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Chapter One


Standing near the exit door at baggage claim, she saw him. He looked for her expectantly, as he huddled beneath the collar of his lightweight jacket. She laughed softly, knowing he was freezing and totally unprepared for the biting wind brought on by the latest Nor’easter. No problem; she would warm him up soon enough.


Pulling into a pile of slush at the kerb, she quickly unbuckled her seatbelt and raced from the car. Seeing her, he dropped his bags at his feet and opened his arms just in time for her to fly into his embrace. He kissed her mouth and she felt the warmth of his arms wrapping tightly around her. The tears stung her cold cheeks as she looked at his beautiful face. Pressing her cheek to his red nose, she let the heat of her skin seep into him.


Tossing his bag into the trunk, they settled into the car and she wove her way through the mess of vehicles in the arrival area. Smiling, a false sense of control filled her, because, this time, she was behind the wheel. Merging on to the freeway, she finally turned to look at him. Her hand dropped to his knee and he lifted it and pressed a soft kiss to her knuckles. The wetness of his lips against the hard nub of flesh reminded her that, soon, his mouth would be pressed against her wetness and she shivered.


‘Are you cold?’ he asked, smiling knowingly.


‘Just a bit,’ she replied while reaching for the dial on the heater. He took her hand in his and placed it on the steering wheel,


‘Hold on tightly, love,’ he said in a soft growl.


Trish could feel his purr vibrating in her core as she held on to the wheel, the tips of her fingers turning white. His hand pushed the soft cashmere of her dress, sliding it against her bare thigh beneath. The wool caressed her tenderly as it barely grazed her skin. No panties allowed; it was his rule, and Trish could feel the delicate hairs of the cashmere brushing against her clit.


Trying to keep her eyes on the road, she heard him take a deep breath. She knew he could smell her. The overpowering scent of her need filled the small, warm space. His hand moved gradually higher on her thigh and she squirmed in her seat, trying to hurry him along. How she needed him to touch her. As he reached the top of her thigh, he stopped and, digging his fingers into the tender flesh, he squeezed hard.


‘Spread your legs for me,’ he commanded quietly.


Trish clenched her thighs tightly together, afraid of the torrent that was about to be released.


Josh chuckled softly before forcing his hand between her legs. Trish could not stop the long moan that escaped her lips as the hard bone of his finger dug into her clit. As he wriggled his fingers, she could feel the sensations beginning to build deep inside her. Turning his hand, he spread his fingers wide and slid two of them into her tight cunt. Trish closed her eyes and, groaned deeply.


‘Eyes on the road, love,’ he said calmly as he pushed deeper inside her.


Turning her head, she looked at him, her eyes gleaming with desire. She felt him moving slowly within her and was glad the traffic was thin. Breathing deeply to find her centre, she tried to focus on the road.


‘Where are you taking me, Trish?’


‘I told you, it is a surprise,’ she said with childlike enthusiasm.


‘Well, as long as they have room service and a power shower, I’m good.’


‘Oh Josh, you are such a snob. And what if they don’t?’ she teased, whimpering softly as he continued stroking inside her.


‘Uh, you’re kidding, right?’ He looked concerned. ‘Please tell me they have wi-fi. We do have work to do remember?’


‘Yes, I remember,’ she said, giggling softly. ‘Don’t panic. It is very nice, just different than our usual choices.’ Trish knew that Josh appreciated the finer things in life, but hoped the rustic cabin would provide them with the quiet intimacy she craved. Their visits were few and far between and she wanted to make the most of every moment.


As Trish turned on to the country road, she slowed down and relaxed a bit. Josh’s fingers still nestled between her thighs, keeping her on the edge of orgasm. The small town came into view and she pulled into a strip centre that housed a convenience store, a gas station and a Chinese restaurant, which seemed dramatically out of place.


‘Stay here, I’ll just be a minute,’ she said as she slid from the SUV. Josh wanted to argue with her but, tired from his long flight, he leant back against the headrest and closed his eyes. She had called ahead for the take-out, thinking that cooking would probably not be in their plan tonight. Grabbing some ice from the convenience store, she dumped it, along with the sacks of Chinese food, in the back of the 4x4 and got back behind the wheel.


Josh was snoring lightly as she pulled out of the lot and headed for the cabin. The roads twisted and turned in the early dusk and Trish watched carefully for deer. It was rutting season. Seeing a sign for The Haven, she pulled into the drive. Taped to the mailbox she found an envelope holding the key, a map, and her receipt. Well, this is my kind of check-in, she thought with a spring in her step as she returned to the car, smiling stupidly.


Josh was looking at the hut before him with an expression that was a cross between shock and dismay. She couldn’t help laughing; she wanted to reassure him, but liked seeing his look of consternation.


Winding her way through the forest, her heart began to slow. The peace was already settling within her soul. Lights were coming on, far off the road, where a few cabins dotted the landscape. Josh was quiet beside her and she began to relax into their easy companionship. She saw the green flash first and hit the brakes without thinking. The doe raced across the road in front of her and her heart was pounding like a trip hammer in her chest.


‘You OK?’ he asked taking her hand. ‘We can’t just sit in the middle of the road, babe.’


‘Wait …,’ she said emphatically. The seven point buck followed hot on the tail of his newfound lover. ‘Sorry, darling, but there is always a man chasing after the scent of these girls in heat.’


Josh had dodged some free-roaming sheep in his day, but they usually moved pretty slowly. The deer had startled him awake and his adrenaline started pumping through his veins. Suddenly, he didn’t care if they were staying in a tent. He wanted her. It had been months since he’d seen her last and although he had thought about taking another lover, he just couldn’t seem to muster up the enthusiasm. He had enough opportunities, but he always managed to find a reason why the woman in question was not quite good enough. Not quite her, he thought, as he studied her profile in the growing darkness.


‘What are you looking at?’ she asked without turning her head.


‘Just you, baby, only you,’ he said as he stroked the long strands of blonde hair flowing over her breast.


‘Well, look for a sign that says Pleasure Haven, will you? I can’t see a damn thing.’ Once again, she slammed on the brakes.


‘Trish, you do realise this is the last time you will be driving, right?’ He laughed warmly.


‘Oh hush,’ she chided as she put the car in reverse and backed up to a small dirt road. Following the barely discernible trail, she dropped her speed. As they rounded the bend, the headlights shone on the quaint log cabin. A single light burned in the window to welcome them home.


Parking near the door, she handed the key to Josh. They were supposed to be partners; she didn’t want to be in charge, she just wanted to be together.


Popping the trunk, she sighed, remembering all the stuff they would have to haul in. She liked to be prepared and had packed accordingly.


‘Come on Trish,’ Josh called from the door. ‘We’ll get it in a minute.’


Trish hated to waste a trip, but thought she had better check it out first. What if he hates it? she wondered suddenly, feeling the nerves of uncertainty. They were in constant contact, but being physically separated so often took its toll. What if he doesn’t want me like he used to? she thought as her heart squeezed in her chest.


The golden glow of the fire highlighted Josh’s frame in the doorway. She smiled, seeing his jeans-clad body silhouetted in the flickering light. God, I love him so much, she thought as her heart began to pound. Rising up on tiptoes, she stood before him and kissed him lightly on the lips. Josh smiled and let her pass. The cabin was cosy, but elegant. The smell of pine and cold wind blew strong and fresh through the open space. Hand-stitched quilts were draped over the sofa and a chair, looking warm and inviting. A large fluffy shag rug covered the floor in front of the fireplace and Trish shivered, thinking about him taking her there. She turned to Josh and saw him looking at it too, the lust glittering in his gaze.


‘It’s lovely,’ she said. ‘Do you like it?’


‘You’re lovely,’ he said sincerely while tucking a stay lock of hair behind her ear.


His need urgent, he pulled her into his arms and kissed her hard. Taking her hand, he drew her down onto the soft rug and pulled her back into his embrace. Trish could feel the swell of her emotions rising to the surface as she silently thanked the gods for bringing her lover to her once more. Lost in the taste of him, she let her mind drift and her body feel. It was always like this, as if they had never been apart. They belonged to one another – their bodies and their hearts knew it.


There would be time later for slow exploration. Now, the urgency pushed hard at both of them. Clothes were tugged from bodies, fumbling hands trying to move faster. Legs tangling, hips meeting, wet mouths – open wide. Josh’s hand reached between Trish’s legs, sliding into her wetness. He began to stroke, but Trish grabbed his hand, yanking it from inside her. Rolling onto her back, she spread her legs wide and opened her arms to him.


‘I need you – now,’ she said, leaving no room for doubt. Josh looked at her, lying naked on the soft pile of the rug. Her face was flushed and the firelight glowed warmly on the strands of her hair. Covering her body with his, he pushed his thick cock deeply into her. He couldn’t wait, wouldn’t wait, and he began to move. Each stroke filling her completely, he pushed hard against her mound before drawing back to plunge inside her once more. Trish lifted her hips, wrapping her legs high around his back, and rocked against him, fucking him back. Sometimes they made love and sometimes they fucked. Like the rutting deer, they smelled the scent of lust and nature would not be denied. They were fucking, and fucking hard.


Josh sat up, pulling Trish along with him. Sitting on his lap, she held him close while rising and falling on his length. The hard peaks of her nipples were sliding in the coarse hairs on his chest and the friction was making her scream. Pressing her clit against his pelvis, she slid and ground, totally out of control. Josh held her tightly, knowing she would not let go until she felt safe. Sure.


‘I love you, baby,’ he whispered, his lips on her ear. ‘Let go.’


Rising from inside her, the sound of surrender rang out in the quiet and Trish let go. The walls of her cunt squeezing on Josh’s cock drove him to meet her release. Thrusting deeply into her, he held her hips down against his thighs as the spasms rocked her body. The hot flood of her orgasm splashed onto Josh’s thighs and he groaned deeply as his rich, warm seed filled her waiting cunt. They held each other, trying to catch their breath. Grabbing the quilt from the couch, Josh pulled Trish into his arms and, spooned together, they rested contentedly in front of the fire.


After unloading the car, they warmed the paper cartons of food in the microwave and ate in front of the fire.


Jet lag was finally hitting Josh and Trish urged him to bed. ‘Tomorrow is another day, baby. Go take a nice hot shower and I’ll meet you under the covers.’


‘I’ll help you with the mess.’


‘Nope. Go – now,’ she said adamantly.


‘My, aren’t we bossy? Just because I’m on your turf this time doesn’t mean you can order me around, you know.’ His laugh was warm, affectionate.


‘And just because you think you own me, doesn’t mean that you do.’ Trish’s laughter tinkled happily as she leant over and kissed Josh on the cheek.
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