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  Chapter 1




  I could barely see five steps in front of my face. Why Jared decided we should meet at the ‘spot’ was beyond me. It wasn’t like we were kids sneaking around behind our parents’ backs. We were adults, each staying at a cabin on Windere Lake, and if we wanted to get together and fuck like rabbits all we had to do was meet. Preferably at his place or mine, not in the middle of the woods at night. Granted, it was a special meeting spot, being the place where I’d first laid eyes upon him.




  Four days ago, a winding trail had been taking me through the thick forest, supposedly to a breathtaking uninhabited lake. I’d been up for the task. After all, getting away from it all and enjoying the fresh mountain air had been what this vacation had been all about.




  Never mind that I’d been bored out of my mind after the second day.




  All the clean air, trees, wildlife, and cabin dwelling was just not me. I preferred the stink and noise of the city. Why I’d accepted the offer of my boss’ summer home for a week was beyond me. On my second day, I’d hiked the dirt road in the late afternoon, and had decided to pack up and head home, when I met an old couple strolling along holding hands—kind of cute actually—and they’d told me about the lake in the woods, insisting I must see it. So, instead of leaving right away, I’d grabbed my camera and headed out the next morning determined to find the lake and then go home.




  But then I’d met Jared, and all thoughts of leaving fled my mind.




  At first, when he’d stepped onto the trail practically out of thin air, I’d been startled and then a little annoyed by his presence. The reason I’d come up here in the first place was to escape my recent jerk ex-boyfriend. But Jared’s rugged good looks and charming smile were sexy, and that’s what was so annoying about him. I didn’t want to fall for someone else. It never failed that every guy I dated turned out to be an asshole. Yet, something about him made me take a chance. He’d been very sweet to me, making small talk and acting so concerned about me hiking alone. Before I knew it, he was headed off to find the lake with me and once we found it, we were making out like a couple of teenagers.




  My knee bumped into a fallen stump, causing me to stumble and curse. “Damn it!” Why hadn’t I thought to bring a flashlight with me? Ah, yes. I didn’t own one. This wasn’t exactly how I’d intended to spend my last night here. Tomorrow I’d go home and probably never see Jared again. So tonight I was hoping he planned on giving me a grand send off. We’d fucked our brains out practically non-stop since we met and I was expecting tonight to be no different. He’d been the best lay I’d ever had and I was gonna miss him. We’d casually talked about meeting up here again one day, and the fact that he owned the cabin he was staying at made it a distinct possibility.
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