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		Chapter 1



	 

	 

	A thick blanket of snow pounded down on the windshield of the Jeep Cherokee. Leather creaked as Gwen tightened her fingers around the wheel. This was so not good.

	Her first official day of vacation and she was driving up the Colorado Rockies in the middle of a snowstorm that hadn't even been on her damn weather app. Not that she could check to see if the report had changed because there was zero service. So much for calling for help if she needed any.

	Right now, she should’ve been in the Caribbean soaking up the sun and scuba diving, celebrating Christmas in the sun for the first time in forever. Instead, she was driving to bum-fuck-nowhere to meet with the reclusive and incredibly egotistical writer, Jacob Masters.

	Everyone wanted a piece of Jacob Masters and his best-sellers. Marjorie, her boss, had been representing him for the last four years. Last Thursday she’d come across some news through the grapevine, Jacob was shopping for a new agent. Frankly, Gwen didn’t blame him. Her boss was a hell of a businesswoman, but she was also incredibly ruthless.

	Marjorie wanted Master’s latest book, and refused to wait for it just in case he did find a new agent before she got the masterpiece in her hands. The person she had in mind to retrieve it? Why her assistant of course.

	The ultimatum hadn’t been what Gwen was expecting when she’d decided to demand a promotion or quit. Actually, she’d been planning to quit, and she didn’t care if it was flushing five years down the drain. Working for Marjorie for the last few years had amounted to very little professional growth. It amounted to very little but errands, filing, and anything her boss didn’t.

	She should’ve known her boss was up to something the moment Marjorie agreed with her about how much work she did around the office, and how she deserved a shot at a promotion. The new agent promotion would be her pending one condition; she had to get Master’s latest manuscript and get it back to her by tomorrow afternoon.

	Desperation for the new position and not having to work directly under Marjorie was how she found herself driving up the Rockies in the middle of a snowstorm.

	Gwen groaned at the thought of having to deal with Jacob Masters. She'd only ever talked to him on the phone, and he wasn't exactly the most patient and polite man in the whole world. Arrogant was an understatement and talking to him was like, and well she couldn't think of anything worse than being saddled with talking to Mr. Master’s when he was angry. Lately, he’d been angry every time he called.

	He was condescending to a fault, mostly to Marjorie and for that Gwen really couldn’t fault him. She'd seen his picture on the back of his books and the man was insanely hot, but the smirk on his face told her his ego was enormous, and not the one in his pants.

	A small, log cabin with smoke swirling out of the chimney came into view. Thick forest, massive pine trees surrounded it and what looked to be Christmas trees around the house. Douglas Fir, Blue Spruce, she didn’t know, but with the snowy landscape, they looked magical.

	Gwen breathed a sigh of relief and could barely believe she actually made it here in this weather. Coming to a stop, she turned off the Jeep and prepared to face one of their most egotistical, arrogant client ever.

	“You better be giving me that promotion Marjorie.” She groaned, grabbing her briefcase and getting out. Pulling her beanie down further, she tightened her scarf and made her way up the snow-covered walkway.

	The wind howled, and a strong gust nearly knocked her off her feet. The snow came down harder, and the cold seeped through her heavy coat. Ironically, snow wasn’t so beautiful anymore.

	Glancing around, she hurried a little faster because she was suddenly afraid she’d lose sight of the cabin and get lost. “There's no flipping way I'm getting stuck out here.”

	Stomping up the wooden porch steps, she nearly tripped on the carpet as she hurried across and pounded at the door. There was no answer. She knocked again and again. “Mr. Masters! Hello?”

	“Who is it?”

	At least that was what she thought she heard. The wind and the door made it difficult to understand much of anything. Loud barking followed as a dog skidded to a stop before the door.

	“I'm from Brown Literary Agency!” she yelled struggling to call over the wind and the yapping dog.

	The man’s voice was closer, a good sign. “What do you want?! Quiet Molly!”

	“I was sent to pick up your manuscript.”

	“What?!”

	“Your manuscript!” she screamed.

	“I can't hear you!”

	No shit! “You’d be able to hear if you opened the damn door!” The heavy, wooden door flew open. “Arrogant jerk.”

	“What the hell are you doing out in weather like this?” He thundered, grabbing her hand and jerking her inside. Molly, she assumed, began jumping all over her licking her hand like a lollipop. He slammed the door. “Molly down!” The dog listened instantly, retreating to a laughably small bed in the corner of the room. “Did you just call me an arrogant jerk?”

	Damnit, her and her big mouth. Pulling her beanie off her head, Gwen gave a nervous chuckle and raised her head. Immediately, her eyes widened, and the air left her lungs in a startled gasp. Holy shit, the man was freaking gorgeous. No way did any picture do this man justice.

	Tanned skin, powerful jaw covered by a dark brown beard longer than her usual preference, but it looked sinfully masculine. High cheekbones, straight nose, and a sexy top lip slightly fuller than the bottom. Black ink crawled up his neck from under the neckline of his black thermal in intricate swirls.

	Even the back of his hands and knuckles sported ink. Gwen just knew those tats went all the way up those ripped arms. A big, tatted up man with a beard, alone in a cabin was just about the sexiest fantasy she'd ever had. What were the odds she'd find herself in that very scenario during a snowstorm?

	Meeting his eyes, she almost melted on the spot because the man had the most mesmerizing pair of ocean blue eyes she'd ever seen.

	“Like what you see?” He smiled. No smirked. A smile wasn’t cocky enough.

	She opened her mouth to respond but was distracted as he crossed those big arms over his chest. The dark gray thermal stretched tantalizingly across broad shoulders and equally broad chest. She saw two, round balls on each side of what was obviously pierced nipples. Her knees went weak.

	His bulging biceps showcased nicely in the tight material. His long legs were clad in dark blue jeans hanging loosely around his lean hips, and highlighting what looked to be a very impressive cock. The way this man looked, with those eyes, tats, piercings and everything else, was completely unfair.

	He cleared his throat. “Are you through?”

	Mortified, her gaze flew back up to his face. She opened her mouth to say something, anything to deter the fact that she’d been drooling but he spoke before she could.

	He was holding out his arms. “I wouldn't want to interrupt you undressing me with your eyes.”

	Straightening her spine, she lifted her chin, deciding to ignore his comment and his enormous sex appeal. “Sorry. You caught me off guard.”

	Still smirking, he ran his tattooed hand over his jaw. “Did I now?”

	She rolled her eyes. “I'm Ms. Montoya from Brown Literary Agency...”

	“You're Ms. Montoya?” He cut her off running his gaze down her body, and slowly back up until those amazing eyes once again connected with hers. “This is a surprise.”

	His bold perusal of her left heat every place his gaze touched, which was completely absurd because it wasn't like he could see anything. The thick jacket, scarf, and knee-high snow boots were too bulky to make out her figure, leaving only the skinny jeans which clung to her ass and thighs. Judging by the male appreciation in his eyes, it was enough.

	Heat surged between her thighs, and she shifted her weight. Jacob Master’s had turned her on by just looking at her. How in the actual fuck was something like that even possible?

	“Pardon?” she tried to sound offended, but it came out breathless instead.

	“I'm surprised.” He stated again.

	“You've said that already. Why exactly?”

	“By your voice on the phone, I thought you were...older.” His gaze swept down her again.

	She bristled at his words. “Excuse me, are you saying I sound like an old lady?”

	Jacob held up his hands in a gesture of peace. “Whoa, if it makes you feel better I get that all the time.”

	“I'm sure.” She muttered rolling her eyes. “It's because you're grumpy.” She muttered under her breath.

	Chuckling, he walked past her and knelt in front of the fire tossing on a couple of logs.  “So, Ms. Montoya, care to tell me why you’re up here in weather like this?”

	“What?” Shit, she’d been checking out his incredible back and ass, and hadn’t been listening to him.

	Dusting off his hands he came to his feet and turned to her. “If you work for Marjorie you’re not from around here. Therefore you’re not used to snow or snowstorms for that matter. If you were, you’d know a person's got to be crazy to come up here in this weather. I was wondering what, from me, was so important.”

	“First there was nothing about any snowstorm on my weather app...” he tossed his head back and laughed. Damn, he looked so hot when he laughed like that, and it just made her irritation worse. “What's so funny?” she asked through clenched teeth.

	“Did you say weather app? You can't be serious.”

	“And where do you get your weather information from?” She cocked one perfectly groomed brow. “Look at the sun? Drop sand in the wind?”

	He chuckled resting his hands on those lean hips. “I get my information from the weather channel or in this case, weather radio.”

	“Oh really. Well, that's a relief because the weather channel is always right.”

	He laughed again. “Even if I didn't watch the weather channel I’d know more than an app does by just looking out the window.” Jacob pointed at the window behind her.

	“What are you...” her words died in her throat as she turned around to look out the window. The snow was coming down much harder than she'd originally thought, and she could barely make out her jeep which wasn’t that far away from the cabin. “Oh fuck.” She whispered.

	“That’s right, and you're out driving around in it.” His heavy boots pounded against the wood, but she didn't turn around to look where he was going.

	Stuck up in the middle of a snow storm the same day her vacation started. Stuck with the moody, arrogant writer, she dreaded talking to at the office. She couldn't believe this was happening. There was no possible way she could stay stranded in this cabin until who knew when.

	 



		Chapter 2



	 

	 

	This can't be happening. I can’t be stuck here, Gwen kept saying the words over and over in her head. Closing her eyes and opening them but nothing changed. It was still snowing outside and still trapped in a cabin with a man she barely knew.

	“Hello?” He called, his voice coming from somewhere behind her.

	She turned around. “What?” His wasn't there.

	“Want something to drink?” Jacob’s voice drifted over to her from the kitchen.

	Sighing, she pulled off her gloves. “Sure.” Shaking her head, she took a moment to look around the warm cabin. For a home small on the outside it sure was roomy on the inside, and extremely homey. 

	A large black carpet stretched across the dark oak floor. A dark, brown suede sofa rested below the large window looking out over the front yard and a matching loveseat on the left of it. A mahogany coffee table was in front of the sofa.

	The large fireplace dominated the far wall with a simple cast iron fireplace grate overrun with wood. A few wolf statues and a couple of family photos decorated the mantel. As far as decorations go, it was masculine but homey and comfortable.

	“Cream or sugar?” His deep timbre voice snapped her out of her perusal of his home.

	“Just black.” Unzipping her jacket, she wondered for the millionth time why she hadn't just quit in Marjorie's office. “Did this storm just come out of nowhere?” She questioned as he made his way over to her from the kitchen.

	He shook his head. “We've known about this for the last couple of days.” Handing her a cup, he raised the other to his mouth pausing just before it touched his lips. “That's the problem with weather apps, inaccurate information.”

	“Oh, that's just great.” She glared at him from over the rim of her cup. “Are you always like this?”

	He laughed. It was rich and deep, and Gwen liked the sound of it more than she cared to admit. “My sister would say yes.”

	She snorted. “Not exactly upset by that observation.”

	“Nope.” He smiled brightly. “As Popeye said, I am what I am.”

	“I guess.” She took another sip of her cup of coffee to hide her smile. There was something about this man that was for sure. She had to admit that, and it wasn’t just because he had a slamin’ body, amazing tattoos, or eyes so blue a woman could get lost in them. No, there was something about his demeanor that caught one's attention, even when he was being demanding and harsh.

	“Well Ms. Montoya, now that you’ve got me all figured out, want to answer my question?”

	“Gwen.” Using her last name made her feel like an old, uptight lady, well usually it did. When Jacob Masters said it in that deep voice of his, it made her girl parts stand up and take notice. “And to answer your question, my boss.”

	“Marjorie.” He tsked walking over to the couch and sat down. “What a bitch.”

	She couldn’t agree more, but Gwen still felt inclined to stand up for her boss. “It’s not her fault. Your work is a very hot commodity, and every agent and publisher is dying to get their hands on you.” She shrugged. “Marjorie’s really just doing her job.”

	“Interesting.”

	Shit, she didn’t like the way he said that word. “What does that mean?”

	“You don't have any idea what's going on do you?” He looked up at her as she made her way over to sit in front of him on the love seat.

	“What are you talking about?”

	“My contract is over sweet Gwen. I'm not with Johnson Literary agency anymore.”

	“What?” She shook her head. “But that can’t be?”

	“Marjorie and I have had quite a few disagreements over the years but this last year has been worse than any other.” His handsome face grew serious. “I don't take kindly to be talked to or treated like I'm incompetent or a child.”

	Rolling her eyes, Gwen nodded. “She does do that doesn't she?”

	“Writing is my business, and I'm in charge of my business. Marjorie questioned my decisions many times, and I had to remind her she worked for me. I got tired of repeating myself.”

	She tried to comprehend the revelations he was laying on her. “This doesn't make any sense. Why would she,” suddenly it dawned on her. “Oh, that bitch.” She sprung to her feet. “Come up here, get the manuscript. Give me a promotion my ass. There was never going to be any promotion.”

	He frowned, resting his elbows on his knees. “What?”

	“I'm betting she thought you would've just told me to get lost and I'd have gone back with my tail tucked between my legs. No manuscript, no promotion. Stuck being her assistant until the end of time.”

	“She tricked you into coming up here?”

	She flushed in anger. “Yup.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I'm a damn good assistant.”

	“If I had told you that, and there was a manuscript would you give up that easy?”

	“Hell no, which just goes to show how little she knew me after six years.” She sat her cup down. She was going to give Marjorie a piece of her mind as soon as she had cell service. “I have to go.”

	“Yeah?” He cocked an eyebrow, leaned back against the couch and looked at her like she was amusing him.

	Gwen wanted to slap that smirk off his face. Well not slap, but it was safer to think that way instead of what she wanted to do. “What?”

	“You're not going anywhere.”

	“I...I...” she couldn't think of one single intelligent thing to say because he was right, she wasn't going anywhere.

	“Jacob...Jacob, this is Bill. Over.” The broken, static-filled words came from the back of the cabin.

	Jacob got to his feet, and she glared at him as he walked past her. “Hey, don't release your venom on me. I didn't send you up here.” He chuckled, making his way to the room where the radio or CB was.

	She followed him. Maybe someone was calling to say this storm was going to pass soon or maybe there was one last ride out of Dodge. If there was she was going to take it because she'd risk the snow if it meant not having to stay with Mr. tall, dark, and irritating.

	“Jacob, you there? Over.”

	“Here Bill. Over.” Jacob was bent over, resting his left hand on the large oak desk his other held a C.B. Locks of his dark brown hair fell carelessly over his forehead. She bit her lip before she could stop herself. It was official; the man was hot as hell.

	“Jacob...there is a hell of a blizzard going on out there. Supposed to get worse as the day goes on and even worse through the night.” Static. “Expecting roughly, maybe fourteen inches or so. You’re going to get snowed in up there, over.”

	“Damn.” He muttered glancing at her. “Bill, I have a woman here on business, is there any way she can be picked up and taken down the mountain? Over.”

	“Negative.” The static through the C.B was getting worse. “She's stuck until this passes and the roads plowed. Over and out.”

	“Looks like you're not going anywhere any time soon Ms...Gwen.” He straightened setting the C.B back on the desk.

	“I can’t stay here...with you.” Stammering, she pressed her fingers to her lips seriously on the verge of hysteria. “I have plans.” It was stupid, she knew, but intelligent responses were beyond her at this particular moment.

	Jacob shrugged as he stuffed one hand into the pocket of his jeans and grabbing his cup with the other. “It’s not my preference either, but as you can see, there’s very little to do about this situation.”

	She closed her eyes unable to believe this was happening. Of course, something was going to go wrong to ruin her trip. Something always went wrong when she wanted something so badly. Being stuck in the mountains with a sexy, bad boy writer, she should stay far away was the worst temptation she could ever imagine.

	 



		Chapter 3



	 

	Jacob watched Gwen rush back into the living room. She was fascinating to watch. It was like she refused to give up and believe not only what she heard, but what she saw with her own eyes. Accepting this particular situation wasn’t easy, and he couldn’t help but feel sorry for her. It wasn’t easy being stuck someplace with someone you barely knew.

	When he walked into the living room, she was in front of the sofa facing the window. He almost tripped over his own feet the moment his gaze fell on her. She'd taken off her jacket, and the white sweater she wore underneath clung to her curvy figure in the most amazing way.

	His gaze traveled over her from head to toe to get the full effect, and he whistled softly. Holy shit, he was in bigger trouble than he originally anticipated.

	The big snow jacket had done an excellent job of hiding the dangerous curves beneath. Gwen was thicker than the groupies who usually threw themselves at him, and he liked it. A lot. He swallowed hard, mouth suddenly dry as desire wrapped surged to his groin, hardening his cock immediately.

	Her generous curves were lush and soft filling out in all the right places. There was no denying the thoughts running through his mind. Those curves, pressed up against his naked skin as he caressed every inch of her.

	Her face was just as exquisite as the rest of her. Big green eyes, pink lips so full and lush a man thought about them wrapped around his cock and high cheekbones that gave her a very exotic look. Chestnut hair tumbled over her shoulders in silky waves, hair he'd have fisted in his hand soon enough.

	“How long do these storms usually last?”

	He shrugged, walking over to stand next to her. “Depends. The weather channel has been anticipating a series of storms set to hit back-to-back.”

	“There should be at least a break between storms, and they'll plow the roads. Won’t they? I mean people have to get supplies.”

	“Most of us keep pretty well stocked up during the winter months.”

	“This can't be happening.” She muttered again, shaking her head as she sank onto the couch.

	He laughed. “Don't sound so devastated. You'll damage my precious ego and then where would I be?”

	“Like that's possible.” She buried her face in her hands, and her shoulders began to shake.

	“Hey, please don't cry. I was joking. I didn’t mean it. The storm will probably lift tomorrow, and you'll be free.”

	“I'm not crying.” She lifted her head, wiping away tears as she laughed hysterically.

	Jacob wrinkled his brow as leaned back away from her. Had she lost her mind? “Are you okay?”

	“Yes.” She gasped still laughing heartily. “Of course, this would happen to me. I mean the first vacation I've taken in six years, and I'm snowed in with...you. A movie couldn’t write a scene this bad.”

	Chuckling, he got to his feet. “Well don't tiptoe around my feelings.” He’d meant it as a joke, but the truth of the matter was, her words stung.

	A lot of women would be more than happy to be snowed in with him. The outside world shut out, a warm fire blazing in the fireplace, and nothing to do. Why not Gwen? Why didn’t he have the same effect on her? He didn't know, but he'd be lying if he said it didn't make all the more hot for her.

	“Look, Mr. Master…Jacob, I didn’t mean anything by it. I mean it’s not personal. Just an observation.” She stumbled over her words and got to her feet. “I didn’t mean to say anything to…make you mad.”

	He nodded, resting his hands low on his hips and cocked his head as he stared at her. Even though she thought he was an arrogant ass, she was distraught at the thought of hurting his feelings. Interesting.

	“Don’t worry about it.” He gave a small smile to put her at ease. “Why don't you come and lay down. I know it’s a long flight from New York.”

	“It wasn’t.” Standing up, Gwen wiped her hands on her jeans turning to him. “I think some rest is a good idea.”

	He motioned for her to follow him and headed down the small hallway to his bedroom. “You can sleep in my room.”

	“I beg your pardon.”

	The insulted look she gave him had him busting up with laughter. “Don't get your panties in a twist. You can have the bedroom while you’re here and I’ll take the couch.”

	“Sorry,” she muttered running her hand over the top of her head. “How was I supposed to know?”

	“You could've asked.”

	“Yeah.” She rolled her eyes. “Well, I'm sure women fall into bed with you all the time.”

	“Yup.” He smirked because he knew it would irritate her. The fire that sparked to life in her eyes every time that irritation targeted him made him hotter than he’d been in a long time. “All the time.”

	She snorted that cute as hell snort and brushed past him. “Why am I not surprised?”

	Following her to his bedroom, he stopped in the doorway and lifted his arms above his head and rested his hands along the top of the door frame. His muscles bulged everywhere, and his shirt rode up his abs, which was one of his best features and the exact reason he’d chose this particular stance.

	Jacob knew his reaction to her was intense and strong; he wanted to see if her response to him would be the same. It was exhilarating to realize she was.

	Completely captivated by him, it was like she’d forgotten she was standing in front of him while her gaze traveled over him. Her gaze lingered on where his stomach was exposed and then lower before staying again.

	“Seems like you’ve had the same thought.” Oh, it was going to piss her off. He’d not only expected that reaction, but he counted on it.

	Gwen flushed and her gaze shot back up to his. “You know, arrogant is an acquired taste.”

	Leaning closer, he whispered. “Your taste?”

	Stepping closer to him, she gave him a seductive smile. “No.”

	Jerking back, he just missed the door being slammed on his face by half an inch. “Whoa,” he chuckled. “We'll see about that.” It was a promise, and on he had every intention of keeping.

	*

	Gwen yawned stretching like a contented cat on a soft, satin pillow. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d gotten such a good night sleep, and she was determined to have a mattress just like this one.

	Yawning loudly, she sat up and began to shiver instantly. Reaching down, she pulled the blanket up around her shoulders. A fire blazed in the fireplace, but there was still a massive chill in the room.

	The blazing fire looked almost as bright as it had last night, and that could only mean one thing. Jacob had to have come in several times to keep it going so she wouldn’t freeze. Her heartbeat sped up at the realization. It wouldn't even occur to most men to do something so courteous and thoughtful.

	Sighing, she leaned back against the large wooden headboard. Gwen almost felt sorry for getting mad and slamming the door in his face. Almost, his arrogant ass comment had deserved her reaction. Her lips twitched as she thought of the chuckle she heard as he walked down the hall. Hmm, seemed like irritating and enticing her, entertained him. Well, two could play at that game.

	Trying to think of a way to get back at him, she looked around the room. She hadn’t got a good look around last night not after what happened after he’d shown her the bedroom. Now, she took the time to look around deciding that she wanted to know more about the man behind the writer mask.

	The furniture was sparse, with only three massive pieces filling the room. A big, dark oak bed frame, a nightstand on the right side of the enormous bed, and a large dresser against the left wall. The only touch of decoration was the burgundy oval rug in front of the fireplace. Definitely, a man's bedroom.

	Gwen glanced at her watch, and her eyes widened when she saw the time. Ten after ten. Shit, she was going to be late, but if she stepped on it, she'd make it. Thankfully, she slept in her clothes last night and didn’t care what she looked like as long as she made that flight. Throwing the comforter from her body, she grabbed her boots and rushed out the bedroom door.

	The roaring fire cast a golden glow across the living room, and the scent in the air was thick with cinnamon and brewing coffee. The wooden lamps with animals carved into their bases were on, and she smiled at the holiday feel in this cozy cabin. Her joy quickly faded as she walked over and pulled the heavy curtain cover the window to the side.

	A thick white blanket of snow poured from the sky, and there was no sign of her jeep even though it was only twenty feet from the cabin. Gwen could only stand there with her mouth open as she realized the guy on the C.B had been right. The storm had got worse through the night. Her heart sank as she realized she wasn’t going anywhere.

	“Looks like your weather app was completely off the mark on this one,” Jacob said walking out of the kitchen with two steaming cups in his hands.

	“Yeah, yeah,” she muttered, flicking her hand in his direction. “How long is this supposed to last?”

	He gave her a small smile, and she swore there was sympathy in those ocean blue eyes and it made her uneasy. Jacob was hiding something.

	“Drink this. It will wake you up.” He held a cup out to her.

	Eyeing him suspiciously, she took the cup. “What aren't you telling me?”

	“Maybe we should sit down.”

	“I can already guess, all day right?” But she sat down anyway.

	He shook his head. “More like the rest of the week.”

	She chocked on her coffee. “What?” she coughed. “It's only Monday now.”

	He nodded, sitting down next to her. “I know.”

	“This can’t be happening?” she groaned. “What am I going to do?”

	“Stay here,” he muttered. “With me.”

	Gwen scowled at him. “What I mean is, I'm supposed to be flying out to Curacao tonight. I got the ticket changed so I could fly out of Denver International. I already changed the ticket once and now non-refundable.” Her gaze shot to his. “Hey, can I use your phone? I could call...listen...why are you shaking your head?”

	“The cell service up here is choppy at the best of times, but even if it weren’t you’d never get a cell signal in this storm.”

	She narrowed her eyes, why did it always feel like he was making fun of her? “What about a landline?”

	“Phone and electricity went out a few hours ago.”

	Looking around, she frowned. “How was that possible? Everything’s still working.”

	This time he did laugh. “It's called a generator.”

	“This is wonderful. The money I spent on the ticket and the deposit on the hotel room is all down the drain.”

	Growing serious, he whistled and shook his head. “I don't know what to say other than, that sucks.”

	“It does. I've worked so hard for six years to get to this point you know, and everything was coming together. I was taking a two-week vacation, get a promotion and be on my way to bigger and better things.” She snapped her fingers. “Than bam! Sorry Gwen, no trip, no promotion. No new life.”

	He cocked his head, studying her. “Why did you agree?”

	Molly trotted over to her, nails scrapping the wood before going silent once she hit the rug. Her tongue hung out the side of her mouth. Gwen laughed scratching the dog behind her ear and shrugged.

	“I wanted that promotion. I've wanted to be an agent for years, but Marjorie always had some reason on why the timing wasn't right. I'd had enough and was going to start fresh at another agency. One where I would have a chance to move up. I gave her a choice, and she gave me what I thought was going to be a chance.

	Bring back a nonexistent manuscript, right. This way she could say I wasn’t ready to be an agent yet.” Shaking her head, she pressed her palm against her forehead. “She knew the whole time it wasn't an option.”

	The couch dipped closer to her as Jacob turned to face her. “I know from experience that she's pretty ruthless in the business world but why unleash it on you?”

	“To crush my self-confidence, and make me think I had a lot more to learn. It would force me to stay with her because any other job I’d get would be a pay cut. I knew she’d never give me a good reference.” Turning her head to look at him, she sucked in a deep breath at the sight he made beside her.

	Jacob was leaning back against the couch with one leg bent, and the other stretched out in front of him. One muscular arm stretched across the back of the sofa. His dark hair was tousled, but his beard was neatly trimmed and oiled to keep the stray hairs down.

	She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry as her gaze skidded over him one more time. Holy hell, the man looked so damn hot just sitting there, casually sipping his coffee and it was totally unfair.

	“Gwen?”

	Her gaze jerked back up to his just thinking she’d see a smirk on those sexy ass lips, but there was only concern in his eyes. “Yeah?”

	“Are you okay?”

	“Yeah,” she squeaked. “Just thinking.” About how much I want to run my tongue all over your delicious body. She kept that part to herself. “What am I supposed to do trapped here for a week?” Standing up, she stretched and strolled to stand before the fire. “Not that I'm not grateful for you being so kind and not turning this into a big deal but...” her voice trailed off.

	“But what?” His question was soft and had goosebumps rising on her skin.

	Staring into the fire, she chuckled. Being in close, cramped quarters with this hottie was going to be extremely difficult. Just looking at him made her lose her train of thought. “I'm used to rushing around, a crazy hectic schedule, phone ringing off the hook, getting home by nine pm kind of day. What am I supposed to do trapped with no...no...”

	“Technology?”

	“Yes,” she hissed, crossing her arms over her chest.

	“What were you going to do on vacation?”

	She shrugged. “Hang out on the beach, get a tan, maybe a massage, and read.”

	“Well, if you want to throw on that bikini and trot around here like you’re at the beach I won't complain.” Jacob’s gaze trailed over her body slow enough to give her tingles. “Hell, I'll even find some sand and throw it on the floor if you want.”

	Unable to help herself, Gwen laughed turning her head to look at him, but her laughter faded when she noticed his gazed locked on her ass. Holy shit, he was totally checking her out, and she didn’t exactly hate it.

	“You going to give me a massage too?” She couldn’t believe she was being so bold, but she couldn’t help herself.

	His gaze shot from her ass to her face. The hot, hungry look in his eyes had feminine satisfaction swelling in her. She felt her nipples harden against the thin fabric of the long-sleeved shirt she wore as an answering desire and blazing heat blossomed to life inside her.

	His throat moved as he swallowed. “Oh yeah.” Jacob’s gaze traveled over her body, more slowly this time and she gave a nervous laugh in response. “I'm not joking,” he muttered. “I'd be more than happy to touch your naked skin.”

	Their gazes connected again, and a gasp escaped her at the wicked promise she saw in those blue depths. “Wouldn’t that be interesting,” she whispered heat crawling up her neck as she directed her gaze back out the window. “I don't have any of my stuff. What am I supposed to do?”

	“I grabbed your duffel bag right after you laid down last night. I didn’t want to bother you after I came back in and thawed out.”

	Heat curled in her belly at the kind gesture, much like feeding the fire from last night. “Thank you.”

	“No need. Now that I know what you packed in that thing, it was well worth it.” His voice was still husky and deep.

	She had some sexy black lace with pink ribbons on the hips and the center of the bra, matching lingerie set from Victoria Secret. It was very expensive, but it cupped in all the right places. Risque lingerie was one of the indulgences she allowed herself because not only did it make her feel sexy but it turned her on.

	Jacob would run big tattooed hands all over her body, dipping into the lace here and there. Body oil, candles, whipped cream, and then that mouth tasting every inch of her skin.

	Gwen closed her eyes briefly and made her way over to the fireplace. She needed to get out of this room, away from his presence before she begged him to touch her. “Since it seems like I'm going to be here for a few days, would you mind if I unpacked a few things?” He didn't answer. “Jacob?” She turned to look at him, arms across her chest in an attempt to hide her rapid breathing.

	His intense gaze was focused entirely on her; his head cocked to the side and breathing rapidly. “Sure,” he rasped. “I'll clear out the first two drawers, and you can use those.”

	“I'll do it,” she gushed, followed by a nervous chuckle. “I mean if you don't mind. I want to keep busy for a little bit. Get my mind off things.”

	He merely nodded.

	“Thanks.” Wiping her hands on the thighs of her jeans she headed to the bedroom.

	“Gwen?”

	She looked over her shoulder, afraid of what might happen if she turned all the way around. “Yeah?”

	“If you need help forgetting for a little bit you know where I am.”

	Her lips parted, but nothing came out. She could only nod before she rushed into his room. Closing the door, she leaned against it and drew a deep, shaky breath.

	The little interlude between her and one very sexy writer left her feeling light-headed and a little giddy. She'd never felt desire so overwhelming, and she liked it, a lot. There was just one major problem. She wouldn't be here long. Which was the way she preferred it where men were concerned, but she had a feeling once with Jacob wasn't going to be enough.

	 



		Chapter 4



	 

	 

	“Why there? What's so special about Curacao?” Jacob handed her a glass of wine and took his usual seat on the sofa.

	Giving Molly one last scratch behind the ear, she turned to face him. “For one it's not completely overrun with tourists. The beaches are the best, and the water is so clear. There are coral reefs, colonial architecture, and well lots of things to do besides just hanging on the beach.”

	“But you wanted to go for the beaches?”

	She shook her head, sipping her wine as she looked at him. “How come we don't ever talk about you?”

	He looked away from her like he always did over these last couple of days whenever she would ask him questions about himself. “I'm not that interesting.”

	“I beg to differ,” she murmured, moving her gaze to his bare arms and the glorious tattoos they showcased.

	“Sweetheart, anything you want to know about my body.” Smirking, he spread his hand over his chest. “Go ahead and ask,” he paused, locking eyes with her. “I'll show and tell you anything you want to see or know.”

	Smiling, she bit her lip. “Anything?”

	Leaning forward, he nodded eyes locked on her mouth. “Yes.”

	“I want to see the tattoo that means the most to you.”

	He cocked a brow. “What?”

	“Show me...”

	“I heard you.”

	“Then?” He didn't say anything. “You said you'd show and tell me anything I wanted.”

	“That's when I thought you wanted to see me naked,” he grumbled.

	She did want to see him naked, but she wanted to know something personal about him much more. “Please.” She smiled brightly, batting her eyes.

	Jacob groaned. “Fine.” Reaching behind his head, he fisted the material of his shirt and pulled it off.

	Her eyes widened as soon as his bare, muscular torso was revealed to her greedy gaze. Tattoos spread across his broad chest, over his shoulders, and down his arms. His eight pack was defined and looked to be rock hard, right alongside those incredibly cut obliques.

	Holy hell. The man’s nipples were pierced and lust, stronger than she’d ever felt with any many, electrified. Heat surged through her, centering between her thighs making her wet in seconds. She wanted to run her tongue over that delicious chest and tug those silver barbells between her teeth.

	Damn, she'd requested what she thought was an innocent thing but it turned out to be anything but innocent.

	Chuckling, he placed his hand over hers. “You okay?”

	Unable to move her gaze from his chest, she merely nodded. “I'm good.,” she croaked. The man was seriously too damn hot for his own good. Wrapping his fingers around hers, he lifted her hand and pulled it toward his side. “What are you doing?”

	“I'm showing you.”

	She shook her head weakly. “I don't have to touch it.”

	“But you do,” he whispered. “Because it's the tattoo and scar underneath that's important.” Pressing her fingers just above his hip bone he brushed her fingers over his skin in a downward angle. “Feel that?”

	“Yes,” she whispered, caressing the thick scar under her fingertips. “What is it?”

	He leaned to the left stretching his torso. “Read it.”

	“A gift of love. David 1998.” Immediately it dawned on her what this scar meant. Jacob had donated his kidney to someone he loved. “Who is David?”

	“My brother.” He gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “Younger than me. I remember when he was born he seemed to be sick all the time. When he was five, my parents found out he had Leukemia.”

	Her other hand covered her mouth. “Oh, Jacob.”

	“My parents were devastated. I was ten, but I could see them falling apart when it became a very real possibility they might lose him. The doctors attacked the cancer aggressively, and it was working, but it took a heavy toll on his kidneys.

	He needed a transplant but back in those days finding a donor was like looking for a needle in a haystack. My parents had me tested, and I was a match.” He pulled her hand up his chest, and she groaned as her fingers and palm slid over his hot skin. “Some people thought my parents forced me to donate, but they didn't. I wanted to. I loved...love my brother.” He smiled. “Now he's married with three kids always asking me when I'm going to settle down.”

	Gwen didn't say anything in response, didn't know what to say. She was completely star struck by the man sitting next to her. Being in the publishing business, and the entertainment business before that she was used to people not always being what they seemed. Jacob was the first man who proved that sometimes it was a good thing.

	Raising her hand to his mouth, he nipped her knuckles gently before brushing his lips over them sensuously. “What are you thinking?” he whispered.

	“You're not exactly what you seem,” she breathed.

	Chuckling, he glanced down at their hands. “Is that a good thing?”

	She nodded. “More like amazing.”

	Laughing softly, he raised his eyes to meet hers as he dragged his lips over her fingers. “Amazing. Aren't you afraid that's going to go to my head?”

	Shaking her head, her gaze locked on his lips. “I don't care. It's true.”

	Reaching up with his other hand, Jacob ran his thumb across her bottom lip. “I think you're wonderful and amazing and I'm pleased you got stuck here,” he muttered, moments before he pressed his lips to hers.

	He ran his tongue across the seam of her lips, and she parted them immediately allowing him to dip inside.

	Moaning, she pressed her hands against his chest and brushed her tongue against his. Damn, the man tasted good. Hot, heady, and delicious. She wanted more than just kissing. A lot more.

	Jacob groaned, wrapped one strong arm around her waist and pulled her up against him. Fisting his other hand in her hair, he dragged her head back to give him better access to her mouth. He controlled the kiss, dominated it. Taking what he wanted and leaving her breathless in the wake of the storm he was creating.

	Growling, he broke the kiss to trail his lips across her jaw and down her neck. She cried out, pressing her fingers into his bare shoulders as he nipped at her throat.

	She gasped as his hand closed around her breast. “Oh god, that feels good,” she moaned as his thumb brushed back and forth over her hard nipple. “Jacob.”

	“Gwen,” groaning against her throat, he slid his callused hands up and under her shirt. He hummed against her throat. “You're skin's so fucking soft.”

	“What's happening?” She buried her fingers in his hair as he bit her nipple through the thin cotton of her t-shirt and moaned loudly.

	“I don't know, but it feels incredible.” He ran his tongue up her neck, kissing and biting along the way. “You taste so good. I can't wait to taste every...single...inch of your...skin.” Running his hands up her torso, taking her shirt up with it until his large fingers brushed just under her full breasts. “Can I take this off?”

	Closing her eyes, she tried to think clearly. Was this a good idea? Sure they got along great, but they'd only known each other for a couple of days. Was that long enough? She inhaled sharply as he ran his thumb over her bare nipple.

	Oh, who gave a shit if this was a good idea or not. She wanted to throw caution to the wind, to not care about the consequences or the future. “Yes.”

	“Thank fuck.” He leaned back, yanking the shirt up over her head. It landed someplace behind him. “Damn, Gwen,” groaning he reached up and cupping her breast in his hand. “You're beautiful.”

	“Jacob I...” she cried out as his mouth closed around her nipple. He drew the turgid peak into his mouth and swirled his tongue around and around before dragging the hard bud between them. She whimpered, holding the back of his head. He switched to her other breast, sucking and biting until it was as hard and tight as the other one.

	“Lay back,” he rasped, placing his hand between her breast and pushed gently to get her to lay down on the couch.

	She did, reveling in the hot look he was giving her as he took in her nudity, without a shred of self-consciousness. Never had a man had her as hot as Jacob had her. The way he was looking at her, kissing her, touching her was the way she'd always wanted a man to be with her. 

	Have enough men criticize you in the bedroom because they can't please you and you begin to think it's you, but she always knew it couldn't be right. She liked sex, a lot, and Jacob already had her trembling in anticipation.

	“Are you wet?” He asked running his index finger over the thin scrap of lace covering her pussy. “These are wet. I bet your pussy's even wetter, isn't it?” Leaning down, he pressed gentle kisses to her abdomen, hooked the sides of her panties with his thumbs, and raised his gaze to hers. “Can I take these off?”

	She nodded unable to speak. It wasn't that men hadn't tried to talk dirty to her before they had, but they were so bad at it. Jacob was deliciously good at it. Her core pulsed, more wetness flooding her already damp, wide lace thong as he slowly pulled them down her hips.

	In the next instant her panties were gone, where they went, who cared. Jacob knelt next to the couch, spreading her legs wide.

	“Fuck, now that's a beautiful sight,” he muttered leaning closer to her as he ran his fingers up and down her wet slit. “So fucking wet. Is this all for me?” he groaned, gaze locked on her bare mound. “Your pussy looks so sweet.” Bending down, he dipped his tongue into her folds tasting her. Her body jerked, and he chuckled. “Mmm, taste good too.”

	Spreading her with his fingers, he flicked his tongue over her swollen clit. She cried out, her lungs nearly seizing as he sucked the bundle of nerves into his mouth. “Answer me,” he demanded, swirling his tongue around her clit much like he had her breast.

	“Yes!” she cried out, back arching off the couch. “Yes, it's for you.”

	“That's right baby. All for me.” He pushed one finger inside her. “Damn you're hot and tight,” he growled, inserting another finger to join the first. “I can barely fit two fingers inside you. I can't wait to feel this hot, wet pussy grasping my cock when I fuck you.”

	Closing her eyes, she rolled her head from side to side as pleasure soared through her body. Whimpering, she arched her back again pressing herself more fully against his wickedly sensual mouth.

	She panted, and her thighs shook as he moved his fingers in and out of her, licking and sucking her clit the whole time. She was so close to cumming her toes were curling. She moaned loudly and pressed her eyes closed.

	“It's okay baby.” He lifted her legs, draping them over his shoulders. “I know you want to come, and I'm gonna make you come, hard and all over my face. Then I'm gonna lick it all up, and fuck you until you come again all over my dick.” Ducking his head, he licked her clit with renewed vigor and pumped his fingers in and out of her quickly.

	He curled his fingers hitting her g-spot, and it was game over. Her back bowed off the couch, head tilted back, and mouth open in a silent scream as her body shook from the powerful orgasm surging through her.

	Breath catching, she gripped the cushions of the couch, every muscle locked tight as wave after wave of euphoria washed over her. Jacob continued licking her at a leisurely pace until she was lax, panting, and pushing his head away.

	Raising his head, he licked his lips eyes shining brightly in the firelight. “Damn, watching you come was the sexiest thing I've ever seen.”

	It was the hardest she'd come in well, maybe forever, but things were about to get even more intense. “Stand up.” It was her turn to demand and him to listen.

	Jacob did as she said, and she rose to a sitting position putting her eye level with his engorged shaft. Her gaze rose slowly, up his flat, cut abdomen, over that muscular, tattooed chest rising and falling rapidly in excitement. It was her turn to play. “Take off your pants.”

	His hands moved to his belt, the jingle of the metal loud in the silent cabin. The gentle rasp of the zipper had her gaze zeroing in on his crotch. He pushed both his boxers and jeans down in one lightning quick move.

	Swallowing, she took in the sight of his long, thick dick and her desire soared once again. The man was huge, easily the biggest she'd ever been with, and she couldn't wait to get her hands on him.

	Going down on her knees in front of him, Gwen wrapped her hand around him. Her small hand was barely able to close around all his girth. Squeezing tightly, she moved down his steel length and slowly back up to the head.

	Precum oozed from his tip, and she leaned forward, stuck out her tongue and licked the drop away before closing her lips around him, swirling her tongue along the underside.

	“Gwen,” he groaned, his hand went to her cheek, and he brushed his thumb over her jaw. “You don't have to.”

	Glancing up at him, she smiled giving another pull of his hard cock. “I want to.” She took him back into her mouth, keeping her eyes on his as she suckled as much of him as she could fit into her mouth.

	Popping him out of her mouth, she ran her tongue from the head to the base tracing the thick vein underneath, and back up again. Working him over and over with her hand and mouth until he was gasping and groaning in pleasure. He buried his hand in her hair, not directing her but just cradling her, grounding himself to her.

	She glanced up at him. He looked like the epitome of ecstasy with his head thrown back, chest rising and falling more rapid than before. His stomach muscles, bunched and strained as she worked him faster and harder. The man was a work of art.

	She moaned around his cock, sending vibrations shooting through him. He groaned loudly, fist tightening in her hair, using the leverage to pull her head back.

	He pulled himself out of her mouth and pulled her to her feet. “Enough,” his rough whisper sent shivers down her spine. Grasping her ass, he pulled her against him and lifted her. “Wrap your legs around me,” he commanded. She obeyed instantly, locking her legs around his lean hips and her arms around his strong neck.

	Her breast pressed against his chest, sensitive nipples grazing over his chest. Her eyes nearly rolled back at the incredible sensation that lit her up. “Where are we going?” she breathed.

	“To the bed, where we can maneuver comfortably.”

	She laughed, burying her face in his neck. “You're right that will be way more comfortable than the couch or the floor.”

	“For what I have planned it will be.”

	Her heart rate picked up. “And what,” she whispered in his ear. “Do you have planned for me?” Nipping his earlobe roughly.

	Jacob growled, tossing her on the bed. She squealed bouncing slightly. He palmed his cock, stroking himself slowly as he watched her breast bounce. “Open your legs.”

	A hot flush stole over her body as she spread her legs wide. Anticipation fluttered in her stomach as she traced her fingers lightly over her sensitive breast. “Touch me,” she whispered, her pussy pulsing as she watched him stroke himself.

	She never wanted a man inside her as desperately as she wanted Jacob. Powering in and out, panting against her ear, body damp with sweat as he fucked her hard and fast.

	Kneeling on the bed, he ran himself up and down her wet slit. “Is this what you want?” His harsh whisper had tendrils of erotic need wrapping around her spine.

	“Yes, please,” she pleaded lifting her hips toward his. “I want you. I need you inside me.” Looking up at him, she waited for him to give them what they both wanted.

	 



		Chapter 5



	 

	 

	Staring at her, so open, looking up at him pleading for him to take her was more than Jacob could bare. Lining up at her entrance, he pushed into her slowly. “Fucckk,” he said through clenched teeth, dropping his head to her breast. 

	Unable to go slow, he surged forward and buried himself to the hilt inside her wet heat. “You feel so good.” Nipping her neck, he gloried in the gasps and whimpers of pleasure from her. “Your pussy's gripping my cock so tight.” 

	He knew he was big, and he wanted to give Gwen time to adjust to his size, but it was killing him. His arms shook as he fought to control his body. Unable to stop himself he pulled his hips back and pushed deep. He wanted to pull out and slam back in, taking her hard and fast. Slow and gentle could come later.

	Sliding her feet up his calves she tucked her knees under his arms, reached down and grasped his ass, yanking him more firmly against her. “Jacob, faster, please.” She sunk her teeth into his shoulder, lifting her hips taking him deeper. “Harder.”

	Groaning, he slid his hand up her back and grasped the back of her neck. Rotating his hips, he closed his eyes at the intense pleasurable heat rolling through his entire body leaving him panting and his control hanging by a fragile thread. “I...can't be...gentle.”

	“I don't want gentle.” Turning her head, she circled his ear with her tongue, lips brushing over his skin. “Fuck me.”

	His control snapped at those words. Tightening his hand around her neck, he pulled his hips back and slammed back in. “Fuck!” he yelled and moved his hips faster.

	Jacob found a hard, fast rhythm that had his hips pounding against hers. Her cries and moans of pleasure and the sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room.

	“Yes! Jacob!” Her fingernails dug into his ass cheeks urging him to pick up the pace. He did. The headboard thudded against the way, her breast bouncing from the force of his body taking hers and it was a fucking beautiful sight.

	Gwen gasped a second before crying out. “Right there!!” Her head tilted back, hips slamming up into his. She was close, he could feel it in the trembling of her tight walls around him.

	“That's it, baby,” he murmured against her ear. “Come for me. Cum all over my cock.”

	Her head shot forward, burying her face in his neck. “I'm cu...umm...Jacob!!!” Muscles tightening, she cried out body trembling as she flew apart in his arms.

	Her pussy, like a vice squeezing his dick, had his orgasm hitting him like a freight train. “Fuuuccckkkkk!!! Yes!!!!!” he growled, the sound rumbling deep in his chest as he continued to pump into her in an erratic rhythm.

	The air seized in his lungs as the most intense pleasure he'd ever felt shot up his spine and through the rest of his body. Panting, he buried his face against her shoulder continuing to come harder than he'd ever cum in his life.

	After the longest orgasm of his entire life, his body went limp on top of hers, as the air sawed in and out of his lungs. Resting his head against her shoulder, he wondered how he was ever going to let her go.

	Her sweet laughter broke the silence, and he jerked his head up to look at her. “Well, that's not the kind of reaction a man wants after good...no, excellent sex.”

	“I can't help it.” She laughed again. “That was the best...most amazing sex I've ever had in my life.”

	He smiled a smile full of pure male confidence. “I aim to please.”

	“Well, you did.” Biting her lip, she skimmed her fingers down his back. “A few times.”

	He cocked a brow. “Only a few?” Keeping his gaze locked on her, he leaned down and sunk his teeth into her breast. “I guess I'll have to step it up.”

	She flushed, breathing taking on a harsh edge. “Let's see what you can do.” And he did, many times throughout the night.

	 

	The next morning Jacob found himself standing in front of the coffee pot, eyes narrowed, willing it to brew faster. Last night had been amazing, mind-blowing, maybe even life-changing. He didn't know, but he knew there was something between him and Gwen, and it was a deeper connection than mere lust and sex.

	He was completely willing to find out exactly what that was and figured, with these damn storms blowing in one after another he would have at least some time to explore it. Unfortunately, that all changed this morning with a message over the C.B. 

	Slamming his hand down on the counter, he glared at the pot. He needed coffee, and he needed it now. He also needed to get his temper under control and ignore the damn knots forming in his belly. “Fuck.”

	“Is everything okay?”

	He stiffened, closing her eyes at the sound of her sweet voice. A voice he could get used to saying good morning every day and screaming his name in pleasure every night. “Fine.” He snapped, voice harsher then he intended. “I just...the coffee is going too slow.”

	She chuckled nervously, and he heard her shift behind him. “When you need coffee you need coffee right?”

	He knew he was making her nervous and didn’t mean to but the turbulent emotions stirring inside of him made him feel like he was free-falling. Always the one to walk away, always the one to say he didn't do permanent or relationships and now for the first time in forever, he wanted something different. Something more.

	“Yeah.” He muttered, resting his hands on the counter and locking his elbows.

	She didn't know; he didn't have to tell her at least for a little while. It would give them enough time to talk, get to know each other more. Struggling with his conscience, he knew there was only one thing he could do. He had to be honest with her. “There's something I need to tell you.”

	*

	Gwen’s palms were damp, and she wiped them on the back of her pajama pants as his words echoed in her ears. He still had his back to her, shoulders and body tense. Whatever he had to tell her wasn't good. Swallowing hard, she nodded even though he couldn't see her.

	“Okay.” She could already hear it in her head, last night was nice but it's not you, it's me, it was fun but. It stung her more than she cared to admit and that irritated her because after what happened with her fiance, she usually didn't care if she saw a man she'd slept with again or not.

	In the times since her broken relationship, sex had been just about sex, not any deeper connection. This felt different. She was kind of hoping it might lead to more than one night. Maybe a couple of passion-filled nights and days spent getting to know each other to see if there was anything else between them. She felt stupid now for even thinking it. Of course, he didn't want anything more. Hadn't he said as much when they first met?

	“I got a call on the C.B this morning.” He turned to face her, keeping his head lowered.

	“And?” She twisted her fingers together behind her back.

	“There's a break in the storms for a few days.” A muscle leapt just below his cheek as he clenched his jaw. “They've already started clearing the roads.” Releasing a deep breath, he raised his gaze to hers. “Bill said, if you're leaving then you better head out as soon as you can.”

	“Oh.” She was shocked, not knowing what to say. “Well, isn't that lucky.” She tried to laugh and failed.

	His blue gaze bore into hers. “Is it?”

	“Don't you think so?”

	Pushing himself away from the counter, he crossed over to her. Taking her hand in his, he brought it up to his mouth and pressed a tender kiss into her palm. “No.”

	“No?” She couldn't help the hopeful tone in her voice anymore then she could stop the heat unfurling in her stomach from his lips against her palm.

	He shook his head. “I don't want you to go. I had fun last night. A lot of fun.”

	“Me too.” She smiled.

	“I'm not saying we have to commit to each other or jump into a relationship.”

	Despite herself, her heart sank. “So you just want some casual sex?”

	He frowned. “What? No. Not this time.”

	She struggled to control the happiness blooming in her chest. “Really?”

	He nodded. “Yup. I want to spend time with you, get to know you.” He reached out, brushing his thumb over her bottom lip. “Get to know us together.”

	Happiness burst from her chest, rolling through her entire body. She smiled, laughing softly. “Me too.”

	Wrapping his arm around her waist, he hauled her against his body. Cupping her cheek, his eyes locked with hers. “Last night wasn't nearly enough. I want more,” he whispered moments before his mouth took possession of hers.

	She moaned at the taste of him as his tongue pushed into her mouth, swirling and dueling with hers. In a million years, she would never forget the taste of him. Coffee, mixed with a rich masculine flavor that was all his own.

	Jacob’s hand fisted in her hair, and soon their kisses grew heated and more urgent. He became more aggressive, more demanding, and she melted against him. She ran her hands up his chest to his broad shoulders and dug her fingers into the hard muscles.

	“How long are these storms supposed to last?” She gasped as he pinched her nipple hard before he replaced his thumb with his mouth.

	“Long enough.” He bit her nipple gently before swirling his tongue around it and brought it between his teeth again. “Take this off,” he muttered pulling her shirt up.

	Didn't have to tell her twice. In the next instant, the shirt she threw on was gone. She moaned at the feel of his teeth against her skin.

	“Jacob, that feels so good. Wait.” She tried to pull his head away, but he refused to release her. “What about my job?”

	He frowned, lifting his head. “After what Marjorie did to you do you want to go back to work for her?”

	She shook her head. “No.”

	“Then don't worry. You'll have a job.” She opened her mouth to say something, but he cut her off with a hard kiss. “Trust me.” He dropped to his knees kissing his way down her torso.

	“Okay,” she muttered, tilting her head back as he ran his hands up her naked ass. Another thought shot through her mind, and she pulled her mouth from his. “What about Christmas?”

	He arched a brow like she was speaking an alien language. “Christmas?”

	She nodded. “It’s next week.”

	His passion darkened eyes sparkled as he stared at her. “I guess it will be our first Christmas together than, won’t it.”

	“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, it will.” This time she attacked his mouth and reveled in his deep groan of pleasure and need.

	Sex with Jacob Masters, in this kitchen, was going to be the best way to start any day from now on. Who would've thought this little business trip would have her finding something extraordinary that she hadn't even realized she'd been missing. It turned out all she needed was a little Cabin Fever.

	 

	 

	 

	The End
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