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Chapter 1

	“Hey, Amy, I need to take a walk,” I say to my sister as I grab my shoes from the shoe cabinet.

	“A walk? Right now?” Amy says from the kitchen.

	“Yup. I need to get some fresh air.”

	Amy walks out of the kitchen and stands in front of me with raised eyebrows. Her short dark hair, glasses and the way she looks at me remind me of a female detective.

	“It’s about Clay, isn’t it?” she asks.

	I broke up with Clay a couple months ago, but she still asks me about him. As if I really care so much about him to waste my time thinking of him.

	“No, it’s not. I just need to take a breather.”

	“You know we’re not done with the project yet? It’s only a short break.”

	As if I could forget. We’ve been working on it since six in the morning. If everything goes well, maybe we’ll finish it at six in the evening.

	“I know. I’ll be back in an hour, right before the end of our lunch break. Okay?”

	“Sure.” 

	Amy returns to the kitchen and I leave the house.

	It’s a fresh summer Montana morning with the best weather you can possibly get. I close the gate and turn right, into the woods. Birds chirping around me always calm me down, especially during our stressful projects. Sometimes I wish I was just an owner of a ranch instead of a co-owner of a marketing agency. Life would be simpler.

	I take the path across the woods that will take me to my favorite spot – a glade in the forest with an old tree stump directly under the sun. It’s the best place to sit down and relax in a quiet area with nobody around you.

	Fifteen minutes later, I’m in a deep thick forest a couple hundred yards away from the glade when I hear the sound of an axe striking a tree. A lumberjack? I haven’t seen any lumberjacks here, and I’ve lived here for a long time. Curiosity gets the best of me and I turn right to inspect the source of the sound.

	I slowly walk to a small opening in the forest. The sound of the axe is louder here. I see a red lumberjack shirt between the trees. I’m about to turn around and go to the glade when I hear a shout.

	“Hey, come here.” The voice is manly and deep, the kind that makes you wet when you have sexual fantasies.

	I freeze and look around. He couldn’t have called me.

	“You, there, in that blue summer dress.”

	Oh, crap. I take a few steps forward, hoping there’s another woman in a blue summer dress somewhere around here.

	“Come here. I need your help,” he says and points at me. I squint my eyes to make out his features from the distance. He has high cheeks, a manly full beard and is at least twice as big as me. Not that it’s something unusual, since I’m only five two and petite.

	I pick up the pace, trying to appear more confident than I am. Meeting a random stranger in the woods, even if he’s dressed in a lumberjack shirt and looks like a lumberjack, doesn’t exactly make me feel safe.

	“Hi,” I say when I’m about fifteen feet away from the guy. He has short brown hair and almond-shaped olive eyes. I feel a passing sensation of desire as he studies me. A huge axe and other tools lie on the ground beside him.

	“Hey. You have a cell phone?” he asks.

	“Yeah.”

	“Mine’s dead. Can I use yours to call my buddies to come here and help me out?”

	“Since when are you cutting trees here?” I ask.

	“The phone first,” he says in a sexy authoritative voice.

	I hand him my phone. He dials a number and calls.

	“Patrick? Come over here, you lazy motherfucker. There’s too much work for one guy here.”

	He listens to Patrick. I ogle his body, trying to calm myself down and stop staring at him like a freak.

	“What the fuck? One hour? What am I supposed to do during this time? Take a break?”

	He sends me a wink, and my legs go wobbly. He’s sexy and so masculine. I can’t help but fantasize about his big hands on my waist, and somewhere else, too.

	“Shit. See you in an hour then.” He shakes his head and hands me back my phone.

	“Everything okay?” I ask.

	“Yeah. It’s our new territory and they thought I could manage to cut everything here before dark. Impossible.”

	“Isn’t it always a job for at least two guys?”

	“It is, but not today. Anyway, I have a break. What about you?”

	“What about me?”

	“You on a break or what? In the middle of the woods at this hour.”

	“I… Yeah, I have a break.”

	“Axel,” he says and extends his big hand.

	“Julie.”

	“Nice to meet you, Julie. Now tell me, what’s up with this gaze?”

	“Um… What gaze?” I say, trying to sound casual and calm.

	“I know this gaze,” he says.

	“You do?” I ask him, twirling my hair in my fingers.

	“I have a break. You have a break. You’re sexy as fuck. And I’m damn sure you also like what you see.”

	My eyes go wide and I suspect my cheeks are as red as his shirt right now. I can’t deny he’s sexy and the way he speaks to me makes me wet, but it’s not going to happen. I’m not going to fuck a random guy in the woods.

	Axel walks closer to me and places his big hand on my cheek.

	“Tell me, babe. When was the last time someone fucked you like the little slut you are?”

	 


Chapter 2

	“I’m sorry?” I ask Axel. There’s no way he has just said that.

	“You’re going to be sorry if you don’t fuck me.”

	I try to keep my composure, but my throbbing pussy doesn’t help me.

	“I’m not that kind of a girl.”

	“The kind that lets an opportunity go to waste? That’s what I figured,” he says and pulls me into his arms. I try to resist, but I let it go when I smell his overpowering manly scent.
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