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      Zara has an adventurous spirit and wants more from like than she’s getting from her time as a foster kid. One day her curiosity takes her into the woods and suddenly she’s faced with more than she bargained for. 

      Moose is Camp Hardwood’s ranger and is responsible for keeping the place safe. It’s a sanctuary for him and where he calls home and he’s not looking for anything more. But when he’s sent to save a lost girl in the woods, what he finds is a woman he can’t let go. 

      Warning: this filthy quick read is insta-love with insta-heat to match and enough fire to set the woods aflame. Get the second book in the Camp Hardwood Series now! 
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            Chapter One

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      “You’re so full of it.” I look over to Tessa, who is egging me on. For the past four days it’s all the girls have talked about. The big mystery man out in the woods.

      “I swear. They say there’s an old cabin out there where he lives and it’s haunted. A camper went that way last year and never came back.” I roll my eyes even as I look toward where she’s pointing. If someone went missing I think that would’ve made the news. I’m not from around here, though, so maybe I wouldn’t have heard about it.

      We’ve been up and down trails all over here, but we’ve been told that area of the woods is off limits. There’s a path that leads that way, but a simple thin rope is the only thing that marks it as out of bounds and someone could step right over it. I think I heard one of the camp counselors say it isn't Camp Hardwood property and that’s why we can't go up.

      Curiosity always gets the best of me and I have a bad habit of doing things I’m not supposed to. Hence why I’m here to begin with. The foster home I’m at thought sending me away to camps all summer and keeping me busy would keep me out of trouble. More importantly, out of their way so I couldn’t embarrass them further. I would’ve protested but they have me under their thumb. Why else would a barely eighteen-year-old girl be at camp? I had my birthday two days ago, not that anyone knew it. I’m sure no one at the foster home remembered it and didn't tell anyone here. I didn’t want to point out how little anyone cared and it stung enough without sympathetic looks from others.

      “We should go check it out then.” I step that way but Tessa grabs my arms to stop me.

      “Like right now?” Her eyes widen. “Why not? What’s the worst that could happen? I don’t think there’s actually someone out there kidnapping campers but I wouldn’t mind poking around.” They could kick me out and I actually frown at the thought. I’ve been enjoying this camp. It’s my favorite out of the ones I’ve been sent to before. I don’t know what comes next but I wish I could stay here with Mrs. Cyprus and her bear of a husband Ford. They’re sweet and the kind of parents I wish I had. Everything about this place is lovely, and I don’t think my foster family planned on me enjoying my time out here so much.

      Here at Camp Hardwood it doesn’t feel like every move I make is being judged. I wish I could stay forever, but right now I could use a little adventure.

      “When else would we do it?” I shrug off her hold on me. Time’s actually running out for me before I leave camp and am sent back to the foster house. After that who knows, and I’m not ready to face it.

      “Someone could see us.”

      I look around and no one is paying us any attention. She’s right, though; it’s broad daylight.

      “You want to wait until night?” My blood runs cold just thinking about coming back in the dark.

      “Night is worse!” she gasps and she’s right.

      I wouldn’t have the balls to come back in the dark. Nothing scares me more than being outside at night. It’s been a fear I’ve had since I was a little girl. I woke up alone once with the power out because of a storm and the house was empty. I remember hiding in a closet and crying until I fell asleep. I was six or seven at the time.

      The people running the foster home found me the next morning when they went to my room and saw I wasn’t in my bed. It wasn’t until years later that I put together they hadn’t checked on me when they got home from wherever they’d been.

      They called me a drama queen and said that my fear was a way of getting attention. The last thing I wanted was their attention. I made sure after that to be prepared and I kept a stash of flashlights under my bed.

      “I’m going.” I take one last glance to make sure no one is watching and move to the rope.

      “I’ll stay here and make sure you come back.” Tessa takes a few steps away from me and almost trips over her own feet.

      “You don’t want to come check it out?” I don’t want to go alone but I don’t want to look like a chicken either. Not that it matters because Tessa is acting like one right now.

      “You’re a virgin; the virgins never die,” she reminds me. “In scary movies they always live.”

      It’s a good thing because I can’t run for shit. Let’s hope the stereotype holds true and I don’t have anything to worry about.

      “Damn it,” I mumble, knowing she’s not coming. I should just forget it, but I want to go looking. The sun is still high in the sky and I could venture a little way out to take a peek. There’s a trail and it’s not as though I can get lost on a trail. All I have to do is follow it, which is easy enough.

      “If I’m not back in an hour you better tell someone I’m missing.” She nods her head up and down. “I’m serious. If I’m not back for dinner that means something is wrong,” I add and she keeps on nodding as her eyes widen in disbelief.

      I climb over the rope and Tessa take another step away as if I’m going to grab her and yank her to come with me. I roll my eyes at her and summon my courage.

      “There’s no one out there,” I tell her as I turn to face the path.

      I straighten my shoulders and try to put on a brave face. I follow the path as I head off on what I tell myself is going to be an adventure.

      I wasn’t prepared for how big of an adventure this ends up being.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      I’ve always liked the peace and quiet of the woods. Out there in the real world things are a mess. I’ve done things in my past that I’ve never told anyone, but they were for the greater good. I took out evil people and did everything I could to keep my hands clean. I find it’s best to stay busy and keep my mind clear so I don’t dwell on the past.

      I grew up near Camp Hardwood and even came here a few summers as a kid. I never dreamed in my race to join the military and leave town that I’d end up wishing for this place again one day.

      I worked my way up the ranks until the government saw the need to pluck me from the service and have me do their dirty work. I can’t say I didn’t understand it. I was the best at what I did and although my size is a pretty big giveaway, I was able to get in and out of places without being detected.

      Now I spend my days in the mountains and life is good. I think some might call it lonely if they were looking in from the outside, but I don’t mind the solitude. I spend a few hours every day checking things over at camp and doing what they ask me to do, then I get to go back to my cabin in the woods.

      I’m ranger of the woods around Camp Hardwood and explore as much as I can to make sure the area is secure. I don’t envision a real threat to the campers here, but I like to keep an eye on the den of bears that’s north of the property and watch for signs of mountain lions. It’s basically just me and my hiking boots and I’m fine with this life.

      Summer is in full swing at the camp, but I’m always staying ahead of the game. Today I’m chopping some wood outside my cabin to stockpile for the winter. A tree came down in the storm last month and it’s finally dry enough to cut.

      It’s late in the day with the sun beginning to set, but it’s hot and muggy out. I take my shirt off and wipe the sweat off my face with it. I look down at the dark hair on my chest and wipe that off too. I’m not chiseled or cut like I’ve been in the gym, but I’m strong and solid like the tree I’m slicing into. My beard gets itchy in the heat so I had to shave it down a bit, but once the cold weather snaps back I’ll let it grow like a bear.

      I got asked by a camper why they call me Moose and I told her the truth. I said I once ate an entire gallon of Moose Tracks ice cream, but I don’t think the kid believed me. Hey, what can I say? I’m a big guy with a big sweet tooth.

      It’s the one indulgence I don’t mind being around civilization for. Sweets are my weakness and sometimes it gets out of hand.

      I place the wood on the chopping block and swing my axe down on it. The blade splits the stump and I stack it up next to the others.

      When I bend down to pick up another piece of wood I hear my radio go off. I toss down my axe and go over to it and hit the button on the side.

      “Moose,” I say and wait until I hear the click and then Ford comes on.

      “We’ve got a problem.”

      “I assumed that’s why you’re calling.” I take a drink of water and wonder what’s going on. He only uses this for emergencies when I’m at my cabin.

      “We’ve got a girl gone missing. She didn’t come down after a hike today and her friend said she headed up the trail in the restricted section. That could be up your way, but we can’t be sure.”

      “I’m on it.” I go into my cabin and grab a fresh shirt and my gear. I keep it by the door for times just like this. It’s sad to say she’s not the first to go missing, but it doesn’t take long to find them. I need to know a little more about who I’m looking for and where she was last seen. “Give me all the details you can.”

      “Her name is Zara, and she’s seventeen.” I hear a rustling of paper and a curse. “Wait. She’s eighteen as of two days ago. She was last seen headed up your trail but she would have hit your cabin a long time ago. Chances are she got lost where it forks and couldn’t find the trail markers.”

      “Shit.” Now it’s my turn to curse. I saw mountain lion tracks there earlier in the week but it was so far out of bounds I didn’t think it mattered.

      “Blond hair, about five foot five,” Ford says, and I hear his wife in the background.

      “Don’t worry. I’ll bring her back,” I vow, then tuck the walkie talkie in my pack and grab a couple of water bottles.

      It’s hot in the summer, but as soon as the sun sets the temperatures in the mountains can drop fast. If she’s out there in the dark at night then it’s possible she’s already in danger. I don’t even want to think about what could happen if a hungry animal spots her.

      I set out for the mountain and say a silent prayer that I can get to her before something else does.

      I’m not prepared for what happens when I find her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      I clench my hands into fists as my fingernails dig into my palm and I try not to shake. I don’t want to show fear. Maybe they can smell it. For the life of me I can’t remember if you play dead or run when you see a black bear. How’s a person supposed to remember something like that in a panic moment? I never really thought I’d come across one.

      “Hi, little baby bear,” I say gently as I take a step back, trying to make space between the bear and me. The bear inches closer, negating my progress. He’s not a baby at all. “I didn’t mean to bother you.”

      I make my voice as soft as possible, like talking to a little newborn baby, but still the bear comes closer, sniffing the air. It doesn't look angry or aggressive. I’m pretty sure running from black bears is bad, but there is a fifty percent chance I’m wrong. I know I can’t outrun a bear either way because I can't outrun anything. My legs are already heavy from the hiking I did before I got lost. Not only that but I don't know which way I should run. Each second that ticks by I’m losing more daylight.

      I close my eyes thinking maybe this isn’t really happening. I don’t know what I fear more: the dark of the woods or the bear. I take another step back, knowing either way I have to get out of here. I hear the snap of a branch and my eyes spring open to see the bear standing on his hind legs staring at me. My mouth opens to scream but just as I take a breath a hand comes down over it and my back meets a wall of a chest.

      “He’s just curious,” the deep voice rumbles into my ear. “It’s why he’s up on his hind legs like that.” I shake my head no because he most definitely doesn’t look curious. He looks big and ready to rumble.

      “Get on, Berry. You’re scaring the girl,” the man says loudly to it.

      It falls to its feet before giving a huff and turning to leave. I swear it shakes its ass as it goes and I stand there in shock. He shooed the bear away? That was not one of the many things they told us to do when we saw a bear. Not that I was recalling anything else that was helpful.

      Slowly his hand drops away from my mouth and I lick my dry lips as I turn to see the man who had a hold on me. My eyes meet a wide plane of solid muscles, and without having to look up I know who it is. I’d know this broad chest anywhere.

      Moose. My heart flutters as I tilt my head back to meet his dark green gaze. I’ve seen him around Camp Hardwood talking to Mr. C. I’ve had a weird fascination with him and hide when I see him so he can’t see me watching him. I try not to stare but I can’t help it. There’s something about him that draws me in.

      Something pokes my belly and I’m surprised by how close we are. Wait, is he hard? My ass was pressed up against him and I felt something digging into me. Most of my attention was on the bear, but I felt something hard in my backside that wasn’t his thigh. But my mind must be playing tricks on me because no way Moose would be turned on by me. Don’t men get hard-ons from adrenaline rushes? Though he doesn't seem scared over the bear—Berry, as he called him.

      “You lost, little girl?” The use of the word “girl” irritates and does something funny to me. I like it on his lips but I don’t like him thinking of me as a kid. I want Moose to look at me as a woman. A man like him would want a women and I want nothing more than for him to want me. My whole body heats at the idea of being taken by him.

      “No,” I lie.

      His hard jaw ticks. If I’m lost that makes me look more like a girl, but who am I kidding? I’m not only lost here in the freaking woods, I don’t know where I’m going in general.

      “I’m lost.” My shoulders sag along with my head. I’m no longer able to keep staring into his eyes that could so easily hold me captive.

      “Are you hurt?” he asks, and his voice is softer this time. I shake my head because physically I’m not. My legs ache and so do other parts of me, but I’m not sure that counts, nor do I want to admit to those aches.

      I let out a small scream when a loud pop sounds and the ground shakes below my feet. I jump, unsure of what the hell is happening.

      “Fuck,” Moose grumbles, and I’m in his big arms a moment later. “We gotta move.”

      I think he means he needs to move because he’s the only one with feet on the ground. He runs at a speed that’s unnatural for his size. No wonder he wasn't afraid of the bear. He could outrun one, not that he’d need to. I think Moose could have taken the bear on and the animal probably knew that too.

      “A storm is moving in quick,” he explains as he runs. I try to look up, but it’s hard to make out the sky through the thick trees. I thought it was getting dark but now I can see it wasn't just night; dark clouds are rolling in too.

      His hand goes to the back of my head as he pushes my face into his neck. “Stay put, the branches can snag your face,” he tells me.

      I, like the bear, do as I’m told. I already have a handful of scrapes on my legs and arms from my adventure gone wrong. If campers go missing up here it’s because a bear ate them.

      At the moment my adventure isn’t feeling so wrong. The fear I had earlier with the sun setting and the danger of being eaten by a wild animal is long gone. Moose won't let anything happen to me and somehow deep down I know that.

      I breathe him in and nuzzle in closer. His scent is like the forest with a touch of something sweet mixed in. I don’t know what it is but I lick my lips again, letting my tongue peek out to brush against his skin innocently. I try and pretend I wasn't stealing a taste of him.

      “Zara.” His hold on me tightens and I don’t know if he’s telling me to stop or keep going.

      Hearing my name rumble from his lips has my whole body buzzing. I jerk in his hold when another loud bang of thunder rolls over the forest. “I’ve got you, little one,” he tells me, his tone switching back to a soft one and I’m not sure which I like more.

      Rain pelts us as he runs and soon I’m soaked to the bone. I can feel the water pooling between us and the water rushing down his body. But I don’t care because I’m in Moose’s arms. I hold on tight to him and brush my nose against his neck as he keeps moving. I think I made the right choice in going out into the woods alone. This small moment is going to make it worth it even if I end up in trouble.

      All too soon we slow down and he stops moving. I lift my head to look over Moose’s shoulder and see a closed door. The sound of rain on a roof fills my ears as another loud bang rumbles and shakes the cabin.

      “Where are we?” I ask, since Moose hasn't said a word. He’s not even breathing heavy and he ran all that way with me in his arms.

      “My place.” I lean back to look at him and his gaze meets mine. I can’t read his expression and I don’t know if he’s pissed or what, so I fidget in his hold.

      “Did they send you to look for me?” I should probably tell him he can put me down but I don’t want to because it feels so good right where I’m at.

      “You said you weren't hurt.” His eyes flick to my neck and I touch the place he’s looking at. When I look at my fingers I see a small smear of blood.

      “It’s just a scratch.” I shrug it off and focus on the water dripping down his body. His face is full of concern.

      “Where else are you hurt?” He takes a few steps and then sits me down on a soft chair. “I’ll need to check you over. Clearly I can’t trust you to tell me the truth.”

      He falls to his knees in front of me, making us almost eye level. As he pulls away my wet shirt all I can think about is that his hands are on me. He checks me over with care and I’ve never had someone be so worried about me. It’s all I can do to hold still.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      Her wet shirt falls to the cabin floor and I know I told her I need to look her over, but this is wrong. I’m going to make sure she’s okay, but deep down I’m doing this so I can see her. All of her. One look at those blue eyes scared in the middle of the woods and I knew I had to protect her and keep her safe. And that I needed to be inside her.

      Her skin is pink from the cold as I hold her arms out and run my eyes over her. She’s all mine. I’d radioed down when I’d spotted her and alerted everyone I’d found her. No one would be looking for her for awhile since they knew she was in my hands.

      “Stand up.” My voice is deep and I have to swallow as the thick desire threatens to climb out of me.

      She does as I ask without question and my fingers shake a little as they go to the button on her cutoff shorts. I pull the soaked denim off of her hips and drag it down her thighs. She kicks off her shoes at the same time and I can see a pool of water in them.

      Twisting her fingers together in front of me, she looks down to where I’m kneeling. I make a show of looking her over thoroughly and take my time. I slide my hands down her thighs and around to the back before I take a shuddering breath.

      “Turn around.” I don’t recognize the sounds coming from me because this can’t be real.

      This perfect creature can’t look at me with those big blue eyes and pouty lips. With wet blond hair clinging to her body she stands here in cotton panties and a bra so thin I can see her dusky rose nipples tight and small through it.

      With slow precision she turns around to face the chair, but when she looks back at me over her shoulder she bends over. Her hands grip the arms of the chair and she pushes her ass back. “Can you check my bottom?”

      My mouth waters and I clench my fists at my side, willing myself not to touch her. She’s too young, too clean. My dirty work hands shouldn’t be allowed to build her a home, let alone touch something so innocent. But even as I tell myself this, I can’t stop my hands from moving forward. I’m desperate with a need so strong a thousand men could come through that cabin door and I wouldn’t be moved.

      “Does it hurt?” I lick my lips as I run my fingers along the edge of her. I tug the wet elastic until they’re at the top of her thighs and her ass and pussy are right in front of my face.

      “Yeah,” she says, widening her legs. “Real bad.”

      Her cheeks spread and show off a pink strip of divine heaven that can only be described as perfect. From her tight sweet little asshole that probably tastes like candy, all the way down to smooth soft lips parted slightly. All wet, all swollen with need.

      “Goddamn,” I breathe, running a hand down my face and wiping the drool off my chin with the back of it. “You trying to break a man?”

      “I don’t know. I’ve never had one before.”

      My chest tightens as I think about this sweet little thing walking around after I’ve fucked her. Her legs bowed, thighs sore; I bet she wouldn’t sit for a week. My cock strains so tight against my wet jeans that there’ll be a zipper mark all the way down it.

      “You can’t talk like that, Zara.” I slide my hands up the sides of her thighs slowly until I reach her hips. I grab on to them and jerk her back so she’s closer to my mouth. “You keep telling me things like that and I don’t know what I’ll do.”

      “You wanted to know where it hurt.”

      She tilts her pussy back and no judge in the world would convict me for what I’m going to do to her. I’m a good, decent, God-fearing man who follows the law and pays my taxes. Aren’t I entitled to a little something for myself? When was the last time I took what I wanted? She’s legal and there’s not a man in a hundred-mile radius who would look at the sight before me and have the strength to say no. But they won’t get the chance because this plush pink heaven is mine.

      “I’ll make it better,” I say softly as I lean in and wiggle my tongue against her soft lips.

      Her quiet gasp has me gripping her hips tighter and digging my fingers into her round curves. I hold on to her so she can’t take my treat away as I use my tongue to run up and down the delicate gap between her legs. From ass to clit, I savor every secret inch, and when I dip inside her pussy, I taste just how young she is.

      “I’ve never licked a hymen before,” I say, biting her ass and going back for more. “It’s like a cherry Lifesaver.”

      “Oh God!” she cries, and I see her grip on the chair tighten.

      “Don’t worry, I’ll get it.” I suck on her clit and she arches her back. “That’s why you came up here in the woods, wasn’t it? To bring me a cherry?”

      “Yes.” Her moans get louder and louder as she pushes her pussy against my face and I tongue-fuck her.

      “Good girl,” I say, feeling her body tense and finally let go as her orgasm rocks through her body.

      Her muscles tense and then she relaxes as her pussy juices coat my tongue. Fuck, she’s like a bag of sweets and I’m gunning for a cavity.

      Once the last wave of pleasure quakes her body I stand up and yank off my shirt. I toss the wet material to the ground and then unbuckle my belt and unzip my jeans.

      She turns around, naked save for her bra, and stares openly at me as I pull my cock out. “Take that off,” I say, nodding to her bra, and she does as I ask. “You look cold.”

      She shakes her head but her eyes never leave my cock. I let it hang heavy and thick between us. It’s pointing right at what it wants and it’s that mouth of hers.

      “This will warm you up.” I squeeze the base of my cock before I slowly stroke it to the tip. Cum pools at the end and then drips to the floor in throbbing anticipation. I smear the cum over the thick head and she licks her lips.

      “I don’t know what I’m doing.” She scoots to the edge of the seat and her face is an inch from my cock.

      Thunder and rain sound all around us as the wind howls. We’re not going anywhere anytime soon and it’s like the universe is telling me not to leave.

      “I’ll teach you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      I look into his eyes, wanting so badly for him to teach me how to please him. The idea of all the things I could learn has my body once again humming with need. I still tingle from the orgasm, but I want more. His nose flares as I gaze up at him and I’m sure I look like a deer caught in headlights. I’m not sure what to do, but more than wanting another orgasm I want to please him. My heart skips a beat when I think that maybe if I do a good job he’ll let me stay. I’ll never have to leave Camp Hardwood and I’ll have a home with him.

      “I want to learn,” I tell him, licking my lips, only this time I let my tongue peek out and get a taste of the cum that leaks from him. His cock weeps with need for me and it turns me on knowing I’ve done this to him. He wants me so badly his cock drips for my mouth and my sex begins to throb.

      “Get it all.” His big hand goes to the back of my head as he pushes my mouth closer to his cock. I do as I’m told and greedily lick the head of his cock. It looks red and angry and I know it needs me to soothe it. He’s probably in pain and needs relief.

      I don’t stop there as I reach up and wrap my hand around the base of it to hold it in place. I try to lick the small hole for more of his cum. Moose lets out a groan and his fingers dig into my wet hair. He pulls me back from his cock and now it’s out of my tongue’s reach. I try and fight him but he’s stronger than me.

      “Don’t hurt yourself,” he snaps.

      “Then let go and give it to me.” His eyes narrow on me as I realize I just got smart with him.

      “You’re a greedy little thing, aren't you?”

      I might be short but I’m not little. I guess compared to him, though, everyone is. His lips twitch for the first time and I think he’s about to smile.

      “Please.” I try to inch closer to his cock with my mouth, but his hold on my hair is firm.

      I’m not going anywhere unless he lets me, and while the thought would normally scare the crap out of me, for some reason with Moose my body is having a whole new reaction. Right now I’ll do anything to be trapped in his hold.

      The smirk drops from his lips. “Open that pretty mouth. I’m going to give it to you slow.”

      I do as I’m told and open my mouth wide for him.

      “I don’t want you to hurt yourself.” His voice is so low, but I catch the shake of desire in it.

      I don’t know how I could hurt myself, but I trust him to take care of me.

      “Fuck. You’d do anything I asked you to, wouldn't you?”

      I nod again as I stare at his cock and he lets me move closer. I should have known that the moment I saw him I would follow his every order. One look at him and he had a pull on me even from a distance. He saved me, had his mouth all over me, his rough hands on my skin, and now I’m his. He checked me over with tender care until I baited him into more and now he owns me. It doesn't matter if he wants me or not, because there is only one man my body will obey.

      “Open wider if you’re going to take me.”

      I open as far as I can as he presses the tip of his cock into my mouth. It isn’t going to fit, but I’m going to try to make it work one way or another. It could be why he’s worried about me getting hurt, but it also makes me wonder how he’s ever going to fit inside of me. He’s a big man all over and I can barely get my mouth around the first few inches of his cock. I don’t know how he’ll ever fit down there, but I ache to feel his snug embrace. My heartbeat pounds between my thighs and my slick need drips down to ready his entry.

      He groans as I take more of him into my mouth. I think about being filled with him. I’m so turned on I moan as I try for another inch. I feel warm, salty cum spill into my mouth and I swallow and wiggle my ass. I try to press my clit down into the chair because I’m desperate for friction. The throbbing is becoming painful and I don’t know which I want more. It’s hard for me to stay focused as my mind bounces between sucking him off the best I can and needing to fill my empty ache.

      “Are you touching yourself?”

      The hand between my thighs pauses and I’m shocked to realize I started to play with myself as I sucked his cock. Touching myself is something I only do when I’m alone and I don't get those moments often. But when I had those quick moments of solitude I would think of Moose as I slipped my hand into my shorts.

      I whimper because I don’t want to stop but I don’t know what to do. “Show me how you touch yourself, little one.” I look up and watch him wipe the back of his hand across his mouth. “I want to see how fast those fingers can move.”

      I take him deeper and swallow his salty flavor. I press two fingers against my clit and rub myself faster as I move my hips, keeping my eyes on him.

      “Good girl.” His voice is soft like he’s saying it to himself, but every muscle in his body is strained.

      When he faced the bear he was so cool and calm but right now he looks as though he’s about to lose control.

      “Take it,” he grits out as his jaw tightens and his cock hits the back of my throat.

      His hand holds me in place at the back of my head so I can’t move. I feel the throb of his cock on the underside against my tongue and then the warm release of his cum down my throat. I swallow it eagerly and suck down every drop. I moan as my body shakes and my own orgasm washes over me and it’s a pleasure unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

      It’s like I’m falling when he releases me and his cock slips out of my mouth. I think I’m going to land back in the chair, but before I do he lifts me into his strong arms. My eyes feel heavy as I rest my head on his shoulder and I breathe him in. I still can’t believe this is happening. I’m with Moose and he’s going to take my virginity.

      “I’ve got you.”

      He says more after that but I’m too sleepy to catch it. I feel him moving but I’m too weak to look up. I relax into his hold and close my eyes as he carries me away. As long as I’m in his arms it doesn't matter so I let sleep take me.

      I pray that if this is all a dream that I never wake up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      Thunder shakes the small cabin as I carry Zara down the hallway to the bedroom. Lightning illuminates the bed while I lay her sleeping body down on it and I stand back to look at her. Her smooth porcelain skin is so perfect and untouched. My eyes trail all over her to where she’s pink and soft. My tongue aches to have her pussy against it and my mouth begins to water.

      I pull back the blanket so she’s on the white sheet and her small body in my large bed makes her look delicate. She was so fragile in my arms, yet so strong with her mouth around my cock. Seeing her suck me off and touch herself at the same time will be an image I carry with me into the afterlife. There’s nothing on this earth and beyond that could erase it from my mind.

      I kneel down at the side of the bed and close my eyes for a moment. I thank whoever it is that sent this angel to me and thought I was worthy enough to have her. I open my eyes, stare at her soft legs and lick my lips. I can’t stop myself from reaching out and gently grabbing her ankles to spread them wide. I pull her ass to the edge of the bed and kiss my way to her middle. I lick the pink folds of her pussy as I push her knees farther apart and then tease her clit.

      The sweet pearl hardens for me as I hear a breathy moan from Zara. I wish I had the strength to let her sleep, but my need to taste her is too great. The scent of her arousal fills my lungs and I can still taste her release as I dip my tongue inside her. There’s no place on her body I don’t want to possess and I lift her a little so I can lick lower. When I slide my pinky inside her ass she moans louder but doesn’t tell me to stop.

      I use two fingers in her pussy to rub the tender spot inside while I suck on her clit. My cock hangs heavy between my thick thighs and I know it will never fit in all of her warm, soft places. But her pussy is what I crave most and I want it to wrap around me like her mouth.

      The thought of having unprotected sex with her should make me ashamed, but instead my cock weeps for it. Cum rolls off the tip and down the length until it drips onto the floor between my knees. I glance down and see a puddle of it, but there’s no end in sight.

      I wiggle my fingers inside of her and then feel her grip around me. She moans, her hips moving, and she grabs my hair with eager hands. I hear my name whispered on her lips as her body tenses under me. I can taste the second her climax hits and her body releases onto me. I growl my approval and take my fingers from her to lick them clean. There isn’t a part of her that isn’t sweet and that I don’t want to own, and I won’t stop until I have all of it.

      Her eyes are hooded as I climb up her body and place her in the middle of the bed. I knee her legs open roughly as I lay my cock against her lower belly.

      “I want what you came to give me.” I thrust against her and the length of my cock slides between her wet folds, the underside grazing her clit.

      “My cherry?” She rests her feet against my ass and I move my cock lower.

      “That’s right.” I grip the base of my cock and squeeze it tight before I jack it a few times. “Hold still.”

      I place my forearm across her hips to hold her in place. I pump my fist around my cock a few times before a stream of cum shoots out and splashes against her pussy.

      “Fuck,” I groan when I see my white cream smeared across her pink lips.

      I use my fingers to push some of it inside of her, and my cock grows impossibly harder at the sight.

      “Will it fit now?” she asks softly as she looks down between us.

      “Not all of it, but enough.” I press the tip to her cum-covered opening and watch as the first few inches disappear inside of her hot warmth. “There it is.”

      Her barrier clings tight to the head and I stop my progress. I can feel her virginity trying to keep me out, but there’s nothing that will stop me from claiming her as mine.

      “Just relax,” I tell her, grabbing her hands and holding them above her head. “There’s no way for me to make this gentle.”

      I press my lips to hers just as I thrust into her enough to break her innocence. Thunder rumbles over us and it’s like the world is clapping its approval. Rain beats against the window but the only thing I can hear is the catch of her breath as she opens and my tongue tastes hers.

      With all the strength I have inside me I hold myself steady and wait for her to relax. I don’t have but half of my cock inside her, but it’s enough. For now.

      I take my time kissing her and holding her face as I do it. I go slow and easy and before too long I feel her legs begin to relax. When her knees fall open all the way, she tentatively moves her hips.

      “Do you want more, angel?” I ask, slowly moving inside her. She nods silently and traces her fingers down my back.

      I glance down between us and even in the dark I can see my cock has traces of her virginity smeared across it. I grip her wrists tighter as I think about how no other man before me has been inside her and how she’ll never know anyone else besides me after this.

      “Harder.” The word is so soft I almost don’t catch it, but when I do every muscle in my body tightens.

      Could this angel be made just for me? Not only is she taking my cock, but she’s asking for more. I was trying so hard to be careful, but she’s going to do everything in her power to see me brought to my knees.

      I give her what she wants and I feel her body respond in kind. She grips me impossibly tighter. I sink into her heat and rut her like an animal. My body is primed all over and the second she squeezes my cock and cries out in pleasure I know I can finally give in. Her pussy clenches and her body arches against me as her climax takes over her body. I can feel each wave of it down my cock and all the way to my balls as I release inside of her. Hot cum fills her up and spills out of the tight seal we’ve made. I can feel it roll down between us and onto the sheet to join in the marking of her virginity.

      I kiss her softly and hold her close as we catch our breath. The storm still rages outside but it’s as if we’re in the eye of a hurricane. There is peace between us and my chest aches with something I can’t name—something I’ve never felt or known was possible.

      Slowly I pull out of her and feel my warm seed spill out of me. I get up from the bed and stare down at her for a moment before I turn around and walk out of the room.

      “Moose?” I hear her call over my shoulder as I go to my closet and grab a hammer and two nails. When I come back into the room, her eyes are wide and then her eyebrows pull together in confusion. “What are you doing?”

      Without a word, I pull the sheet from under her and off the bed. I take a corner of it and with the hammer I hang it up on the wall and then do the same to the other side. I stand back and look at the mark of blood mixed with the two of us in the middle of the sheet and my cock throbs in approval.

      “I want to look at this every night before I go to sleep. I want to see the gift you gave me while I hold you close.” I drop the hammer and get on the bed. I lie on my side and pull her flush against me. “I never want to forget this night.”

      I hear the smile in her voice as she pushes her ass against my hard cock. “Neither do I.”

      

      Chapter 7 *Zara*

      I giggle as Moose’s giant hand slides along my stomach. He never stops touching me and I can’t get enough of him. My laugh quickly turns into a moan as his hand dips lower. I’m tender between my legs but I don’t care. I’ve lost count of how many times he’s had me through the night. I only know it’s the next day because the sun is shining into the cabin bedroom.

      This morning Moose pulled me from the bed and put me in a bath, then made me stay in it alone for what felt like an eternity. I don’t know what he went off to do but he told me not to move. It was probably only twenty minutes, but every second felt like forever when I wasn’t pressing my body against him. Finally, he came back with some aspirin and made me take them before he scooped me from the large clawfoot tub and into the shower with him.

      “None of that,” he tells me.

      He says that but his thick fingers slip between the folds of my sex and he plays with my clit. I hold on to him, never wanting to let go. He’s easily three times bigger than me and I should be scared of him, but all I want to do is be as close to him as humanly possible. I’ve never felt this connection with another person in my life and I don’t know what this feeling is. But I know I won’t be able to breathe without it.

      I’ve heard one of the counselors use the term “clinger” before. I overheard Jack saying it when he was talking to another male counselor. He was talking about some girl he slept with in town and how she wouldn't leave him alone after he banged her. I guess that’s what I’ve become because I don't want to leave Moose alone. Jack called the girl a “stage-five clinger,” so if she was a five I’m probably a ten. Moose doesn't look as though he minds right now and I pray it doesn't change.

      “But I want it.” I try and move my hips to rock against his finger, but his other hand is holding me down.

      In the short time I’ve been with Moose I’ve learned I go and move to wherever he wants me. My nipples tighten as I think about the control he has over me. It might be twisted but I love it.

      “Only a little.” His voice comes out gravely and deep.

      I’m not sure if he’s talking to himself or me, but either way his finger slides down and pushes into me. I moan as his thumb takes over playing with my clit and he touches that perfect spot.

      “Fuck,” Moose grunts. “I think you're tighter now than last night.”

      He leans down and kisses my neck, but he doesn't stop thrusting his thick finger in and out of me. His big strong body is half on top of mine and I’m pinned to the bed as he forces me to take what he gives.

      “Your pussy is swollen but is still begging for more. You’re a hungry little thing, aren't you?”

      I nod, unable to form words. It is always snug when Moose is inside me. It doesn't matter if it’s his fingers or cock. I love the feeling of being stuffed full of him. I might be swollen, but I don't care because it only means I’m going to hold on to him tighter. My body and I are both begging silently for him to never let me go. He pumps one finger then adds another. He rocks my hips to ride his hand as his thumb on my clit moves faster.

      “I guess it’s good there’s a lot of me to feed you.” He teases me, but it’s the truth. I want as much of him as I can get.

      “Yes!” I cry out and cum all over his fingers. I try and cling to him but my body gives out. But he’s right there to hold me close and keep me safe. I sigh into his neck and close my eyes. “Don’t let me go.”

      “Never,” I think I hear him say but can’t be sure.

      I can feel his hard cock press between us as I slowly come back to earth.

      “I didn’t take care of you,” I whisper, sliding down his chest.

      He stands with me in his arms and carries me to the bathroom. He places me on the counter with his thick length between us. He groans when I reach for him and doesn't stop me as I begin to stroke him the way he taught me to.

      “Be a good girl and let me take care of you first,” he breathes as he starts to brush my hair.

      I can tell he’s trying to get himself under control, but when I see a pearl of cum leak from his cock I stroke him faster, wanting more. I want to give him the same pleasure he keeps giving me so that way he’ll crave me too. He’ll never want me to leave and I can stay here forever.

      “Lean back.” His voice comes out in a snap and I look up at him. “If you want it, then you’re going to get it.”

      I do as I’m told and lean back as he tosses the brush away and grips my hips. He pulls my ass so I hang off the side of the counter with my legs dangling over the side. I’m not tall enough for my toes to touch the ground, but with him between them I don’t need to. He makes me spread my legs wide for him, and he takes up all the space my body can make.

      “I didn't want to wash it off you but I knew I had to take care of you.” He takes my hand off his cock. “Spread your lips.”

      He tells me to do it but does it himself using my own fingers. The lips of my sex part and my breath catches when cool air grazes it.

      “That little clit of yours always wants me.”

      He’s right. I want to please him, but again my clit throbs with need. It’s begging for his attention and I think I’m addicted to him and the things he makes me feel.

      “I need you,” I admit.

      This isn't wanting, it’s more than that. I bite my lip feeling a little shy that maybe I am being too desperate and I’m going to scare him away. A sound rumbles from deep inside of him and I can only hope that he needs me too. It looks like he’s all alone out here in the woods and that has to be lonely. Maybe he likes the quiet life up here? When I used to try and watch him from a distance and he’d come to camp to see Mrs. Cyprus he seemed so quiet and kept to himself.

      He starts to pump his cock and more cum leaks from the tip. I watch as it slides down the head and I want it. As if reading my mind, he brushes the tip against my clit and I jerk at the sensation. I’m still sensitive from all the orgasms he keeps giving me. I don’t know how but he pulls them from my body one after another.

      He pumps faster and more creamy pearls appear on his thick head. It’s bigger than anything I’ve ever seen and the way he pours cum from it makes me think there’s an endless supply.

      “I’m going to make sure you always need me and that you can’t go free.”

      I think his words are meant to be dark and maybe to scare me, but all they do is get me off. My orgasm floods me as his warm release covers my tender skin. His eyes lock with mine and I can’t read the expression on his face. It’s so intense and I can’t pull my eyes from his. I’m lost to lust and maybe something more and I never want to be found.

      His hand slides between my legs as he rubs his cum into my skin. Now I know what he meant when he said he didn't want to wash himself from me. He likes his cum on me and it feels like his way of staking his claim. He goes as far as pushing his cum inside of me and I groan. Moose is barbaric at times, but maybe living out in the woods made him that way. My pussy clenches around his finger as he pushes more of his warm release into me.

      “Don’t wash this off,” he tells me. “Only I clean you.”

      “Okay,” I agree.

      I’d probably agree to anything he asked me to do. How can I have only known him for such a short time but be willing to do anything for him?

      “That’s my good girl,” he says softly as he pulls me from the counter and back on my feet. He dresses me in one of his shirts and then gets dressed too. My heart races as panic rises up my throat.

      “Are we leaving?”

      His phone rings before he can answer and I know I have to go back. I drop my head to look down at my bare feet, unable to process what I’ll do if he’s not with me. How can I go on after knowing this feeling inside of me and then have it ripped away?

      He answers the phone but the only thing I can hear is the pounding of my heart in my ears as it begins to break.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

          Moose

        

      

    

    
      “Is your radio not working?” Ford asks on the other end of the phone.

      I walk out of the room and onto the front porch. I don’t want to worry Zara but I’m going to have to face this at some point.

      “Truthfully, I don’t know. The power went out last night and it didn’t charge.” I glance over my shoulder, hating even this small distance between us. “I’ve got just enough battery on my phone for this call so say what you need to.”

      “Is Zara okay? Honey has been worried.” He sighs and I can hear her in the background asking follow-up questions.

      “Yeah, I made sure she’s safe.” Flashes of her naked and riding my cock enter my mind without warning and I have to bite back a moan.

      “Good. Are you on your way to bring her back?”

      I knew this part would come and yet, I’m not ready to face it. I want to stay in this cabin and lock out the rest of the world, even though I know that’s not realistic.

      “We’re about to leave.”

      I don’t confirm that I’m bringing her back because I’m not. I’m going to let her get her things and then we’re coming right back here. I don’t know yet how I’m going to break the news to Ford and Honey, or Zara for that matter.

      I think she feels the same things I do, but we haven’t said anything out loud. I just know how my heart feels when I’m with her and I don’t ever want that feeling to end.

      “Be careful and we’ll see you soon.”

      Ford hangs up and I stand there for a moment as I let out a breath. I don’t want to think about him trying to take Zara from me and what I might do if he does. I’ve known Ford a long time and he and his wife have been good to me. I don’t need the job at the camp, so if he tells me this is forbidden then I’ll quit on the spot. Zara is eighteen and doesn’t need anyone's permission and I’ve got enough skills and money to take care of her. When I think it through I feel a bit better knowing that nothing can stand in our way, but it would be a lot easier if Ford didn't make a big deal about it.

      “Is everything okay?” I hear her soft voice from behind me and I turn around to see her in the doorway.

      “Everything is going to be fine.” I walk to her and pull her against my chest as I feel her small arms attempt to circle my waist.

      “Is it?” She leans back to look up at me with her big blue eyes that remind me of a spring sky.

      “I’ll make sure of it.” I kiss the top of her head and then rest my cheek against it. I don’t want this moment to be broken, but I need to get her things and bring her home so I can stop worrying about what is going to happen when we get back to camp. “Let’s get you dressed.”

      We’re quiet as I help her put her clothes back on. They’ve dried out well enough since last night, but it won’t be long before we’re back here and she can change again. There are worry lines around her eyes, but I don’t want to bring voice to my own fears. Instead I try to be strong and confident as we get ready to make our way back down the mountain to Camp Hardwood.

      “The terrain is too rough to bring my Jeep all the way up here so we have to hike down a bit to get to it.”

      “Okay.” She’s quiet as I take her hand and we make our way through the thick trees.

      Along the way a lot of debris and some larger branches have fallen. A couple of times I have to help her over them by picking her up and lifting her. Every time my hands are on her, my mind goes insane with need. Even the soft feel of her palm in mine is driving my desire forward. The more we walk in silence the stronger my want grows and I can’t take much more.

      My shorts are painful as I try to hike with my hard cock aching between my thighs. I don’t know how many more steps I can take before I need some relief but it won’t be much longer.

      Up ahead a huge tree has fallen over the trail and blocks the path to my Jeep. We’re still so deep in the woods that there’s no one around for miles who could help us get this out of the way. I’ll have to bring a crew up with chainsaws to get it out of here, but for now we can go over it.

      Visions of bending Zara over it and fucking her out here in the open slam in my mind all at once and my feet stumble.

      “Moose.” Zara stops and tugs on my hand.

      “I can’t,” I say as I swallow hard. “I need you.”

      Her eyes widen as I yank her against me and lift her off the ground. I stomp over to where the tree is and set her on it, desperately tugging at my shorts.

      “What are you doing?” I hear the edge of desire in her voice as she looks at me and then looks around us.

      “Bend over the tree. I can’t wait much longer.” I shove my shorts down to my ankles along with my boxer briefs. I pull my shirt off and toss it on the damp moss and see she’s still frozen in place. “Now,” I bark, and she snaps to attention.

      I grab the back of her shorts and she lies over the log on her belly. It’s big enough that her feet don’t touch the ground, but she’s the perfect height for me to fuck her on it.

      “I’ll try to be easy,” I pledge as I grab the base of my cock and slide the tip between her wet folds.

      “Don’t.”

      The one word spoken softly echoes around me like a call to battle. My sweet, innocent, lost angel wants me to possess her just as much as I need to do it.

      “Good girl.”

      I thrust in hard all the way to the root and she cries out, not in pain but in pleasure. Her warm, wet heat welcomes me and I brace my hands on either side of the log as I thrust in and out, deep and fast. I can hear the sounds of the birds singing and wind blowing through the trees between my grunts. I rut into her like a bear on his mate as sweat trickles down my back.

      The sounds of her wet, sticky syrup as my cock slaps against her are so loud they scare a nearby bunny away. I grunt and growl, gripping the bark so I don’t grab on to her and leave bruises. Her ass bounces with every thrust and I hear her moans of pleasure. When her pussy grips me tighter and she cums on my cock I stare down to see her sweet cream covering me. I slow down and savor the feeling. It’s absolute hell not cumming with her, but I want her to ride out every wave of passion before I hold myself deep.

      I let go of the tree and use my hands to spread her thighs as I thrust in one last time and give in to what nature demands. It feels like I’m breeding my female in my secret spot in the woods and I’ve never felt bigger or harder in my life.

      I fall onto her back as I cum into her and feel the sticky release spread between us. The birds sing and the sun shines on us as my breathing evens and I close my eyes. It’s the most peaceful moment of my life and I’m not in a rush to break it.

      But I can’t lie on her like this forever, and eventually I stand up and slowly withdraw from her heat. I stare at her bent over the log with my seed slowly leaking from her pussy.

      I want to beat my chest and roar like a mountain lion, but instead I lean down and kiss the soft, round swells of her ass. I rub my hands along her back and whisper how beautiful and perfect she is.

      The thought of someone trying to take her from me has me hard and in a rage all over again, but this time I need her to understand why. I pick her up and turn her around so that she can see my face as I cup her cheeks.

      “I’m not going to let anyone separate us,” I vow with every part of my soul. “You’ve changed my life, my soul.”

      Her eyes well up with tears as her hands cover mine and she nods.

      “I mean it, Zara. I’m not letting you go. Ever.”

      “Good,” she agrees, and we both cling to one another.

      “Now let’s go get your things and bring you home.”

      “I like the sound of that,” she says, and I kiss her with everything I have in my heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eight

          

          Zara

        

      

    

    
      I lick my lips and I can still taste Moose on them. I’m pretty sure his flavor is branded in my mouth forever. He’s eased some of my fears about someone taking me from him and I could tell from the glint in his eyes when he said he’s keeping me there was no room for argument. Not that I’m going to be the one to argue. I wouldn't want to be the person to come between Moose and something he wants. He’s a big man and I watch him practically throw the tree that fell on the trail so we can get to his Jeep. I had no idea the storm was so bad last night, but my focus was clearly on Moose. The rest of the world didn't exist to me, including Mother Nature. Nothing could stop us last night and I have a feeling nothing ever will. Not with the way Moose keeps touching me.

      “Keep your tongue in your mouth or we’ll never make it back to camp.”

      I fight a smile. I’m not sure if he’s teasing or not. The man can’t stay off me, and the feeling is mutual. His giant hand resting on my thigh gives a possessive squeeze.

      “I like tasting you,” I admit, because I always want him to be close enough to me so I can have it when I want it. So I can kiss him whenever I want.

      “That’s good because you’re going to spend the rest of your life doing it.” I don’t fight my smile anymore as I glance over to him.

      He drives the path back to camp and as we bounce along I think it’s a makeshift road that only goes to his place. It’s a muddy mess and he’s had to stop twice already to move branches out of the road.

      “You know, I don’t know much about you,” I say, my eyes lingering on a scar I see on his elbow. It has me thinking about what life with Moose will be like.

      “I’ll tell you anything you want to know, sweetheart. We’ve got all the time in the world.”

      “Promise?”

      I bite my bottom lip and he pulls his eyes from the road for a moment. I know he already said he’s keeping me, but I like hearing him say it. He can play it on repeat for me and I’ll never grow tired of it. I can only think of three words that might be sweeter.

      I’m not used to being wanted. With him it feels as though he needs me to breathe. At least that’s how I feel. There’s no way he can’t feel it too. Why else would he be saying he’s keeping me so fast? Is it fate or love at first sight? Whatever you want to call it, I knew from the first time I spotted him he was different and I couldn't keep my eyes off him.

      “It’s a vow, Zara.” This time he uses my name so I know how serious he is.

      “Like a wedding vow.” I nod in agreement. A vow sounds better to me than a promise because it’s unbreakable.

      “If you want a wedding vow, too, I’ll give you one,” he says easily, like getting married isn't a big deal and he’d do it in a second if it’s what I want.

      “If we were married then no one could take me from you. It would be like I belonged to you,” I say as I look out the window, knowing we’re getting closer to camp. The Jeep comes to a rolling stop and I turn to see if something is blocking the path again but there’s nothing but open road.

      “I don’t know much about you either, do I?” He stops the Jeep to look at me and our gazes lock.

      Did I go too far with saying I want to belong to him? I don’t know. It might be the world I grew up in, but there’s always paperwork that needs to be passed from one home to the next. I was shuffled around in the system for so long, going from one place to another. I never got adoption papers, not that marriage is adoption, but I have this need inside of me to belong to him, that on every level I will always be his.

      “How did I not see you at Camp Hardwood? Have you been hiding from me?”

      My eyes widen a fraction and that’s not at all where I thought this conversation was going.

      “Yes,” I admit when his hand squeezes my thigh. This one is harder than the last and I know he wants an answer. I wiggle in my seat and the small ache between my thighs reminds me that he always gets what he wants.

      “Why?” He searches my face and I shrug.

      “I watched you, but I didn't want you to catch me.” His grip tightens and I gasp. It doesn't hurt but it’s his way of reminding us both who I belong to.

      “Catch me staring,” I correct. My face heats and I have no idea why. Out of all the things we’ve done in the last twenty-four hours, me admitting I watched him is nothing in comparison.

      “How long have you been at Camp Hardwood?” he asks, and I can’t read his mood.

      “Seven days now.” I was supposed to be going home, and I guess I kind of am. I was dreading it but now it’s something completely different since my home is going to be with Moose.

      “Seven days.” He growls his response. Yep. He’s mad. My nipples tighten and my sex is slick with desire. My body has this reaction to everything he does.

      “I could have had you seven days ago?” he grumbles, and I don’t remind him that I wasn't legal the whole time because I don’t think he would have cared.

      “I’ll make it up to you,” I rush to say, not wanting him to be upset. I’ll spend forever doing anything he wants.

      “I know you will.” He leans over. “Give me that tongue.”

      He grabs me by the back of the neck and kisses me fiercely. But it’s over too quickly as he pulls his mouth from mine and the Jeep is moving once again.

      “We’re too close to camp to have you here.” I don’t know if he’s telling me or reminding himself. Either way I know why he pulled so quickly from the kiss because it wouldn't have stopped there.

      When we pull up to the main camp cabin, Moose hops out of the Jeep. I can’t bring myself to do the same as I wring my hands together in my lap. He opens the door for me and his eyes are full of concern.

      “What’s wrong, sweetheart?” he asks softly. Now he’s the one looking a tad unsure and wondering if I’ve changed my mind.

      “I don’t want Honey to be mad.” I shake my head. “Mrs. Cyprus,” I correct quickly, knowing her husband doesn't like people calling her Honey, even if it is her name. She’s only his Honey. It’s ridiculously sweet and funny and their love is the kind people dream of having. They’re living their happily ever after.

      Mrs. Cyprus has been good to me and I know how protective she is over the girls around here. Mr. Cyprus is the protective shadow behind her, supporting whatever she says. I don’t think she’s going to just let Moose take me, even though she can’t really stop us. I’m eighteen now and I can do what I want, but I don’t want anyone fighting over this. I just want everyone to be happy.

      I know that the Cypruses are close to Moose and I don't want to come between anyone, I only want to be a part of it. All I’ve ever wanted was to belong somewhere. I have a feeling Moose was a loner once upon a time. I can spot one after being one myself. He has roots here now and I don't want to mess that up for him or anyone.

      “I’ll make it okay,” he tells me. He leans down a little so we’re more eye level. “You have an adventurous spirit, Zara, but the world has made you leery to take what you want.”

      I swallow because I think he’s right. I always get myself into messes, like me getting lost in the woods isn't shocking. I’ve always been curious, but being in the system stifled me in so many ways. His big hand slides into mine and I love how he can be both gentle and hard when it’s needed. I don’t know how he mixes the two for me but he does it perfectly.

      “You get to be your adventurous self and not worry because I’m always going to be next to you. I’ll make sure you’re always taken care of. That you’re loved and protected as you always should’ve been.”

      “Love.”

      “Yeah, sweetheart. I love you,” he says, and I fling myself into his arms.

      “I love you too,” I mumble against his neck and close my eyes.

      “Good. That makes keeping you a lot easier.”

      I smile as I lean back to look at him, and his whole face is lit up. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him smile like this before and he holds me close as I cling to him. I catch Honey and her husband standing on the porch to the main cabin watching us and Honey has a secret smirk. Her husband is holding her close with his arms wrapped around her waist, and I can see that this isn't going to be a fight. If anyone knows what true love is, it’s them.

      It looks like I’m getting my happily ever after too.
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        Two years later…

      

      

      “My back is killing me,” Zara says as she braces her hands on her bare hips and tries to stretch it out.

      “Come here and let me ease it for you.” I pat my thighs and she looks over her shoulder at me.

      She raises an eyebrow and a smile tugs at her lips. “Is that all I’m getting?”

      “No,” I admit honestly. My cock is already hard against my thigh and I’ll take any excuse to sink it into her warmth.

      “Just go slow, I’m too damn big to be pounded into.”

      She waddles over to me with her belly so round and swollen everyone keeps asking if it’s twins and if she’s due any day now. The truth is she’s got a few more weeks still, and it’s just one baby. But our son is so big inside of her that she’s having a hard time holding him.

      We took our time getting pregnant and wanted to enjoy one another first. I begged to put a baby in her right away, but Zara needed that time to soak up all the attention she’d been without for so long. As soon as she went off the pill, there was a baby in her that night. Now she’s getting close to the end and it’s been a long, hot summer.

      The doctor put her on semi-bed rest because she became so swollen. I’ve fretted over her this whole pregnancy and only allowed her a few hours of the day to stand up and walk around. She’s been sitting on the porch swing and out to the garden to pick some tomatoes to go with our lunch, but I wouldn’t let her do anything beyond that.

      As she walks over to me I stare at her belly with her bare pink skin stretched tight with small dark lines that show the rate at which our boy is growing. I reach out when she’s close to me and touch them with my fingers. She tries to put her hands over her belly to hide them, but it’s no help and I push them away.

      “Don’t you dare keep this from me,” I say as she stands between my legs and I caress her belly. “Your body is working so hard to make our son strong.” I lean forward and kiss her belly tenderly, laying my cheek on it. “There’s so much more of you for me to love.”

      “You’re just trying to make me feel better.”

      I slide my hands down her naked hips. It’s been difficult for her to put on clothes being so big and she refuses to let me dress her. So while we’re at home she’s naked so that she doesn’t feel so restricted.

      Her breasts are so swollen and already producing milk, which she uses to feed me. When it came in so soon the doctors thought it would be good to relieve them so that she didn’t slow down the supply for when our son arrives. So throughout the day I get to feast on her and suckle her sweet milk as she rides my cock. Her pussy is a constant source of need, but every time she gets off, the pressure along her belly eases. So not only do I drink her milk, but I drink from her pussy to keep her sated and comfortable. And in between those times, I rub her body and do what I can to make it easier on her.

      I push my shorts down my legs as she sits on my thighs. Instantly, drops of sweet cream drip from her ample nipples and I lean forward to clean them for her.

      “Our son is going to be so well fed,” she says as I latch on to one and drink from her.

      She moans, rolling her head back, and I slick my cock into her wetness. I hold her hips and help her lower herself onto my length until I feel the syrupy heat of her pussy wrap around the base. When she’s seated all the way down I use my fingers to strum her clit. I can’t fuck her hard because she can’t take the pressure, but she likes to be on my cock when she cums.

      She holds her engorged breasts to my mouth for me as I play with her pussy. I move from one to the other, lapping at her cream while she cums easily with only the barest of touches. But this is only the first of many she’ll need and I’m more than happy to oblige.

      I move my hands from her pussy to around her back and I rub the muscles at the base of her spine. She aches here the most with how big our boy is, and she moans loudly when I comfort the tight flesh.

      I lean back and lick my lips as I stare at her reddened nipples. She reaches out and wipes my chin with what I can feel is escaped milk. I smile at her and she smiles at me sweetly, rubbing her hand down my face.

      When her back is eased for the moment I go back to her pussy and give her another orgasm. When she cums, this time I watch as the tiny milky drops release from her and roll onto her belly. I spread them around and smear them into her skin, knowing I’ll kiss her here later and she’ll be sweet.

      “I’m so fat everywhere,” she complains, rocking her hips slowly.

      “You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Now more than ever.” She gasps as I take her off my cock and carry her in my arms to our bedroom.

      “I still have another hour before I have to come back to bed,” she whines and pokes out her bottom lip.

      “You can get up after I lick your pussy,” I say and kiss her sweetly. “But you know I can’t have my milk without my cookies.”

      She smiles as I lay her down and then move between her legs. She’s got pillows piled up behind her but she still can hardly see me eat her pussy over her belly.

      I don’t waste any time getting between her thighs and licking up her syrup until she cums again. I grip my cock tight and jack it off to the sounds of her pleasure. When I’m close I sit up and hold the tip against her clit so I can coat her pussy with it. She moans and wiggles under me as she feels the pulses of my release against her clit.

      “There.” I smear it all over her and even push some inside. But we both know this leads to more play that will keep us in here all day.

      “I’m full again,” she calls, her hands moving over her swollen breasts.

      I nod as I kneel on the side of the bed, ready to do my duty as her husband and claim my right as the father of our child. I leave one hand between her legs, petting her clit as I suck one nipple and then the other. Her small hand wraps around my cock and we both take time to play until I’m inside her again.

      There’s no rush and no place to be as I enjoy the newfound pleasures of my wife. Our lives are already so full and happy that I can’t imagine it can get any better, but soon enough we’ll meet the next chapter of our lives. As long as I’m on this earth with my Zara by my side, nothing can keep me from having the life I always dreamed of.
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        Six years later …

      

      

      I look down at the clipboard in my hand, making sure I double-check my count on supplies. It’s wilderness day and that means the campers are really going to be camping tonight. No air-conditioned cabins for them. As much as I love getting down and dirty out in the woods with my man, I need my air conditioning. I do not envy their night. I know they will have fun. The kids at Camp Hardwood always do, but it isn't the kind of fun I like having at the end of the night.

      “You new?” I hear someone ask, making me turn to glance over my shoulder at the two boys I haven't met yet. I know they’re new hires. Moose does a check on every hire that comes to Camp Hardwood. I saw their folders on his desk with pictures attached. I’m a curious thing and I always go looking through anything and everything so I read their files. Not that my husband would care. He knows how I am. He’s always there to make sure I don’t get myself into any messes. If I do, he’s quick to clean them up or save me from myself. He’s perfect like that. And all mine.

      “Nope,” I answer. I glance back down at the clipboard, signing the bottom so Mrs. Cyprus knows the supplies were double-checked. It’s not surprising the boys don’t know who I am. I don’t come to camp a ton. I occasionally come down to help from time to time when I get cabin fever. Which isn't often. I like being home with my husband and son. I also enjoy helping at Camp Hardwood and being a part of the team, so even when I don’t have cabin fever I make myself come down and join in. Plus, Moose is doing a safety check for Mr. Cyprus. I don't have to worry about my son at the moment. He’s with Tia, who is making cookies. The girl isn't only good with cooking, she has a special touch when it comes to kids too.

      “So you work here?” one of them asks. I can’t remember his or the other one’s names. I just recall their faces from the pictures. I turn back around because I hear one of them step closer to me. I’m beside one of the cabins where all the supplies are laid out. They just need to be bagged, which they will make the campers do before they all head out.

      “Kinda,” I answer, dropping the clipboard down to my side. I cock my head to look at them. “You can’t go camping in that.” I don’t know if they’re here to see if I was done doing my check. They are both in flip-flops, swim trunks and lifeguard shirts. It’s a hike out to the site and flip-flops won't cut it.

      “Lifeguard.” The boy points to his puffed-out chest. I have to fight not to laugh. Moose is easily two times bigger than him. I don’t want to hurt the poor boy’s ego, but he really should get lost before Moose comes back.

      “Water’s over there.” I nod toward the lake. What is he doing over here then? Other than bothering me. I guess he isn't bothering me. I’m done with my check. I wonder if there is something else I can handle for Mrs. Cyprus while I wait for Moose to get back. I’m going to steal my husband away for a few hours while Tia watches our son. We’re in the middle of working on a second baby.

      “You should come for a swim.” He takes another step toward me. Oh shit.

      “No thanks. I don’t have a swimsuit with me.” I take a step back.

      “You don't need one. In fact—” His words are cut off as Moose’s hand lands on his shoulder, stopping him from talking. We all know he was going to say I could skinny dip. I have done that a few times. Only with Moose, though. After he made sure there wasn't a soul around. The man could get jealous of fish. “Hey Moose.” The young man tries to jerk from Moose’s hold but he gets nowhere. If Moose wants you somewhere, that’s where you’ll be. Period.

      “You talking to my wife?” he growls. I feel bad for the guy when his face goes white as a ghost.

      “Leave the poor boy alone,” I tell my husband. I can tell from the glint in his eyes he doesn't want to.

      “I-I…” The boy stumbles over his words. “Didn't know she was your wife,” he finally gets out. Of course the boy knows Moose is married. He tells anyone who will listen. That wedding ring never leaves his finger. It always warms me when I hear him talking about me. From how he talks you'd think he’d found an angel in the woods the day he found me.

      “Come play with me.” I wink at Moose, knowing I’m the only thing that can save the guy. “Tia is watching our son,” I remind him. He lets go of the boy, who runs off with his friend as fast as possible, yelling sorry as he goes.

      I fight a laugh because I know Moose doesn't find this as funny as I do. The man is all kinds of possessive. The only person he shares me with is our son, who is a mini-Moose himself. No wonder I got so big when I was knocked up. I’m sure our next will be as big. I’m also sure it will be a boy.

      “Come make another baby with me,” I bait. He’s on me before I can finish what I’m saying, throwing me over his shoulder. I laugh as he stomps off into the woods with me. I’ll never get over how much my man loves and needs me. I eat up all of it.

      Once again rescued by my ranger.
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      “Are you and Van doing the nasty and you just don’t wanna tell people?” Piper asks as she takes a bite of the breakfast burrito I made her.

      I have no idea how she can eat so much food in one sitting. She’s harder to keep full than some of the teenage boys running around here. I’m beginning to suspect she and Van are in a silent competition of who can eat more.

      “No,” I hiss at her, and she gives me a coy smile.

      She’s only teasing me, but I don’t need that rumor floating around. My face heats thinking about having sex with Van, but I can blame my rosy cheeks on the hot oven. Not that it matters because Van probably thinks that’s what I always look like since I blush when he’s within ten feet of me. He’s too handsome for his own good, but I wish it ended there. He’s sweet and charming and basically the whole package. I don’t know why he keeps teasing me, though, because he doesn’t do it with anyone else. He doesn’t touch anyone else either, so I wonder if he’s trying to see how red he can make my cheeks.

      “He’s telling people that.”

      I jerk my eyes up from the sheet of cookies and over to Piper. She swings her legs back and forth as she goes for another bite of her burrito. Her other hand rests on the small baby bump she’s trying to hide. I don’t know why because she’s tiny and that small bump is only going to get bigger. Especially at the rate she’s eating.

      We’re both in the staff kitchen alone right now, but Piper has a voice that can carry.

      When I applied to be a cook at Camp Hardwood I thought I’d be in the main cafeteria. I had no idea there were two kitchens. The main one feeds everyone but the second one is in the main lodge where the staff and counselors hang around. I still help in the main cafeteria if they need extra hands but I was moved to the kitchen after my first day. I prepare the weekly menu, but Mrs. Cyprus likes me here. I’m not complaining. In the staff kitchen I get to make more intricate meals and take the time to bake extra sweets for everyone. I was actually surprised how much trust she put in me so quickly. It’s also why I need to nip this Van thing in the bud. He is, after all, her son.

      “He’s saying that?” Even I can hear the high pitch of my voice as I drop the sheet of cookies down on the counter.

      I know Van has been going around telling people we’re together but we’re not. It all started when one of the counselors, Jack, asked me out as I was walking back to my cabin. I stood there shocked for a moment before Van appeared out of thin air. He threw his arm over my shoulder and told Jack I was his. I nodded in agreement, thinking Van was only saving me because he knew I was shy and Van is a stand-up guy. He’s always doing the right thing.

      I know I’m shy and so does everyone else. My face shows every emotion for the world to see, and after Jack saw what happened he looked pissed. I’m sure he walked away and found another counselor to mess around with because he’s always hooking up with someone. Van dropped his arm from around my shoulder and said I’ll give you some time to let that sink in before walking away. Let that sink in? I didn't understand it then and I still don’t understand it. But he’s still telling everyone we’re together and I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with that.

      “No, I just wanted to see your face,” Piper says around a mouth full of cookie.

      “You’re a brat,” I tell her, even as I make my way over to one of the giant refrigerators to get her a glass of milk.

      I know he wouldn’t tell people we were having sex. He might tell people we’re together but he’s not an asshole. He’s not the type of guy to go around bragging about who he’s banging, but Jack would. Plus, I’m pretty sure Van’s mom, Honey, would whip his ass if she found out he said that. She’s as sweet as her name, but Mrs. Cyprus has a bite to her when she needs it. She’s a mother bear not only when it comes to her son but to all the people around her too.

      I hand Piper the glass and she winks at me. She and I have become fast friends since we were paired up to share a cabin. At first I was a little worried she was as introverted as I am, but once she started talking she hasn’t stopped. She can carry on and on, but I don’t mind. I like having her to fill the silence while I cook.

      “He’s always watching you.” She smirks at me and I nod.

      I know because I don't have to look up to know when he’s around. I can feel his eyes on me and I can't help but wonder what he thinks when he sees me. I’m not like the other girls around here. Most of them are fit and athletic and trained to be lifeguards or hiking guides. I’m short and curvy and can eat just as much as Piper when I don’t stop myself. I can’t even stay out in the sun too long or I’ll burn to a crisp.

      “He’s being nice because of what happened with Jack,” I remind her, and myself. I’m not really his girl.

      “No, he’s straight up telling people you’re his girl.”

      My heart flutters at being anyone's anything.

      “Jack was asking Van about you last night.” Piper dips her cookie into the glass of milk and shrugs. “I guess Jack heard you say you’re not with Van the other day and wanted to see if he could hit you up.”

      I scrunch my nose at that news but remember saying it. I shouted it to Van right in front of his mom, but it had only been Mr. and Mrs. Cyprus, me, Piper, and Van in the kitchen at the time.

      Jack must have been close enough to hear me or something, but to be honest Jack could have been in the same room as Van and I wouldn’t have noticed. When Van is around he’s all I can think about.

      “And he said I was his girl again?” I hedge.

      Saying those words out loud does things to me—things I shouldn't be thinking about. I might be shy, but my mind is dirtier than anyone I’ve ever met. I think about sex all the time and what filthy things I want Van to do to me. There’s so much I could never say out loud, but my kinky books give me fantasies that have a life of their own. I can’t control them, and like I said, Van is sweet. I don’t think he’d be into doing all the dirty things I imagine he would be, but that’s okay. Being with a sweet guy who treats me nice is enough. Right?

      

      Coming SOON!
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