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Chapter 1 – The Kiss (Brandi)

The raindrops pattered against the windshield as I drove down the winding road. The world outside was a blur of green and gray, but the sound of the rain was soothing. The air was cool and fresh, and the scent of wet earth filled my nostrils. The rain had washed away the dust and grime of the city, leaving everything looking clean and new.  I loved driving in the rain like this.

As I drove, I felt a sense of peace and contentment. Getting away for the weekend would help me clear my head.  The rain had a way of washing away all my worries and cares, leaving me feeling refreshed and renewed. If I could only get him out of my mind though…

Reaching for the dial, I turned up the radio and let the music fill the car. The sound of the rain mixed with the melody, creating a beautiful symphony. I sang along, feeling the words deep in my soul. Again I felt his lips on mine.  His hands on my body.

As I drove, I couldn’t help but smile as I thought about that night with Jacob. It had been raining just like this.  The rain had transformed the world into a magical place, and I was lucky enough to be a part of it. I knew that the rain wouldn’t last forever, but I was grateful for the moment of peace and beauty that it had brought me.

A little voice inside my head reminded me that I had to keep my hands off my best friend's stepdad. I knew it was wrong, but I couldn't help the way I felt whenever he was around.  It wasn’t just his chiseled jawline or piercing blue eyes that drew me in, but also his easy laughter and genuine kindness. Every time I saw him, my heart skipped a beat.

It wasn’t just about physical attraction. There was a deeper connection between us, one that I knew I shouldn’t explore. I tried to push these feelings to the back of my mind, but they always came back stronger. It was a constant battle between my heart and my conscience.

When I had taken his poetry class that first year in college, I caught him staring at me a few times and he’d flash that gorgeous smile my way, unknowingly fueling the butterflies in my stomach.

As I crossed the state line, I sighed, knowing I had to get a grip on my emotions. I couldn't risk ruining my friendship with Margaret over a silly crush I had on her stepdad. But as the memories of that night in his office continued to plague my thoughts, I couldn’t help but wonder if there was something more between us, something worth risking everything for.

I could still see it in my mind, the rain pounding against the windows and lighting streaking across the sky as he pulled me close. That night was etched into my memory.  The dim light from the lamp cast shadows on his face, making him look even more handsome. So worldly.  So mature.  The shadows danced around his face as he leaned in for a kiss. His eyes were intense and filled with desire as they locked onto mine.  It was something forbidden, something amazing.

I felt my heart racing. I closed my eyes and felt his lips touch mine. It was a gentle kiss, but it felt like fireworks were going off inside me. I had never felt anything like it before. And the feeling of my small body wrapped up in his strong embrace, hoping to one day feel his hands all over me.  When he pulled away, I opened my eyes and looked into his. I could see the desire in his eyes and knew that this was just the beginning of something special.  He wanted me like I wanted him.

As I pulled the car onto the highway, my cell phone rang.  It was Margaret.

“Hey girl.  Where are you?”

Her familiar voice was always crisp and to the point.

“I’m about an hour away from the cabin.  Why?”

“Looks like there is a storm moving in.  Says it’s pretty bad.”

Oh great, I thought.  I hated how the weather seemed to have a deciding factor over my enjoyment as of late.  I tried to sound optimistic.  “I’m sure I can make it there fine.  Don’t worry.”

She sighed into the phone.  My best friend of many years.  We had known each other since her parents had divorced when we were in our early teens.  “Okay, if you think so.  I know you’ve been dying to get away.  Are you sure you’re doing fine?”

That was such a loaded question.  Only if she knew.  “I’m fine.  It’ll be nice to have some me time.  Thank you again for letting me stay there.”

“Sure thing.  Text me when you get there or when you can.  I’ll see ya next week.”

“Sounds good.”  I ended the call and put my phone on the charger in the car.

The rain was coming down in sheets as I pulled up to the cabin. The trees were shrouded in mist, and the air was thick with the scent of pine. The cabin itself was nestled in a clearing, surrounded by towering trees. It was made of rough-hewn logs and had a steeply pitched roof that was covered in moss.  Margaret’s grandfather had given it to her when he had passed.  We had such memories of playing there as kids.

As I stepped out of the car, I was immediately struck by the beauty of the place. The rain had turned everything into a lush, vibrant green, and the sound of the raindrops hitting the leaves was like music to my ears.  As I grabbed my luggage from the trunk, I could tell the temperature was dropping.  That was probably the storm Margaret had referred to.  I wondered how long it would take before it would be snowing.

I walked up to the cabin and opened the door, stepping inside.  The interior was chilled with a touch of dampness, not the cozy and warm feeling I was expecting.  Looking around, I noticed some old firewood by the fireplace. I’d have to figure out how to build a fire.

The walls were lined with bookshelves, and there was a comfortable-looking armchair next to the large couch that faced the fireplace. I walked over to the window and looked out at the rain. It was coming down harder now, and I could see the mist swirling around the trees.

Quickly I unpacked and slipped into a long t-shirt.  Instead of making myself a cup of tea, I opted to open up a bottle of wine and settled down in the armchair with my latest romance book.  The large blanket left on the couch doubled as a cozy layer of comfort I had been looking for. The sound of the rain was a soothing background noise, and I felt myself relaxing. As I read, I occasionally looked up at the window and watched the rain. It was like being in a different world away from the city, one where time moved slowly and everything was so beautiful.

As the wine gave me a buzz, I couldn’t help but get lost in my own thoughts and fantasies. The images in my head from the novel blurred and became background noise as I drifted into my own desires.

I could feel the heat between my legs, aching for release. My mind wandered to Jacob, his strong hands and chiseled jaw, and the way he always looked at me with a hint of longing in his eyes. The thought of being with him, even if just in my mind, was too tempting to resist.

I shifted in the arm chair, trying to discreetly touch myself, giving into the feeling of his hands on my body. In my fantasy, he was kissing me passionately, his hands roaming over every inch of my skin. I moaned softly, my eyes still fixed on the window near the cabin door, as I brought myself closer and closer to the edge.

But just as I was about to reach my peak, reality came crashing back in. Guilt flooded over me as I remembered that he was not mine to fantasize about. He was older and had been my professor.  If my best friend found out I had a thing for her stepdad, I’d never live it down.

Feeling ashamed and disgusted with myself, I quickly composed myself and tried to focus on my book once again. But the memory of being with Jacob in his office called to me as the storm raged outside the cabin. All I could think about was the emptiness and sadness that now filled me, the want I had for a man, a real man to make me his.

I had just nodded off again when I heard the front door open.

Seeing who it was entering the cabin, I nearly dropped my wine glass.  There he stood.  Jacob.  I’m sure my mouth dropped open when he saw me standing there in nothing more than a long t-shirt.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“I could ask you the same question.  What are you doing here?”

He gruffed at me as if I had said something stupid.  Immediately I went on the defensive.  I’m sure it was the wine giving me a confidence I didn’t exactly possess.  “I’ve got the cabin this weekend.  There must be some kind of mix up.”

“Obviously.”

I sighed loudly, keeping my mouth shut before I said something else I couldn’t take back.




Chapter 2 – Plan B (Jacob)

Her nipples. Her tight little fucking nipples.  Such small and pink impressions, barely visible through the thin fabric of her white t-shirt. That’s what did it for me.  They were perky and inviting, standing out against the soft material like two peaks in a snowy landscape, waiting for me to kiss them.

All the things I had used to hold myself back melted away like snow vanishing under the warmth of the sun on a clear winter morning as she stood there holding her book and wine glass.

There had been some sort of confusion because it was my weekend at the cabin, but I wasn’t going to get into an argument with Brandi.  How could I when she was standing there before me?

It was then that I realized I didn’t care that she was my stepdaughter’s best friend or that clearly had been drinking. Glancing over at the wine bottle, I noticed it was almost empty.

“Have you been drinking?” I asked as I put my bags next to the door.

“Maybe a little.  But it’s just because I’m cold.  I didn’t know how to make a fire and the heater doesn’t seem to work.”

“That makes sense.  I doubt the heating element is on.”

“The what?”

I smiled at her adorable innocence.  She had lived her life in apartments where maintenance people took care of the place.  “I’ll get some wood and make a fire.  If there is another blanket around, you can take it.  I’ve got my jacket.  I’ll be right back.”

***

I had hoped coming back inside with the firewood would bring me back to reality. It didn’t work.  As I passed by her, she sat on the couch staring at an empty wine glass on the end table.  Every now and then, she would tap on her phone despite the fact the internet was down.

“I can’t get any reception out here,” she mumbled.

“It’s really coming down out there,” I said as I knelt in front of the fireplace, stacking the logs.  I didn’t want to look at her and betray my need to have her.  I still wanted her, even though I fought to deny it. With everything that went on before, my dick was on a hair trigger.  Another kiss from her, maybe one on the head of my cock and I’d be under her spell forever.

“I appreciate you building us a fire, but I better get going,” she said.  “I’m sure I can make it to a nearby hotel.”

“No,” I said a little too abruptly as I stood to face Brandi.  “The rain has turned to sleet and snow.  It won’t do you any good to leave.”

She flinched and I immediately regretted my being blunt with her.

“I didn’t mean to snap at you.  But we can’t leave.  The weather is too bad.  You’ll have to stay here.”

“With you?”  There was a maelstrom of emotions in her eyes. The coldness of the room had made her lips pouty and pink.  I wanted to devour her in front of the fireplace.  I wanted to pull off her night shirt and pull her down on my cock as we fell into the couch.  I couldn’t think straight as she stared at me, clearly out of sorts with the current situation.

“I’m afraid so,” I replied.

She laughed and rolled her eyes at me, turning her head toward the window.  The curls of her lovely long neck called to me to nuzzle her with sweet kisses.  But then I saw her biting on her lip, out of frustration or irritation, I didn’t know.  She glanced back at me, saying nothing. It was then that I recognized the desire in her brown bedroom eyes. She wanted me.

Quickly I returned to building the fire so she couldn’t see my growing erection.  She drove me crazy and in such close proximity, I knew I’d lose my battle of will to stay in control.

“You need to get some sleep,” I said, offering up whatever advice I could give her.

“Now?  It’s still pretty early.”

I should probably tuck her in and lock the bedroom door, I thought to myself. But then a barrage of thoughts pummeled me.  Lighting the firewood, I watched the flames start to engulf the wood, building slowly at first.

Suddenly Brandi jolted up off the couch and raced to the kitchen.  “Let’s find something to eat.  I’ll make you dinner and then we can get some sleep.  In separate rooms of course.”

“Of course,” I replied quietly, wondering how long my luck would last.  “I’ll get some more firewood.”  Slamming the door to the cabin behind me, I heard the door hinges cringe from the force.  It would take an act of god for me to behave tonight.

When I came back in, she was sitting on the couch again, looking down as she played with a string from the large blanket that covered it.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.  She had the strangest look on her face.

She stayed frozen for a moment before spearing me with her gaze.

“You don’t want me anymore.”

It was a statement delivered with such surety and accusation that it made me wince.

“It’s obvious,” she grumbled.  “I know there was a mix up tonight, but I didn’t do it on purpose.”

“We shouldn’t be here … together.”

She bit her lower lip again as hope vanished in her beautiful brown eyes.

Crossing to face her, I gave in to the temptation to touch her and run my fingers through her long brown hair.  I wanted to feel my hands in her luscious locks as I pushed my cock inside her creaminess.  The naughty thoughts wouldn’t let go of me.

“I shouldn’t,” I whispered. “But I do want you.  You’re amazing.”

She leaned into my touch and looked up at me. “You do?”

“Yes,” I whispered.  “Very much.”

A tiny moan of desire escaped from her lips and that was all it took for my dick to turn to steel. Staring so close to my groin, she watched as my bulge grew before her wide eyes.

Her eyes stared up at me with the earnest of an obedient puppy dog waiting for my direction. Beneath my palm, she gripped my shaft and gently squeezed. With a groan, I let my head fall back.

My hand tightened on hers. Instead of stopping her, I showed her the rhythm I like, the one that will get me off.

“I want to taste you.”

“Brandi.”

She slipped her fingers into the waistband of my pants, unbuckling my belt. As my pants fell to the floor, all the hesitance inside of me popped like a cork from a bottle of champagne.  When I felt her pull down my briefs, I pushed them away.  Then her breath whispered on the wet tip of my cock.  “Open your mouth and suck it, my sweet,” I said.

With a delight of satisfaction, she parted her lips. Her tongue darted out and licked my tip, lapping up the drop of come beading at the tip.

I looked down at her and saw mischief in her eyes. Cupping the back of her head and urging her forward, I let my shaft glide over her tongue.

When I hit the back of her throat, she gagged a bit. Her eyes widened with a brief expression of embarrassment.  Then she moaned and sighed happily around my cock.

“So amazing,” I whispered.

I flexed my hips forward until she gagged again. The spasm massaged the head of my cock and sent a tingle all the way to my balls.

Some kind of notion surfaced in her gaze. I saw it immediately as I pulled her hair out of the way.  She became determined to complete her task.  She lavished up and down on my length, only slightly gagging here and there.  She was quick to turn pro.  And her enthusiasm, how she had acted in my office that night came back to me.  It thrusted me to the edge faster than I could have imagined.

“Sweetheart, slow down. I’m going to come.”

But that didn’t stop her. She moaned around my shaft as she lowered her head. She continued loving my cock with her mouth.  It sent me way over the edge.

I groaned her name as my hand fisted in the wavy strands of her long brown hair. She choked on the first spurt. Her throat tightened around my crown in just the right way to send my orgasm into a different stratosphere.

“Fuck,” I shouted as I continued to shoot.

But now Brandi had the hang of it and she swallowed my load easily, milking every drop from me until I felt like she had drained all my energy from my being.

And yet I was still ready to continue.  My cock didn’t want to stop because I knew now I would fuck her.




Chapter 3 – Unwrap Me (Brandi)

The next morning, very early, I tiptoed around the cabin, careful not to disturb Jacob’s slumber on the couch. Sunlight poured through the windows, casting a warm glow on the wooden floors and furniture. But the snow was relentless, continuing to fall.  The scent of freshly brewed coffee filled the air, and I couldn't help but smile to myself.  Had he made coffee for me? I wondered.

Last night had been everything I had imagined.  Even though it had been a small step, I felt like the cat who had swallowed the canary.  Having his come roll down my throat had been amazing and I knew I wanted more.  I had to have him.

I made my way to the kitchen, where I found a mug and poured myself a cup of coffee. The strong, bitter taste woke up my senses and I closed my eyes, savoring the moment. When I opened them, Jacob stood in the doorway, watching me with a soft smile on his face.

“Did you sleep well?”

“I slept alone,” I replied.

“I thought you’d want some coffee after having all that wine last night.  Are you hung over?” he asked, walking towards me.

I couldn't help but blush at his thoughtfulness. I took a sip of my coffee, trying to hide my frustration with his very grownup question.  Was I hungover?  Hardly, I thought.  When I looked up at him, he was still watching me, and my heart skipped a beat.

“Thank you for last night,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.  “Did I do okay?”

Jacob reached out and took my hand in his. “Thank you for staying,” he replied, his voice just as soft. “I didn’t want you to leave … for a few different reasons.”

***

Later that morning as we sat down at the table, eating pancakes and drinking coffee, I couldn't believe how lucky I was. It was moments like this that made me believe in the simplicity and beauty of life. A life I could dream of having with a real man, someone who would take care of me, protect me, and hopefully give me a child that looked just like him.  I gazed into my coffee cup when the realization hit me that I wanted to have Jacob’s baby.  And in that moment, I knew that I would never want to leave this cabin, or this man.

But when he grew quiet, I realized he was reconsidering his actions.  I wasn’t sure if he was pissed about what had happened, or embarrassed, or ashamed. Me? My body was still vibrating. Maybe the alcohol had given me the courage to reach out and make the first move, but I didn’t regret anything.

I really, really want to please him again. If I had more confidence in my skill, I would have sat next to him on the couch.  Maybe straddled him as his coffee cup fell to the floor in an ‘accidental’ ooops, I’m sorry kind of move.  But the silence from him was deafening, so I began to wonder had he wanted me at all.

I grabbed my phone and retreated to the arm chair, looking directly at him as he sat disheveled on the couch.

I couldn’t get a connection on my phone so I glanced at old text messages and news as my thoughts went back to being on my knees in front of him, worshipping his amazing cock.  Even now, I longed to feel the heat of his bare skin pressed against mine.

I wished he would talk to me so I’d know what was going on inside his head. I was a little pleased he remained quiet because it gave me some time to watch him.  I knew he’d soon get up and rush out the door, never to see me again.  How could I change his mind?

Didn’t he want me like I wanted him?  I closed my eyes and relive his kisses, the taste of him, the feel of his hard length as he pushed his cock down my throat.

As I sat there in the chair, I couldn’t hold back the moan of both surprise and longing for him.  I forgot where I was. I felt my body heat up again so quickly despite the fire burning low again in the fireplace.  As I looked out the window and watched the snow continue to fall, I considered pressing my hot face to the cool glass.

“Are you okay?” Jacob asked.

“I’m fine, I just…”

“Do you have a handover?” he asked.

“I didn’t drink that much,” I mumbled.

“You shouldn’t have had anything to drink.”

“Are you telling me you never drank until you were twenty-one?” I looked at Jacob over my shoulder and raised an eyebrow.

“Of course not. But it’s a lot easier for a woman to be taken advantage of, to be overpowered.”

“That’s why I made the first move, you think?  Because I was overpowered?”

Jacob snorted.  “You were lead on by my cock I think.”

I laughed out loud at his sudden humor.  He had been standing before me, waiting for me to reach out to him.

“You drive me crazy.  You know that.  Don’t you?”

I nodded, smiling at him as I stood up from the arm chair.

“How about you get naked and get under that blanket?” he asked.

Quickly, I did as he requested. Excitement and apprehension swirled in my stomach at the thought of having sex with him. It was what I had wanted since I had first met him. I definitely had fantasized about him being my first. But I hoped he didn’t expect me to be good at it.

I also thought that as soon as he came, the night would be over. Giving him a blow job felt like such a win. Crawling naked on the floor in front of him as he watched me pleasure myself made all of my fantasies start to come true.  How soon could I get him interested in me if I did that?  The flames of the fireplace gave off the only light in the room.

Jacob tossed off his shirt and pushed his underwear down and off before climbing under the blanket with me.

“I should probably let you get some rest.  You’re probably tired from that drive.”

“It was long, and I didn’t sleep well, but I’m not tired.  Believe me, sleeping right now is the last thing I want to do.”

“Oh?  But I thought you were hungover maybe? Weren’t you drinking when I came in?”

“It was one glass of wine and I had only taken a few sips because I wanted warm myself up.  I didn’t think the cabin would be so cold.”

“This weather is crazy.  I didn’t know we’d be getting such a bad storm.  Once the fire gets going, we’ll be fine.”

“I’m glad you figured out how to build one.  And besides, I didn’t know you’d be staying here the same night I was.”

“I didn’t either.  I should have confirmed the date though.”  Then his voice drifted off.  He looked away.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I shouldn’t be here with you like this,” he said, his eyes filled with concern. “I should send you home because we’ve already taken this too far.”

I furrowed my brows in confusion.  “How can you do that in this storm?  You’re sort of stuck with me now.  At least for a while.”

“No. You’re right. I’m stuck with you,” he sighed, running a hand through his black hair.  “How did this happen?”

I didn’t understand what he meant, and my irritation began to show. “I can sleep on the couch tonight if you want.  I’ll try to stay out of your way too, if that’s what you want.”

He shook his head, a small smile tugging at his lips. “Are you sure about that? Because what I want more than anything right now is to fuck you in front of the fireplace until the storm passes.”

My jaw dropped open in shock, and my cheeks instantly flushed. He couldn't be serious, could he? “Jacob, do you mean that?  I’m so much younger than you.”

“I know, I know,” he said, his tone turning serious. “But there's something about you that I can’t resist. I know you feel it too.  It’s the way you look at me.  You make me feel so alive, Brandi.  I may be 36 and you’re, what, 21?  But I know you want me like I want you.”

I whispered, “I do,” with a tremble in my voice. His touch sent shivers down my spine as I leaned into him.

“Are you cold?”  He asked, concern etched on his face.

I shook my head, feeling anything but cold. “No, just the opposite,” I admitted. I couldn't resist any longer and reached up to kiss him. His response was immediate and intense as he rolled me onto my back. But it wasn’t a gentle kiss this time, it was a devouring one.

His hands roamed my body, igniting a fire within me that I couldn't contain. I moaned against his lips, unable to get enough of him. We lost ourselves in each other, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm.

As we lay there afterwards, breathless and tangled in each other's arms, I knew that this was just the beginning. Our love was a force that couldn't be denied, and it would only continue to grow stronger. With a smile on my face, I closed my eyes and drifted off to sleep, knowing that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

Every bare inch of my skin radiated with awareness as his hard cock slid up the inside of my thigh. When his tip glided over my clit in just the right way, I moaned into his mouth. He swallowed it and spread my legs wide as he settled between them.

Hot, wet kisses rained down on my skin, from my jaw to my neck to the tip of my breast. Somehow, he managed to keep our hips connected while sucking my nipple into his mouth.

I arched against him, moaning as he used his tongue and his lips and his teeth to tease me. Pleasure shot out from my chest to my fingers and toes. And when he nibbled on the tip of my breast, I felt an answering pull in my clit. In that same moment, he rolled over the little bundle of nerves. I shuddered and jerked as the pleasure was almost too much.

My pussy clenched as if simply waiting to be filled. My body ached for him, needing him to claim me. I held my pelvis up on the next pass. When Jacob flexed forward, he thrusts hard and deep until he drove deep inside of me.

“Oh yes,” I gasped as he stretched me open.  “Unwrap me like I’m a gift.”

My whole body stiffened as I attempted to absorb the pain.

“Brandi. Fuck.  Yes!”  His eyes rolled back as hid lids flutter.  “I’ll try to hold still. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t want to stop and have a conversation. I wanted you to fuck me.”

“And now? I could have been gentler.”

“I still want you to fuck me.  And well.”

“Unwrap me, you said?”

“Yes,” she sighed.  “Be the first to unwrap me.”

He groaned as his hips jerked forward one delicious thrust. I gasped again, but it was followed by a moan of desire.  The pain flared with a micro stab and then disappeared, leaving only a brief memory of hesitation.  The moment of innocence had vaporized.

I closed my eyes and breathed in feeling myself tumbled into a new passage of awakening. One I’d never forget.  As he slowly rocked his hips back and forth, there was only friction. And the friction quickly turned into a delicious pounding of upcoming release.  A smacking sound of luscious delight.  I could feel how wet I was for him.

“Is it okay if I move?” Jacob asked.

“I thought you were moving.”

He exhaled a breath. “That was only what I couldn’t hold back.”

I smiled even though my eyes were still closed. “It feels so good.  I want it all.  Please don’t stop.  Fuck me, please!”

He teased my neck, right as he thrusted inside me.  My throat burned as I tried to hold back all the little moans that wanted to erupt each time he slammed into me. Until I finally let go and came.

“Fuck. I’m so close.”

His hot breath drifted over me, chilling the skin that was wet from his mouth. I stiffened, lifting my hips, giving him more access to slide in further inside me. Something changed that pushed me over the edge.

Fisting the blanket in my hands as he pounded into me so hard that I struggled to meet him and not slide across the floor, I let out a big scream.

“Brandi, fuck. I can feel you coming around me.”

“I’m coming again?” I asked, not expecting an answer.  I was in complete Heaven.

He arched his head back as his lips pulled back from his teeth. Again his eyes fluttered and I felt the jolt of his cock shoot his come deep inside of me.

My body vibrated beneath him, quivering at the realization that there was nothing between us. He fucked me bare.

Even as my body settled, my lips curved up into a wide grin.

“Why do you look like the cat who got the cream?”  He laughed as he hovered over me.

“Because I did.”

He chuckled for a moment, then paused. “If that was your first time…Are you on birth control?”

I looked up at him and shook my head. “No, I’m not.”  Immediately, I wondered if he was going to be pissed until I felt him grow hard and slid inside me again.

“Fuck,” he groaned.  “Why are you so fucking hot? My dick wants to fuck you again already, but I’m too old to come three times in less than two hours.”

“You’re not that old.  You’re amazing.”

“Not too old to get you pregnant either.”

“We could have a lot of fun trying.”

“I’d like that, my sweet.”

He groaned and rolled onto his side, dragging me with him. “How about a quick power nap, so I can regain some energy?” he said.

“How long is a power nap?”  I mumbled, wondering if he meant a few hours or a few minutes.

He chuckled under his breath.

I snuggled against him, ready to doze off, but less than half an hour later I felt his bulge against my back and knew he was ready for more.  He made love to me again. And then in the morning, he fucked me again. And then the day after that.  Oh yeah, and the day after that.  We stayed at the cabin all week, fucking and loving and enjoying each other without any thought of others or the world outside or the nature of our ‘taboo’ passion for one another.  Jacob wanted me, and I wanted him.  Pure and simple.  And completely.  And that’s all that mattered.

###
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Assume the Position: Call Me Daddy (Man of the House Book 3) – Pre-Order Now!
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