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Book 1 Grizz
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As a forty-year-old man, I didn’t choose the single life, the single life chose me. I’ve made peace with it. What else can I do when I’ve never met a soul who makes me do a double take and toss the axe aside?

So when I stumble upon an abandoned car stuck on the Carolina Ridge mountain highway, and the girl who owns it, I don’t expect it to be any different.

But sweet god almighty, it is.

With all her curves, Kelly not only makes me forget how to spell the word “axe,” she makes every inch of my flesh feel like it’s been singed in a forest fire.

I want her.

I need her.

I must have her.

But she makes it abundantly clear ... she’s not interested in me.

She’s not interested in anyone.

Not now, not ever.

Because she’s promised to a life of celibacy, with plans to join a convent.

Sweet heavens, I hope the lord above doesn’t strike me down for the thoughts I’m having.

Or for the plans I’m concocting to make her mine. Forever.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Kelly




[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


“Ugggh!”

“Are you sure it won’t start?” Lacy asks, peering over the hood of my car.

I glare at my friend through the windshield, fingers nearly seized up in pain from repeatedly turning the key for the last fifteen minutes. I know she’s just as stressed as me but still. “No, I’m not sure. Let me try again for the millionth time.”

She pulls a face, slams the hood shut and brushes her hands together. “I don’t see anything wrong under here. Must be a dead battery.”

“Wonderful.” Something is dead, starting with the happy-go-lucky attitude I had when she and I left our home in Virginia for the mountains of North Carolina. This was supposed to be the weekend to end all weekends and instead it’s turning into a nightmare. Seriously. I cannot freaking believe my luck.

“And how far away is this town we’re supposed to vacation at?”

“Annoyingly close. Like ... thirty or forty miles.”

“Well ...” she sighs, leaning into the driver’s side window. “What should we do now? I don’t have a lick of service up here.”

“Yeah, me neither.” I get my phone out of my purse then slide out of the car, taking a look at the vast mountain range that lies before us. It’s like my car decided to break down in the worst possible place: smack dab in the middle of no-freaking-where. “Maybe if we walk up the road a little bit?”

“Good idea. Let me get my pocketbook.”

I do the same, locking up my car and realizing how dumb that is when I can’t even roll the stupid windows up.

Lacy and I walk uphill for what seems to be hours but it’s probably only a few minutes.

“The sun is about to set and we haven’t seen a car for miles,” Lacy says, reminding me of how bad this situation really is. “What if we can’t get help before dark and some mountain lion decides we look like the perfect meal?”

I glance at her. “You’re covered in oil from trying to fix my car. It’ll take one look at you and swiftly turn to me.”

“Ah, well, apologies in advance,” she laughs. 

I do appreciate that she’s trying to make light of a frustrating situation. She’s always been able to do that, and it’s one of the many things I love about her. I go from happy to angry as ever in zero seconds flat.

This was supposed to be a girls’ weekend, one last chance for us to spend some time together before she heads off to college and I start my new life as a “woman of obedience.”

I’d checked out the convent earlier this year and made the decision right after I graduated from high school. My parents were thrilled that I wanted to live my life for God. My friends, not so much. They all thought I was nuts, especially Lacy.

“What about getting laid, girl?” she’d asked. “Don’t you want to live a little, get you some D before committing to a life without the D?”

I had answered with the simplest lie I could concoct. “Lacy, you know how sick I am of humanity and how badly I want to live off the grid.”

“You could buy an RV but whatever...” she’d muttered, trying to be supportive but not really getting it.

I did want to live off the grid. That wasn’t total bs. But at the end of the day I couldn’t tell my best friend the truth.

That I’d fallen for this guy online last fall. A guy who was much older than me.

With Brent I’d done something I’d sworn I’d never do. Send nudes online.

And not just G-rated nudes either. We’re talking porn level stuff here.

Supposedly, Brent lived close to my hometown and was in the middle of a nasty divorce. He said he was a high-profile figure in the community and I couldn’t tell a soul about him.

Gosh, I fell for that man and I fell hard. And then he ghosted me, hard, deleting all his social media accounts without a trace and leaving me to pick up the pieces of my broken heart all alone. I haven’t told a soul about him and I never will.

Screw men. Seriously. All they do is lie and break your heart and I don’t need that crap. 

“If you decide that the convent life isn’t for you, promise me that you’ll call and let me know so I can come get you and take you to a male strip club or something. Okay?”

“There are male strip clubs?”

She shrugs. “I don’t know. Maybe. But you can bet your sweet ass I’ll be looking for them when I start school. Gonna really branch out and sow some wild oats.”

I can’t help but laugh. Now she sounds like her mom. “You did always have a wild streak. I hope I haven’t held you back too much.”

“No way, girl.” She nudges me. “I love that you’re cautious. It’s probably kept me alive.”

“I do wonder at times how you’ve managed to avoid getting kidnapped.”

We both have a laugh at that one. Lacy went graduation party hopping without me, ending up at a restaurant at the next town over and leaving with some random guys she didn’t even know. One of her other friends nearly called the cops because Lacy wouldn’t answer her phone or respond to messages. When she finally did, it was the middle of the night, and she said she was on the verge of having her first threesome ever but one of the guys ralphed all over some dude’s kitchen floor, crushing the mood.

“Someday I’ll have my threesome.”

“Yeah, and preferably not with strangers from a restaurant so we don’t have to worry about you getting tossed in a van and driven to South America, okay?”

“I’ll do my best,” she sighs. “But what about you?”

I look at her. “What about me?”

She tosses a mischievous eye in my direction. “I think you should at least find someone worthy of your virginity on this trip. I’ll be your safe call if you want.”

I cringe. Just the thought of giving up my virginity is ridiculous, much less doing it without hardly any thought while out of town. I didn’t used to be this way. Or shall I say ... I was ready to give it to Brent without any aforethought whatsoever.

Yeah. Brent really messed with my head in that regard.

“Why don’t we focus on getting my car towed to a mechanic before worrying about my virginity.” I hold up my phone, checking for reception and Lacy does the same.

“Zero freaking bars. What about you?”

“Nada.”

“Guess we’ll have to keep walking.”

I turn to look back at my car and it’s already out of sight, the sun sinking further into the sky and bringing us a blanket of darkness. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Lace. With no streetlights and no houses in sight, we might be better off hunkering down for the night in my car.”

“We’re almost over this hill here. And I’ve got plenty of juice left in my phone. I can turn on the flashlight. I think we should keep going.”

I blow out a hard breath, shivering at the thought of a mountain lion deciding we do look like a good meal after all. “If we get to the top and don’t see any sort of civilization, I’m turning around.”

“Sounds fair to me.”

“I mean, someone has to drive past us at some point, right?”

“You would think.”

“At least from my car we can assess their potential to be psycho and pretend we’re waiting for a friend.”

“Maybe we’ll get lucky and it’ll be a truck full of hot guys.”

I groan, making her laugh. 

“You act like it drives you crazy, but you wouldn’t know what to do if I stopped joking about my obsession with men.”

“You’re absolutely right.” Honestly, I just wish Lacy would meet someone nice and fall in love. At least then the people who care about her the most wouldn’t have to worry about her safety.

We push on and make it to the top of the hill, and in the distance we catch the faintest yellow glow of some lights. Lacy grabs my arm.

“Look at that. An actual town.”

I squint, trying to see if the lights are on the main road or deep on the woods. They appear to be coming from a spot that’s nestled at the crest of a hill. “A town ... or some psycho is about to go on a nighttime hunting trip.”

“What is it with you and psychos?”

“They are real.”

She clicks her tongue. “Don’t be so negative. Let’s see if we can drum up some help or find a phone signal on the way.”

Since I don’t see another option, I follow Lacy along the road, wondering if I’ve just signed my death warrant by traveling with a girl whose number one bucket list item is kinky group sex with strangers.
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I toss my gear in the back of my truck and lift the towel, using it to clean the blade of my axe. The handle is starting to crack and it needs sharpening, but as long as this ol’ girl still chops down trees I’ll keep using it. I don’t believe in throwing something out just because it’s getting old. I likely have that attitude because I’m feeling old. 

Fuck.

At forty, I am fucking old.

I can hear my baby sister’s words from our family reunion last year, roaring through my ears.

“Grizz! I thought you’d be married with kids by now. When are you going to settle down?”

“Never,” I had gritted out, glancing at the friend she’d brought along in the hopes of setting me up with her.

Our mom came to my defense. “Leave him be, Shannon. When he meets the right one, he will.” She’d come up to me after, kissing me on the cheek in her supportive way. “I do hope you meet the right one someday. But what matters most is that you’re happy.”

She’s always been my biggest defender.

I didn’t want to hurt the poor girl’s feelings but I didn’t feel a damn thing when I met her. She was cute and all, and any guy’d be lucky to have her, but she didn’t ignite my flesh the way I craved. 

Fuck, maybe I’m expecting too much. Maybe you’re supposed to just pick someone who will be faithful and loyal and put a damn ring on it.

But that isn’t me.

That’s never fucking been me.

During my teens and early twenties, I did the casual sex thing but it got old really damn fast. Can’t say I ever enjoyed it. Every single encounter was void of emotion and left me feeling worse than the fucking blue balls did.

I can get it up when I see a hot chick. That’s not the problem.

The problem is that I don’t want meaningless encounters. I decided a decade ago that the next girl I sank my dick into would be the girl worthy of a diamond ring and a lifetime commitment. Until then, it’s been me and my fucking hand. Ain’t like the damn thing isn’t strong enough to handle my cock when it gets stiff, which pretty much happens on the daily. All the years of working in the Carolina mountains cutting trees has given me a nice, strong jerk-off hand that’ll last me the rest of my life if need be. 

I’ve been fucking my fist nightly for the last ten years, imagining my dream girl and all her curves, her sweet nature and long, flowing hair.

Thing is, my dream girl doesn’t have to look a certain way because I don’t think it’s the looks that are important. What’s important is that I fucking feel something when I’m with her. Just give me a girl with a pure heart and a kind soul that makes me want to tear the mountains down to be with her.

Fucking hell. It’s thoughts of this girl that occupy my mind in the middle of the night at times. I wake up and fuck my fist all over again, and I’ll keep doing it until I meet the right one, which at this point, I know won’t happen.

But it’s better than settling down for something that won’t make me happy. Besides, I have my dog Bonnie. And I’m pretty damn sure I need her as much as she needs me.

I start up the truck and one of the guys from the jobsite walks past. “You going out for beers with us tonight, Grizz?”

“Nah, Hoss. I’m crashing early. Got a job in the morning to check out.”

“But it’s Friday. Dirk’s is gonna be crawling with horny women.”

“Dirk’s is always crawling with horny women and men, that’s nothing new.” There are plenty of single men and women in this town and all of the ladies are happy to hang out with one of the guys for the night. But a lot of them are looking for something more solid. And those types tend to be drawn to me like magnets. More so than the ones looking for a casual hook-up.

“Don’t you want to cut loose, just for once, man?” Hoss leans into my truck, and I catch the emptiness in his eyes.

“I think the question is ... aren’t you sick of cutting loose?”

He draws back, giving a look like I’ve injured him. “Maybe. At times. But there’s nothing else to do around here.”

Now it feels like I’m the one who’s been punched in the gut. Fuck. He’s right.

But I’ve already come to that realization. This is what life is like for us who refuse to settle. We hit work hard six days a week and go home to an empty bed, just to wake up the next day and do it all over again.

Despite my need to be a lone wolf, there are times I’m fucking sick of that life too. But without my girl, my fucking soulmate, that’s just the way it is and the way it’ll be. I won’t pretend with someone else.

“Look, I hear you on that front, Hoss. I get it. And that life isn’t what fulfills me anymore. But you do you.”

I force a smile and take off, leaving my work buddy standing there looking helpless. I almost feel bad for him because I don’t think that what the other guys do is his thing either, but it isn’t none of my fucking business.

The other guys go out on the regular. It’s rare that I join them and when I do it’s only to maintain a good working relationship with them. I generally head home early or go to another restaurant and toss back a few beers solo, just how I like it. One of the fucking reasons I moved away from the city, settling down here in the small nothing-to-do town of Carolina Ridge. And I’m very fucking happy living alone in my cabin where the rest of the world won’t bother me.

Once I’m home, my shepherd mix Bonnie greets me with a wag of the tail and a little whine. I rub her on the head.

“Hey there, girlie girl. How was your day?”

She pants and wags her tail.

“Alright. Out you go.” I smile and open the back door for her and let her run around my fenced in back yard. I found her about two years ago as a stray puppy, wandering the woods at one of the jobsites where I was cutting down trees. I was about ready to send one crashing down when she came stumbling out from the brush, covered in dirt with every bone in her body visible. I drove to Hawk’s Ridge so a vet could take a look at her. Said she was covered in so many fleas she was anemic. When he asked if I wanted to sign her over to them so they could find her a home, she looked up at me with the kind of expression that rips your fucking soul right out of your chest.

“Hell no,” I told him. “She’s mine.”

She usually comes to the jobsite with me and keeps me company, but this week I’ve been working in an area that’s so thick with brush it wouldn’t have been safe, so I left her home.

While she’s outside, I hop in the shower and wash off the sweat and sap, giving my cock a few tugs as I think about how I could be spending this night, wrapped up in the arms of the girl of my dreams.

I do wonder if she’s out there, if she exists. And if so, does she even live close to Carolina Ridge? My former boss’ words from last year ring in my ear.

“They make dating sites for introverts like you,” he once told me.

I laughed in his face. “No way. That’s not my style.”

How the fuck can you tell if someone is the one if you’re not even in the same room with them? I know some people fall in love that way, but I never could wrap my head around it. In my opinion, which I know isn’t worth shit, you’re falling for the person you think they are. Since I’ve never experienced it, I don’t guess I have the right to judge.

Regardless, I didn’t have any desire to hop online then and I still don’t.

After showering, I let Bonnie in and check the fridge for leftovers, remembering that the diner in town does have Friday night specials. Half price beers and 40 oz. steak. I look at the chicken from last night and decide to chuck it in the fuck-it bucket. I’m feeling particularly restless.

“You want some steak, Bonnie?” She yips and jumps up, heading for the door. “Guess it’s settled then.”

I chuckle and grab her leash from the wall, just in case I need it. If Wilford is working tonight, he’ll let me in through the back entrance, seating me in the private room where I can bring Bonnie in with me and toss little pieces of steak to her as she lies at my feet. If he’s not there, I’ll be sure to save her a few pieces.

When I leave, it’s nearly 7:30. Since it takes a good twenty minutes to get there, the crowd shouldn’t be bad by the time I arrive. Hopefully I won’t run into anyone I know. Most of the locals know me, and for some reason, half of them feel the need to hang out with me and have long conversations. Like they don’t know how to read my resting “fuck off” face.

I make it off the long, gravel road that leads to my cabin, and once I’m on the main highway that twists around these mountains, I see a car pulled over up ahead. Either someone is lost, or their car broke down because this isn’t a place to sightsee by any measure.

I pull up behind them and get out of my truck. Approaching the car, I can see that the windows are down and no one is inside. The back seat holds a few lightweight sweaters and paper bags filled with pantry items. On the floor are a few empty bags of potato chips. Dangling from the rearview mirror is one of those cheap air fresheners, decorated with a cross and etched in gold ink. Lip gloss and a mirror rest inside the console. So I’m assuming a female was driving.

I move my gaze around the area, seeing if I can spot her. Could have pulled over just to go to the bathroom. But I don’t see a soul.

Oh well. Not much I can do about an empty car with no owner in sight.

Still ...

If it is a girl, and she’s all alone, I would hate for something bad to happen, especially if she is wandering around these mountains, trying to find a house or someone to help her. I consider leaving a phone number in case she comes back to her car and needs help but there aren’t any phone signals around here so it would be pointless. Still, I can’t just drive off and do nothing.

I head back to my truck and get a piece of paper and pen from the glove box. Sometimes text messages go through easier than a phone call. I write down the number for Ax, our local town mechanic, with instructions to text his emergency number if they need help. I could fix it myself but my time is limited and I don’t want to come off as a fucking creep or anything.

I lay the piece of paper in the driver’s seat and head off on my way. And about a mile up the road, I see two figures walking. It’s getting dark but I can make out that one of them is tall and thin, the other one slightly shorter with curves out the wazoo.

As I get closer, they stop walking and turn to face me, my headlights undoubtedly warning them of my approach. I’m definitely dealing with two females here, not just one. Though, if I’m being honest, there’s only one that I see.

Damn, her fiery strands are flowing in the night air, and the sway of her hips as she walks causes my heart to pound. She’s wearing jeans and a loose-fitting, flowy shirt that immediately makes me imagine sliding my hands underneath them to feel her flesh.

Now that right there is some foreign shit. I haven’t even seen her face and already I’m drawn to her? Fuck, I must be lonely.

I slow down and try to stop gawking as I stop my truck right behind them. Hell, even Bonnie is checking them out, practically dancing in the seat, though she’s excited for different reasons being that, unlike me, she loves any opportunity to be around people for head pats and treats.

The redhead puts her hand up, blocking the glow of my headlights. I twist the knob, dimming them to parking lights before killing the engine and stepping out to the road, telling Bonnie to stay put.

“Hey there,” I say casually, making sure I remain at the side of my truck. I’m no fucking idiot, so I don’t want to scare them by getting too close. “Everything alright?”

The redhead licks her lips nervously and the other one steps forward. “Oh thank god. We’ve been wondering if anyone would come along. Her car broke down. You may have seen it.”

“I did. Why I stopped. My name is Grizz. You two need help?” I flick my eyes back at the redhead, and I can’t help my damn self. My fucking eyes roam up and down her body, causing my flesh to heat like never before. Her eyes flicker at me, and I know she saw me checking her out. She averts her gaze.

“Yeah, we do. I’m Lacy and this is Kelly. You think you could give us a ride into town so we can find a place to stay?” 

Kelly tugs her friend’s shirt, trying to hide her fear. “It’s fine, we can walk. We saw how close it is.”

“Actually, it’s not that close. You’re probably seeing lights from the Staffordshire Estate. They own about three thousand acres around here and shine enough bulbs to power a whole goddamn city. You got about ten miles before you hit the town limits. And I’d be happy to give you a ride. I promise you’re safe with me.”

“Sounds good to me.” Lacy starts walking towards my truck, but Kelly seems to need a bit of convincing, hanging back and wringing her hands together.

I hate that she’s scared of me, but fuck, it kind of turns me on that she’s being cautious. Not that there’s anything wrong with an eager girl, but something about this one is ... I don’t know.

She’s making me feel some kind of way.

Lacy stops at the passenger door of my truck, turning to look at Kelly.

“Come on, Kels. He’s gonna get us to safety.”

Her teeth sink into her lower lip as she holds my stare with all kinds of questions, making me hot and hard. “If it makes you feel any better, I’d be hesitant to get in a truck with me too. But you know, I’m just a lowly lumberjack who grew up in the city and came out here to get away from the psychos. I promise I won’t hurt you.”

“See?” Lacy says. “He hates psychos too. We’re in good hands. Come on.”

Kelly narrows her eyes at me and crosses her arms. “How can we be sure you’re not a psycho?”

Fuck me. Her voice sounds like that of an angel. “You can’t.”

“Then why should I get in your truck?” she asks, a little sass in her voice. Enough sass to make my balls ache.

I ignore that ache and take a few steps in her direction, reaching into my pocket for my keys. I get them out, hold them up, and toss them gently her in her direction. She catches them easy.

“You can drive, I’ll sit in the back. But you’ll have to deal with my dog Bonnie trying to lick your face off while you’re steering.”

“Aww ... you have a dog? He has a dooooooooog, Kelly,” Lacy coos, pressing her face to the window. I can see Bonnie wagging her tail.

This is a big deal. A very big deal. I don’t ever let anyone drive my truck. Not ever.

Not that I know anyone who wants to, but still.

Kelly studies my keys, and I study her curves. Fuck. What’s happening to me?

“He’s letting you drive. Now would you come on? Please? I have to pee.”

She twists her mouth, then looks back up at me before walking in my direction. The sight of her gaze and the way she commands my fucking attention is ... unprecedented. I notice the green in her eyes, the widening of her pupils as she hands me back my keys.

“I guess if you’re willing to let me drive, I can trust you. But I’ll be the one to sit in the back. That way I can jump out if you’re lying.”

She saunters past and climbs into the bed of my truck, showing me every inch of those motherfucking childbearing hips of hers.

Well, fuck.

A girl I finally like and she doesn’t even want to be near me.

I really do have all the fucking luck.
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I brush a bunch of woodchips aside as we ride across the mountain range, then wipe the dust down the front of my jeans. He’s a lumberjack so he probably owns a woodchipper. And he probably uses it to chip more than wood! And with how slowly he’s driving, I can’t help but think he’s probably trying to scope out a place to dump our bodies.

What the hell was I thinking getting into the back of his truck? He called himself Grizz but that can’t be his real name.

I don’t even know his freaking name!

He does have a dog, and a gigantic crate for her, here in the back where I’m seated. Do killers have dogs?

Lacy is always telling me to throw caution to the wind. And I guess that’s just what I did. Maybe I should type up a message and toss my phone out the back of this truck for someone to find.

Dear Mom and Dad, if I don’t make it home it’s because my body has been chopped up into little bits and pieces by a crazed lumberjack in the Carolina mountains.

I drop my head into my hands and groan before hearing Lacy peek her head out the small back window.

“How you doing back there?” she asks, smiling big as ever.

I sign OK and force a fake smile.

“He says we should be there in a few minutes,” she adds before sliding the panel window closed, and I glance at the huge lumberjack aka my potential murderer who’s driving this truck. I notice his eyes flick in my direction. He is insanely good looking but that’s probably how he gets them, how he lures in his victims.

I noticed how my body responded when I saw him, how that tingling between my legs grew to a full-blown ache in two seconds flat. And I’m certain that Lacy would like to take him for a test drive herself. 

But not this girl. I’m not crazy enough to do what she wants to do. I can already tell I’m going to need to keep her in check with him.

I pull my hair over my shoulder as it gets whipped around by the wind, allowing my gaze to wander back to my friend. She’s rubbing Bonnie’s head, and talking to him. Probably talking his ear off.

We come to a stop sign at the bottom of a hill, and when we turn left, several businesses immediately come into view. We pass several of them before pulling into the parking lot of a restaurant. Lit up in shades of yellow and pink across the top of the building are the words “Bail’s Kitchen.” Feeling all kinds of relieved, I finally relax as he parks the truck. I’ve no idea what we’re doing here, but at least we’re alive and this guy hasn’t kidnapped us.

I smooth my hair down as Lacy and the lumberjack both get out at the same time, but my eyes are on him. Lacy turns back to Bonnie and babytalks her as the lumberjack looks at me in a way that makes my skin curl up with goose bumps.

He leans against the side of the truck. “I see you didn’t jump out.”

“I thought about it only once.”

His mouth twitches, like he’s trying not to smile, and he nods at me. “I hope it wasn’t from getting banged around too much. I tried to take it easy coming down the mountain.”

Okay, that’s sweet. “I did notice, so thank you. Um ... what are we doing at this restaurant?” I turn my attention back to Lacy and she closes the door to the truck, pulling her pocketbook up her shoulder.

“He’s eating dinner here, so I thought we could grab a bite too and find a place to stay. He says there’s a local mechanic that can help us out tomorrow morning.”

“I don’t think our hotel is far from here. Let me see if I have a signal and I’ll call them, let them know we’re running late.”

“Where are you staying?” Grizz asks.

“The White Crested Lodge. I think it’s near Hawk’s Ridge.”

Grizz nods. “It’s pretty close. I can get you there if you don’t mind giving me a few minutes to grab some grub and feed my dog.” 

“It’s nice of you to offer, but you’ve already done enough just getting us here in one piece.”

“Two pieces if you count me.” Lacy laughs at her own joke.

Just looking at Grizz and the way he seems determined to hold my stare makes me remember how hard I fall when I do fall. Granted, it’s only happened once, and I never even met the jerk, but still. This is the precedent I’ve set for myself.

“It’s really no trouble at all. If you’re in a hurry, I can run you up there right now. Won’t take more than ten minutes and I can just eat on the way back.”

“No no no,” Lacy says. “I need to eat something, too. Aren’t you hungry, Kels?”

I sigh, and Grizz taps the side of his truck. “I’ll let you two sort it out while I run inside and see who’s working.”

See who’s working? What does that mean? Oh, he’s probably looking for his favorite waitress or something like that. I watch him walk to the back of the restaurant, noticing how freaking huge he really is. His triceps bulge behind his thick arms, and his butt ... my gosh. You could bounce a bowling ball off that thing, and he wouldn’t even notice. I find myself biting my lip until he’s out of sight.

“Damn, girl. I need to get you a bib for all that drool.”

“I’m not drooling.” I swat her on the arm and she laughs.

“Let’s get something to eat. I’m starved, and I have to pee like a racehorse.”

“We don’t even have our luggage. I should have asked him to call for a tow truck and take us back to my car. I wasn’t thinking.”

How could I think? It’s like my brain turned to pudding at the sight of him. Part of it was fear, sure. But mostly, it was how attractive he was.

“Me either. But now that we’re here, I think we should just fill our tummies, catch a ride to the hotel, and get our suitcases in the morning when the mechanic tows our car to his shop. You’re not still worried about Grizz. Are you?”

“No. If he were a psychopathic serial killer, he probably would have slaughtered us and tossed us in his woodchipper while he had the chance.”

“Couldn’t agree with you more.”

“But how will we get to the mechanics tomorrow without my car?”

“I’m sure there are cabs around here. Or Uber.”

I quirk a brow. “You think this rinky-dink town has Uber?”

Lacy shrugs and pulls a face. I can tell she’s starting to get irritated with me. Heck, I’m getting irritated with me.

“Worst case scenario, we have to ask the mechanic to come get us. If he’s fixing your car and wants to get paid, he’ll have to, right?”

“I suppose,” I sigh, realizing I’m over analyzing this problem to death. 

“So what did you ladies decide?” Grizz is back.

Lacy leans in my direction, giving me a side-eye as she waits for me to answer.

“I guess we’ll stay here and eat. And if you don’t mind, we’ll catch a ride with you up to the Lodge. If it’s not too much trouble.”

“It’s not any trouble at all,” he answers, a tiny smile pressing into the corner of his mouth.

I don’t know why he’s happy, if it’s because he has a thing for Lacy. But he sure is keeping most of his attention on me. I’m not sure what to think of that.

I scoot across the truck bed and Grizz opens the back for me, offering his hand to help me out. I almost refuse but decide that might come off as rude, so I slide my hand in his, feeling the rough calluses against my smooth palm. My blood runs suddenly hot, and when our eyes lock, I feel like I might pass out.

Okay, maybe I am really hungry. 

Or extremely turned on.

“Thanks.” I brush the crumbs from my butt, and he flashes me an awkward look.

“Oh, sorry about all the wood chips.”

“It’s okay. I’m due for a splinter.”

Due for a splinter?

What does that even mean?

And why do I always say the dumbest things?

He chuckles and Lacy just stares at me like the fool that I am.

I don’t care. I just want to get this night over with and pretend that I’m not insanely attracted to a complete stranger.  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Grizz



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


I didn't like the thought of Kelly riding in the back of my truck all the way into town. Hell, even when I put Bonnie back there I make sure she's in a crate so she doesn't get hurt in case some drunk redneck crashes into me. You know how it is, every town has a local with a reputation, and ours is no exception.

But I knew it was the only way Kelly would have agreed to come along. There’s no way I was going to leave her up on that mountain by herself. Even with a friend she would have been vulnerable. 

I help her get out of the truck, stifling the urge to pull her body close to mine as she slides out. She locks eyes with mine and something fucking happens. It's like there's an intense pull to her.

One I’m sure I won't come back from.

I get Bonnie's leash attached to her and let her out of the truck. She heads straight for Kelly, sniffing at her feet and wagging her tail. For the for the first time, I catch a glimpse of Kelly’s smile.

Right then and there, I know that smile of hers is something I want to see every fucking day for the rest of my life. I vow to make that happen, if it's the last thing I do. Crazy how you can know that in an instant.

But I motherfucking do.

“She's so cute. Is she coming with us?” Kelly asks angling those sparkling eyes up at me.

“Yes. I always take her out to dinner with me. Bonnie is the most faithful companion I’ve ever had.”

“That's really sweet. I don't think any restaurants in our hometown allow pets.”

“Things are pretty lax around here. You'll see if you stick around long enough.” Is that my way of strongly suggesting I would like her to stick around for a long time?

Yes, it fucking is.

Kelly stands upright, brushing the front of her shirt down and forcing the material to tug down over her breasts. 

My cock stirs, and I know I better get my ass inside before both Kelly and her friend see how hard I’m getting. 

“Can we hurry up and head inside? I really have to go,” Lacy says.

“Yeah, back here.”

We head around to the back of the restaurant and Wilford opens the door for us, leading us into the private room. Kelly and I sit down while Lacy says she's going to find the bathroom. 

“This is an interesting restaurant,” Kelly murmurs, glancing around the room.

I chuckle and pass her one of the menus that's sitting on the table. “This isn't the main dining area, it's where they allow private parties.”

“Oh, like for birthdays?”

“Yeah. Or sometimes after a funeral they’ll allow family and friends to gather with all the food everyone has brought. Bail likes to make sure everyone in town has a private place to celebrate or grieve. He’s a pretty nice guy.”

“He sounds nice.”

“And he knows I like to come back here so that Bonnie and I can eat alone.”

Kelly looks at me and blinks a few times. “You don't like eating with people?”

Bonnie settles at my feet and I rub her head softly. “Not if it’s crowded. I prefer being alone. Sometimes I head to the local bar to watch the game and drink a few beers. That's about all the public interaction I can handle.”

“I'm the same way. I hate being around large groups of people. And I've never eaten in a restaurant alone. I can't even imagine.”

I start to tell her that she’d never even have to imagine it if she were with me, but those are thoughts I need to keep to myself for now.

“I hear you.”

Kelly drags her tongue along her lower lip, forcing all the blood to rush through my cock. All I can think about is her tongue doing that to me. Those pretty green eyes of hers, and that long red hair is driving me wild.

I shift in my seat, thinking that if I have to stay in her presence for very long it will result in me developing a severe case of blue balls. Probably doesn't help that I missed the opportunity to blow my load in the shower earlier.

“So where are you and your friend from?”

“Elmwood, Virginia. It's a small town a couple of hours from here.”

“And what brought you all the way out here to the middle of nowhere?”

She smiles that angelic smile and tucks some hair behind her ear. “Lacy and I wanted to get away for the week. She's going to be heading off to college in a few weeks so it's kind of our last... hurrah.”

“Sounds adventurous. What exactly did you have planned for this last hurrah?”

She moves her eyes across the menu, parting her lips and pulling in a soft breath. “I heard good things about The White Crested Lodge. They offer a lot of different activities like yoga and meditation. And I think they have a few exercise classes too. I'd like to get in slightly better shape.”

I feel a growl forming in my throat, and before I can stop it, the damn thing comes rumbling out. Kelly must hear it because she shoots me a look, forcing me to clear my throat in order to cover it up.

“What's wrong with the shape you have now?” I ask, rubbing my forehead as I feel myself grow harder.

“I'd like to lose a few pounds. I spent the whole summer wishing I could wear a bikini but ... oh gosh.” She throws her hands to her cheeks as they blush slightly. “I don't know why I'm talking about this, I'm sorry.”

I’m so hard I can barely think. “Why apologize? And you don't need to lose a few pounds. You look great.” 

Seriously, her figure is perfect. The only thing I would change about it right now is the location.

Because all of those curves should be all over me right now, and all in my hands as I lick every inch of her.

Fuck.

I'm actually surprised I manage to remain a gentleman and avoid saying something incredibly crude because incredibly crude is how I'm feeling right now.

And the way Kelly is looking at me, with what I swear are “come hither eyes,” she must see it. She has to be picking up on the energy that I'm throwing out there right now.

“Ahhhhh, that's much better. Did you guys order yet?” Lacy rejoins us, scooting her chair forward.

Whatever spell was there is suddenly broken. Kelly and I immediately shift our focus to the menus in front of us.

“Okaaaay ... I'll take that as a no.”

“Um, no,” Kelly says squirming a few times. “We haven't ordered yet. I've barely looked at the menu. What's good here?”

“Everything is good. But their lasagna is made from scratch if you've got a hearty appetite.”

“Sold,” Lacy says.

“Yeah, same.” Kelly looks at me and smiles as if acknowledging there's nothing fucking wrong with her figure, so she shouldn't starve herself.

I would stand up and go get one of the waiters but I'm not sure that's a good idea right now.

Fortunately I don't have to. Tina, one of the waitresses here comes in, asking me in her normally friendly manner how I’m doing.

“Not bad, staying busy as usual.”

“That's not a bad thing. I see you have company. Do you girls have any questions about the menu?”

“I don't,” Lacy answers. “I think we're both getting lasagna, right Kelly?”

Kelly nods and folds her menu closed, briefly glancing at Tina then back to me.

Fuck. I hope she doesn't think there's something going on between us. Because there sure as fuck isn't and never has been. 

After a somewhat tense few moments, Tina kneels to Bonnie and rubs her chin. “And of course I'll find some hamburger and peas from the kitchen for the little beauty here.”

“She seems sweet,” Kelly says once Tina is gone.

“Tina is sweet to everyone. And she does well in tips because of it.” I point to Lacy and immediately change the subject. “So you're headed off to college in a few weeks. What about you?” I turn my attention back to Kelly because she's the only person here I'm focused on.

“Oh ... well ...”

“Kelly isn't going to college,” Lacy interrupts. “You didn't tell him what you're doing?”

“Um ... I haven't had a chance yet.” Kelly brushes some sweat from her upper lip. “It's nothing really. I'm just taking some time off and ... pursuing other things right now.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” I answer. From Lacy’s tone, I would have guessed Kelly was about to tell me she was joining the circus. Wouldn’t change the way I feel though. If anything, it would make me want to go out and buy a pair of clown shoes and a big red nose that honks when you squeeze it.

I see Lacy shaking her head, but Tina comes back into the room setting some drinks down before disappearing again.

We get through dinner with small talk, Lacy spending most of it talking about herself but only because every time she tries to talk about her friend, Kelly changes the subject back to her. I don't know if she's just a private person like me or if she finds Lacy more interesting. But it's frustrating because Kelly is the only one I'm interested in.

Another curious thing is that halfway through dinner, Bonnie inches her way across the floor to be close to Kelly.

And Kelly notices, leaning down to scratch her head. “Do I smell good or something?”

I shrug at her. “She must really like you. She never does that with anyone.”

She doesn't. Bonnie has never left my feet or my side in favor of someone else. Which only solidifies my theory. 

That Kelly belongs to me.

That she belongs with me.

Fuck. Even my dog knows it.

When the check comes, I insist on paying. Kelly tries to argue with me about it in a very adorable fashion, but I tell her she can repay me if she really wants.

But not with money.

I leave her with that thought until we get to the truck.

“And, uh, how exactly should I repay you?” She tightens her jaw as she looks at me. Pretty fucking sure I know how she expects me to answer. But I’m not that kind of guy at all. Bonnie sits next to her on the pavement in a very protective stance and looks up at me. 

“Promise me you'll check out the Glass Falls Trail while you're here. Since you like hiking and solitude, you'll love it. And you can access it from the Lodge.”

“Oh.” Her face relaxes, and I almost think she's disappointed that I didn't ask for something more ... inappropriate. Little does she know, I have my own non-altruistic reasons for asking her to hit that trail. “Well, thanks. I’ll check it out.”

“Good. Also, I let you ride in the back on the way here,” I tell Kelly after getting Bonnie comfortably settled in her crate. “But going up to the Lodge is a different story. It's getting cold out and I don't want you catching a chill on my watch.”

It's not really that cold but I want this girl sitting next to me.

Lacy lifts her brows at me, then slips into the passenger seat.

“I'm cool with that. I ... trust you at this point.”

Hearing her say that she trusts me, well, you can imagine the response my body has to that. I gesture to the driver's side door so that she can get in and be next to me.

Both girls are quiet for the first few minutes that I start the climb up the mountain to the Lodge. Then Lacy starts asking questions about Carolina Ridge, about things to do in town.

“There isn't much excitement, which is why I like it here.” Kelly gives me a knowing look. “But you know, there’s a couple of restaurants, a library, a bar, a few specialty shops. And there's a bakery that has the best homemade bread you've ever tasted.”

“If they have coffee, we will definitely be checking it out.”

“They have coffee, pastries, and pies. Everything you could want.”

“Maybe once I get my car fixed, we can check out the local businesses.”

“I know the mechanic personally. I left his number in your car but since you're not at it, I'd be happy to call him directly tonight and see if he can go ahead and tow it in for you.”

“You left his number in my car?”

I pull up to the front entrance of the Lodge, wishing I could leave Lacy here and take Kelly home with me. “Yeah, right before I spotted you two walking. I wanted to be sure whoever owned the car could get the help they needed.”

She stares at me with fascination dancing in her beautiful emerald eyes, like I'm an exhibit at the zoo. Probably where I belong given how primal I'm feeling right now.

“That's awfully kind. But yes, if you know his number and he's willing to tow my car tonight, that would be amazing.”

Now all I need is her cell phone number and I’ll always have a way to get ahold of her, just in case.

“If you could let him know I'm staying here. And he can call when he knows what's wrong with it.”

Damn. “You bet.”

“Thanks for the ride.” Lacy gets out of the truck and slams the door shut, leaving me and Kelly alone.

There's nothing I want more than to just slip my fingers through her hair and pull those gorgeous lips of hers to mine. There's a fire dancing in her eyes as she looks at me, and the heat from them moves over my flesh.

“Yeah, thanks so much for the ride. Maybe I'll ... see you around town or something.”

“If you're in town at all you can count on it.”

I try to avoid going into town as much as possible, but for Kelly I will make an exception. I start to get out so I can open the door for her, but she slides out so fast I don’t have time.

She pauses and turns to look at me before shutting the door.

“Oh, one more thing.”

“Yeah?” She leans against the door jutting her hip out. I swallow hard and look away so a tent doesn't form in my pants. 

“If you meet a guy named Cooter, just ... keep your distance.”

“Cooter?”

“Yes. He hangs out at the bar a lot and likes to frequent the bakery certain times of the day.” Certain times of the day, like when the local high school lets out and the cheer squad goes inside to indulge in some of their diet treats. Cooter is a disgusting creep.

“I'm pretty sure I don't need to be told to stay away from someone named Cooter but thanks for the warning.” I chuckle and she smiles. “Goodnight, Grizz.”

My abs tighten in need. “Sweet dreams, Kelly.”

Kelly herself is a sweet dream. One I'll be dreaming about all night.
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I can't believe I thought for one second that Grizz was dangerous. The sweet way he behaves with his dog Bonnie, and how he left the number for the mechanic in my car to make sure I could get the help I needed, paying for me and Lacy's dinner, it makes me wonder if he is the kindest man I've ever met.

I don't think even my dad would have gone to these lengths for someone he didn't know. And as a preacher, my dad would do just about anything for anyone.

But, maybe Grizz is motivated by hormones. Because I'm pretty sure my hormones are messing with my head right now. All I can think about are his hands, his face and beard, all those tattoos running up and down his arms, and oh gosh all those muscles. And let's not mention the way he smelled, the heavenly scent of salty sweat and skin.

“I thought this place would be a lot more rustic, but it's pretty extravagant, huh?” Lacy stares at a brochure the woman gave us upon checking in. It has all the classes listed along with the locations. The property has several buildings to accommodate everyone.

Meanwhile, I move my gaze around our room. Two king size beds with velvet bedspreads, a kitchenette stocked with plenty of cooking utensils, and in the bathroom there's a giant garden tub with jets.

“It's stunning. I can't wait to try everything out. I only wish their gift shop was open past nine so I could buy a change of clothes or at least some clean undies.”

“We can hit it tomorrow, first thing in the morning, because I need some clean clothes too.”

“Cool. So ... why didn't you tell him you're joining a convent?” Lacy asks. I immediately know the him she’s referring to.

“I don't know. It's personal. I don't go around telling strangers about my life. Why does it matter?”

“It doesn't. I just figured you would be bragging about it. When you decided to go, you told everyone you knew with happiness and pride.”

“Right. Everyone I knew. I don't know him.”

“Well, damn. What's got you all pissy right now?”

I sigh and fall onto my bed. “Nothing, sorry. I don't mean to sound irritated. I think I'm just tired and stressed about my car.”

“At least we ran into someone who knows the town mechanic personally. I'm sure your car is in good hands. Or will be soon.”

“Yeah, I know. You're right.”

Lacy moves to the window of our room and pulls the curtains closed. “Maybe you could find out if Grizz has a twin brother or some other available relative I can hook up with while we're here.”

I hold back a groan. I'm used to her acting like this, but I'm very conflicted about the possibility of seeing Grizz again. Maybe I should push my best friend in his direction, and that way I won't be tempted to even think about him the way I am right now.

“Why go for a twin brother when you could have the real thing?”

Lacy pfffts so hard I feel a droplet of her spit land on my arm. “You're joking right?”

“Not really, why?”

“Girl!” she practically shrieks. “He's clearly into you. And vice versa. That gorgeous hunk of steroids does not want me.”

“Maybe you just need to flirt a little harder.”

There's no denying that the thought of her flirting with Grizz makes me insane with jealousy. And merely entertaining the notion of him responding to her flirtations in kind makes my hands ball into tiny little fists.

When Lacy doesn't answer me, I turn to look at her and she's gawking at me open-mouthed, like I've lost my mind. “I'm going to pretend you didn't just encourage me to flirt with a guy you clearly have the hots for because I know you don't mean it. I think you should go to bed tonight seriously considering the kind of fling you could have with him before you seal yourself off from the world as a nun.”

Now it’s my turn to Pfft.

Lacy is having none of it. “Seriously, Kels. I'll bet that man can do things to you that all the Hail Marys in the world can’t erase.”

That makes me giggle, but only for a second because as I think about it, about how right she is, I grow so hot I can barely think straight.

“Okay, well, I'll give it some thought, but in the meantime I'm going to take a bath.”

“Yeah,” she laughs. “You do that.”

I strip out of my clothes once I'm in the bathroom and start filling the tub. There are plenty of soaps and body wash for me to choose from. And they even have bubble bath, so I dump some in there, getting it nice and sudsy. I dunk my head in the water and wash it clean, and my thoughts keep drifting to Grizz. And the more they do, the wetter I get between the legs and the hotter my flesh feels.

And it's not from the water.

I slip a finger down there, feeling how slick my folds are. It's been a long time since I’ve touched myself like this. Certainly not since Brent. But suddenly Brent is ... no longer relevant.

And I’m touching myself to thoughts of another man.

I twist the knob that powers the jets, scooting my bottom across the tub. 

I part my legs and lift my hips slightly, looking towards the mirror across the bathroom. My breasts peak out above the water, my nipples hard and dark red. Normally, I’d be self-conscious about my tummy poking up. I even tried hiding it in the pictures I would send Brent. But what Grizz said to me tonight has stuck with me. I think I look pretty sexy.

The water pulses against my folds, and I move slightly, until it hits my tender pearl. I huff and moan, rolling my pelvis in little circles as I imagine what’s happening to my body is from the touch of Grizz’s hand, not a freaking jet in a tub.

“Oh yeah,” I whisper, pretending to beg for the release. “Finger me ... right there ...” For a split-second, guilt threatens to overtake me. I was raised to believe that masturbating was a sin, and I had resigned myself to a life of avoiding that as if it were a sin.

And yet... here I am, unable to hold back. I'm telling myself I just need to get this out of my system. 

And then I'll never think about Grizz again.

I move a free hand to my nipple, toying with it softly as the water thrums against the pearl buried inside of my swollen lips.

Within seconds, my leg and belly muscles jerk as I come, water splashing as I thrust hard and fast, imagining Grizz is pounding in and out of me. I don't think I have ever achieved orgasm this quickly.

And it still doesn't feel like enough, like I’m satisfied. I catch my breath and continue scrubbing my body, wondering if I will have to masturbate again before being able to fall asleep. Because the way it seems right now, I'll have a hard time relaxing in that big empty bed with thoughts of my lumberjack.

And sure enough, it's true. I toss and turn in the fancy satin sheets, wearing nothing but the flesh God gave me since I don’t have pajamas. And I part my lips, feeling how slick and wet I am. How swollen with need.

I push the tip of my finger inside of my opening, noticing how tight it is. Since I’m a virgin it’s no surprise. But it’s especially tight because of all the blood that’s making my femininity swell. I only get a few inches further in before coming, my walls clenching down so hard I’m shocked.

I drift off with the same ache in my core as I had an hour ago. And I wonder what it will take to make these sinful thoughts disappear for good?

Because I'm about to dedicate my life to serving God.

And I can't do that feeling like this.
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I wake up with the kind of morning wood I’d expected—rigid as steel and pointed right at the ceiling, topped with liquid need, pearling from the tip. I kick the sheets aside and grip it in my fist, conjuring the sound of Kelly's voice when she said my name last night.

Goodnight, Grizz.

All I have to do is picture her straddled across my waist right now, my fingers burrowing into her curves, and I'm done.

A guttural groan rumbles from my throat as fluid pulses from my cock in long thick ropes.

I need this girl by my side.

Right now.

And the fact that she's not here right now is really pissing me off. But there's not a damn thing I can do about it, and with the sun about to rise, duty calls.

I feed Bonnie then let her outside before jumping in the shower to wash off. I then head to the kitchen for a quick breakfast and some coffee. When my phone rings, I find myself hoping it's Kelly. Which would be impossible because she doesn't even have my number.

And all I can think is that I just instinctually want and need Kelly. I don’t just want her attention, I want all of her. I nearly hit the roof last night when she said she wanted to lose a few pounds because whenever a girl says that, I automatically assume that someone has made her feel that way.

And if anyone has ever made Kelly feel like her body is a hairs breadth less than perfect, they should have their head examined.

Yeah, I tend to be protective of those I love, and Kelly is no different.

I don't know if that means I love her, but ...

Fuck.

I guess I do.

I love this girl, and I will do whatever it takes to make her mine.

What the hell. When you know, you know.

When I check the screen on my phone, I see that it’s Ax calling. I assume he's getting in touch with me about Kelly's car, so I answer right away.

“What's up, man?”

“Not much. Just wanted to let you know I got your friend's car towed last night. All she needs is a new battery. The one she had was completely dead. Couldn’t even jump it.”

“That’s good. Glad you could get her fixed up. Are you going to call her and let her know, or you want me to do it?”

“I'll get ahold of her. I know you need to work, and I gotta run to town anyway and grab some supplies. I'll just swing by and pick her up. You said she's staying at the White Crested Lodge?”

“Yeah. And she's with a friend, so you might be picking up the two of them. They're really sweet girls, so make sure you're on your best behavior,” I chuckle.

“Is this your hokey way of saying you're sweet on them?”

“One of them, yes. So keep your grubby hands to yourself.”

He laughs. “You know me too well. Which one is yours so I know who to stay away from?”

Ax is the biggest player I've ever known. He’s with a different chick every weekend and refuses to settle down. I don't know how he isn't worn out all the time.

“Nah, I'm not playing that game with you. Stay away from both of ‘em, Ax. Just let Kelly get her car and let them go. They're only in town for a short while anyway. No sense in breaking somebody's heart.”

“Whatever, fuckhead.” He laughs, so I know he's joking. Ax is one of the few guys I can kid around with like this. “I'll go ahead and call them right now. Let me know if you wanna get together for a beer this week.”

“Will do. And thanks again.”

“No problem.”

I end the call with Ax and head on to work, hoping he really does mind his manners around Kelly and Lacy. I probably should have insisted on picking them up this morning just to be sure he didn't try to make the moves on one of them. Or both of them.

Though if I'm correct in my assessment of Kelly, she won’t fall for any of Ax’s flirtatious advances, no matter how smooth and slick he might be.

And, if she does, then I guess it wasn't meant to be.

But I'm not buying that. Not for one fucking second.

________

By 11:30 I'm covered in sweat after having cut down three huge longleaf pines. I've been clearing this area for the better part of a week now.

But with every chop of the wood, all I can think about is Kelly and having her in my arms. Yesterday I told her about the Glass Falls Trail in the hopes that she and Lacy might come through here on a hike. But I know that's doubtful. If I want to see my girl again I'm going to have to make it happen.

I hear a rustling up ahead, twigs and leaves crunching under feet. And when I shoot a look in that direction, I see two people coming my way.

My god, it's her. She’s here.

Lacy is turning in a circle and staring at the canopy of trees above as Kelly swats at a mosquito. I toss my axe on the ground and Kelly hears it, startling as she looks my way. I hold a hand up and smile in her direction, and her entire body seems to soften in relief.

“Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you.” I can't help moving my gaze over her body. She's wearing tight booty shorts and a spaghetti strap top that hugs her waist and chest.

Fuck me. I’m doomed if I have to stand here and stare at her dressed like this. I know what kind of man that makes me, if I can't even control my own body's response.

But it is what it is.

Kelly approaches me and Lacy finally notices me too.

“Oh my god, you're here too?” Lacy asks.

“I'm working here this week, cutting down some trees for a private landowner. He just bought all this property.”

Kelly throws a hand over her heart. “Oh, are we on someone else’s land?”

“No.” I toss a look behind them. “The trail is part of the Carolina Nature Preserve. Back here is all private.”

“Oh, good. Well, I got my car fixed, so thanks for the rec. Lacy and I thought we'd come and check out this trail you recommended.” Her teeth sink into her bottom lip. “I had no idea you'd be here but ... it's a pleasant surprise.”

The twinkle in her eye makes me grow hard. “I'm glad you could make it out this way.”

Lacy’s eyes move between the two of us, and she points in the opposite direction. “Is that a waterfall I hear?”

“Yes, it's right around the bend there. I'd be happy to walk you both there if you like.”

“You know what?” Lacy says holding up a hand. “I think I can find it by following the sounds of the water. I'll just leave you two alone for five ... ten minutes?” She looks at Kelly in question and Kelly nods.

I keep my focus on Kelly as Lacy disappears, eyeing her from head to toe and growing harder by the second. My fucking sack grows heavy and starts to ache in need. I've shot three loads since meeting Kelly and yet there's still ... more. So much more inside of me to give her.

I've never been so desperate to fill a girl in all my life.

God, I'm pathetic.

When Kelly turns her attention back to me, she gulps and appears nervous. “So you’re working out here?”

I take a step towards her, feeling like an eager animal but forcing myself to maintain composure. “Yes.”

“Is that why you encouraged me to hike this trail?”

I run a hand through my hair, licking my lips, my urges growing stronger. “If I said yes, would that make me an asshole?”

Kelly’s eyes grow wide and her cheeks bloom a soft pink. But there's something else that happens.

Her nipples peak under her shirt.

It's all I can do to hold back a growl and untuck my erection from my jeans.

She gulps again and drags her tongue across those cherry red lips of hers. “Well, no. But I'm not sure that we should ...”

Her voice drifts off, and I can't help it. I just can't help myself. I have to touch her.

I stroke her cheek with the back of my fingers.

Kelly huffs softly, her cheeks growing redder now. My hand finds her hair and I wrap it firmly in my fist.

“You’re not sure we should what?”

My other hand travels down her back, my fingers tracing the curve of her spine and pausing just above the swell of her hips.

“Oh ... uhmmm,” she purrs, staring into my eyes with need and a little bit of hesitation.

The kind of hesitation that I like because it tells me she's a good girl. But also that she's human.

My cock twitches inside my pants.

I know what it wants and needs, but it's not going to happen right now. Nor will it happen today. All I want is to make this girl feel good, feel safe and protected.

Fuck what my cock wants. I’ll stroke it later.

“What is it that we shouldn't do, Kelly? Just tell me and I'll stop. If that's what you want.”

Her breath hits my face, warm and sweet, her lips dangerously close to mine.

“Well... we...” She gulps. “We haven't done anything yet.”

“Yet?” I ask, quirking a brow. 

Fluid seeps from the tip of my erection. I wait for her to correct herself, but she doesn't.

She only nods, vigorously.

And that's when I bring her mouth to mine, tasting the sweetness of her lips and the warmth of her tongue as I introduce it to mine.

The beast inside of me, and this quaking to be released ... fuck, I've been alone for far too long.

But it hasn't really been too long because it was all to wait for her. For Kelly.

I would have waited a lifetime for her if that's what it took.

I snake my fingers through her hair, kissing her with hunger.

She responds with the same sort of hunger, darting her tongue around mine as she whimpers a few times. 

And then she presses her hips forward, grinding her softness against my hard as steel cock.

If she was unsure before she surely isn't unsure now.

Her hands move up my chest, and she grips my shirt. How I want to leave her wanting more, craving more of me, so I break the kiss and I take a step back. Her pupils are huge, her lips moist and glistening, and her face a deep red.

Her breasts are pushing against the fabric of her shirt, her nipples looking like perfectly round pebbles underneath the material.

Fuck.

She runs her fingers over her lips and seems to be panting as she stares at me. Something needs to happen or else I'm going to blow a gasket right here in my fucking pants.

I run a hand over my face, knowing we don't have enough time to do what I want to do anyway, which is basically peel off every article of clothing and run my tongue over every inch of Kelly’s skin, making her come multiple times.

Yeah, that's not going to happen today, not with Lacy returning at any moment. But it will soon, if I have anything to say about it.

“Come to a party with me,” I tell her, breaking the silence between us.

“A—a party?” She lets out an exhale and pulls the bottom of her shirt down.

“Yeah, it's a work buddy of mine and he's invited a few friends over to celebrate his birthday.”

She darts her gaze to the side as if considering it, but I can tell she's unsure. “When is this party because like I said we're only in town for the week. And what about Lacy? I don't want to just ... leave her all alone.”
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