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Sometimes you
have to fight for what you want.

 


Suzanne Hold is
together with Christopher Thornton again, determined that this time
their relationship will last. They are on their first vacation as a
couple, to which Suzanne had been looking forward to for quite a
while. But she hadn't counted on their tour guide being a girl who
had been Christopher's admirer since she had saw him in a perfume
ad and who believed that because she was young, pretty and skinny,
Christopher will prefer her over Suzanne.
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Suzanne tugged
on the handle of her black suitcase, trying to pull it out of the
car boot, but the thing refused to move. She loosened her hold and
shifted so that she had a view of the greenery surrounding the
clearing before the cottage. Her eyes stopped on Chris’s wide
shoulders. He stood beside the vehicle with his back to her, his
arms akimbo. The irritation that she had felt just a second before
melted away. She furrowed her forehead into a fake scowl. “Stop
standing there and help me.”

He faced her.
His mouth stretched into a charming smile that lit his beautiful
face as he reached her in two long strides. “Leave it; they have
people for that.”

“What people? I
don’t see anybody.”

He glanced at
his watch. “That’s because we’re an hour early.” He pulled his
phone out of the pocket of his jacket. “I’ll call them.”

Suzanne glanced
at the cottage, which, according to the information Chris had given
her, was a four-bedroom, three-bathroom house with a fireplace in
the living room, a massage tub, a private cook from morning to
afternoon, a maid and a personal tour guide. When they had looked
for a house in the area of Green Mountain, she had wanted to rent
something smaller, and without so many services, but the Chestnuts
Cottage was the smallest house available in the area with
electricity and running water. And Chris refused to spend a week
without running water and electricity, saying that he had never
been one for roughing it.

She could have
persuaded him to change his mind, she was sure of it, but since
they planned to use their laptops for three to four hours per day
because of work, and since it would be foolish to refuse such
high-end comfort -- especially since he was paying -- she didn’t
even try.

“They will be
here in five,” Chris said from behind her. His arms wrapped around
her waist and he leaned his chin on her shoulder, his breath
stirring the brown curls by her left ear. “It’s lovely here, isn’t
it?”

“Yes.” She
leaned against him and her forearms covered his. She closed her
eyes and deeply inhaled the scent of him that mixed with the
freshness of the forest. The small knot of tension that was her
constant companion lately flared up and spread through her body.
She wiggled out of his embrace, grabbed his hand and, with a joy
she wasn’t feeling, said, “Let’s go explore.”

“Sure.” He
smiled at her and closed the car boot and locked the doors before
taking her hand again. “Lead the way.”

There was a
path to the left of the car that wove down toward other cottages,
and she tugged him toward it, trying to keep some distance between
their bodies. Since they had started to date again, weeks back,
they had sex, but the only things that penetrated her were his
fingers and tongue. He could do amazing things with his fingers,
and his tongue had such a wonderful ability to make her scream with
pleasure, but without feeling his hardness inside her, the hunger
throbbing in the pit of her stomach refused to be quenched. She
wanted him inside her, moving, while she felt his hard abs against
her and his wide shoulders under her arms. His hard abs… She
pressed her thighs together, as if that would lessen the desire
that dampened her panties. She stumbled.

His arm shot
out. He wrapped it around her waist and drew her against his body.
“Are you all right?”

“Yeah.” She
nodded, trying not to think of the hard muscles of his abdomen and
chest that were pressed against her side. I’m not going to jump
him, I’m not going to jump him, she chanted to herself as she
gave him a small smile and pushed her way out of his
half-embrace.

In the distance
they could hear the hum of a car, and she used that as an excuse to
return to the house, where a truck parked behind their car.

A woman and a
man in their late forties stepped out of it, introducing themselves
as Mr. and Mrs. Harper, the owners and the managers of the property
management company.

Since Chris,
with the help of his sister’s travel agency, had been the one who
made all the arrangements, Suzanne let him do all the talking.

They entered
the house and she slowly strolled through the large spacious rooms,
where light-brown wood was used not only for the furniture but also
lined the walls. Her fingers trailed over the glossy surface of the
cabinets in the living room, where a glass wall offered a view of
the back yard and the mountains, while a large fireplace decorated
the opposite wall, a white fluffy imitation fur carpet before it.
“It’s breath taking.”

“Yes, it is.”
Chris appeared beside her. His fingers laced with hers and he
pulled her closer, bent over her and whispered, “But not as breath
taking as you.”

She rolled her
eyes, pretending she wasn’t affected by his words. She glanced over
his shoulder and smiled at Mrs. Harper, who stood by the arch that
led to the kitchen, waiting for them. “Come on, let’s continue the
tour.”

“This way.”
Mrs. Harper gestured, a stack of papers in her hand. When they
passed her, she offered one of the pamphlets to Chris. “Taking into
account the food preferences that you sent to us, our cook took the
liberty of making a menu. He will be at your disposal every day
from eight until one o’clock. If his hours or the dishes on the
menu don’t suit you, just let us or him know.”

Ignoring Mr.
Harper, who politely stood by their side, Suzanne left Chris and
Mrs. Harper and walked past the thick, glossy surface of the dining
table that could seat ten people toward the tall windows, which
faced the same direction as those in the living room.

She could see a
reflection of the dining table and the kitchen behind it in the
glass. Her eyes stopped on the table and she imagined herself lying
on it, on her belly with her skirt lifted, and Chris behind her and
inside her, moving with sharp rolls of his hips. Would she be able
to see them in the reflection of the glass and distinguish the
expression on Chris’s face? The tension inside her tightened and
she could feel it as an ache between her legs. She blinked and,
sighing, pressed her knuckles against her mouth. Stop doing
that, she chided herself. Just because it’s flat it doesn’t
mean that you two will be doing that on it. If they would even
be doing that on this trip.

“Suzanne,”
Chris called her.

She went to
him.

Chris’s
embraced her shoulders. “What are you thinking about?”

About
sex. About glorious sex in which he thrust into her,
repeatedly. She had been daydreaming about penetration, wishing --
no, needing -- to feel him in her, and about various places that
they could be doing it. But she couldn’t tell him that. She
promised that she wouldn’t push him into sex, and she had to abide
by that promise. “How beautiful it is here.”

He pressed his
lips against the side of her head. “You haven’t seen the master
bedroom yet.”

It was hard to
keep her promise when he was constantly touching her and making
such innuendos. If she could only stop thinking about sex so
frequently. But the more she tried not to think about it, the more
the images of them doing it and the thoughts of where they could do
it intruded into her mind.

“It’s one of
the best features of the house.” Mrs. Harper’s voice came from
behind them. “It’s in the loft and its windows look out over the
whole valley.”

Mrs. Harper was
right, as Suzanne saw with her own eyes when she walked into the
bedroom and sat on the king-sized mattress nestled on its wooden
platform. At Suzanne’s suggestion, Chris went to the car to help
Mr. Harper with carrying their luggage upstairs.

After the
suitcases were stacked on the floor of the wardrobe, and Mrs.
Harper told Chris about all the services and amenities of the
house, the couple bade them goodbye and left.

“Finally.”
Chris closed the front door, locked it and leaned on it, his eyes
moving down her body.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

She turned
around, prepared to walk into the living room, when he caught her
wrist and tugged her backwards. His strong arms embraced her and
drew her against his chest. He rested his chin on her shoulder
while he splayed his fingers over her belly, pressing her even
closer against him so that she could feel a hard bulge against the
small of her back. “Have you seen the rug in front of the
fireplace?”

“Yes, I saw
it.” And had some indecent thoughts about it as soon as her eyes
landed on it.

“It looks soft,
doesn’t it?” He pushed her forward, toward the living room.

“Yes, it does.”
Her fingers glided over his hands and then slipped into the places
between his fingers. “We should go unpack and then eat
something.”

“You’re no fun
at all.” He steered her to the left, toward the large windows, his
step slowing down. His teeth nibbled alongside her neck and his
hand lowered, his fingers glided between her legs, touching
her.

They stopped
before the glass and she rested her palm against it, widening the
stance of her legs to give him better access, cursing the fact that
she’d worn pants, not a skirt. “And you’re too much fun.”

“Are you
complaining?”

“I might, if
you don’t stop teasing me and touch me for real.”

“But you have
to get me in the mood for that.”
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