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      Holly

      The buzzing of my phone wakes me and I glance at the clock, it’s 5 am.

      I pick it up, the name Clancy lights up the screen. "Hi."

      "Oh my God," she splutters.

      I frown at the sound of her voice. "What's wrong?"

      "I've been up vomiting all night."

      "Oh no, you poor thing. Are you okay?" I wince.

      "No, I'm literally on my deathbed."

      "You should probably go to the hospital then, less messy to clean up your dead body." I smile, relieved that it's only that.

      "This isn’t funny."

      I rub my eyes. "Sorry. So, I take it you're not coming in today?" Clancy is my PA, the best damn one I ever had.

      "I can't, I'm so sorry."

      "That’s okay," I sigh.

      "It's not. You'll have to cancel Alaska."

      I screw up my face in horror as I remember today’s itinerary. "Shit, I can't."

      "Well, you can't go alone."

      I close my eyes. "I'll get Joel to come."

      "Joel starts his time off today, remember?"

      "Fuck."

      "What about Melissa?" she asks.

      "Are you kidding me?" I sigh. Melissa is Clancy's assistant, and she drives me crazy. She flirts with every man she comes into contact with, to the point that it's embarrassing.

      "It's three nights, surely you can handle her for three nights?"

      "No, actually. I can't."

      "I'll tell her to behave."

      "I'll just go alone."

      "This is a major meeting, Holly. You can't."

      "Clancy, I love you, but you are aware that I can do my job without you, right?"

      "I know that," she scoffs.

      "Stop underestimating me and go back to bed," I smirk. I've worked my ass off to get where I am. Years and years of blood sweat and tears has lead me to be the head of acquisitions for Ferrara Media, New York. I'm Gabriel Ferrara’s right-hand woman. I know my job and I do it well, and tomorrow, I have a meeting in Anchorage, Alaska, to close a multi-million dollar deal on the sale of the local television station. "Can you email me the flight details, please," I ask.

      "Okay so, you're flying commercial because Gabriel leaves in the company plane for Italy today to visit his family."

      I roll my eyes; this is just getting better by the second. "Yes, I remember," I reply. "Email me the details of hotels, etc."

      "Are you sure you can go alone?"

      "I'm not a baby," I snap, exasperated. Clancy has become a tad overprotective.

      "I'm pretty sure after the last eighteen months I can handle two days in Alaska on my own."

      "No doubt," she says. "The car will meet you at the other end and I'll detail everything in the email. Call me whenever you need me."

      "Okay." Clancy's been my rock and has become one of my closest friends. Eighteen months ago, my husband of ten years was imprisoned for insider trading, and if that wasn’t devastating enough, having his private life dragged through the courts was the ultimate betrayal. He played me like a fiddle, the real Wolf of Wall Street. He was the rock star stockbroker, the Harvard lawyer who came from one of the most respected families in New York. Handsome, wealthy and powerful.

      And I was the fool, so blinded by love that I had absolutely no idea of who I was really married to. The press covered the stories of his embezzlements, blackmail, Cocaine, high end prostitutes and oh, there's the small matter of a love child he had with another woman two years ago, that he wanted to know nothing about. It was revealed in the courts that he paid the mother out to never reveal his identity to the boy. What kind of man deserts his own child?

      While I was working my ass off to get us ahead, he was ripping people off and fucking around.

      Asshole.

      

      "I'm sorry, that flight is closed."

      "What?" I frown as I glance at my watch. "What do you mean? I still have plenty of time."

      "It's out of my hands." The airport attendant shrugs. "It closed ten minutes ago."

      I close my eyes in horror. Fuck. "I have to be in Anchorage tomorrow," I say.

      "Nothing I can do," she says casually.

      I run my hands through my hair as I begin to feel my temperature rise. "Okay, can I get onto another flight please?"

      The attendant types into the computer and reads the screen. "Unfortunately, there isn’t another vacant seat until Friday."

      "How is that possible?" My eyes widen in horror. "What do you mean? That’s three days away."

      "You're flying to Anchorage in Alaska."

      "And?"

      "And limited amount of flights go there."

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. "Oh… this is just great." On my way to the airport this morning I found out that there has been a counter offer by Miles Media and I need to get there urgently to close the deal before Tristan Miles swoops in and steals it from under me.

      "Sorry."

      Fuck’s sake. "Umm, okay." I try to think of a solution. "What other airlines fly to Anchorage?"

      "Only two others, American and United. And they have both tried to get seats on our flight on Friday as they oversold their seats."

      "So, they're full, too?"

      "I'm afraid so."

      I stare at her flatly. "Out of JFK in New York…. the biggest airport in America, only three airlines go there?" I scoff.

      "Anchorage seems like a very popular destination."

      "Apparently so."

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. "This is a disaster."

      I text Clancy.

      
        
        Can you get me a charter, please?

        I missed the flight.

        No flights available until Friday.

      

      

      She types into her computer and reads the screen. "I could get you onto a flight to Fairbanks, Alaska, in an hour. But there is only one seat left and if you don’t get it now, it may sell out, too."

      I glance at my phone waiting for Clancy's reply. She hasn’t read my message, which means she isn’t on her phone, which means she's probably throwing up right now.

      Shit, the poor girl is probably throwing up right now. She can't organise a fucking emergency charter plane, she's too unwell.

      The woman on the desk continues to type while reading out the information. "From there you could hire a car and drive the rest of the way. I mean it's not ideal, but it would get you there for tomorrow."

      "How long is the drive from Fairbanks to Anchorage?" I ask.

      She googles it. "It says here seven hours."

      "What time does the flight get into Fairbanks?"

      "Six o'clock this evening. You could rent a car and use google maps and still make it by near midnight."

      I stare at her as I go over my options.

      "You could call ahead and rent yourself a car," she says to try and be helpful. "It might actually be fun?"

      "I guess." I force a smile. Or I can just arrange for a car to pick me up. "Okay, I'll take that flight. Thank you." It will be easy from there, a lot easier than it is from here. At least I'll be in the right state.

      She types into her computer and then hands me the ticket. "You need to hurry; the flight is just about to board."

      I read the bold writing.

      
        
        JFK – Fairbanks, Alaska

      

      

      "Good luck." She smiles.

      "Thanks." I give her a weak wave and make my way through security as I email Melissa. I'll leave Clancy alone to be sick in peace.

      
        
        I need a transfer from Fairbanks Airport, Alaska.

        Arrival 6 pm local time

        To be driven to Anchorage, Alaska.

        I missed my flight.

        Boarding now, will check in on arrival.

      

      

      

      Ten long hours later, I stand at Fairbanks Airport and look around. Everyone is just wandering around as if on vacation, nobody seems in a rush and to top it all off, the transfer isn’t here. "I hate incompetence," I whisper under my breath. "This is the worst fucking day of all time." I take my phone out and call Melissa. It rings out.

      My blood boils and I call her again, it rings out again and I leave a message on her voice mail. "Hello Mellissa, this is Holly Moran, my transfer isn’t at the airport. Where did you ask them to pick me up from? Am I supposed to be waiting in the arrival lounge or out front?" I look around in hope of seeing someone with a small sign. "Call me back immediately," I say sharply. "I'm in the middle of nowhere here." I hang up in disgust and dial Clancy's number. She answers on the first ring.

      "Hi Hol."

      "Hey, sorry to bother you."

      "That’s okay."

      "Are you feeling any better?"

      "Yes, a little. Where are you?"

      "In the middle of Bumfuck nowhere, do you know who Melissa booked my transfer through? They haven’t turned up."

      "What do you mean Melissa?"

      "I missed my flight and had to fly into Fairbanks, I emailed and asked her to book a transfer from here to Anchorage tonight."

      "Oh fuck," she mutters. "You should have called me."

      "Why?"

      "Melissa didn’t go into work today, she called in sick, too. She wouldn’t have seen your email yet."

      My eyes widen in horror as I look around at my surroundings. People are taking a second look as they walk past me, as if I stand out to be different. I suddenly become aware of people staring at me and I glance down at myself. I'm in a black tight pencil skirt and matching suit jacket, a silk blouse, sheer stockings and high heels. My long length dark hair is twisted into a bun. I have a small overnight black Louis Vuitton suitcase and my matching Louis Vuitton laptop bag.

      Shit, a tad overdressed. I feel like I come from another planet, looking around at my surroundings…maybe I do.

      "I'll find you one now," she says in a panic. "Grab a drink at the bar and I'll call you right back."

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. I don’t need this shit tonight. After the ten-hour flight, I'm beat. "Okay." I reply as I try to stay calm. "Speak soon." I hang up.

      Oh…. my fuck.

      I wheel my suitcase through the airport and over to the bar and take a seat, the waiter smiles as he wipes down the bar. "Hello."

      "Hi."

      "What can I get you?"

      "A Manhattan, please." I smile.

      "A what?"

      I frown at his reply. "Um… a Manhattan?"

      "Nope, don’t know what that is."

      "Oh." I pause as I think of another drink. "A cosmopolitan, please."

      He screws up his face.

      "As in cocktail?" I wince. "Maybe a Classic Old Fashioned?"

      "Nope."

      Oh hell, where the fuck am I?

      He scratches his whiskers as if thinking. "I can do a fancy Margarita."

      "Yes, that," I snap way too fast. "Fancy Margarita would be great."

      He gets to making my drink and I take my phone out and text Clancy.

      
        
        What's happening?

      

      

      No answer.

      Great, I put my phone down on the bar and stare at the back of the bartender.

      I can't wait for this fucking drink.  My phone vibrates on the bar and I pick it up, it's Clancy. "Hi."

      "Don’t freak out."

      I frown, that doesn’t sound good.

      "So apparently there isn’t a transfer company open, the one company there who does transfers for that distance is closed for refurbishment for a month."

      "What?" I pinch the bridge of my nose.

      "Don’t worry, I'm just looking for a charter flight now. I'll find someone to fly you straight to Anchorage"

      "Okay, good idea."

      "What are you doing?"

      "I'm at the bar."

      "Well, don’t drink too much until I find you a flight."

      I roll my eyes.

      "I'll be back soon."

      "Speak then." I hang up just as the bartender puts the drink in front of me, only it's not a drink, it’s a concoction. And when I say concoction, I mean, what the actual hell is this crap? The only thing that resembles a Margarita, is the glass.

      "What is this?" I frown.

      "A fancy Margarita."

      "It's red."

      He smiles broadly. "That’s the fancy bit."

      I narrow my eyes as I study the drink and point to the balls floating at the top. "Are these grapes?"

      "Aha," he smiles proudly. "Super fancy, just for you."

      "Ha-ha, great." I lie.

      Kill me now.

      I tentatively pick it up and take a sip. I try hard not to screw up my face in disgust. Oh hell, I think he used a cleaning product instead of Tequila.

      "Well?" he smiles hopefully, as he waits for my verdict.

      "Oh…," I fake a smile. "It's…," I pause as I try to find an alternative word to fucking poison. "Wonderful."

      He gives me a cheesy wink. "Don’t you worry about us in Fairbanks, we know our shit."

      I stare at him as I realise that a truer statement has never been made, this drink is literal shit in a cup. "Yes…yes, you do." I smile.

      He turns his back to me and gets back to work and I wince as I take another sip.

      Oh hell…this is fucking bad. I look around for somewhere to empty it so that he won't see. At least he tried.

      My phone rings again, it's Clancy. "Hi."

      "I can't find anywhere."

      "What?"

      "Nobody can do a charter until Friday."

      "What do you mean?" I whisper angrily. "This is getting fucking ridiculous."

      "There are no charter flights until Friday."

      I roll my eyes in disgust.

      "I'm renting you a car."

      "For what?"

      "You're going to have to drive."

      "What, now?" My forehead creases in horror. "Are you serious?"

      "I don’t know how to get you there if you don’t drive yourself. I told you we should have postponed."

      My blood begins to boil.

      "I'm going to call around and try and find you accommodation halfway on the trip. I googled it, and it seems like just one highway. That should be easy," she says, but I can hear the panic in her voice.

      "Where is my original hotel?"

      "The Four Seasons in Anchorage."

      "Okay." I'll make that tonight, I'm not completely useless. I glance around to see the car rental counter over at the other side of the airport. "I'll get a car, don’t you worry. Go back to bed."

      "Are you sure?"

      "Yes, I'm fine." I stare at the drink in front of me. If I can drink that, I can do anything. "Okay, speak later."

      "Are you alright?" she asks.

      "Of course, I am, how hard can it be to drive seven hours?" I pick up my drink and take another sip. This shit is actually getting a little better…. or maybe I'm just drunk on cleaning fluid now?

      "You're in Alaska."

      I wince as I swallow. "Well aware, I'll keep in touch. Get better." I hang up and drain my drink.

      Okay, let's do this.

      

      I march up to the car rental counter. "Hello." I smile. "I need to rent a car, please."

      "Yes, sure." The woman smiles. "How long will you need it for?"

      "Well," I shrug. "I missed my flight to Anchorage so now I have to drive there."

      "Okay." She types into her computer. "Drop off at Anchorage airport…on, when is your returning flight?"

      "Yes, Friday."

      "Do you want the car until then?"

      "Yes, please." I slide my credit card across the desk to her.

      She continues to type into her computer. "Now…have you driven here before?"

      "No."

      "Okay, well, there is a weather system warning for tonight."

      "What does that mean?"

      "We are expecting rain."

      "Oh." I smile in relief, "I can handle a little rain."

      "Yes, it's not showing too much on the radar. If you come across any ice on the road, I would suggest you pull over if you aren’t accustomed to driving through it."

      I frown. "Ice on the road?"

      "There won't be any at this time of year, but I have to warn you just in case. It's in the terms and policies."

      "Oh good." I smile, relieved. "If I get tired, I am just going to pull into a hotel anyway."

      "Okay, sounds like a plan." She keeps typing into her computer. "What kind of car did you want?"

      "What drives the best?"

      "I'd probably go with a SUV?"

      "Are they hard to drive?"

      "No, easier on our roads. Can handle all weather with a heavier tire."

      "Sounds good."

      She shuffles through her keys and hands me a set.

      "If you go out these doors and over to our parking lot, you will see a black SUV; that’s your ride."

      I take the keys from her. "Perfect." I grab my suitcase and laptop bag and make my way out to the parking lot to see the black SUV parked.

      I feel myself wither a little. "Jeez, that’s a big beast." I click the keys and it lights up as it unlocks. I peer in and am pleasantly surprised. Black leather interior, with all the modern upgrades. Quite luxurious really. I throw my things in the back and climb in and get behind the wheel. I type ‘Anchorage, Four Seasons’ into the navigation system and start the car.

      I smile broadly, as I look around. This car is actually pretty cool.

      

      Four hours later, I sit forward in my seat and grip the steering wheel with white-knuckle force.

      "This is a fucking nightmare," I mutter. The wipers are going as fast as they can. Loud and fast, and still, I can't see through the windshield. It's pouring rain, torrential actually. And to top it off, I've lost internet connection, so my maps have stopped working. I glanced over the map route before I started driving and I'm pretty sure I just have to stay on this road. But at this point, who knows where the hell I am?

      It's dark and wet and I'm in the middle of a forest, huge trees line the sides of the winding road. There isn’t anywhere safe that I can pull over and stop. I just need to keep going until I find a service station or get to a town so I can get service again.

      I glance at the bars on my phone…. still nothing.

      Fuck.

      I come around a winding bend and a huge branch lays across the road and I swerve to miss it. The car hits a puddle and spins into a 360. "Ahhh," I cry as I lose control.

      I go through the barrier at the side of the road and over the embankment and down a sloping hill. I'm bouncing all over the place as I try to regain control of the car. The wheels completely lose traction and the brakes aren’t working. I run straight into a tree trunk.

      The car comes to a dead halt and I close my eyes in relief and put my head into my hands. I pant as adrenaline rushes through my system and my heart is beating fast.

      I look up at my surroundings; huge trees surround my car. It's pitch black and pouring rain. I pick up my phone, still no service.

      "Holy fuck, what do I do now?"

      I sit for a moment in the darkness as I try to calm myself down. I peer through the back window as I try to work out how far I travelled from the main road. Can't be too far. I need to get out of here.

      The sound of the rain is deafening on the roof of the car and the windshield wipers are going at full speed still.

      I straighten the wheel and put the car into reverse as I peer through the back window. I can't see for shit. I put my foot down on the accelerator and the wheels spin. I do it again and I can hear them spinning hard over the engine in the mud but there is no traction.

      I'm trapped.

      Shit, this is the monumental fuck up of all fuck ups.

      Think.

      What would be the logical thing to do?

      I could try and dig the car out of the mud, but with the rain coming down like it is, there is next to zero chance of that; everything is mud.

      I could walk up to the highway and try and flag down a passing car.

      What cars, there are no fucking cars. Maybe I should I just stay in the car until morning?

      I look around at my surroundings. It's dark and creepy and pouring down rain and the windshield is fogging up on the inside. Spending the night here is my worst nightmare.

      I try to think outside the box, what would you do if a car was trapped in mud? I try to think back to those reality in the wild television programs and what they would do in this circumstance. Put sticks under the wheels to try and drive over for traction.

      Yes, that’s it.

      I open the door and the rain is really coming down hard. I slam the door shut again.

      Oh crap.

      For ten minutes, I sit in the darkness weighing my options.

      Okay, get out of the car, find some sticks and put them under the wheels. How hard can that be?

      I glance down at what I'm wearing, tight skirt with high heel shoes. "You idiot," I mutter as I peer out onto the ground, maybe I should take my shoes off. No, I need them, who knows what's on the ground out there. "These are fucking expensive shoes, too."

      "Okay, let's do this." I give myself a pep talk. I take a deep breath and open the door in a rush. I climb out and look around at my surroundings. The car is on a gentle slope. It’s not as bad as I first thought. I walk around the car, inspecting the damage; only one back tire is buried in mud.

      Yes, maybe I could get out of here.

      Sticks, I need all the sticks. I begin to scrounge around on the ground, feeling around with my feet. The rain is hammering down, and I look up at the sky. "Are you kidding me?" I cry to the heavens. I find a branch and I drag it around and put it behind the back wheel. I find another and another. I'm saturated.

      I put them on the ground as I scrounge around on the ground. And as I stand and step back, I roll my ankle, fall and slide down the hill and end up on my back in the mud.

      "Oww."

      "Easy, Miss," I hear a deep voice.

      Huh?

      I look up through the rain to see man in a raincoat with a flashlight. "Are you hurt?" he calls.

      I shake my head. "No, but I crashed my car."

      "I saw you go off the road from my place, so I came looking for you," he calls.

      "Oh," I pant in relief. "Thank God."

      He walks over and holds his hand out to help me up. I take it and he pulls me to my feet. I put pressure down on my foot and wince.

      "You are hurt."

      "It's just my ankle." I try to put it down again and pain shoots through my foot. He picks me up and opens the car door and places me on the seat. "Stay in here while I check on your car." He slams the door shut and he walks around and looks over the car with the flashlight. He gets down on his knees and looks underneath the car and then comes back and opens the door. "You aren’t going anywhere; the axle is broken."

      "Oh." My face falls.

      "I can take you into town if you want?" he asks. His voice is deep and I can hardly see his face. His huge raincoat with his hood is hard to see through the rain.

      "Thank you. That would be..." I shrug as I try to search for the right word. "Great."

      I grab my handbag and he holds out his hand and I take it and step out of the car. I wince again when I put pressure on my foot and without warning, he bends and picks me up like a bride.

      He begins to march up the hill toward the road as if I'm light as a feather.

      The rain is really coming down and his step doesn’t falter as he navigates where to walk. I cling to him, my two arms around his neck.

      This is hellish.

      We get to the road and I see a large SUV parked at the side of the road. Jeez, his car is nearly a truck it's so big.

      He opens the passenger side door and places me on the seat. "You okay?" he asks as he does the seatbelt up around me as if I'm a child.

      "Yes." I give him a lops sided smile. "Thank you."

      I watch him walk around to his side of the car and get behind the wheel. He starts the car and pulls out onto the road.

      "Thank you so much."

      He nods and keeps his eyes on the road. I don’t think he's made eye contact with me at all.

      "I missed my flight and I had to drive to Anchorage and then my navigation system wouldn’t work and, oh my God, it's raining so hard," I stammer.

      He nods but stays silent. His focus remains on the task of driving. I look between him and the road. He's not very friendly...is he? Why would he be? God, poor bastard, I bet this is the very last thing he wants to be doing on a night like this.

      "You saw my car crash?" I ask.

      "I saw your headlights veer off the road."

      "Oh." I watch him. "It was really scary, could have been a lot worse though."

      He nods once.

      I twist my hands in my lap as I think of the right thing to say. "How far away is town?"

      "About twenty miles."

      I nod as I listen. "And you live out here?"

      "Yep." His eyes stay on the road.

      Okay, it's quite clear he doesn’t want to talk, but for some reason I feel like I need to. "Thank you again, I don’t know what I would have done if you hadn’t come."

      His eyes flick over to me. "That was a good plan."

      I frown, not understanding.

      "The sticks under the wheels, that was a good plan."

      I smile, feeling proud of myself. "Thanks."

      "It wouldn’t have worked in these conditions," he continues. "But a good plan, just the same."

      "Oh." I shrug. "I had to try something at least."

      He remains silent.

      "I'm Holly, by the way."

      His eyes flick over to me. "Hi Holly."

      "Do you have a name?"

      "Jack."

      "Hi Jack." I twist my fingers some more; his lack of polite conversation is unsettling. The rain is really coming down hard and I think about what could have happened if he hadn’t come along. "This weather is horrendous," I say.

      He keeps driving.

      "If you hadn’t come along..."

      "I did though." He cuts me off.

      Okay, shut up. Shut up now. We drive in silence until we get to a sign that says:

      
        
        Welcome To Cantwell

      

      

      Thank God, civilisation.

      "If you could just drop me at a hotel, that would be great."

      He drives without saying a word. Unbelievable, he borders on rude.  It's just awkward.

      We turn a corner and then he pulls into a parking lot and I see the hotel sign. Relief fills me and we both peer through the windshield at the deserted looking hotel. No lights are on and nobody seems to be around.

      "Is it open?" I frown.

      He shrugs and gets out of the car. The rain is blowing sideways from the wind and I stay put as I watch him approach the front doors. He reads a sign and turns back and gets in and starts the car. "What are you doing?" I ask.

      "It's closed."

      "What?"

      He pulls out onto the road.

      "Okay, just take me to another hotel."

      "That’s it."

      I frown. "What do you mean, that’s it?"

      "There's only one hotel here and they are closed all month, I remember now that they went interstate."

      "Well…. what will I do?"

      "You'll stay with me."

      "What?"

      "You'll stay in my cabin."

      "No." I shake my head. "That’s not a good idea, no offence, but I don’t know you and I don’t feel comfortable doing that."

      "Okay." He turns the corner.

      My eyes flick between him and the road. "What do you mean …. okay?"

      "Okay, I'll just drop you back off at your car."

      "You want me to stay in my car in the forest?" I gasp.

      "No. You want to stay in your car."

      "I didn’t say that," I snap.

      He turns his attention to me; his eyes are hard and cold. "I'm not in the mood for this shit. You stay at my cabin or you go back to your car. Make your decision because I'm going home."

      "Well…. where will I stay at your house?" I stammer.

      "In my bed."

      My horrified eyes hold his.

      He rolls his eyes. "I'll be on the couch, don’t flatter yourself."
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      Holly

      "Oh," my eyebrows rise in surprise. Don’t flatter yourself. What the hell?

      "I wouldn’t," I snap. "I simply didn’t want to be an imposition." I cross my arms angrily. This guy is an asshole. A bona fide asshole. And he's full of himself, too.

      "I'll take the couch," I spit.

      "You are an imposition, so that suits me fine," he mutters.

      "You're a real knight in shining armour, you know that?"

      His face crinkles into a smirk and then a broad smile.

      "You find this amusing?" I squeak.

      He smiles as he watches the road.

      "For your information…. Jack," I snap. "I'll have you know that I would not flatter myself by thinking you wanted to sleep with me. I would be flattering you."

      He raises an eyebrow as if surprised. "Is that why you’re wearing stripper clothes?" He pauses as if searching for the right words. "To… flatter me?"

      "What?" I gasp. "Stripper clothes…you must be joking?"

      He glances down at my tight skirt, stockings and high heels all covered in mud and raises his eyebrow once more.

      I inwardly cringe. Oh Hell, what must I look like?  "I don’t know what strippers wear in Alaska, but I can tell you that they must be very different from the strippers in New York. And actually…this work suit is Armani," I announce.

      "Are-who -ee?"

      I roll my eyes and fold my arms in a huff. Please shut up, you cave man.

      "There is no way in hell that you would wear that to work," he replies casually as he drives. His voice is deep and husky.

      "And why not?"

      "How would you get any work done?"

      "Huh?"

      "I imagine men would try and have their way with you on your desk, all day long." He turns into a driveway.

      What the hell?

      I open my mouth to say something snarky and slam it shut. That sounded decidedly sexual. Suddenly uncomfortable, I wiggle up and pull my skirt down.

      That's a weird thing to say, sort of passive aggressive sexiness.

      I stare out the window at the rain as it pours down hard. Maybe sleeping in my car was the safer option after all?

      I stay silent and his eyes flick over to me. "What?" he asks.

      "Nothing," I shrug, my lips pressed so tight together that they are beginning to hurt.

      "Well?" he prompts me again.

      Oh my God, stop talking, you idiot.

      "Jack."

      His eyes glance over to me. "Yes, Haley."

      "First of all, it's Holly. Get it right."

      A trace of a smile crosses his face as if amused.

      "I've had a really, really, really bad day that started at 4 am this morning when I missed my flight. Now, if you don’t mind, I would like to use your couch for the night …to sleep. If that’s not okay, or if something else is rattling around in that head of yours, please drive me back to my car, because I'm not in the mood to have to justify my wardrobe choices to anyone, least of all you." I cross my arms in front of me. "And for the record……I am a professional and would never even contemplate having sex on my desk." I tilt my chin to the sky in defiance. "I don’t know what happens here in Alaska, but that is not how corporate New York operates."

      He rolls his lips as if trying to hide a smile. "Got it."

      We arrive at the top of the hill and a log cabin comes into view through the pouring rain. It's lit up from the headlights. The house is made completely of timber. It's small, with a veranda wrapping around the entire outside. I can see smoke coming out of a double chimney on the roof.

      "This is it," he says as he climbs out of the truck and slams the door shut behind him.

      He comes around to my side and opens the door. Without asking for permission, he lifts me out of the car like a bride. The rain begins to hit my face hard once more. "I can walk, I'm fine."

      "Be quiet, Haley."

      "Holly," I snap.

      He breaks into a broad smile. "Whatever the fuck your name is, shut up woman."

      My mouth falls open in horror and he carries me to the front stairs and under the cover of the front roof. He puts me down and I step back from him, surprised that anyone is that strong. He opens the front door. "It’s a bit of a mess, I wasn’t expecting company," he says.

      I peer in, it's all timber and what looks like to be one big room. I can see a small kitchen and living room with two couches. A dog lies sprawled out asleep on a rug in front of an open fire. I glance back to him just to see him take his raincoat off and hang it on a hook next to the door. He's tall, huge actually. He must be 6 ft 4, and for the first time I see his face. Dark brown hair that has a bit of a curl to it, a chiselled jaw, with big brown eyes. He's handsome, in a caveman kind of way. Ha, who knew?

      "You just going to stand there dripping wet?" he asks as he begins to undo his flannel shirt.

      Damn it, in all the commotion, I didn’t grab my suitcase. Now what am I supposed to change into? My face falls in horror as I remember more of my misdemeanours. Oh shit, my laptop is still in the car. Ugh, this is the day from hell.

      "You're dripping everywhere," he says as he peels his shirt off over his shoulders and hangs it on the hook.

      "Well," I go to answer him as my eyes drop down to his large broad chest and his muscular physic. Looks like something you would see at a strip show.

      Well, fuck.

      He kicks his boots off and undoes the button on his jeans. He raises his eyebrow as if waiting for an intelligent reply.

      Um……. I got nothing.

      He slides the zipper down on his jeans. "Don’t just take your clothes off in front of me," I scoff.

      He rolls his eyes and slides his wet jeans down his legs. He's wearing blue boxer shorts underneath and I snap my gaze away immediately. Okay, this is getting into weird territory. Hot Alaskan mountain man territory.

      "In all the commotion, I left my suitcase in the car," I say.

      "Oh," he frowns and looks out into the rain as if contemplating going back and getting it.

      "It's too wet and dangerous out there." I say. "Would you…."

      He nods, and the wet dark brown curls in his hair bounce from side to side.

      He really is quite…….

      "Would I what?" he asks.

      Oh…that’s right, I was talking, focus. "Would it be possible to borrow something to wear?" I ask timidly. "I'll pay for laundry or replace it with something new," I shrug. Poor bastard, I ask him to rescue me, give me a bed for the night and now supply me with clothing and food.

      "Sure." Without hesitation, he marches into the house and I stand at the door and peer in after him. He goes into the bedroom and closes the door. What's he doing? I frown …do I follow him, or is he coming back?

      I look back out into the rain as it comes pouring down. It's like a mini cyclone or something.

      I see something in the darkness coming up toward the front steps and I squint my eyes to try and see what it is. It's black and mangy and it begins to come up the front steps toward me.

      A wolf.

      A wolf.

      A fucking wolf.

      "Ahhh," I scream as I hobble into the house. Oww, my ankle hurts.

      How did I forget?

      Before I can close the door, the wolf runs in behind me and jumps up and grabs me with his front legs. "Ahhh," I cry as it corners me in the kitchen. "Help!"

      The wolf jumps up and goes up onto its back legs and I cover my face with my hands. "No," I scream. "Oh my God, there's a wolf in the house. We're all going to die."

      "Rex," I hear Jack’s deep voice bark out.

      I look up. "Huh?"

      The dog begins to hump my leg with vigour and my mouth falls open in horror.

      What the hell?

      "Why you……get out of here," Jack snaps as he shoos him away. The dog runs toward the door but not before shaking himself off, with mud and water spraying everywhere.

      "Out," Jack bellows with a loud clap.

      The dog runs out and Jack slams the door behind him, his eyes come to me and then he shrugs. "He's a bit wild, that one. Goes crazy when it rains."

      "You own that dog?"  I gasp.

      "Yep, that’s Rex." He puts his hands on his hips as he assesses the damage. There is mud is everywhere. "Never seen him hump anyone before, though …. I guess he doesn’t get to see pretty girls too often."

      I roll my lips to hide my smile. "Well, I never got humped by a dog before either, so it was a first for both of us."

      He smirks, amused by my answer. He pauses as if lost as to what to say next. "You can take a shower if you want. I have some clothes for you to put on."

      "Thank you." I shrug. "Much appreciated, that'd be great."

      He holds his hand out to guide me. "It's this way." He walks through the house and out the back door and I frown as I hobble along behind him.

      He turns and looks down at my foot. "Is your ankle okay?"

      I hobble along. "Yeah, I'm fine," I reply as I follow him. Oh dear God, it's an outside bathroom. Please, no more semi-wild animals that want to have carnal relations. There's an awning that joins the house and the bathroom. It's covered but rain is still blowing in a little.

      "This isn’t fancy like New York," he says. He opens the bathroom door, turns the light on and I look around. A large metal bath sits in the middle and a shower hangs overhead. The tiles are white, it's clean and well kept. Not at all what I expected, and I smile. "It's perfect."

      His eyes hold mine and for the first time I get a feeling that Jack isn’t as tough as he makes out to be. "I can't thank you enough for helping me tonight," I say.

      He nods once, his lips pressed tightly together.

      "Is there a towel?" I ask.

      "Yeah." He opens a cabinet to reveal a stack of clean towels. They're all different and don’t match, but clean, nonetheless. "Just in here."

      "Thanks."

      He hesitates.

      I glance toward the door. "Is the sex maniac dog going to come barging in here?"

      "Possibly." He points to the lock. "Use this." He walks out and closes the door behind him, and I hear him walk away up the hall.

      I look around at my surroundings and turn the hot water on. It comes out fast and hot and I breathe out a sigh of relief. I peel my wet clothes off and quickly wash the mud out of everything and squeeze them out. I put them in the sink to try and let them drain, before I climb under the hot water and let it stream down over my hair.

      "Feels good." I feel myself begin to relax for the first time in hours. "What a nightmare of a day."

      Jack

      I hear the shower turn on and I march into the kitchen. "This place is a fucking mess." I quickly clear the dishes out of the sink and straighten up the living room. I throw the cushions into place and snatch up a few shirts that are lying over the back of a chair. I hear a scratching at the door, and I storm over and open it to see Rex, sopping wet and wanting to be let in.

      "What do you want?" I snap. He looks up at me. "No," I whisper angrily. "You're not coming in; you're covered in mud." He goes back on his hind legs and lets out a playful bark. "I can't fucking believe you humped her leg."

      He woofs again and runs back out into the pouring rain thinking this is the best game of all time.

      I slam the door shut. "Damn dog is fucking insane" I walk into the bedroom and snatch up the clothes that hang over the back of a chair in here, too.  I turn the lamp on and straighten up the bedlinen.

      I hear the shower turn off and I hurriedly continue to clean like a maniac. I pick up my shoes from the floor and throw them in the closet. I straighten the top of the dresser and throw the cushions onto the bed.

      I hear the bathroom door open. "Umm…. Jack." She calls.

      I smirk, I like the sound of her saying my name.

      "Yeah," I call as I head back down the hall.

      I find Holly peeking through a crack in the slightly opened bathroom door.

      "What's wrong?" I ask.

      "I um," she hesitates as if embarrassed. "You said you had something I could borrow to wear?"

      I stare at her, wrapped in a towel, big brown eyes, perfect white teeth and olive skin, water beading on her bare shoulders. Her long dark hair is wet, and damn, she looks good enough to eat.

      No clothes.... I like you naked.

      "Sure." I glance back down the hall toward my bedroom. "Just a moment."

      I march back into my bedroom and begin to rat through my drawer at double speed as I look for something suitable.

      Damn it, why don’t I have any spare lingerie laying around? I smile as I imagine passing that through the crack in the door and the horrified face she would pull.

      I grab a pair of boxer shorts and a white t-shirt. I go to the wardrobe and find a black bathrobe. Finally, I have a good use for this damn thing. I walk back down to find that the bathroom door is now closed, and I knock.

      "Holly."

      She opens the door slightly and peers through it as if I'm a wild animal.

      "Here you are." I pass the clothes through the crack. She smells clean and like soap… my soap. Hmm… I get a visual of what she might look like under that towel and I feel my cock twitch in appreciation.

      Stop it.

      "Thank you," she says as she takes them from me and stands on her foot and then grimaces in pain once again.

      "Are you okay?" I frown.

      She hops as she keeps the weight from her foot. "Yes, I'm fine."

      She closes the door in my face and my cock pitches a tent in my boxer shorts. Just fucking cut it out already. I walk into my bedroom and over to the wardrobe and I look for a pair of pants that will hide this thing. Quick, I need to hurry.

      Fuck.

      I find a black pair of jeans, throw them on and tuck my dick strategically in the waistband and look for the biggest t-shirt I can find. I pull a grey one over my shoulders. I look at my crotch in the mirror. All clear.

      "This'll do."

      Holly

      I quickly dry myself off and pull on the clothes that Jack has brought in for me, a huge pair of boxer shorts and a white t-shirt. Thankfully there's a robe or otherwise my boobs would be on display without a bra. I hobble around as I get dressed and I look down at my ankle. It's beginning to swell. "Shit." I sit down to put my shorts on, unable to stand on one leg. I clean up the bathroom and wipe the floor with the towel and then hobble up the hallway. I find Jack sitting at the kitchen counter. I smile bashfully. "Thank you, I feel a lot better."

      He sips a glass of amber fluid as his gaze drops to my foot. "How's your ankle?"

      "It's okay." I shrug.

      "Let me have a look at it." In one quick movement, he picks me up and sits me on the kitchen counter and my heart catches; he's so strong. His eyes flick up to me as if asking for approval and I nod. He peels my robe back and picks up my foot as he studies it. "It's swelling."

      I nod. He runs his hand up the top of my foot and then underneath the arch. His hands are rough like sandpaper and I flinch.

      "Sore?" he asks.

      "Your hands are rough."

      He breaks into a slow sexy smile as he concentrates on my foot.

      "What?" I ask.

      "No woman ever complained about my hands before." His eyes rise to meet mine. "They like ‘em rough."

      I swallow the lump in my throat, jeez. I drop my shoulders as I pretend that isn’t the hottest thing I've ever heard. "Well, I guess I'm not used to it." I pull my foot from his clasp. "My foot is fine."

      He goes to a cabinet and lifts down a metal box and rats through it and produces a bandage. "I'm going to wrap it."

      "Honestly…"

      "Just be quiet woman, I'm wrapping it," he interrupts me as he lifts my foot and begins to carefully wrap the bandage around my ankle. I watch him as I feel his hand on my calf muscle. He really seems to know what he's doing. "Are you a medic?"

      "I'm a builder."

      "Oh," I watch him, "I’ve never known a builder before. Growing up in New York it's not someone that you meet."

      He wraps the bandage around and around.

      "What kind of men live in New York?"

      The player kind.

      I shrug. "I don’t know, people who work in offices."

      He nods. "Suits."

      "Yeah."

      He fastens my bandage with a small clip. "Yeah, I got nothing in common with suits."

      I watch the huge muscles contract under his t-shirt as he moves. "I can imagine."

      He picks me up and places me carefully on the sofa; he puts two cushions under my foot to elevate it. "Are you hungry?"

      I bite my lip, I'm starving. It was raining so hard that I couldn’t see a shop along the way; that is if there even was one. "A piece of toast would be great. Do you have toast?" I ask.

      His eyes hold mine. "I have toast."

      "I can make it," I offer.

      "You stay there," he demands as he gets up. "You want a drink?"

      I glance at his glass of amber fluid on the coffee table. "What is it?"

      "Whiskey."

      Hmm, I love whiskey. "Umm."

      "I'll take that as a yes," he cuts me off. He fusses around in the kitchen and returns with a glass of whiskey and ice. "This will take the sting out of your foot," he says as he passes it to me. He goes back into the kitchen. I take a sip and wince as I stare at the glass.

      Fuck, what is this…200% alcohol? "Thank you," I call.

      I look around the room; it's innately masculine. The walls and floors are timber, a huge rug in muted colours is on the floor. The fireplace is big, and a giant metal tub has a heap of huge timber pieces inside of it, waiting for their turn to burn. The dog that lies in front of it hasn’t moved. Is it dead? The couch is tired and slouchy, but very comfortable, and there are curtains and cushions. I wouldn’t imagine a man like him to have cushions. I wonder, does he live here alone?

      There's a framed photo on the TV cabinet of a family portrait. It looks like a group of people all standing together in front of a waterfall, though it's too far away for me to see who's in the photo.

      "Do you live here alone?" I call.

      "Aha," he replies as he does whatever he's doing.

      I take a sip of my whiskey. Who bought those cushions?

      "Do you have a girlfriend?" I call.

      He appears and places a tray down on the coffee table in front of me. It has a big bowl of goulash on it with crusty ciabatta toasted bread on the side. It smells delicious. I look up surprised. "You made this?"

      "Last night."

      "Wow, I'm impressed."

      He holds out a spoon. "You didn’t taste it yet."

      I smile as I take it from him. "Well, it smells delicious."

      He walks back into the kitchen and the rain comes down hard outside. It's absolutely disastrous and sounds so loud on the tin roof.

      "Are you not having any?" I call.

      "I already ate."

      "Oh." I pick up my bowl and take a spoonful. Holy shit…this is good.

      I notice he didn’t answer my girlfriend question, he obviously has one.

      "So, have you lived here long?" I ask.

      "In the area, all my life. I bought this farm about ten years ago."

      I smile as I eat. "You should open a restaurant; this is really good."

      "You obviously hit your head, too," he answers dryly.

      I hear him washing dishes in the kitchen.

      "How did you see my car?" I ask.

      "I was out feeding Rex and I looked down the hill when I saw your headlights spin and then go off the road."

      I get a flashback of how scary that few seconds were.

      "I thought someone may have been hurt so I came looking for you," he says.

      "Thank you." I take a big mouthful. "I don’t know what I would've done if you hadn’t shown up."

      "You would have been okay," he replies. "I get the feeling that you can look after yourself just fine."

      I smile proudly. I like that he made that observation.

      I can look after myself…. I've had to do it all along.

      My douche bag husband certainly never did it.

      I hear the front door open as the rain really hammers down. "Rex," I hear him call. "Get out of the rain," he calls. I smile as I listen. "Dumb dog," he mutters. "Rex," he calls again, as I hear the rain really come down hard now.

      He comes in and slams the door closed.

      "Kid troubles?" I ask.

      "You could say that," he replies. "He's young and wild, out running around all night. I'm constantly chasing the damn thing and bringing him home."

      "What kind of dog is he?" I ask.

      "His mother was wolf. I found her on the side of the road; she'd been hit by a car and been killed. I saw she was nursing so I went looking and two days later I heard them crying in the forest. Brought both pups home, but his sister didn’t make it."

      I turn to look at him over the back of the couch as I see a new side to the prickly man.

      "I think his father must have been dog though," he continues, "or there is one somewhere back in his family; he's not a full bred wolf."

      I sip my whiskey as I listen. "Is that why he acts different, cause he's half wild?"

      "Maybe," he replies. "I don’t try and curb him too much. He has free reign. I let him be who he was meant to be. I do spend way too much time looking for him though."

      I smile impressed. Jack’s a big softy.

      I finish my dinner and he comes to collect my plate. "Leave that," I say. "I'll wash it in the morning, you’ve done enough."

      He gives me a lopsided smile as he picks it up. "It's okay, I'm used to doing everything."

      I watch him, and suddenly I want to know all there is about Jack.

      "Come sit with me and talk," I call, while I hold my empty glass in the air. "We can have another drink together."

      He picks up the whiskey bottle and comes and sits down on the other couch. He refills both of our glasses and takes a sip as his eyes hold mine. "What do you want to talk about?"

      I shrug. "Is there anything you want to ask me?"

      He shakes his head.

      "What's your last name?" I ask.

      "Stevens."

      "Jack Stevens?" I smile.

      He nods.

      "I'm Holly McMillan."

      His eyes hold mine and he takes a slow sip of his whiskey. "You got a man at home, Holly McMillan?"

      My stomach flutters. "No."

      "Why not?"

      I shrug. "I was married once, to a liar."

      He listens intently.

      "It's ridiculous. I thought he was the love of my life and he thought I was his meal ticket."

      He frowns.

      "He was a stockbroker and he got caught for insider trading."

      "He stole from people?" he asks horrified.

      "Aha, and I thought that was the worst of it. But when they were doing his character analysis in court, they brought up all these affairs that he had behind my back with numerous women and it was splashed all over the tabloids."

      His face falls. "You didn’t know?"

      "No idea at all. I was completely blindsided. He even had a child with another woman and paid her off not to tell me." I shrug sadly.

      He raises his eyebrows and sips his drink as if lost for words.

      "He's in jail."

      "You divorced him?"

      "Aha." I smile sadly. "It's funny you know; you think you know how your life is going to turn out. But I never imagined I'd be a thirty-three-year-old divorcee; that was never even on my radar."

      He nods as if understanding.

      My eyes go to him in question. "Did your life turn out to be what you thought it would be?" I ask.

      He shakes his head. "No."

      I wait for his reply.

      "Never thought I'd be a widower."

      My face falls. "Your wife died?"

      He nods.

      I stare at him.

      "Brain tumour, seven years ago."

      My heart drops. "I'm so sorry."

      He smiles sadly. "Me too."

      "Were you together long?"

      He nods but doesn’t elaborate and I get the feeling that he doesn’t want to talk about this anymore. I change the subject. "So, what do you build?" I ask.

      "Houses."

      "Tree houses?" I tease.

      He chuckles. "No, not tree houses. I own my own business. I have six guys working for me."

      "How wonderful." I smile as I think about this. "It must be so rewarding to see something that you built from the ground up come to fruition."

      "It is." His eyes rise to mine. "What do you do?"

      "I'm an acquisitions manager."

      "What does that mean?"

      "I work for a large media company in New York and I buy small companies around the world for them."

      He frowns. "You travel a lot?"

      "I do." I frown as I remember Clancy. "Oh shit. She's going to be freaking out."

      "Who is?"

      "My assistant, Clancy. I have no internet on my phone, and I couldn’t check in, she'll be worried sick."

      "You can use my phone if you want, I have coverage."

      "Would you mind?"

      "Sure." He gets up and hands me his phone and I dial her number. "Hello." She answers.

      "Clancy it's me."

      "Oh, thank fucking God. I thought you were dead. I was about to send out a search party."

      I smile. "No, I'm fine. I did crash my car but I'm okay and the weather is horrendous so I'm staying with a …." My eyes flick up to Jack and I pause as I try to think of the right description… a hot mountain man. "At a farmhouse; a very kind person brought me in. I just wanted you to know I'm safe and I'll call you in the morning. You can reach me on this number."

      "Okay, great. I'm so relieved."

      "Speak tomorrow." I hang up and pass the phone back to Jack.

      "You have an assistant?" he asks.

      "I have three."

      He raises his eyebrows in surprise.

      "Well you have six," I reply.

      "I guess." He sips his drink, amused. He refills our glasses.

      Two hours later

      I hate to admit it, but the cranky mountain man is actually quite witty.

      And dare I say it…. a little gorgeous. We've chatted about everything, with no real deep subject. He's easy to talk to, and smart. A lot more intelligent than I first gave him credit for.

      "Are you working tomorrow?" I ask.

      "No, there’s more rain in the forecast."

      "You don’t work in the rain?"

      "Depends where we are in the job. If the roof is already on, we do."

      I smile as I imagine him being all rough and rugged with a hammer. "So, what do you do for fun up here?"

      He shrugs. "Not much. There's a few bars in town."

      "Not much?" I tease. "I imagine you would have Alaskan women falling at your feet."

      He smiles bashfully. "Well……I'm a one-woman kind of man."

      What does that mean? "You don't have a girlfriend or someone you see?"

      "No. Not since…." His voice trails off.

      "Not since your wife?" I frown.

      "No."

      I stare at him and blink in disbelief. "I didn’t think men like you existed."

      "We do."

      The air crackles between us as we stare at each other.

      "I should get you to bed." He murmurs.

      "You should," I whisper.

      He stands and picks me up and I put my arm around his neck. We walk into his bedroom and he places me down to sit on the bed. He pulls the covers back and I notice a photograph of a woman on the side table. "Is that your wife?" I ask. I pick it up.

      "That’s Tara."

      She has blonde hair and is laughing, she seems kind. "She's beautiful." I smile.

      "She is…. was."

      He opens the bottom drawer and puts her photograph in it. "About time I put that away," he mutters to himself.

      "Don’t do that," I say as I open the drawer and pull her picture back out. I put it back on the side table. "She should always be next to you when you sleep, and when you meet your new love, she will want to sleep next to her as well…. because she's a part of you."

      He stares at me as his jaw clenches.

      A closeness runs between us and I reach up and run my hand down the stubble on his jaw.

      His forehead creases and he stands in a rush and turns his back to me. "Do you need anything else?"

      "No."

      He drops his head and stares at the floor as if contemplating a decision. "I'll see you in the morning."

      I close my eyes, shit…. I crossed the line. "Okay, goodnight."

      He walks toward the door.

      "Jack."

      He turns back.

      I give him a soft smile. "Thank you."

      He nods and leaves. The door clicks closed. I turn the lamp off, flop back to lie on my back and stare at the ceiling. I wasn’t joking, he really is one of a kind.

      

      I wake to the sound of rain, hard on the roof and I lie and listen to it for a while. I need to go to the bathroom. It's just getting light and I can see the glow of white through the crack in the curtains as the sun gets closer to rising. I climb out of bed and wince while I do so because my ankle is still sore.

      I hobble over to the door and peer out. Jack is asleep on the couch. I tip toe past him and make my way down the hall to the bathroom.

      After finishing, I wash my hands and open the bathroom door to see Jack standing there waiting for me. "You alright?" he asks.

      I nod with a smile. "I'm fine."

      He bends and picks me up like a bride once again.

      He holds me close and his eyes drop to my lips; my heart stops.

      Is he going to kiss me?
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      Holly

      His lips softly take mine as he kisses me. It's a soft kiss, with an undertone of suction. My arms are around his neck as he holds me in the air. It's as if I am light as a feather. We kiss again and again and oh……. this man is such a different species of male to what I've ever known before. He's not flashy or trying to woo me with smoothness. He just is as he is, and it's so refreshingly honest.

      Real.

      His lips take mine again and this time with hunger. I can feel the arousal as it takes over his body. With every thrash of his tongue, his grip tightens around my body. Seven years is a long time for a person to go without physical touch and I want to give it to him. I want to be the first person that he …

      He carries me down the hall and places me carefully on the ground in the kitchen. His eyes hold mine and it's as if he's assessing the situation, thinking carefully about his next move or sentence. Wondering if I'm going to run…. or if he should.

      I pause as I try to get the wording right. "I like you, Jack."

      His arms snake around me once more and he pulls my hips to his and I feel his large erection as it presses against me. "I like you, too."

      My stomach flutters …fuck, he's big.

      He kisses me and this time with purpose. This isn’t a promise of a grand love affair. We both know that’s impossible, or rather, it’s a decision. A conscious decision to get to know each other physically. And I'm okay with that, and by the feeling of his hard body up against mine, I'm pretty sure that he is, too.

      Our kiss turns frantic and he lifts me up to sit on the kitchen counter. The sound of the rain on the roof hammering above is adding to the dramatic feeling between us. His hand snakes up my leg as he wraps it around his hips. His open mouth drops to my neck as he kisses me hungrily, his teeth grazing my skin.

      Goosebumps scatter all over.

      I glance up and see our reflection in the kitchen window. Me on the counter with my legs spread around him, his two hands on the counter behind me as he holds himself up, his lips on my neck and his eyes tightly closed.

      He's completely lost in the moment.

      The thought of what he's been through and what he's missed since then tears my usual defences wide open and suddenly, I'm frantic. I want this man. I want all of this man; I want to spoil him…bring him undone.

      I whimper as I pull him closer. his hand runs up my thigh and he slides it into my shorts. He brushes the backs of his fingers through my sex and his eyes flutter closed with arousal. "Fuck," he murmurs.

      "Touch me," I whimper. Oh God… don't stop…I want it all…

      Fuck me.

      With his eyes locked on mine, he slowly glides his fingertips through my dripping wet sex. He lets out a low whistle. "You. Feel. So. Good."

      I arch my back, searching for a deeper connection.

      Reading my queues, he slides his thick finger deep inside of me and I clench around it. His eyes are dark and I clench again to show him what I can do.

      He inhales sharply in appreciation. "Fuck yeah."

      I shudder hard.

      Oh Hell, this could get embarrassing. I haven’t been touched for so long. I feel like I'm about to come already. He begins to pump me, first with one finger, then with two. His lips take mine as he kisses me hard. With one hand he grips the back of my head and with the other he adds another thick finger and I clench as I bite his bottom lip.

      Oh Hell, that feels good. Too good.

      My hands grip his shoulders as he works me hard and I can feel his muscles contract with every pump of his hand. His moves get faster and faster, more violent.

      And I grip his shoulders as I whimper into his mouth.

      "You like that?" he says as he watches me, though it wasn’t a question. It was more of a statement.

      And I don’t like that, I love that.

      He takes my bottom lip between his teeth and bites down and the pinch of pain on my lips reacts with the wave of pleasure from below and I shudder hard as I clench around his fingers, the orgasm so strong that I convulse. He smiles against my lips in triumph.

      I pant as my eyes hold his, well …that’s an embarrassing record. I came in three minutes flat.

      He scoops me off the kitchen counter and carries me into the bedroom and stands me next to the bed. He slowly peels my shirt over my head and then takes my pants down and throws them to the side. I stand before him, naked and vulnerable.

      His eyes roam over my body in reverence. "Holly…. you're beautiful," he whispers in awe.

      I clench my hands at my sides, nerves dancing in my stomach. I want him to be happy with what he sees.

      He lies me back on the bed and spreads my legs and before I can protest, he bends and kisses me there.

      I convulse off the bed, still sensitive from the orgasm I had only moments ago.

      He smiles into me as his eyes hold mine, his thick tongue licking deep into my core.

      His hands are on my inner thighs as he holds my legs open. I try to close them, and he slams them back to the bed. "Don’t move," he growls in a warning.

      Nerves flutter in my stomach and I get the feeling that Jack likes his own way in the bedroom…not that I'm complaining. His touch is dominant, controlling. And dare I say it, on the edge of control.

      His tongue laps my orgasm up and his eyes flutter closed in pleasure.

      I can feel it building again and I run my fingers through his thick hair.

      Oh Hell.

      His hand splays over my lower stomach to hold me down as my back arches off the bed.

      "Get your clothes off," I plead. This isn’t fair. I'm lying here open and wet at his disposal and he's still fully dressed.

      Fire dances in his eyes and he stands and peels his shirt of over his head. His broad chest comes into view. It’s thick and wide with a scattering of dark hair and I clench in appreciation.

      With his eyes locked on mine, he slowly unzips his jeans and slides them down. His thick hard cock springs free and I have to concentrate on not dropping my jaw.

      Fucking hell… he's hung.

      Thick veins are coursing down the length of him and pre-ejaculate is dripping from its engorged end.

      I begin to quiver, knowing what's in store for me. He hasn’t been with a woman in seven years and, oh my God, I'm going to get it good.

      This is Alaskan porn at its fucking best.

      I lean up onto my knees and take him into my mouth. He tastes good and I put my hands on his thick quads as my sex clenches. Hell, he's the perfect specimen.

      His hand goes tenderly to the back of my head as he watches on, our eyes are locked, and he has a sexy smile on his face. "How's your ankle now?" he asks.

      "What ankle?" I smirk around him. I'm not even joking. The only thing I can feel is my pulse pumping between my legs, preparing for battle. Demanding it.

      I begin to fist him with my hand while I suck him, and his eyes roll back in his head. I smile around him. "You like that, baby?" I whisper.

      He shudders and screws up his face and I know he's trying to hold it off, but I need him to come. I want him to lose control like I did.

      He grabs my hair in his two hands and begins to ride my mouth as his instincts take over. His breathing is labored, and I know that he's close. "Holly," he pants. "Holly." He pumps my mouth hard as he tips his head back to the sky. "Oh fuck…. Holly." He comes in a rush down my throat and I smile as I drink him down.

      I don’t know if I've ever seen something so beautiful.

      I'm not usually one for swallowing, but damn it… for him, I am.

      I keep licking him up, taking my time as our eyes stay locked. A tenderness runs between us and he brushes my hair back from my forehead. I smile softly and then he does something unexpected. He bends and takes my face in his hands and kisses me with everything he’s got, and my heart somersaults in my chest.

      I've never been kissed like this before, so completely.

      He crawls over me and takes me in his arms and for a long time we kiss, making out like teenagers in love who have all the time in the world.

      It's not hurried or anxious. The feeling of his skin next to mine is warm and safe. His touch is tender, so unlike any touch I've felt before.

      We kiss and we kiss, and after a while I feel his erection begin to grow against my hip. With every thrash of our tongues, I feel him lose a little more control, until our kisses are violent and his hands are spreading my legs, opening up my body for his.

      "Shit," he murmurs against my lips.

      "What?"

      "I don’t have any condoms."

      "Oh." I think for a moment. "I'm on birth control and I was tested when my marriage ended. I haven’t had sex with anyone since then."

      He pulls back to look at me with surprise. "How long ago was that?"

      I swallow the lump in my throat. "Three and a half years ago."

      His face falls and we stare at each other with an understanding hanging in the air between us. A sense of loss and sadness for what each other has been through.

      "Baby," he whispers as he pulls me into his arms and holds me tight.

      What the hell is happening here? I feel weak and vulnerable… teary. So unlike me.

      With his lips locked on mine, he rises above me and spreads my legs; his thick tip nudges my opening and I brace myself.

      He swipes himself back and forth through my open lips and then pushes in a little.

      "Oh." My back arches off the bed.

      He sits up and grabs some lube from the drawer in his side table and rubs it into my sex. "You alright?" he asks as he rubs his cock through me once more. I'm slippery and wet now, ready for battle.

      I nod, and then a dark smile crosses my face, "More than alright."

      He chuckles and as if that’s his green light to go, he slides forward and in one deep movement he stretches me to the hilt.

      I hold my breath as I feel the burn of his possession, a stretch like never before. It's sharp and stingy, even with the lube. "Oh…. you're big," I whimper.

      "No," he smiles against my neck as his teeth graze my skin, "you're small.”

      I giggle, because that's a blatant lie.

      He circles his hips as he holds himself deep, first one way and then the other as he stretches me open. Preparing my body to take him at speed.

      His body moves slow and measured, the perfect pressure on my clitoris sets my body on fire.

      Oh…he knows his way around a woman's body alright.

      Goosebumps begin to scatter up my spine and down my arms.

      He does it again and again and damn it, it's so good. My legs begin to rise by themselves, curling up around his waist. My hands roam up and over his muscular back and over his shoulders. His lips are connected to mine and it's all I can do not to beg him to fuck me hard. He's hesitant and taking his time and I know that I need to trust him to know when my body is ready.

      Hurry up and hurt me.

      Hurt me hard.

      His breath begins to quiver as if unable to hold it any longer and he slowly pulls out and then slowly slides back in.

      I moan in appreciation.

      His mouth hangs slack as his dark eyes hold mine. He pulls out and his control snaps. He slams in hard, knocking the air from my lungs.

      "Oh …" I scrunch my eyes shut. "Oh…that’s good…. Yes," I whisper as I cling to him tighter. My voice is deep and guttural, unrecognisable to my own ears.

      He begins to softly moan as he lifts himself onto his straightened arms. He widens his knees to get the traction he needs and he pulls out and slams back in as he begins to fuck me.

      Hard.

      Deep, thick pumps and the bed begins to hit the wall with force.

      He goes up onto his knees and lifts my legs over his shoulders as he continues to pump me. His dark eyes hold mine and he bites his bottom lip to stifle his smile.

      I smile at the devious look on his face, "You look like you're pretty happy with yourself there, Jack."

      He chuckles as he picks up my foot and kisses it, "I am happy with myself, but I'm even happier with you and your fucking delicious body."

      I giggle because I've never been called fucking delicious before, but I like it.

      He hooks my legs over his forearms and brings them up and then leans down to kiss me. His kiss is slow and erotic, his body deep inside mine, and Hell.

      I don’t know what kind of sex I've been having up until this point, but it wasn’t like this. Perhaps it's just the fact that it's been so long that I've forgotten what it was like. Yes, that’s probably it.

      We fall into a rhythm again, with him pumping me hard and me concentrating on not coming. I want to take my time. I know I only have him for tonight.

      I need to make it last as long as I can.

      Perspiration dusts our skin and as the rain comes down hard outside, I come undone on the inside. The way he looks at me, the way he kisses me, the way he fucks.

      Jack Stevens is one hell of a lover.

      His jaw hangs slack and by the speed at which his pumps are approaching, I can tell he's close.

      I reach for him and take his face in my two hands and I pull him down to me and kiss him. We fall slow and tender and with our lips locked. I feel him jerk deep inside of me, he screws his face up against mine and I let myself go. I cry out and shudder hard as I lose control. He smiles against my lips, happy that I'm right here with him.

      We keep kissing as he moves to completely empty himself……and oh.

      This man.

      He eventually pulls out and with his big arm around me, I snuggle up on his chest. I feel his lips gently kiss my temple as he holds me tight and as the rain comes down, I fall back into a sleepy state.
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        * * *

      

      "Holly."

      My eyes flutter as they try to open.

      "Holly," he whispers.

      I frown and stretch thinking don’t wake me up I'm having the most wonderful dream.

      Me on Jack… Jack on me.

      Hmm….so hot.

      I feel my body tingle with arousal, and I arch my back as I try to wake.

      "I'm sorry," he says softly to someone as he walks out into the living room. "She can't come to the phone right now, she's still sleeping."

      Huh?

      "I'll get her to call you as soon as she wakes up."

      My eyes snap open. What?  I sit up in a rush. "Jack," I call. The sheet drops down revealing my bare breasts and I look down and frown.

      I'm naked.

      Wait…. did that actually happen?

      Jack reappears, also naked, and he gives me a slow, sexy smile. He bends and his lips take mine and his hand cups my bare breast, his thumb dusts back and forth over my erect nipple. "Good morning, beautiful," his husky deep voice murmurs.

      My eyebrows raise by themselves. Oh … it happened alright. I smile against his lips. "Hi."

      He crawls in under the covers and takes me in his arms, "I was letting you sleep in."

      "Hmm." I smile against his chest, this is nice. "Who was on the phone?"

      "Your friend."

      I frown.

      "Clancy."

      "Oh." I sit up, "Shit, what did she want?"

      "She wants you to call her back."

      "Okay, can I use your phone?"

      He passes it over and then lies back down beside me as I dial the number. "Hello," Clancy answers in a panic.

      "Hi."

      Jack runs his hand down my body and over my hipbone. Goosebumps follow his touch.

      "Oh my God, who the hell are you staying with?" she splutters. "And why the hell was he in your bedroom?"

      I open my mouth to say something and then I close it as Jack slides beneath the covers.

      "Umm…" He licks my lower stomach and my sex clenches in appreciation. "A very nice man." I reply in a high-pitched voice. I put my hand on Jacks forehead and try to push him away. I can't concentrate on having a coherent conversation while he's doing that.

      "I need more information," she urges. "Holly, have you hit your head or something? It's late December and you have a ton to do, should I be worried?"

      "No not at all, Information later," I snap. I feel Jack smile against my skin. He must be able to hear our conversation. "What's up?" I go to push him away again and he takes my fingers into his mouth and begins to suck on them. His tongue flickers back and forth between my fingers.

      Oh…that tongue.

      "You won't believe it," she says. "Oscar Maddison has appendicitis."

      I frown, that’s who I'm meeting today. "What?"

      "He went in for emergency surgery last night and won't be back at work until next week on Tuesday. They want to reschedule you for then."

      I pinch the bridge of my nose. Shit.

      "I'll organise you a flight home," she continues.

      Jack kisses his way up my body and takes my nipple into his mouth, he pushes his knee between my legs to open them.

      I smile….

      "Holly?" Clancy snaps.

      "Oh, I'm sorry, what?"

      "I said, I'll organise a charter flight to come and get you."

      I glance down at Jack and he smiles around my nipple. The look he gives me is naughtiness personified. "Actually….", I pause, "do I have any major meetings this week?"

      "Let me look," she says. I can hear her typing on her computer. "You have Edward on Friday."

      "I can phone conference him."

      "Why?"

      "I think I'm going to stay here and work remotely from a hotel for the week."

      "What?" She pauses. "Why? You hate staying away."

      Jack smiles and bites me hard and I jump and try to push his forehead away. "Stop it," I mouth.

      He begins to motorboat my breasts and unable to help it, I laugh out loud.

      "What are you doing?" Clancy snaps.

      "I'm sorry," I frown. "Terribly distracted."

      "No shit."

      "I'm… I'm going to stay in Alaska for the week, there's no point in coming all the way home only to come back again. I have a lot to prepare for the meeting anyway."

      Jack climbs up over me and slides his hard body deep into mine, my mouth falls open as I stare at him.

      "Holly…"

      "I can't talk now, Clance," I snap. "I'm fine I promise, I'll call you later."

      "Shall I book you a hotel?"

      "No, I've got it."

      "Holly…what the hell…"

      I hang up on her midsentence and wrap my arms around Jack’s neck. "That was very rude, to interrupt my conversation like that," I say.

      He gives me a slow sexy smile, "Shut up and fuck me."
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        * * *

      

      "You ready to go?" Jack asks.

      "Aha."

      He picks me up and carries me out the front door and down to his truck. It's 3 pm and we are going back to my car to pick up my computer and suitcase. I've been playing hooky from work and in bed doing bad things all day, but in my defense, we've been waiting for a break in the weather. Jack places me in the truck and with a quick kiss, does up my seatbelt. I watch as he walks around to his side. He's wearing a black t-shirt and blue jeans that fit in the all the right places. He has a three-day growth of dark whiskers and I don’t know if I've ever seen someone so damn sexy in my entire life, or maybe that’s because he's fucked every last brain cell out of my head and I'm not thinking straight at all…. it's completely possible. That man has had me every which way and then some. He's making up for lost time, times ten.

      I have a dull ache between my legs, I feel swollen and sore.

      He gave it to me hard.

      He starts the engine and we start down the sweeping driveway. It's so green and there are mountains and trees as far as the eye can see. "This is such a beautiful place."

      Jack smiles as he looks around as if trying to see it through my eyes. "It is."

      "So…you said you bought this property?" I ask.

      "Aha, this is all mine."

      I look around, "What's all yours?"

      "All this land, everything you can see."

      I frown. "How much land is that?"

      "Close to five hundred acres."

      "Wow." My eyes widen in surprise. "Impressive."

      He smiles as he drives over the rough terrain. "The road is rough due to all the rain," he says.

      I nod as I think. "Do you think you would be able to drop me off at a hotel?"

      His eyes flick to me. "What for?"

      "Well," I pause. "I'm here until next Wednesday, that’s nearly a week."

      "You're staying with me," he snaps.

      "But…"

      "Holly," he cuts me off as he reaches over and picks up my hand and kisses my fingertips. "You are staying with me. End of story."

      I glance down at myself. "Well, we have to go shopping then."

      "What for?"

      "Clothes," I shrug. "Jack…. I'm wearing your sweatpants, your t-shirt and your huge flip flops."

      His eyes flick over to me. "And?"

      "Well, there is nothing in my suitcase I can wear really. I only packed work clothes for two days." I gesture to myself. "And I look like an old bag in yours."

      "Not to me." He turns the corner. "Sexy as fuck in my eyes."

      I smirk and stare out the front windshield. I've never been called as sexy as fuck before. It has a certain ring to it, though.

      We pick up my things from the car and I call the car rental company to come and collect the car and then we drive into town. There are about five shops and what looks like a few restaurants and a bar, Christmas decorations adorn the windows.

      Jack parks the car and I peer out the window. It feels like I am in another world here. It’s so different to my beloved New York. Where are all the people?

      "Okay." Jack gets out of the truck and comes around to my side and opens the door.

      "What are we doing?" I ask.

      "You wanted to go shopping."

      "Here?"

      He rolls his eyes. "Yes. Here."

      I look up and down the street. "There are no clothes shops here."

      "Yes, there are, you're blind woman." He goes to lift me out of the car.

      "I've got it," I whisper. "My ankle is fine." I limp over to the gutter.

      He gives me a smile and takes my hand. "Come on, hop a long."

      He leads me into a store at the end of the street. A bell sounds loudly over the door to notify someone of our arrival.

      I look around and see there are groceries, alcohol and fruit. "I need clothes," I whisper.

      "Up in the back corner."

      "What?" I stare at him as my brain misfires. "Here?"

      He smirks, amused by my horror. "Yes, Holly."

      I limp over to the aisle and peer down toward the back wall. I can see baby supplies and pet food. I make my way down the aisle as I wonder what the hell kind of shop is this?

      "Jack," I hear a woman's voice call.

      "Oh, hi Michelle," Jack’s deep voice answers.

      I keep walking toward the back corner. Oh, I see them now. Three tiny stands of women's clothes.

      Fuck…I think his clothes actually are better.

      "It's good to see you," the girl’s voice says. "I've missed you at the bar lately.”

      Huh?

      I frown and peer through the shelf to see who he's talking to. It’s a woman who looks to be in her mid-twenties. Blonde and pretty, she's wearing tight black jeans and an oversized sweater.

      "I've been busy," he mutters.

      "Doing what?"

      "My girlfriend is here from interstate."

      "Girlfriend," she gasps. "Since when?"

      What the fuck? He's getting picked up at the store now… ugh, I bet the women around here would all be in love with him.

      I hobble to the clothes rack and pick up a shirt as I eavesdrop. Oh God, it's hideous. I put it back on the hanger in a rush. I pick up a pair of pants and hold them up. What kind of fucking pants are these? I put them back on the hanger. He'll never touch me again in this crap.

      "Who is this girlfriend. Anyone I know?" she asks.

      "Nope," he replies curtly, and I can tell he has no patience with her. I get the feeling that Jack gets hit on a lot.

      And why wouldn’t he, he's fucking gorgeous.

      Ugg.

      I pick up a white t-shirt. I could tie it up in a knot at the front to make it fit. Now this… I can work with. I hang it over my arm. I glance over to the men's section…. hmm, that stuff looks better. I hobble over to investigate. I find a pair of black track pants meant for teenage boys. I like those, so I hang them over my arm. Some flannel pyjamas. A black nightdress that I could wear as a dress. I'm getting in the groove now.

      Jack ambles up behind me. "How is it going?" he asks as he puts his hand on my behind.

      "Who's your friend?" I ask.

      He rolls his eyes.

      "She likes you."

      "Don’t even."

      I give him a playful smile and bat my lashes. "I wouldn’t dare."

      The girl walks up the aisle and stops dead in her tracks when she sees me. Her eyes drop to Jack’s hand on my behind. "Hello," she says flatly as she looks me up and down.

      Oh…she likes him alright.

      "Do you need any help?" she asks.

      I fake a smile. "Do you have any wedding dresses?"

      Jack drops his head to hide his smile.

      Her eyes widen. "What?"

      I smile sweetly. "Is that a no?"

      "No," she snaps. "We don’t."

      "Hmm, pity." I shrug and I go back to looking through the rack while she storms off.

      Jack takes me in his arms from behind. "Not nice," he whispers in my ear.

      I giggle. "She asked for it when she looked me up and down."

      He slaps me on the behind. "Behave." He ambles off to look at something.

      I find a few things, enough to get me through the week and I make my way to the counter.

      The pretty girl gives me the death stare. "Is that all?"

      "Aha," I smile.

      She begins to ring the things up. "Where did you two meet?"

      "Online."

      She scans the pants. "How long have you been seeing each other?"

      I glance around the shop, where is he? "About eighteen months." I lie, I can hardly keep the smile from my face, it's fun playing this game.

      "Where are you from?" she asks.

      "New York."

      She rolls her eyes. "Ha, Jack would never move to New York. This won't last."

      My heart sinks, because I know she's right. I nod, "I know." I smile as I act like she hasn’t just hit a nerve.

      "You don’t know shit about us," Jack snaps.

      Our eyes flick to him.

      "I mean…. I just," she stammers as she rings up the last item.

      "Just don’t, Michelle," Jack cuts her off. He puts his arm around my shoulders. "Let's go, babe," he says.

      I pay and he leads me out of the shop and back to the car. He helps me in on my side and gets in and starts the car with a loud rev. He seems agitated as he pulls out onto the road.

      I look between him and the road. "What?" I ask.

      "Nothing."

      We sit in silence for a while. "So, I take it you are hot property around here?" I ask.

      He rolls his lips and stays silent.

      "Well, you better tell your bitches to back off," I tease.

      He breaks into a broad smile and reaches over and squeezes my thigh. "Well, with you out looking for wedding dresses, I don’t think that will be a problem, sweetheart."

      I laugh, "I'm sorry. But her face though."

      He chuckles, too. "I know."

      He picks up my hand and kisses my fingertips and I watch him in a detached state.

      His dark hair hangs over his face, his chiselled jaw and big red lips only add to his handsomeness. He really is a beautiful man.

      She's right though, this isn’t real. It won't last….and he needs to stop being so damn perfect.

      "What do you want for dinner?" he asks, interrupting my thoughts.

      "I don’t know. Maybe...," my eyes flick over to him, "a bit of Jack Stevens sounds good."

      He smiles darkly as he watches the road. "I hope you're hungry."

      I unclip my seatbelt and lean over and unzip his jeans. He inhales sharply as I kiss his cock. "I'm fucking starving."
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        * * *

      

      I sip my tea and pull the blanket around my shoulders. I'm out on the veranda and it's late at night. I can hear the animals in the forest and the mist is rolling over the hills.

      I've had the most wonderful week.

      Jack is intelligent and kind and funny and sexy as all fuck. We’ve talked for hours and laughed and made love. He's shown me around his beloved town. I've been cooking for us and he even took me to meet his parents. But tomorrow it all ends.

      After my meeting today, I came back here for one last night. The thought of not being in his quaint little log cabin with him is upsetting me, and it shouldn’t.

      Because this isn’t who I am.

      I'm the acquisitions manager for Ferrara Media in New York, the one who wears designer clothes and lives in a multi-million-dollar penthouse. I eat out at the best restaurants most nights, I socialize with the elite and drink fancy cocktails.

      So why does it feel like this is the end of the world?

      Jack comes out and the screen door bangs shut, "You need to fix that door," I whisper.

      "I know."

      He picks me up and sits down and puts me on his lap. He wraps me up in the blanket and kisses my temple and I smile, feeling safe in his arms.

      Rex walks up the stairs and tries to jump up to me. Funnily enough, I've even made friends with him.

      "Don’t," Jack says.

      Rex tries to get to me but Jack pulls me away. "Don’t, she's mine," he snaps as he holds me close.

      And I could just cry, because something has never sounded so good.

      Mine.

      I need to snap out of this sappy business.

      "You all packed?" he asks.

      I nod.

      "What time is your flight?"

      "Nine."

      Jack nods but stays silent.

      There's a sense of dread between us. How do you go from not knowing someone at all, to being totally besotted with them in a week?

      We haven’t discussed what's going to happen when I leave. Up until now, it's all felt so natural between us.

      Leaving him, not so much.

      I don’t like the idea of him being here all by himself. Who's going to look after him?

      "It's been a great week," he whispers as he looks out over the mountains.

      I smile sadly. "The best." I feel a lump in my throat, and I know our time is over. We helped each other through a rough patch. A light in the darkness.

      But our worlds are different, and it would never work between us. Michelle was right, I couldn’t live here, and he couldn’t live in New York.

      "Let's go to bed, baby," he whispers.

      I nod and stand, and as he walks inside, the screen door bangs hard again.

      I stare out over the view, fog puffs into the air as I breathe out. The air is so still.

      And it's not just Jack that I'm going to miss. It’s the peace that being here brings me.

      "Holly," he calls.

      With one long last look, I smile sadly and walk inside, the door bangs hard again. "Can you fix that damn door?" I sigh.

      "Yeah, yeah," he mutters under his breath. "Quit nagging me, woman."
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        * * *

      

      "Last call for flight 103 to Seattle," the voice sounds over the speaker.

      I stare at the man in front of me. Jack has my two hands in his.

      We are both quiet, not sure what to say.

      "I should…" I go to pull out of his grip.

      "Holly." His eyes search mine. "Stay…"

      I frown.

      "I know I don’t…," he pauses as if searching for the right words. "I don’t have a lot to offer."

      "You have everything to offer," I whisper.

      "We met for a reason; I truly believe that," he squeezes my hands in his.

      My face falls.

      "We can try."

      My eyes well with tears. "Jack…"

      He stares at me for a moment and then drops his head, already knowing my answer.

      "I'll call you when I get there." I fake a smile.

      He steps back from me as he drops my hands.

      My heart sinks.

      "Thanks for having me," I say.

      His eyes hold mine, but he doesn’t say anything. I lean up onto my tippy toes and go to kiss him and he turns his cheek.

      Ouch.

      I kiss his face and then turn, and without looking back I walk through the gates.

      He didn’t want to kiss me goodbye.

      With a heavy heart, I get onto the plane and take my seat and buckle up my seatbelt.

      "Can I get you anything?" The stewardess smiles.

      "Alcohol," I reply flatly as my gaze turns to look out the window. "All of the alcohol."
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        * * *

      

      One week later

      I sit at the restaurant table on the sidewalk and stare at the people.

      It's Christmas Eve.

      Thousands of people are all rushing to get to their destination, the jovial energy swirling around and around is a confused mess.

      I feel lost. Like a stranger from the outside, looking in. I've been walking around in a detached daze since I got back from Alaska.

      Something inside of me has changed, and I don’t know what it is.

      I'm heartsick.

      I'm pining for him like a love-struck teenager.

      "What's wrong with you?" Gabriel asks.

      My eyes flick back to my boss, Gabriel Ferrara. He's always been so good to me and we are close friends.

      I shrug. "I met someone."

      "This is good." He smiles excitedly.

      Gabriel was there for me when I went through my divorce. More than anyone, he knows what I went through.

      "In Alaska," I sigh sadly.

      His face falls. "Oh."

      "And he wanted me to stay and saying no…," I inhale. I can't even say it out loud.

      "Was hard…," he finishes my sentence.

      I nod. "He's …incredible."

      "Then go back."

      My eyes search his.

      "Holly, you can do your job from anywhere."

      I frown.

      "You don’t need to be here full-time. You can work from wherever you want in the world."

      "What?"

      "I think you and me both know what a sad existence it is to live your life around work. We've both suffered the consequences of such an existence."

      "It's Alaska, Gabriel."

      "You'll never know if you don’t try," he says.

      I frown as a million thoughts run through my mind. "What if it doesn’t work out?"

      He takes my hand across the table. "Then you come back and move on with your life with no regrets."

      I feel hope for the first time in a week. "When can I leave?"

      "You're not leaving me, Holly, you are working remotely. Remember that. Ferrara needs you."

      I smile.

      "You can transfer whenever you want to."

      I bite my lip to hide my smile, "I'll finish up in two weeks." We eat our lunch and lunch and make our way back to the office and as we walk through the Ferrara building foyer a security guard approaches us. "Holly, you have a visitor."

      "Oh, who is it?"

      He points to the corner and I look over to see Jack standing there.

      He's wearing a grey t-shirt and blue jeans. He has a small duffel bag slung over his shoulder. He looks so out of place and he looks up and smiles softly as he sees me.

      My heart somersaults in my chest and I nearly run to him. "Jack," I whisper. "What are you doing here?"

      "I came to bring you home."

      He came for me.

      "It won't be Christmas without you."

      Tears well in my eyes. "I was already on my way, baby." I lean up and kiss his big, beautiful lips. "I was already on my way."
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