touching her stomach, and a part of me wonders if she might reach out to touch me.

I want her to. So badly.

She looks up at me, her eyes wide. “What are you doing, Jackson?” she whispers.

I reach out, gently stroking a hand down her cheek before tucking a lock of hair behind her ear.

“I’m doing something I’ve been wanting to do for such a long time,” I tell her, before leaning in and brushing my lips gently against hers.


Chapter Three


Brianna:

My breath hitches in my throat as Jackson’s lips press against mine. His arms wrap around my waist, pulling me closer, and a soft whimper escapes my mouth.

Oh my God, I’m kissing Jackson. My brother’s best friend.

This has been the dream for so long, and now it’s really happening. He tastes sweet and earthy, and his tongue slides into my mouth, tangling with mine. My heart is hammering, and heat is coursing through my veins, pooling low in my belly.

It takes all my willpower to push him away, and when I do, he lets go of me, his expression confused.

“You... you can’t kiss me, Jackson,” I tell him.

He frowns. “Why not? Because of Blake?”

I nod, even though that’s only part of the reason. How am I supposed to let go and enjoy kissing him when I know what he really thinks of me? He must have been lying when he said he’s been wanting this for a long time, and is probably just using it as a way to get me into bed for a quick fuck. After all, he’s gorgeous, confident, and has more money than I could possibly comprehend. He must be used to having women at his beck and call.

Jackson takes a step closer, closing the gap between us once more, and his erection presses against my stomach. He takes another step, then another, until my back hits the wall. When he places his hands on either side of my head; I realize I’m trapped.

But it doesn’t scare me. I’ve known Jackson a long time, and while he might not like me, I know he’d never hurt me. If anything, the sudden feeling of helplessness creates a pulsing warmth between my thighs, and I’m suddenly aware of the slickness there.

“But Blake isn’t here, babygirl,” he says. “And we are going to be stuck here for a few days at least. Maybe we could enjoy that time together, and he would never have to know.”

He leans down and brushes his lips against mine once more. My stomach flips and I try not to lean into him. But when his tongue traces over the seam of my lips, asking for entrance, a moan escapes me and I kiss him back.

My hands go up and tangle in his hair, holding him close, and his own hands go to my waist, gripping me tightly. I can’t believe this is happening. And a part of me knows that this is wrong. Not just because Blake will never forgive me for kissing his best friend, but because I know how much it’s going to hurt me. I know that once this is over, I’ll be heartbroken.

But I can’t seem to stop myself.

“God, baby, you taste so good,” Jackson murmurs against my lips, his voice rough with desire.

His erection is pressing into me, and a throbbing need pulses through my core. This feels like a dream. One that’s so far removed from reality that I have to wonder if it’s actually happening.

I run my fingers down his chest, then lower still, and my breath hitches when I brush against his cock. It’s huge, and he lets out a groan while pushing his hips forward, clearly desperate for more contact.

I take a chance and wrap my hand around his shaft, feeling how hot and hard it is. He lets out a groan, and his hips thrust forward, his cock sliding through the circle of my fingers.

His hands are still on my waist, and they grip me tighter as he kisses me again, harder this time. He devours my mouth, his tongue slipping past my lips and exploring every inch of it. I let out a soft whimper and begin stroking him faster.

“Fuck, that feels so damn good, baby,” he growls.

His hips are moving in time with my strokes, and I can feel the wetness dripping from the head of his cock, easing the way. I’ve never done this before, and I can’t believe how good it feels. His dick is so hard and hot, and it throbs beneath my fingers.

Suddenly, he reaches down and grabs my wrist, stopping me.

“What are you doing?” I ask.

He gives me a lopsided grin, then steps back. My stomach flips as I realize what he wants.

“On your knees,” he says.

I’m surprised by his commanding tone, but strangely turned on. The sensible part of my brain tells me I shouldn’t do this. That he’s only using me for his own gratification while we are alone and that he doesn’t actually want me. But apparently that part of my brain is only tiny compared to the part of me that knows I might only get one opportunity to be with Jackson and I should make the most of it.

So I sink down to my knees, whimpering as his cock bobs in front of my face, so hard and thick and delicious looking. He’s already dripping with precum, and I lick my lips as I look up at him.

“You know what to do, right, babygirl?”

I feel my face grow hot, and instead of answering, I lean towards him and flick the tip of my tongue against the slit, letting the salty taste of his precum fill my senses. Because, no, I don’t know what to do. I’ve never done this before, because there has only ever been one man I wanted, and I always thought he was way out of my league. No other guys could compare to Jackson in my mind, so I never even bothered trying to date.

But I can’t tell him any of that. He’ll just think I’m more immature than he already does, and he’ll never want to do this again. Why would he want an inexperienced woman like me, when he’s probably used to dating older women who know exactly how to please a man?

Jackson groans as I lap at the head of his cock, and his hand slips into my hair, his fingers tangling in the dark locks. His eyes are dark with desire, and the expression on his face makes me feel powerful. God, how am I supposed to resist worshipping him and making him come?

He lets out a hiss when I wrap my lips around him and begin to slowly suck him, taking him deeper and deeper with each bob of my head.

“Fuck, Brianna, you’re doing so good, babygirl,” he growls, his fingers tightening in my hair.

I can feel his cock hitting the back of my throat, and a sense of pride floods through me. He seems to like it, and the sounds coming from him are so erotic.

His hips thrust forward, pushing himself further down my throat. He’s so big, and I have to fight the urge to gag as he slides into my mouth. His hands are still in my hair, holding me in place as he begins to move, fucking my mouth slowly.

“God, babygirl, you look so good with your lips wrapped around my cock,” he groans. “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve imagined this.”

My heart skips a beat. Is he telling the truth? Has he really been thinking about this as much as I have? I don’t dare believe it, but the thought of him wanting me even a fraction as much as I want him is a thrilling one.

Jackson’s movements are growing more frantic, and I can feel him throbbing inside my mouth. He’s so close, and I know that the moment he comes, it will be over. He’ll be sated and I’ll be left aching for him, but not knowing if he’d ever want me like this again.

But I can’t stop now. It’s too late, and all I can do is try to focus on the feeling of his cock sliding in and out of my mouth this one time. His girthy flesh forces me to stretch my lips around him, making me feel so deliciously naughty.

So I suck harder, my cheeks caving in while I stroke my lips up and down his hard length. His hips jerk, and his hands tighten in my hair, pulling slightly.

“Oh fuck, baby,” he gasps, and a moment later, his cock pulses and hot spurts of cum fill my mouth.

He groans, and his fingers dig into my scalp. I swallow everything he gives me, sucking and licking, milking every last drop from him.

When he’s finished, I sit back on my heels, panting and wiping my mouth. My whole body is trembling, and I can’t believe that just happened.

Jackson smiles at me, a lazy smile that sends heat straight to my core. He’s still half-hard, and his cock is glistening with my saliva.

“That was amazing,” he murmurs, reaching down and helping me to my feet.

“Thank you,” I whisper, suddenly feeling shy.

God, why did I give in to temptation like this? Now it’s going to be even more difficult not to follow him around like a love-sick puppy, and he’s just going to find me even more irritating than he already did.

This was such a big mistake.

“Actually, I think I might go and join Blake at the hotel. I’m sure the roads will be good enough just for me to get to him. I hate the thought of him being alone over Christmas.”

A confused expression flickers across Jackson’s face, but I turn on my heels and begin running up the stairs without saying any more.

“Babygirl, it’s not safe,” he says, as he follows me. “You can’t go.”

I rush into the bedroom I’d taken, ready to collect my bag and go, but one look out the window tells me I won’t be going anywhere. The snow is coming down in heavy sheets, and there are already several inches of snow on the ground.

“Shit,” I mutter.

Jackson appears in the doorway, his brow furrowed.

“See, baby, it’s not safe. I’m not letting you go. Now tell me what’s going on. Why are you trying to run away from me after what just happened?”

I turn towards him, jumping slightly when I find him standing so close.

“Shit,” I say again, the word tumbling from my lips with a sigh. It looks like I’m stuck here.

And I’m not sure if that’s a good or bad thing.


Chapter Four


Jackson:

“Brianna, tell me what’s going on,” I say, keeping my tone firm.

It’s clear she’s trying to run away, but the weather is on my side and isn’t letting her. Maybe I misread her reaction earlier, and she didn’t want what just happened.

But that’s not what her body was saying. She’d kissed me back, and seemed to be enjoying herself. The way her mouth felt on me was like nothing I’d ever experienced before, and it had been the single most erotic moment of my life. I’d just been about to return the favor when she’d suddenly jumped up and said she was going to go to her brother.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” she says, tears glistening in her eyes.

“I’m sorry. Did I do something wrong?” I ask.

Her eyes widen, and she shakes her head. “No. Of course not.”

“Then what is it, babygirl? I thought you wanted that to happen. Did I get the wrong idea?”

“No,” she whispers. “I did want it. But I heard the conversation you had with Blake a long time ago. You told him you’d never want to go out with me because you find me irritating. So even though I wanted this, I shouldn’t have let it happen. It was a moment of weakness, and it won’t be happening again.”

The words rush out as if they have a mind of their own, and for a moment, Brianna looks surprised that she opened up about what’s upsetting her. But then she straightens her spine and lifts her chin proudly, looking me in the eye.

Shit, I hadn’t realized she’d heard that conversation with Blake. No wonder she’s so damn confused about the way I approached her just now.

“I’ll make sure to stay out of your way while we’re trapped here, so I won’t annoy you,” she tells me, holding my gaze firmly.

The walls she’s put up between us makes something inside me snap. I rush towards her, pushing her back against the wall and pinning her there with my body while gripping her hair in one fist and tugging it to make her look up at me.

She lets out a gasp, and tries pushing against my chest, but I don’t budge. I’m not going to do anything to hurt her. I just need to knock down her walls so that she’s ready to hear what I’m about to say.

“The fuck you will, babygirl,” I growl. “I couldn’t have been given a better Christmas present than some time alone with you.”

She opens her mouth to say something, but I carry on speaking, and she snaps her jaw shut.

“I’m sorry you overheard that conversation with Blake, but I didn’t mean a word of it. I just didn’t want my best friend working out that I had it bad for his little sister. It was wrong of me to handle it that way, and I’ll be the first to admit it. But I’m crazy about you, babygirl. Please believe that.”

She narrows her eyes, and her hands come up to my chest, pushing against me. Again, I hold my ground.

“I’m not an idiot, Jackson. How could a woman like me ever make you happy, when you’re so much older and so damn successful? I’ve just finished college and I haven’t even got a clue what I want to do with my life. You’re way out of my league and we both know it.”

I groan and lower my head, claiming her lips in a desperate kiss, attempting to show her that she’s wrong about that last part. If anything, she’s way out of my league. She’s young, smart, and beautiful, with her whole life ahead of her. She can be anything she wants, and doesn’t need an older man like me dragging her down. Even though it’s selfish of me, I can’t let her go now I’ve kissed her and touched her, though. It would be impossible.

Brianna tenses in my arms for a moment, but when I swipe my tongue against the seam of her lips, she parts them easily for me and the rest of her seems to melt too. Her moans spill freely as I claim her mouth hungrily, desperate for her to understand how I feel about her. And if she won’t listen to my words, maybe she’ll pay attention to my body language.

She tangles her fingers in the front of my shirt and tugs on it, pulling me closer, while I grip her ass cheeks and lift her feet off the floor, forcing her to wrap her legs around me. I roll my hips, grinding my hard cock against her center through the layers of our clothing.

Fuck, it’s taking all my willpower not to rip our clothes off and sink deep inside her sweet little pussy. But I’m not taking her until she knows for certain how I feel about her. I don’t want her having any doubts or regrets.

When I pull my mouth away from hers, we’re both panting hard.

“You have no idea how fucking sexy you are, babygirl,” I tell her, trailing kisses down her neck. “The things you do to me...”

She whimpers, her breath hitching.

“But you’re more than that. You’re kind and generous and so damn funny. When I’m with you, I’m a better man. And if you don’t believe the words coming from my lips, please believe the actions. Let me worship your body the way it deserves, babygirl.”

Her fingers tangle in my hair, and she holds me in place, her breathing ragged.

“But... what about Blake?” she asks, even as her body reacts to my words. She’s grinding herself against me as if she can’t help herself, and her skin is flushed.

“I’ll explain it all to him. Don’t worry,” I murmur, continuing to kiss and nip at the side of her neck, leaving red patches on her skin. “He’ll have to understand. We’re both adults. We can make our own decisions.”

“You’d do that? You’d tell him the truth?”

“In a heartbeat, babygirl,” I assure her, lifting my head so I can look into her eyes. “Once you’re mine, I’m going to want to tell the whole fucking world about it. There’s no way in hell I’m treating you like a dirty little secret.”

She nods slowly, her lips darting out to wet lips that are swollen from my kisses. 

“Promise me you mean it, Jackson,” she whispers. “Don’t make me believe this now, only for me to find out it’s all lies further down the line.”

I hold back a sigh. It’s no wonder she’s struggling to believe me when she’d been carrying this secret pain around for so long. But I’m not about to let her go.

“I promise, babygirl,” I growl. “As soon as this snow is gone, I’m going to go and straighten this all out with Blake. But in the meantime, I’m going to spend every damn second we’re alone, proving how much I care about you. You have my word on that.”

Brianna lets out a moan and brings her lips back to mine, kissing me with an intensity that matches the desire running through me. Fuck, she tastes so good. Feels so damn perfect in my arms. She was made for me, and I was a fucking fool for waiting so long.

I break the kiss, pressing my forehead to hers and looking deep into her eyes.

“Now, can I take you to bed and show you exactly how good it can be between us?”

She bites her bottom lip and nods.

“Please,” she says, her voice no more than a whisper. “I need you.”

That’s all I need to hear.

I walk towards the bed, keeping her in my arms, ready to show her exactly how much pleasure her body is capable of.

Because Brianna deserves it all.

And I intend to give it to her.


Chapter Five


Brianna:

Jackson places me on the bed, following and covering me with his large frame, making me feel so small and protected. His fingers trail down the side of my face, and the look in his eyes is so tender it makes my heart skip a beat.

“You’re so damn beautiful,” he murmurs, leaning down and brushing his lips against mine. “And so incredibly sexy.”

I let out a whimper and pull him closer, kissing him back and tangling my fingers in his hair. His mouth moves down to the side of my neck, and he begins nibbling and sucking the skin there, sending sparks of electricity through me.

His hands cup my breasts, massaging them through my clothes, and I moan loudly. I’ve never felt like this before. It’s almost as if I’m floating on air, and everything feels so good.

“God, babygirl,” Jackson growls, his fingers fumbling with the buttons on my shirt. “I can’t wait to taste your sweet little pussy.”

His words send a thrill through me, and my core clenches, desperate for attention. Once my shirt is open, he cups one of my breasts, his thumb circling the nipple. His skin is hot against mine, almost branding me with his touch, and I can’t get enough of it.

He leans down and licks my nipple through the fabric of my bra, making me squirm beneath him. It’s so damn erotic, and I’m already wet and throbbing for him.

He reaches behind me and undoes the clasp, pulling the garment free and tossing it aside. My nipples harden under his gaze, and he groans, leaning down and taking one of the buds into his mouth. He sucks hard, and a surge of pleasure rushes through me. I wrap my arms around him, one hand cupping the back of his head to keep him close. I can’t believe how good it feels just to have his mouth on my breast. If it keeps getting better, I might not even survive the experience.

But it would be totally worth it.

Jackson releases my nipple and moves lower, kissing and licking a path down my stomach. My muscles contract as he moves closer to the waistband of my jeans, and a wave of anticipation washes over me.

“I can’t wait to see what you taste like, Brianna,” he growls, unzipping the pants and tugging them down my legs.

My heart is pounding, and I’m practically shaking with desire. Oh god, what if he doesn’t like the way I taste? What if he finds me disgusting down there?

But before the thoughts can completely overwhelm me, Jackson buries his face between my thighs, inhaling deeply. There’s no doubt in my mind that he can feel how wet my panties are. Not when his nose is pressed right up against them, nuzzling against my slit. And maybe I should be embarrassed about that, but right now, my mind feels like it’s melting and thinking about anything at all for too long is getting difficult.

“You smell so fucking good, babygirl,” he murmurs.

He pulls my panties down and off, then spreads my legs wide. If I’d been worried that he wouldn’t like what he saw, those worries disappear in an instant when his eyes go dark with desire and a low groan escapes his lips.

“Fuck,” he growls, dipping his head between my thighs again. “I can’t believe how damn lucky I am. Look at this perfect little pussy.”

And then his tongue is on me, licking up the length of my slit, and all coherent thought flies out of my mind. He swirls his tongue around my clit, making my hips buck, and I grip the sheets tightly in both hands.

“God, you taste so fucking sweet, babygirl,” he moans, and the vibration of his voice against my sensitive flesh is almost enough to send me over the edge.

I’m breathing heavily, my skin flushed and damp with sweat. I can feel myself clenching, desperate for his attention between my thighs. And luckily for me, he seems content to just keep licking and sucking my clit, driving me higher and higher with each stroke of his tongue.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growls.

“I’m sorry,” I pant, unsure of what else to say.

“Sorry?” he asks, lifting his head and raising an eyebrow. My wetness is glistening on his lips and all around his mouth, and something about the sight of him like that makes me whimper. “Don’t be sorry. It’s fucking hot.”

And then his mouth is on me again, and all I can focus on is the way his tongue feels against my clit, stroking and teasing the bundle of nerves until I’m ready to explode.

Two thick fingers press against my entrance, and he slides them inside me, stretching me open. The sensation is incredible, and I can’t help but grind against him, desperate for more. He pumps his fingers in and out, curling them to hit a spot deep inside that makes my vision blur and stars dance behind my eyes.

“Oh god,” I moan, writhing against him.

He continues to lick and suck my clit while his fingers work their magic inside me, and it’s almost too much to handle. I’m so close, and all it takes is a few more strokes of his tongue and the feeling of him rubbing that sensitive spot inside me, and then I’m falling over the edge, my orgasm ripping through me like a tidal wave.

I cry out his name, my body convulsing, and he continues his movements, drawing out the pleasure for as long as possible. When I finally come back down to earth, he’s still licking me, but more slowly now, almost as if he can’t get enough.

“That was... amazing,” I gasp, trying to catch my breath.

“Babygirl, we’ve only just begun,” he growls, and a fresh wave of desire rushes through me.

He crawls up my body, his lips seeking mine and kissing me hungrily. I can taste myself on him, and the thought is so erotic, it sends a shiver down my spine.

I begin clawing at his clothes, desperate to feel his skin against mine. He pulls back long enough to remove his shirt, and I run my hands over his muscular chest, marveling at the way his skin feels beneath my fingers.

He’s so big and strong, and I can’t believe that he wants me. It’s like a dream come true, and I’m not ready to wake up yet.

Jackson kisses me again, his tongue plunging into my mouth as his hands roam over my body. His touch is electric, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. I can’t get enough, and I arch my back, pressing myself closer to him.

He pulls away to stand by the edge of the bed, a smirk on his lips as his hands move to the button on his pants. He makes quick work of removing them, and then he’s standing before me, naked and proud.

His cock is enormous, and I swallow hard, suddenly nervous. There’s no way that’s going to fit inside me, is there?

“Jackson,” I say, the panic rising up inside me. “I... I haven’t... and I...”

The words won’t come out, and I can’t look at him.

“What’s wrong, babygirl?” he asks, his tone gentle as he sits on the edge of the bed beside me.

“I haven’t done this before,” I finally blurt out, my cheeks flaming. “And you’re... you’re so big. It’s going to hurt, right? If it even fits at all.”

His lips curl up into a grin, and I feel my face grow even hotter.

“Oh, Brianna, you are so fucking good for a man’s ego.” He chuckles softly, then cups my face in his hands. “God, I love the fact that I’m going to be your first, babygirl. And I promise you that I’m going to make this feel so damn good for you. Do you trust me to take care of you?”

I nod, a lump forming in my throat.

“Yes,” I whisper.

“Good girl.”

He leans down and captures my lips in another kiss, and the tension drains from my body. How can a single kiss from him make everything feel so right?

Jackson deepens the kiss, his tongue sliding into my mouth, and I moan against him, the feeling of his lips on mine sending waves of desire crashing through me. He lays down on top of me, the weight of his body pressing me into the mattress, and his hard cock rubs against my sensitive flesh.

He rolls his hips, grinding his length against my clit, and I whimper, already desperate for more. He teases me like this, kissing me and touching me, and all I can do is cling to him and let the sensations wash over me.

I can feel my desire building again, the pleasure mounting with each passing moment. Jackson’s hands are everywhere, roaming over my body, and his kisses are demanding, leaving me breathless and aching for more.

Finally, he reaches between us, gripping his length and guiding it to my entrance. He pauses, breaking the kiss and looking into my eyes.

“Are you ready, babygirl?”

“Yes,” I breathe, and he presses forward, the tip of his cock pushing inside me.

It’s a tight fit, and he moves slowly, inch by inch, giving me time to adjust to his size. He kisses me softly, his touch tender and reassuring, and I relax into him, letting him stretch and fill me.

When he’s fully sheathed inside me, he stills, his eyes burning with lust and desire.

“You feel so fucking good, Brianna,” he growls.

My inner walls are clenching around his length, and I can’t help but moan at the feeling of fullness. He starts moving then, his thrusts slow and steady, and the friction is delicious, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me.

I can’t believe how good it feels, and I cling to him, my nails digging into his back. He picks up the pace, his thrusts growing deeper and more powerful, and the sounds of our ragged breaths and moans fill the room.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he grunts. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I can’t find the words to respond, my mind foggy with desire. All I can do is hold on to him as he drives into me, each stroke pushing me closer to the edge.

I can feel my orgasm building, and I know it’s going to be even more intense than the last one. Jackson slides a hand between our bodies, his fingers finding my clit and rubbing it in tight circles. The extra stimulation is enough to send me careening over the edge.

I cry out his name, my body shuddering with pleasure as my climax rips through me. Jackson continues to thrust into me, keeping the same steady pace, drawing out my orgasm for as long as possible.

Finally, he loses control, his movements becoming more frantic and erratic. He buries himself inside me one final time, his cock pulsing and his release flooding my womb.

He collapses on top of me, panting and gasping for breath. I wrap my arms around him, holding him close. My heart is racing, and I can’t believe how incredible it felt.

“God, babygirl,” he murmurs, his breath tickling my ear. “That was... fuck, I can’t even describe it. It was better than anything I could have ever imagined.”

I blush at the praise, and he lifts his head, kissing me softly.

“Thank you,” I whisper, not knowing what else to say.

He rolls off me, pulling me against his side and stroking my hair. I rest my head on his chest, listening to the sound of his heartbeat, and feeling sated and content.

I never want this moment to end.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” Jackson whispers, his voice full of awe. “And you’re mine now, Brianna. No one else gets to have you. Not while I’m around.”

His words send a thrill through me. The idea that he’s possessive over me, that he wants to claim me and keep me all for himself... it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.

“Yours,” I agree, nuzzling into his chest. “Always yours.”

As I drift off to sleep, wrapped in Jackson’s arms, I can’t help but smile.


Chapter Six


Jackson:

It’s late Christmas Eve and the fire crackles beside us, Christmas music filling the air while we sit on the living room floor and play cards. Outside, snow still blankets the ground, although the storm has stopped now, so it’s only a matter of time before we will be forced to return to reality. But for now, I’m planning to make the most of my time with Brianna.

I watch as she squints down at her hand, lips pursed in concentration, and I have to fight the urge to lean across and claim that pretty mouth of hers with a deep kiss. Instead, I watch her as she tries to read me. She thinks she’s hiding it, but she’s a smart cookie and I can see her gears turning.

“Come on, just fold,” I say, trying to hide a grin. “We both know you’re bluffing, babygirl.”

She scoffs and rolls her eyes, and all attempts at holding my grin back suddenly fail. Brianna is just too fucking adorable not to be smiling like a fool all the time.

“That’s big talk from a man who only has three cards left,” she fires back. “Pretty sure you’re the one who’s bluffing.”

I laugh and shake my head, denying her accusation. Although seeing her so happy and confident feels way better than any win ever could.

“Oh, I don’t need to bluff,” I say with a shrug. “I’m just waiting for you to accept defeat. No need to draw it out.”

“Oh, we’re drawing it out,” she says, holding my gaze as she picks up her next card with an exaggerated flourish. “I’ve got all night to savor this victory, and I’m pretty sure I’ve got you right where I want you.”

I tilt my head, studying her. “Oh, yeah? I drop my voice, just enough to see her react, watching the hint of color rising to her cheeks. “And where’s that exactly?”

She arches an eyebrow, grinning at me like the cat who’s got the cream. “Sitting there, watching as I win. Again. I think that’s the third game in a row?”

“Mmm, or maybe, I could just get you right where I want you, and we’ll both end up winners,” I suggest, raising an eyebrow.

Her cheeks flush, and she swallows hard, her eyes darting down to the cards in my hand, then back up to my face.

“Are you trying to distract me from winning, Jackson?”

“Me?” I answer, one corner of my lip curling up into a little smirk. “I’d never do that. But you know I’m right.”

Her gaze flicks back and forth between me and her cards, as if she’s trying to decide which to choose. But luckily for Brianna, I’ve already made up my mind. I place my own cards down on the floor, then reach across and pluck her cards out of her hand. Her eyes are wide as she watches me, and she captures her lower lip between her teeth in that way I’ve always found so adorable.

With my hands on her hips, I drag her onto my lap, facing me, so that her legs are on either side of mine. She lets out a little yelp as she lands in my lap, but the surprise soon gives way to something else.

“Now, isn’t this a much better place to be, babygirl?” I ask, my voice low and husky.

Brianna nods slowly, her lips parting as she breathes heavily. I cup her breast in my hand, grinning as I feel her nipple pebble into a hard little bud with only the slightest touch. She’s wearing one of my flannel shirts, which is far too big for her, along with a pair of black leggings, and I already know I could get used to seeing her walking around in my clothing. It’s so fucking sexy.

Her lips part, and a soft little gasp escapes her as she begins squirming. With each movement, her hot little pussy rubs against my cock, making it grow painfully hard inside my jeans.

I love the way she always turns to putty in my hands. There’s something so damn beautiful about her giving up her power and trusting me with her pleasure.

I slide my hand up higher to grip her long hair in my fist, using it to tilt her head backwards so I can drag my tongue over the bruise on the side of her neck.

“Mmmm, you look so damn good wearing my marks, babygirl,” I growl. “I might have to cover you in a few more love bites before we leave this place.”

She laughs and wriggles temptingly in my lap, forcing a groan from my lips. “Okay, but maybe you could put them somewhere a little less conspicuous than my neck next time? Otherwise, everyone will think you’ve been trying to eat me alive.”

I snicker and nod. “I could definitely be on board with marking you in all kinds of places, Brianna. But you already know my favorite place to eat you.”

I slide a hand between her thighs, rubbing at her heated core through her leggings.

“Oh god,” she whimpers, circling her hips so she can grind herself against my fingers.

“But I think my babygirl needs more than that right now. I think she needs my cock inside her needy pussy. Am I right?”

“Yes,” she moans. “It’s been far too long since you were last inside me.”

I glance at the large clock hanging on the cabin wall and can’t hold back a laugh. “Babygirl, it’s been two hours.”

A shy little smile tugs at her luscious lips. “And that’s too long, Jackson.”

I land a playful smack on her ass. “Then stand up and take your leggings off. But you can leave the shirt on. I like seeing you in my clothes.”

Brianna scrambles to her feet, and I unfasten my pants so I can pull out my dick while she slides her leggings off. Then, in a matter of seconds, she straddling me once more, lowering herself down onto my cock.

Once again, I’m bare inside her, nothing between us at all. Seeing as she’s never once complained about the lack of contraception, I’m guessing she must be on birth control. And while that’s probably a conversation I should be having with her, I don’t. Because I love the thought of her walking around with my baby inside her, and I’m determined to knock her up as quickly as possible.

In which case, I will need to talk to her about it, so I can make sure she stops taking whatever she’s using.

But when Brianna begins moving up and down on my cock, all thoughts flee from my head and all I can do is focus on her. On the death grip her tight little pussy has got on my cock. On the sweet sounds of her whimpers and moans.

“Fuck, babygirl. You feel so damn good. I love being inside you,” I growl, grabbing her hips and helping her to move.

I watch her, mesmerized by the way she moves. The top few buttons on her shirt are unfastened, giving me the perfect view of her cleavage bouncing with each movement, and her long hair cascades around her. She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and the fact that she’s mine makes it even better.

“Jackson, please,” she whines. “I need more. I need it harder.”

I chuckle and squeeze her ass. “So impatient, babygirl. But I guess since you’re begging so prettily, I’ll give you what you want.”

I push her down and slam my hips up into her, driving myself deeper than before. She cries out, her inner walls clenching around me, and I repeat the motion, fucking her with everything I’ve got.

“Yes!” She cries out, her head falling back and her hair spilling over her shoulders. “More, please. Just like that. God, I love the way you fuck me.”

Her dirty talk drives me wild, and I growl, my grip on her hips tightening as I pound into her, giving her exactly what she wants.

“Yeah, you like it when I fuck you like this, don’t you, babygirl? When I take control and show you who owns that tight little pussy.”

“Yes, I do,” she moans. “God, yes.”

Her breathy voice is filled with lust and desire, and the knowledge that she’s loving this almost as much as me sends a surge of pleasure straight to my dick.

I continue fucking her hard and fast, relishing the feeling of her wet heat enveloping me. She’s so fucking responsive, her body reacting to every touch, every kiss, every thrust, and it’s an incredible feeling. Knowing that I can bring her such pleasure is enough to make my cock twitch inside her.

I can’t get enough of her, and I want to devour her whole. To consume her and claim her. To make her mine in every way possible.

I reach up, tugging the top of her shirt aside and exposing her nipple. Leaning forward, I swirl my tongue around the sensitive peak, and Brianna lets out a cry, her hands gripping my hair as her body shudders with pleasure.

“Fuck, Jackson,” she gasps. “That feels so good.”

I grin against her skin and suck her nipple into my mouth, teasing her with my tongue and teeth until she’s riding me at a frantic pace. I’m so close to coming, and I can tell she’s right on the edge too, her inner walls fluttering around my length as her breath comes in ragged gasps.

“Jackson, oh god, I’m going to...”

Her words trail off as her climax hits, and her whole body tenses. Her pussy clamps down around me, squeezing me like a vice, and it’s too much. With a guttural roar, I explode inside her, pumping my release into her depths.

“Fuck, yes!” I snarl, the pleasure rolling through me in waves.

I keep fucking her, drawing out her orgasm and milking every last drop of pleasure from both of us. We collapse into a panting, sweaty heap, and I can’t stop smiling.

“Holy shit, babygirl,” I gasp, trying to catch my breath. “That was amazing. You’re amazing.”

Brianna giggles and nuzzles against me, her face flushed and her eyes bright.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she teases.

Our afterglow is quickly ruined by the sound of a truck pulling up outside.

Brianna looks at me, the shocked expression on her face mirroring my own.

“Fuck,” I mutter, before we untangle our limbs and rise to our feet, scrambling to make ourselves look semi-decent at least.

I quickly tuck my dick into my pants and pull up the zip, but Brianna only has time to fumble with a few of the open buttons on my shirt. When the door opens to reveal Blake standing there, my babygirl still hasn’t had time to pull on her leggings, and I thank my lucky stars that at least my flannel shirt is big enough on her that it almost comes down to mid-thigh.

Blake’s smile quickly disappears as he looks back and forth between me and his sister, and if it isn’t obvious enough what we were doing, his features contort with rage when his gaze lands on the mark on Brianna’s neck.

Fuck.


Chapter Seven


Brianna:

The look on Blake’s face sends a shiver of dread down my spine. He looks angrier than I’ve ever seen him, and for a moment, I think he’s about to attack Jackson.

“What the fuck is going on here?” he snarls. “I did my best to get here so we could spend Christmas together tomorrow, but it looks like you two would have been happier without me.”

His fists are clenched, and his jaw is tight. I’ve seen him angry before, but never like this. It’s clear that he’s beyond pissed, and I don’t blame him. This is a lot for him to take in.

“Blake, it’s not what it looks like,” I say, holding up a hand to try and placate him.

“It’s not what it looks like? Really, Brianna? So you weren’t just fucking my best friend?”

My cheeks flush, and I avert my gaze, not able to meet his eyes.

“Yeah, I thought as much,” Blake mutters, before turning his attention to Jackson. “I can’t believe you’d do this, man. With my damn sister, of all people.”

“Look, Blake,” Jackson says, his jaw tense like he’s bracing for impact. “I’m sorry you had to find out this way, but...”

“But what?” Blake interrupts. “She’s had a crush on you for so long, and as soon as the two of you were alone, you took advantage of that so you could get a quick fuck. I never would have believed you could do something like that, Jackson. She’s fourteen years younger than you, only twenty-one while you’re a full grown man, and you took advantage.”

A look of rage passes over Jackson’s face and he takes a step towards Blake. With my heart pounding in my chest, I rush forward, placing myself between them. I have no doubt they’d both be willing to hurt each other over this, but neither of them would ever hurt me, so if I have to put myself in the middle, I will.

“He didn’t take advantage of me,” I say firmly to Blake. “I know you’re just trying to look out for me, but I’m an adult too, even if you don’t see me that way, and I’m perfectly capable of making my own decisions. I love Jackson, and I trust him not to hurt me.”

“What?” Jackson says from behind me, sounding shocked, and I suddenly realize I’ve never told him that before.

I turn towards him, a shaky smile on my lips. “I love you, Jackson,” I repeat.

A wide smile spreads across his face before he scoops me up in his arms and twirls me round. “I love you too, babygirl,” he says as he sets me back down on my feet. “So damn much.”

Blake huffs. “Please, spare me this cute little scene. I’m not buying it. I know you love him, Brianna. That’s been fucking obvious since the moment you met him when you were eighteen. But you, Jackson, you’ve never once shown the slightest bit of interest in my sister. You expect me to believe you love her?”

“I do,” Jackson replies firmly, without the slightest hint of hesitation in his voice. “As soon as you introduced me to her, I fell for her. I’d been trying to resist my feelings, knowing how protective you are of her and that you’d probably never approve of her dating someone older. But I can’t hide it anymore, Blake. I’m crazy about your sister, and I want to spend the rest of my life with her.”

Despite the adrenaline that’s pumping through my body, something inside me melts at his words. I want to spend the rest of my life with him, too.

Blake’s eyes dart back and forth between us, his brow furrowed. “This is a fucking joke, right?”

“No, it’s not,” Jackson replies. “We’re in love. And we want to be together.”

“And I want your approval,” I add, hoping my brother will come round to the idea.

I’d hate to have to choose between the two of them, and if he’s truly against me dating Jackson, then I’m not sure what I’ll do.

“Please tell me you were at least careful,” he says. “If this isn’t serious to you, Jackson, and you knocked up my little sister, I swear to god...”

My sharp gasp cuts him off, and two pairs of eyes swivel towards me. Panic rises up inside me, clawing at my throat and making it difficult to speak.

“Oh no,” I whisper.

Jackson grabs my arms, turning me to face him. “What’s wrong, Brianna? You’ve gone white as a sheet. Tell me what’s going on.”

I look over at Blake for a second, wishing he wasn’t here for this conversation, but I can’t see him leaving us alone to talk this out. So I lower my voice to a whisper.

“I’m so sorry,” I say, turning my attention back to Blake. “With everything that’s happened the last couple of days, I forgot to take my birth control pill. What if... I mean...”

Jackson surprises me as a huge smile breaks out over his face. “It’s okay, babygirl. If you are pregnant, then I’ll be the happiest man on the whole damn planet. This is forever, Brianna, and I want to start a family with you. The sooner the better, as far as I’m concerned.”

My eyes fill with tears at his words, and I throw my arms around him, burying my face in his chest. “Really? You’d be happy if I was pregnant?”

“Of course,” he answers, his voice husky. “I’d be thrilled. There’s nothing I want more than to be a father, and to see you carrying my baby would be the best thing in the world.”

I glance over at Blake, whose mouth is hanging open in shock.

“You’re really fucking okay with this, Jackson? It’s not just some dumb spur-of-the-moment decision, is it?”

Jackson shakes his head, his arm tightening around me. “Nope. I’m one hundred percent serious, Blake. I love your sister and want to marry her. I want to start a family with her. Whatever I have to do to prove that I’m serious about her, I’ll do it. Just tell me what I have to do.”

Blake’s expression softens slightly, and he sighs. “Just take care of her, Jackson. And don’t you dare break her heart. Because if you do, I’ll break your fucking legs.”

A smile breaks out over Jackson’s face, and he holds a hand out for Blake to shake. “You got yourself a deal, man. I’ll always take care of her. She’s everything to me.”

Blake shakes his hand, and even though his lips are set in a hard line, he gives Jackson a small nod of acknowledgement.

“So, does this mean you’re okay with me dating Jackson?” I ask tentatively.

Blake’s lips twitch, and a ghost of a smile passes over his lips. “Yeah, it does. Even if I’m not completely on board with the idea, I can’t stand in the way of true love.”

A wide smile spreads over my face, and I reach out to hug my brother. He pulls me into his arms, holding me tightly.

“Thank you,” I whisper. “I’m so happy. I love you.”

“Love you too, sis,” he murmurs. “Just promise me you’ll be safe and happy.”

“I will be,” I promise.

And as I glance up at Jackson, who’s watching us with a warm smile, I know without a doubt that I’ll never be anything less than blissfully happy with him by my side.


Chapter Eight


Jackson:

“Merry Christmas, babygirl,” I say, beaming from ear to ear.

It’s still early in the morning, and as far as I know, Blake isn’t awake yet, but I’m eager for some time alone with my girl before we get swept up in the festivities of the day.

Her eyelids flutter open, a confused expression on her face for a few seconds before her eyes land on my face. A sleepy smile creeps across her lips.

“Merry Christmas, Jackson,” she says, her voice still thick with sleep. “What time is it?”

I glance at the clock on the nightstand. “Six o’clock.”

She lets out a soft groan. “Why are you waking me up so early? Are you always this excited on Christmas morning?”

Despite her complaints, there’s still a small smile teasing at the corners of her lips. 

“Not always,” I admit. “But this is our first Christmas together, and I’ve got something special I wanted to give you while we’re still alone.”

She arches a brow, looking intrigued. “What is it?”

“Well, if I tell you, it’s not much of a surprise,” I tease.

I climb out of bed, hating the fact that I have to lose the cozy warmth of her body curled against mine, even if it’s only for a few seconds. She sits up, leaning back against the headboard, and watches me curiously as I retrieve a small black velvet box from my luggage bag.

I return to the bed, handing her the present. My hands are trembling, and there’s a knot in the pit of my stomach, but not for any bad reason. No, the nerves coursing through me are excitement. Anticipation.

Because I’m hoping she’ll love the gift I picked out for her.

“Can I open it now?” she asks, and her bright eyes light up with curiosity.

“Of course,” I answer, before sitting down next to her on the bed.

She carefully opens the lid of the box, and a small gasp escapes her as she spots the diamond ring nestled inside. It’s a princess cut solitaire with a platinum band, and when I saw it in the jewelers, I knew it would look beautiful on her finger.

“Is this...?”

She trails off, but I can hear the unspoken question hanging in the air. Is this an engagement ring?

“Yes,” I say, giving her a smile. “I know it might be a little too soon, but I saw that ring in a jewelry store a year ago and knew it was made for you. And I’ve just been carrying it around and waiting for the right time to ask you to be my wife. And now, I think it’s finally the perfect moment.”

Her eyes are brimming with tears, and her voice is shaky as she speaks.

“So,” I say, lowering to one knee beside the bed, “will you marry me and make me the happiest man on Earth?”

She is silent for a few seconds, and the knot in the pit of my stomach grows, but then her face breaks out into a wide grin, and she nods.

“Yes, Jackson. Of course I’ll marry you!”

Relief washes over me, and I move up onto the bed, pulling her into my arms and kissing her deeply. When the kiss breaks, I take the ring out of the box and slide it onto her finger. It fits perfectly, and the sight of it on her hand is enough to make me grin even wider.

“It’s beautiful,” she whispers.

“Just like you,” I murmur, planting another kiss on her lips.

She wraps her arms around me, parting her lips so I can deepen the kiss. My hands roam her body, slipping beneath my oversized T-shirt she’s wearing and caressing her skin. Her hands tangle in my hair, and when she pulls away from the kiss, there’s a mischievous look in her eyes.

“I didn’t bring you a gift, because I didn’t know you were going to be here. But I can think of something to give you that you might enjoy.”

“Oh, yeah? And what would that be?”

I don’t have to wait long for an answer. Brianna pushes me backwards so I’m lying flat on my back, and then she moves lower down the bed, kneeling between my legs. She tugs my boxers down, freeing my hard cock. Then she leans forward, swirling her tongue around the tip.

I groan, and my cock twitches, aching to be inside her. She wraps her lips around me, taking me deeper, and my fingers grip the sheets, trying to resist the urge to grab her head and fuck her mouth.

“Fuck, babygirl,” I growl.

“I know it’s no engagement ring,” she says, smiling playfully up at me. “But hopefully it will do until we get home and I can get you a real gift.”

“I can think of no better present than you agreeing to marry me,” I assure her. “This is just the icing on the cake for me.”

She takes me back into her mouth, sucking and licking and swirling her tongue around the tip, until my cock is throbbing and aching for release. But, as good as her mouth feels, I need more this morning.

“Come here,” I command.

She climbs onto my lap, straddling me, and I grab the hem of the T-shirt, pulling it over her head. Her breasts bounce free, and I run my hands over them, teasing her nipples.

“So fucking beautiful,” I murmur.

“Fuck me, Jackson,” she pleads.

“With pleasure, babygirl.”

I wrap an arm around her waist, flipping us over until she’s flat on her back beneath me. She spreads her legs, inviting me in, and I line myself up at her entrance. She’s dripping wet already, and as soon as I thrust inside her, her pussy clenches around me.

“Fuck,” she moans.

Her legs wrap around me, her heels digging into the small of my back, urging me to go deeper, harder, faster. And I’m more than happy to oblige, giving her everything she needs and more.

I fuck her hard and fast, slamming into her again and again, and the sounds of her moans fill the air. I know we have to be quiet, with someone else in the cabin now, so I lean down, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss.

When the kiss breaks, she’s panting, her face flushed and her eyes wild with desire. She’s close, and I can feel her tightening around me, her orgasm almost within reach.

“I’m so close,” she gasps.

“So am I, babygirl. Come for me. Let me feel you come all over my cock.”

She whimpers, and her nails dig into my back, scratching and clawing as her climax hits. Her whole body shudders and shakes, and her pussy squeezes my cock, pushing me over the edge with her.

“Fuck, Brianna,” I groan, my release surging through me and filling her with my seed.

“Oh god,” she moans.

I pump in and out of her, riding out our orgasms, and then collapse on top of her, breathing heavily.

“Wow,” she murmurs, once we’ve both caught our breath.

“I second that,” I agree.

I roll off her, gathering her into my arms and pulling her against me. Her head rests on my chest, and I can’t help but smile.

“Best Christmas ever,” she whispers, a sleepy smile spreading over her lips.

“Yeah, it is,” I reply, stroking her hair. “And this is just the start of many, many, wonderful Christmases together.”

I pull her into my arms, holding her tightly as we both drift in and out of sleep for a little longer. And all I can think about is how fucking happy I am that Brianna agreed to be my wife. Because this is the best gift I could have asked for, and now I’ll have my girl by my side forever.


Epilogue


Brianna:

Six months later:

When the piano starts with the familiar tune, I know it’s time. My dad gives me a reassuring smile and takes hold of my hand, placing it gently on his folded arm.

“You ready?” he asks.

I nod my head, too overwhelmed with emotion to speak.

Dad smiles at me, and we begin walking down the aisle of the small chapel. Every seat is filled, and every pair of eyes is focused on me. But there’s only one person whose gaze I’m aware of. Jackson.

He’s standing up by the altar, looking dashing in his suit and tie, and a warm smile spreads across his face when he sees me. He’s the most handsome man I’ve ever laid eyes on, and I can’t believe he’s about to become my husband.

Blake stands beside him, as his best man, and he gives me a reassuring smile. Despite his initial misgivings, he’s fully on board with our relationship now, and has been incredibly supportive. Now I have two protective men watching over me, and that’s only got more intense ever since I found out I was pregnant. Apparently Jackson had got me knocked up during our time snowed in together, and as promised, he was absolutely thrilled with the news.

My dad leads me down the aisle and when we reach the front, he places a kiss on my cheek and leaves me standing with Jackson. The priest begins the ceremony, but all I can think about is the fact that my dream of being Jackson’s wife is finally coming true.

And as he slips a ring onto my finger and the priest pronounces us husband and wife, I’ve never been happier.

“I love you, Mrs. Carter,” Jackson whispers.

“I love you too, Mr. Carter.”

And then he kisses me. His lips brush mine, and even though we’re surrounded by family and friends, and everyone is cheering and clapping, in that moment, it’s just the two of us, lost in our own little bubble of pure joy.

“I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you, babygirl.”

“Me too,” I whisper.

He takes my hand, leading me out of the chapel, and the two of us walk side-by-side into the rest of our lives together, as husband and wife.
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The Silver Fox’s Obsession

Ever since my ex ran out on me and our baby, I've focused everything I have on working and looking after my daughter. But I need a nanny to help with the heavy load of being a single father, and my best friend suggests that maybe his adult daughter can help me out.

I haven't seen Camille since she was a kid herself, but now she's all grown up and she's turned into a real beauty. She steals my heart in a way that nobody else ever has before from the first moment I lay eyes on her, and now all I can think about is how badly I need her.

I crave to possess Camille. To claim her as mine.

But I have to fight these twisted thoughts or risk losing my closest friend.

I'm not sure how long I can fight this obsessive desire I feel for her, though.
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The CEO’s Pretty Plaything

As soon as I meet the hot, older CEO I'll be working up close and personal with as a PA, I fall for him in a heartbeat. Not only is he rich and successful, but he's so handsome that I get butterflies in my tummy whenever I look at him.

Knowing that I can't afford a new work wardrobe, Brett offers to take me shopping. It's here that he admits to feeling the same spark of attraction I do. He encourages me to try on all kinds of revealing outfits, while telling me that he's going to dress me up like a doll and turn me into his pretty plaything.

It's wrong, and I should protest.

But how can I, when he's offering me everything I've ever dreamed of since we met?

I crave to please him, and I don't care how many of his employees stand and watch while I obey his commands and give him everything he could desire.
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Her Fertile First Time: The Complete Series

Five sizzling hot short stories about young women giving their first time to a forbidden older man. Each story has a dominant alpha male who is intent on breeding the woman he craves, and they won’t let anyone stand in their way.


About the Author


Willow Watkins loves to write spicy age gap stories.

Sometime the stories will be filthy erotica, and other times, they will be much more romantic. But either way, you'll always find dominant, sexy, powerful older men who are obsessed with our younger female heroines. Because, isn't that the dream???

Forbidden love, cherries popping, baby-making, and sometimes lactation, are common themes in her stories too.

But one thing is guaranteed... her characters will always get their happy ever after, even if it is a rather filthy one.

Find Willow online at https://allmylinks.com/willow-watkins
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