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Dedication

To Rose,

I appreciate all you do for me!

You’re the best!

Chapter One

Holly stood beside Jim’s van, snow falling around her in big fluffy flakes that clung to her hair and jacket as Jim plunked a large gift-wrapped box on the snow-covered ground.

She brushed the snow from her hair as she stared at the large present wrapped in garish paper with elves doing . . . well, embarrassing things together. Leave it to Jim to buy his Christmas wrap at the same store where he bought his porn. Of course, he probably intended it to embarrass her. He liked to do things like that.

But yesterday, he surprised her.

After she broke up with him last week, he’d been angry and a bit verbally abusive, but last night he’d called her up and offered to give her a ride to the bus station. She was going to visit her sister and brother-in-law for the holidays.

Her first reaction had been to turn him down, but she didn’t want to be ungracious. If he wanted to get past the bitterness between them, she was willing to give it a try.

He’d been standoffish on the snowy drive to the station, but as soon as they got there, he surprised her again by presenting her with this big gift.

Despite the erotic elf wrap, it was a nice gesture.

“Jim, I appreciate the gift, but I can’t really take it on the bus with me. Do you think you could hold onto it for me and I’ll pick it up after I get back?”

“No way.” His face took on that smug expression she hated so much. “You can do what you want with it, but I’m not taking it back.”

He walked to the driver’s door of his van. “And in case you’re thinking of just ditching it, I want you to know that your locket is inside, along with some other stuff. The one you left at my place and have been bugging me to give back to you.”

The locket had belonged to her grandmother—Holly’s namesake—who had been born on Christmas Day. The locket was a gift from her father—Holly’s great-grandfather—on her sixteenth birthday, and she had bequeathed it to Holly. It represented four generations of memories and Holly would always cherish it.

Now she realized this wasn’t a gift Jim was giving her in the spirit of friendship. He was doing this to make her life difficult. He’d picked her up late and now it was five minutes to departure, so she had no time to find an alternative to dragging it on the bus with her. And with her locket inside, there was no way she’d leave it behind.

He drove off and she stood there staring at the gift. It was about three feet by two feet and about a foot thick, now covered with a light smattering of snow. She tested how heavy it was by lifting a corner. It wasn’t too bad.

She picked it up and propped it on her suitcase, then tipped the suitcase so the gift leaned against the handle. It was awkward, but she was able to negotiate her load along the snowy pavement and get it inside the station with the help of a woman who held the door open for her.

Holly brushed the snow off herself and the package, then hurried through the terminal and out onto the platform. The last of the passengers were climbing aboard her bus.

The driver, who was placing passengers’ baggage in the luggage compartment beneath the bus, turned around. He eyed the box sitting atop her suitcase.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, that gift is going to be a problem. You can’t take something that big on the bus with you unless you were to buy an extra seat. But we’re full up.”

“Can’t you just put it in with the luggage?” she suggested.

In fact, that’s what she’d prefer because the erotic gift wrap was getting a few stares from other passengers. She’d be much happier with the gift out of sight.

“Only one bag allowed. But even if I was willing to make an exception, we don’t put fragile packages in with the luggage.”

“It’s not fragile.” She didn’t know what Jim had decided to wrap up in this box for her, but she didn’t care if it got broken. She only cared about her necklace.

“Then why is there a big label right there saying it is?”

She glanced at the side of the box nearest the driver and saw a big white sticker with the word FRAGILE written across it in red.

Of course. Jim did not want to make her life easy.

“Okay, then I’ll just leave it behind. I just need a minute to open it and pull one small thing out of the box.”

He shook his head. “I’m sorry, you can’t just leave it here. And I don’t have time to wait for you to reorganize things.” He closed the luggage compartment door and stepped to the door of the bus.

“You’re not really going to leave me stranded, are you?” she asked as he went up the steps to the driver’s seat.

“No choice, lady. I have people here with connections to make.”

In horror, Holly watched as he closed the door, then the bus pulled away.



Kalen hugged Jennie tightly. She squeezed him, then stepped back.

“I’m going to miss you,” she said, getting tearful. “It’ll be so strange not spending Christmas with you and Mom and Dad.”

Kalen felt the same way. But that’s what this past week had been all about. The four of them spending an early family Christmas together.

“You know how much Mom and Dad are going to enjoy themselves on the Christmas cruise with the Watsons.”

Jenny smiled. “I know. And I’m happy they’re going.”

He smiled. “And Don must be happy you’ll be spending Christmas Day with his family for a change.”

“He is. It’s just . . .” Her eyes glittered and she threw her arms around him again. “I’ll just miss being with my big brother. You know?”

“I know. But don’t worry, we’ll talk over the holidays. Okay?”

She nodded, wiping away an errant tear. “Sure.”

“Now get going before the bus driver decides to leave without you.”

The driver had already stowed her luggage. She turned and got on the bus, giving Kalen one more glance over her shoulder before she disappeared down the aisle. A moment later, she waved to him from one of the windows in the bus.

Kalen watched as the bus with his little sister drove away. She was going back to her home with her husband in Tampa, Florida. It was too bad Don hadn’t been able to get the time off work to come for their family gathering. Kalen liked Don, especially knowing how happy he made his sister.

Kalen turned and walked along the platform, past other buses, on his way to the terminal. As he walked, he couldn’t help noticing a woman sitting on a bench with a large wrapped gift beside her. And there was something about the bright gift wrap. There were elves with wicked grins frolicking across the paper and they were . . . A smile stole across his face. The little creatures were fucking. And not just missionary style, but doggy style, and various pretzel-like positions that probably wouldn’t be possible in real life. There were also threesomes and more-somes going on.

“I didn’t choose the paper. It’s a practical joke by . . . a friend,” the young woman said morosely.

Up until now, his attention had been on the gift, but now it shifted to the woman.

She was beautiful. Her long dark hair cascaded past her shoulders, and her deep brown eyes, fringed by long lashes, were large and soulful. Her lips, full and dark red, looked wonderfully kissable.

“A boyfriend?” he asked, hoping she would say no.

“Ex. He got it to embarrass me.”

He sat on the bench beside her. “Well, from the flush on your cheeks, it seems mission accomplished.”

“Yeah, not only that, it caused me to miss my bus.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Because the driver was incensed by nympho elves?”

She laughed and something about that laugh was familiar.

“No, it was just too big and . . .” She sighed. “It’s a long story.”

“So where are you headed? Is there another bus soon?”

He didn’t have to rush back home. In fact, with the snowstorm getting worse, he was thinking of staying in town tonight and spending the night at his parents’ place. Maybe he could talk her into joining him for dinner.

“I’m going to Ottawa and this was the last one today.” She frowned. “I’m going to miss Christmas morning with my sister. She’s going to be so disappointed.”

“Ottawa? That’s where I’m headed. I just dropped my sister off to catch a bus to Tampa and I’m driving back to Ottawa now. I could give you a ride.”

Her eyes lit up and she sat up straighter. “Really? I don’t believe it. That would be wonderful.”

He patted the box. “I even have room for your big package.”

Her eyes glittered. “Shouldn’t I be saying that?” she asked. She covered her mouth, her eyes widening and her cheeks turning bright red. “Oh, God. I can’t believe I said that. My mouth gets away from me sometimes.”

He laughed and suddenly realized that her gaze had settled squarely on his crotch. When she realized where she was looking, her gaze darted away again, her cheeks turning even redder.

“Well, between your mouth and the big package, the trip promises to be fun,” he said.

At the wicked grin on his face, her cheeks flushed a deeper red.

“Look, really. I’m not coming on to you. I just . . . it was a silly joke. Nerves overcoming my stupidity censor.”

He smiled warmly. “Don’t worry about it. I don’t think you’re coming on to me.” Actually, he did. But from her blazing cheeks, he realized this was out of character for her.

He held out his hand. “My name is Kalen Welles.”

She shook it. “I’m Holly Benson.” She tipped her head. “I assume you don’t remember me, but we went to high school together. I mean, not that that’s a surprise.” There was only one high school in River Rapids. “We knew each other. Sort of.”

He stared more closely at her face. “Were you one of the cheerleaders?” He’d been on the football team and knew most of the cheerleaders—even dated a few—but he didn’t remember her.

She practically snorted. “No. I definitely wasn’t a cheerleader. I was a little too . . . heavy. I’ve lost a lot of weight since school. You and I were in a few classes together. Sometimes you’d say hi.”

“I remember. You used to sit in front of me in calculus. And physics, too.”

“That’s right.”

He’d always thought she was very pretty, but she’d been so shy around him. He used to say hi, hoping to start a conversation, but she’d just answer quietly, then drop her gaze and hurry away.

“Well, this will give us a chance to catch up.”

He stood and picked up the gift. It wasn’t very heavy, so he tucked it under one arm and took the handle of her suitcase.

She stood up. “Um, I can take the bag.”

“Don’t worry about it.” He walked toward the terminal door, Holly by his side.

“I remember that after graduation, you went to college in Ottawa,” she said. “So you live there now?”

A number of people from River Rapids, which was just south of the Canadian border, had gone to college in Ottawa, Canada. The city was in a different country, but it was only an hour and a half away by car and it was a beautiful place. There were two universities there. And it was a bit exotic since it was on the border of Quebec, which was mostly French-speaking. Hull, Quebec was five minutes from downtown Ottawa, across a bridge. And the fact that the drinking age was only nineteen in Ottawa and eighteen in Quebec attracted a lot of River Rapids’s students.

Kalen hadn’t gone for the drinking. The Internet Security program at Carleton University had attracted him. When he graduated, he accepted a job with the federal government, and was now head of cyber security for a major department.

“Yes, I was offered a job straight out of school. Turned out to be my dream job, so I’ve been there ever since.”

He opened the door to the terminal and gestured for her to step inside ahead of him. She wore jeans and a short jacket, and the sway of her hips as she walked ahead of him sent heat thrumming through him.

It was noisy in the terminal, so they barely spoke as he guided her to the parking lot exit. Soon they approached his car. He unlocked it, opened the passenger door, and she got in. He opened the back passenger door and placed the large gift on the seat, not wanting to cram it into the trunk with the suitcases and bag of gifts his family had sent back with him.

The snow was heavier than when he’d arrived at the bus station with Jennie. It was going to be a slow drive, which he didn’t mind at all now that he had such delightful company.

He opened the trunk and placed Holly’s suitcase on top of his. Next, he walked to the driver’s door and got in, then turned on the car so it would warm up. He grabbed the brush from the backseat and got out and cleared away the accumulated snow off the car. He had to use the scraper on the other end of the brush to clear ice off the windshield.

He stomped the excess snow off his boots and got into the car again. He put the car in reverse and pulled out of the parking space and soon they were on the highway. The border crossing was about twenty minutes away.

“So you said you’re going to Ottawa to visit your sister for the holidays?”

She nodded. “June went to college in Ottawa, too, and met her husband there. She’s lived there for about eight years now.”

“You still live in River Rapids? What do you do there?”

He increased the speed of the windshield wipers to keep up with the snow.

“I work at a flower shop. Pretty Plants on Main.”

“I take it your family still lives there. Other than your sister?”

He saw the light in her eyes fade. “My parents died in an accident several years ago. I inherited the house and I live there alone.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your parents.”

“My sister, June, she wanted me to move closer to her after that.” She shrugged. “But River Rapids is my home. And I love the house. It has so many happy memories.”

“It can be hard to leave, but you should do what makes you happy. Whether it’s staying or going. I’m happy where I am, though my sister Jennie insists that going south, away from the snow, is a better idea.” He glanced through the thick snowfall at the white road ahead. “Sometimes I think I should have listened to her.”

She peered out the windshield. “It is getting bad.”

“No worries. This car will get through pretty much anything.”

The exit for the border crossing was ahead and he took the turn.

“Do you have your passport handy?” he asked

She opened her purse and pulled it out. “Right here.” She set it on the console on top of his.

The sound of the tires as they drove over the long metal bridge was loud and grating, but soon they were on smooth pavement on the Canadian side. He pulled into the second of four lanes, behind the shortest lineup of cars.

The line moved pretty steadily. The border guards seemed to be waving most people through. The car in front of them moved ahead to the kiosk while they waited their turn. The guard talked to the driver for a couple of seconds, checked the passports, then handed them back and the driver pulled away.

The light turned green, indicating Kalen could proceed. He pulled up to the kiosk.

“Citizenship?” the uniformed woman asked as Kalen handed her the two passports.

“I’m a Canadian/U.S. citizen and she’s a U.S. citizen.”

“Where are you traveling to?”

“We’re going to Ottawa,” he answered.

“How do you know each other?”

“We’re both from River Rapids. I’m giving Holly a ride to visit family in Ottawa.”

The guard peered across at Holly. “How long are you staying in Ottawa, miss?”

“I’ll be there for ten days,” she answered.

The guard peered in the backseat. “What’s in the big box?”



Holly’s eyes widened. Oh, God. This was not good.

“I . . . don’t know. It’s a gift someone gave me.”

“You have no idea what’s in it?” The guard’s businesslike expression grew stern.

“No.”

Her heart sank as the guard told them to pull off to the side so someone could check it out.

Kalen drove forward, then turned off into one of the bays they had for examining cars. After a few minutes, a guard came out to greet them.

“Both of you step out of the car,” the guard said. He was big and steely-eyed, and the sidearm he wore made Holly nervous. “Sit on the bench.”

There was a bench a few feet from the car.

“Is the package heavy?” he asked.

“No, not really,” she answered as she sat beside Kalen.

The guard lifted it out of the car and set it on a table off to the side.

“Ma’am, I need this opened. If you’d like to do it to preserve the gift wrap. . . .”

She shook her head. “I don’t care about the wrap. You can just rip it off.”

“Please just come and open the package, ma’am.”

She gazed at Kalen as she stood up, then approached the table. She tore at the embarrassing gift wrap and peeled it away. Then she ripped the clear packing tape holding the top flaps together.

“That’s fine. Was this gift for you, ma’am?”

“Yes.”

“From the gentleman?”

“No,” she answered quickly. “It was from . . . my boyfriend.”

She didn’t know if she’d be in trouble for lying, since she and Jim weren’t together anymore, but she didn’t want to try explaining why she was carrying around a huge gift from an ex-boyfriend.

“Okay, you can come and look as I open it if you like.”

She stood beside him, curious and anxious about what was inside.

The guard pulled back the flaps and they both peered inside.

Holly stared in horror, her cheeks blazing with heat. The guard’s gaze shifted to hers and she saw a slight smile on his lips.

Inside were several items, every one of them intensely embarrassing.

Chapter Two

Holly got back in the car.

“So what was inside?” Kalen asked as he started to drive.

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Holly was doing everything she could to block the memory of what was inside that box. At least she’d been able to grab the small Ziploc bag with her grandmother’s locket from the box and stick it in her coat pocket for safekeeping.

“The guard seemed to think it was funny.”

That was the one bright side. The guard had broken a smile, and had clearly felt sorry for her. He hadn’t done a full search of the car, which would have held them up and inconvenienced Kalen, so she was glad about that.

“I’m really sorry that stupid box caused us to be stopped,” she said.

“Don’t worry about it. So you said a boyfriend gave you the gift?”

“Ex-boyfriend. It’s another long story.”

“This was a recent breakup, I assume?”

“Yeah. Last week.”

“I’m just curious why he gave you a big gift like that, and why you were carrying it with you on the bus. Do you still have feelings for him?”

Oh, God. He must think she’d been dragging this thing to her sister’s to open on Christmas morning because she was pining over the guy.

“No. Not at all. He just offered to drive me to the bus station today, in the spirit of being friends, he said, then presented me with this at the last moment. He did it because he knew it would cause me problems.”

“He sounds like a jerk.”

She pursed her lips. “He can be at times.”

She didn’t want to think about the latest of her failed relationships. She always seemed to pick losers: guys who were way too interested in sports, drinking on the weekend, and playing video games. They’d squeeze in enough time with her to make her think they cared, but then inevitably, once they’d been going out for a bit, their interest in spending time with her diminished. Except for the sex, of course.

Lately, Jim had started calling her a nag because she’d suggested on a few occasions that they spend more time together. And she’d overheard him talking to one of his buddies and he’d called her a controlling bitch, just because she’d asked him to help out a bit, like picking up his clothes or taking an empty beer bottle into the kitchen.

She wasn’t just tired of guys who took her for granted. She wanted to date someone with more interests than the guys she seemed to wind up with. Someone intelligent and interesting, who’d seen more than the small town they lived in.

Someone like Kalen. Not only had he left River Rapids—to move to another country, no less—he’d also backpacked across Europe after his senior year of high school. He’d seen more of the world than any of the guys she knew, and he was more mature than most of them, too. That had been true even when they were still in high school.

She had always daydreamed that he would ask her out one day. Maybe take her to prom.

But she’d been a fat girl and knew in her heart he would never look twice at her. He was a nice guy and would say hi to her sometimes in class, but she’d always known it would never go further than that.

Still, at night, even now, those daydreams turned to fantasies and sometimes she’d even have erotic dreams of him kissing her and stripping off her clothes. Of course, in her teenage dreams she was always slim and gorgeous. Something she would never be in real life. Sure, she’d lost weight after college, but she’d never be a size four, and she sure wasn’t any beauty. Her eyes were too big, her face too round, and her long, dark brown hair too plain.

“So what about you?” she finally asked when she realized she was dropping the conversational ball. “Do you have a recent ex? Or a current girlfriend?”

“No, not really.”

She was surprised. She couldn’t believe a guy like him wouldn’t have a steady stream of girlfriends. Then she realized that’s probably exactly what he had. Rather than a relationship, he probably played the field.

It was getting dark outside, and as she stared out the window, she realized the storm was getting worse. It was hard to see the road through the heavy white flakes of snow bombarding the windshield. There was so much snow falling, it acted like a foggy shroud ahead of them.

Kalen slowed down and she realized there was a car slanted off the side of the road in the opposite lane, the front tires on the road, but the back ones mired in snow. A man was trying to push it out.

“I’m going to give him a hand,” Kalen said as he stopped the car on the shoulder. “Wait here.”

Kalen got out and Holly did, too, ignoring Kalen’s instructions to stay in the car. The cold wind drove against the side of her face and she felt chilled through and through. She wished she’d worn a longer coat.

“Really, Holly. I get that you want to help, but you’ll freeze. How about I come and get you if we need another hand?”

She bit her lip and finally nodded. “Okay.”

He crossed the road as she got back inside the car and settled into the seat. It was still warm and she realized the car had heated seats. She found the button on the side and turned it up. The comfort of the warm leather around her butt and thighs was ridiculously cozy. She settled in deeper and realized this wasn’t just warm. It was hot. In a good way.

She watched as the driver started the car and tried to pull onto the road, but snow sprayed out from under the back tires, which began to spin without moving the car. The driver got out and Kalen returned to his own car and opened the trunk. A moment later, he and the other driver were digging snow out from around the tires with small shovels. Soon the driver got back in the car and Kalen positioned himself behind it, then pushed. The car successfully moved forward onto the road.

Kalen chatted with the man for a minute at the window, then he returned to the car. After stowing the shovel in the trunk, he got into the driver’s seat.

“We have a problem,” he said. “They’ve closed the road ahead.”

Her heart clenched. “For how long?”

He shook his head. “There’s an open area about five miles ahead where the trees thin out. Apparently, there’s zero visibility with the wind blowing snow across the road. There are several accidents. The police are trying to get those cleared out, but even when they do, I doubt they’ll open the road again before the storm ends.”

She stared out at the sinister white flakes falling down from the sky, seemingly intent on ruining her Christmas.

“What are we going to do? Is there another road we can take north?” she asked.

“We could try. There’s a turnoff about ten miles back, but the other roads are smaller than this. The snow’ll probably be worse and some of the roads may not be plowed. And if we get stuck there, we’re less likely to get help. I’m afraid we’ll have to go back to the 401 and find somewhere to stay. I’m sorry. I know that’s backtracking quite a bit.”

In fact, it put them almost back where they started.

“There might be another option.” Holly pulled out her phone to dial her sister and stared at the screen. “There’s no connection.”

“Were you trying to call your sister? Wherever we find a place to stay, they’ll have a landline. Then you can let her know you’re all right.”

“Well, that’s just it. My sister and her husband have a cabin not too far from here. They bought it because it’s roughly halfway between River Rapids and Ottawa so we could spend weekends together as a family. We could spend the night there.”

“How about access?”

“The private lane to the house might not be clear, but the public road will be. There are several people who live there year round and they have a great support system to ensure they can get in and out even in the worst weather.”

Kalen put the car in gear and did a U-turn onto the road. “Okay, let’s give it a try.”

She directed him to the turn they needed, then guided him along the smaller roads. It was slow-going because of the poor visibility. Most of the roads were down to a single lane, mainly because it was impossible to see the lane markings, and the few previous vehicles that had passed that way had stayed to the center. Snow along the sides of the road was piling higher.

“There. Just ahead on the right. See the green sign,” Holly said.

It was actually a collection of about a dozen signs, one for each inlet and bay off the lake and accessible lanes.

Kalen turned, and sure enough, the road along the lake was nicely cleared, with only an inch of snow accumulated since it had been plowed. She directed him to take the next right turn, and soon they were at the end of the lane to June and Tom’s cabin.

“This is the place,” she said.

“We’ll never get up that lane.”

Not only was the snow over a foot high on the driveway, there was a hump of snow along the end left behind by the plow.

“We can leave the car here and walk in. You can’t see the cabin, but it’s just about twenty yards down.”

They got out of the car, once again facing the frigid wind. Kalen went to the back of the vehicle and opened the trunk.

“I don’t think we should take the luggage up there,” Holly said. “It’ll be too hard to get it through the snow. June always keeps extra toothbrushes on hand, and we should be able to find anything else we need.”

He closed the trunk and walked to her side. She tried to climb over the bank of snow to get to the driveway beyond, but her foot just sank into the small hill until she was thigh-deep. Kalen stepped over it, then took her hand and helped her though the snowbank to the driveway beyond.

As they walked through the foot-high snow covering the driveway, her foot caught on something—maybe a fallen tree branch hidden by the snow—and she tumbled to the ground. Kalen took her hand and pulled her to her feet, then she felt herself swept up into his arms. She clung to him, part of her wanting to insist she could walk on her own, but a stronger part wanting to stay right here close to him. He was a warm shield against the wind. And so strong and . . . masculine.

And she liked feeling cared for. Especially by this man whom she’d had a crush on for ages.

She pressed her cheek—which was so cold it was burning—against his chest.

He trudged up to the front door and set her down. “I was going to ask if you have a key, but I see it’s a combination lock.”

She tapped in the combination and there was a mechanical whirring sound as the lock unfastened. She pushed the door open and they quickly stepped inside, away from the freezing cold night.

She found the light switch and turned it on. In fact, Holly had never been to this cabin. June and Tom had sold the place they used to have—the one where they’d spent so many wonderful weekends with Mom and Dad—to buy this place in the fall. June didn’t hang onto things like Holly did. June said keeping the place just to cling to the past wasn’t a good enough reason. She and Tom could afford something better and they had always loved this place, which was just down the road from the old cabin.

Holly didn’t understand it. She could never see giving up their childhood home. It would be like letting go of Mom and Dad entirely and she just . . . couldn’t. But June and Holly were different people.

“Nice place,” Kalen said.

Holly glanced around. She’d been prepared to hate the place, but the sight of the soft gold walls, vaulted ceilings, and the large, two-story stone fireplace in the corner of the large living room was breathtaking. There were skylights, and a loft overlooking the living room with an open sitting area beyond. Large windows overlooked what Holly knew would be a sensational view of the lake and trees if it wasn’t so dark and snowy.

Kalen pulled off his boots and hung his snowy coat on the coat tree.

“I’ll get a fire started,” Kalen said as he walked toward the big fireplace.

Holly pulled off her boots and coat and realized how cold it was in the house.

“I’ll get the furnace going.” Holly walked to the thermostat on the wall and turned up the temperature. She knew they had a propane furnace and left the tanks full.

Holly continued down the hall to the kitchen and looked in the cupboard for some food.

“Hungry?” Kalen asked.

She turned to see him standing in the doorway. She couldn’t believe he was here, in the same house with her, where they’d be spending the night together.

Her dream man.

It was enough to give a girl some ideas.

“A little,” she answered. “I could heat up some soup or chili. There’s also some beefaroni, tuna, salmon. Even some mac and cheese. There’s no fresh milk, of course, but there’s canned milk, which we can use for coffee in the morning.”

“Or just throw a can of tomato soup in with the mac and cheese.”

“Really?” She grinned. “That was my favorite lunch when I was little.”

Her mom used to make it for her to cheer her up if she was sad or sick.

He smiled. “Sounds like a winner then.” He walked into the room. “I’ll give you a hand.”

She grabbed the box of mac and cheese and the tomato soup and put it on the counter. Her teeth chattered as she opened drawers searching for a can opener.

Kalen filled a pot with water and put it on the stove, then he walked behind her and rested his hands on her arms. His warmth seeped into her, making her tremble all the more.

“You’re freezing,” he said. “Why don’t you go sit by the fire while I make dinner?”

“No, I don’t want to leave you to—”

He squeezed his hands around her. “Let me rephrase that. Go sit by the fire.”

He turned her around and pressed her forward.

“But I—”

“Go.”

She walked down the hall and into the living room. It was still cold in the room, but the fire blazing in the stone fireplace was cheery. She walked down the hall and found a linen cabinet. She scanned the contents and found the familiar snuggly comforter she loved so much and brought it back into the living room. Instead of sitting on the couch, she sat on the thick, fluffy rug they had on the floor right in front of the fireplace and wrapped the comforter around her. The heat blazing from the fire was delightful.

She felt guilty letting Kalen do the cooking, but at the same time, she loved that he wanted to take care of her. He was so different from the men she usually went out with.

By the time Kalen came into the room with a tray in his hands, she had stopped shivering. She stood up and moved to the couch as he set the bowls on the coffee table.

“I made some herbal tea, too. That’ll help warm you up,” he said.

“What about you? You must be freezing.”

As she took the steaming mug from his hand, their fingers brushed.

“Your hands are icy cold,” she said, then took them in hers. Her breath caught as she realized she was holding Kalen Welles’ hands.

He smiled warmly. “If this is my reward, then it was worth it.” He tipped his head. “How about you share that blanket so we can both warm up?”

There was a warm throw blanket on the chair in the corner, but she wasn’t about to point that out right now. Instead, she lifted the side of the comforter in invitation. Smiling, he slid closer to her and drew the blanket around his shoulders. The feel of his warm, masculine body pressed close to her side was enough to make her tremble with need.

“Sorry, I think I’m making you colder,” he said.

“No, it’s fine,” she said quickly.

She picked up her bowl and started to eat. The comfort food filled her stomach and warmed her insides. She glanced sideways at Kalen’s profile as he ate. The firelight glowed on the wavy hair that curled down over his forehead. She glanced down his straight nose to his full lips, wishing she could touch them, kiss them. A light shadow of bristles covered his chin and neck. She’d love to run her teeth over his skin, feeling the drag of his stubble as she did.

“Are you finished?”

“What?” she asked, blinking as his words pulled her back to reality.

“Your dinner? It looks like you’re done.”

She glanced at her empty bowl. “Oh, yes. Thanks.”

He took her bowl and slid out from under the comforter, then carried the bowls into the kitchen. She sipped her herbal tea, then realized that June would be concerned about her. She hurried to her purse, which she’d left at the front door, to retrieve her cell phone.

But first, she grabbed the bag with the locket from her coat pocket. She opened the bag, intending to put on the necklace, but she frowned when she saw the chain was broken.

She grabbed her phone and saw that she had a signal. She quickly dialed June’s number.

“Holly?” June said when she answered. “I’ve been worried sick. Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m okay. Did you get my message?”

When Kalen had been clearing the snow off the car at the bus station, she’d called June and left a voice mail message explaining that she’d missed the bus and was getting a ride with someone.

“Yes, but with the weather so bad and you taking so long . . .”

“I know,” Holly said. “I’m sorry. I tried to call again, but couldn’t get reception. The roads are really bad.”

“I know. I heard they’ve closed 416. Where are you?”

“We got stopped by the closure and had to turn back. I tried to call you but couldn’t get a signal. I hope you don’t mind, but we decided to go to your cabin for the night. We’re here now.”

“Of course. That’s a good decision. I want you to be safe. Who did you get a ride with?”

“Someone I know from high school.” Holly gripped the phone. “I’m sorry I won’t be there for Christmas morning.”

“It’s okay, honey. We’ll miss you, but we’ll wait to open the gifts until you get here.”

Holly smiled. “I know you will. I just don’t want to miss the time with you.”

“I love you, Holly. Don’t worry. We’ll spend lots of time together once you’re here. You just sleep well tonight and we’ll see you tomorrow. Tom sends his love, too.”

“Give him a big hug for me. And tell him I said ‘Merry Christmas.’”

“You got it. Good night, honey. And Merry Christmas to you, too!”

Holly put her phone on the coffee table and noticed Kalen standing in the doorway.

“I got through to June, my sister.”

“That’s good.” He walked to the couch and sat down. “I’m really sorry you’re going to miss Christmas morning with your family.”

She nodded. “Me, too.”

She lifted the comforter in invitation and he drew it around his shoulders again. This time, he slid his arm around her waist. She leaned against him, enjoying the comfort of his warm body.

“What about you? You’re missing Christmas with your family, too.” Then she remembered he’d said something about driving his sister to the bus station. She glanced at him. “Is your family still in River Rapids?”

“My parents still live there. My sister’s married and lives in Tampa. But this year my parents are going on a cruise with friends, so we had our family Christmas last week.”

“So you were going to be alone on Christmas Day?”

He smiled. “Don’t worry about it. I had a wonderful Christmas already.”

She rested her head against him again and he tightened his arm around her.

“So we’ll wake up tomorrow morning with no Christmas tree or gifts to open. Like we’ve been naughty and Santa decided to overlook us.”

He laughed and gazed down at her. “Well, we could put that big package under the tree and open that.”

She shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“At least tell me what’s inside.”

“No. It’s embarrassing,”

“More embarrassing than the elf gift wrap?”

She bit her lip. “It was probably about equal.”

“Come on, it can’t be that bad.”

She remembered the horror she’d felt when she’d opened the box in front of the Customs guard.

“Trust me, it is.”

“Okay, so now you have to tell me. Unless you want me to die of curiosity.”

She raised an eyebrow, taking in the gleam in his eyes.

“Were you one of those kids who drove his parents crazy on Christmas Eve? Because you’re definitely driving me nuts.”

He grinned. “I may have been a bit pushy. But what can I say, it’s Christmas.” He leaned forward. “Throw me a bone.”

The glittering anticipation in his eyes made her laugh.

“Fine, go get it.”

His eyes lit up with glee and he hurried out the door and into the cold. He returned a few minutes later with the box and kicked off his boots. He carried it into the living room and sat down beside her.

He glanced her way, then pulled open the box. When he peered inside, his jaw dropped.

“Now I can see why you wanted to flee Customs in shame.”

He pulled a hot-pink, twelve-inch dildo from the box.

Chuckling, he said, “So a big package inside the big package.”

“There’s more.”

“So I see.” He riffled through a few more dildos in different shapes, colors, and sizes.

She laughed, unable to believe she was sitting with her high school crush while he dug through a box of dildos. He then pulled out a pair of handcuffs and a flogger.

He raised an eyebrow. “So you two were into BDSM?”

She shook her head rapidly. “No, no. Nothing like that. In fact . . . he put those things in there with a note.” Which she’d slipped into her pocket. “It said, ‘Things every controlling bitch needs.’ And then it went on to tell me to ‘eat a box of dicks,’ which would explain the dildos.”

She frowned as she gazed at Kalen, wondering if he’d look at her in a new way, assuming she was exactly what Jim had called her in the note. “He complained I wanted to control him because sometimes I’d ask if he’d skip a night with his friends or a ball game on the weekend to spend a little more time with me.”

He nodded. “So as I said before, the guy sounds like a jerk.”

He cupped her chin and raised her face. His midnight eyes glowed with warmth.

“If you were my girlfriend, I’d never choose a ball game over you.”

Her heart sped up. “Really?”

He smiled. “You know, I found you very attractive when we were in high school. I would have liked to get to know you.”

Her back stiffened and she drew back. Her head shook back and forth in denial.

“I don’t think so. I wasn’t the type of girl you went out with. The slim, pretty cheerleader. I was overweight and ugly.”

He grasped her chin again and gently tipped her face toward him.

“Get this straight right now. You were never ugly.”

Gazing into his eyes, she could see the truth written there. He really believed that.

“And you seem to think I’m pretty shallow that I would care about your weight. That didn’t matter to me. And a girl being pretty wasn’t as important to me as you seem to think. But in your case, you were very pretty. You have beautiful eyes and a really nice smile. And there’s a warmth about you that always made me want to know you.” His thumb stroked along her cheek. “And just in case you have any doubts, you have grown into a stunningly beautiful woman.”

Her breath caught and her pulse increased. Aside from her mother and sister, no one had ever told her she was beautiful.

She surged forward, her arms wrapping around his neck as her lips met his. He leaned into the kiss, his lips moving on hers, his hand gliding up her back.

Then she realized what she’d done and jerked backward, her hands covering her mouth.

“Oh, my God. I’m so sorry.”

Chapter Three

Holly couldn’t believe she’d just kissed Kalen.

He smiled, his dark blue eyes glittering in the firelight.

“I . . . uh . . . I told you my mouth gets away from me sometimes.” But what she’d meant as a joke just sounded lame. “I . . . it’s just that no one’s ever called me beautiful before, and I . . .” She shook her head and shrugged. “I don’t usually throw myself into the arms of someone I barely know.”

His fingers glided over her cheek. “It’s too bad, because I liked it.” His midnight eyes were warm and sincere. “And it’s not like we don’t know each other at all. We’ve actually known each other for years.”

She shifted in the seat. “If you thought that I was . . . uh . . . nice looking . . .”

“I said beautiful.”

She threw him a sideways glance, then stared at her hands again.

“If you thought that, then . . . why didn’t you get to know me?”

“I tried. I often said hello to you, hoping to strike up a conversation, but you never let it go any further than that. I assumed you weren’t interested.”

He took her hand, and held it within his warm fingers. As much as she liked it, her hand remained stiff in his hold.

“Maybe I should have tried harder,” he said. “Maybe I should have understood you were just shy, and been more perseverant. But I was just a teenager and I had insecurities of my own.”

“You actually thought I might turn you down?” she asked in amazement.

“It’s been known to happen.”

She shook her head. “You were on the football team. You were one of the most popular guys at the school. Every girl had a crush on you. I don’t believe you were worried about someone like me turning you down.”

“Someone like you? You mean pretty and smart . . . warm . . . and creative?” As he talked, his thumb stroked the back of her hand, sending quivers up her arm.

She swallowed. “Why do you think I’m creative?”

“We were in art class together, too. I still remember when you did that painting of a tarot card.”

Her stomach quivered. Why did he have to mention that? The assignment had been to do a painting representing spring, and rather than do tulips or trees budding with leaves, which seemed to be the thing everyone else was doing, she’d chosen to do the Death card from the tarot deck.

“I didn’t do it because I was depressed or antisocial. The Death card means a transition, just as spring is a rebirth.”

“I know. And your take on the card was so different. Instead of a skeleton knight on a horse, or some other rendition of the grim reaper, you chose to have a beautiful woman with a flowing gown emerging from a cocoon made of glittering crystals.”

“Some people thought the crystals around her feet and legs were a cancer eating at her body. That she was trapped in a deadly disease that would consume her.”

“Is that what you intended?”

She frowned. “My grandmother died of cancer the year before, and I was still grieving, but Grandma had told me before she died that she was moving on to a beautiful place. That like a butterfly, she would emerge from the cocoon in a new form and fly on the wind.”

“So you were trying to express that in art.”

“Yes, but not because I feared death, or I felt trapped and wanted to die, but because I could see the beauty of transformation. Of being one thing, then growing to a whole new level of existence.”

“I seem to remember you took some flack for that painting.”

She nodded. “I was called to the counselor’s office. Apparently, my teacher was concerned it was a cry for help. After that, rumors started and other kids stared at me funny and whispered as I went by.” She traced a circle on her knee. Some mean ones had actually ridiculed her, saying it wasn’t a cry for help at all but a pathetic demand for attention. “I learned never to reveal myself that way again. When we were told to do a fall-themed painting the following year, rather than painting a woman burning in flames like a phoenix, to be reborn again after the long winter, I painted a landscape of trees with orange and red leaves. Just like everyone else.”

“I’m sorry your creativity was stifled like that. I remember you being very talented.”

She gazed at him, tears prickling at her eyes. She hadn’t realized how profoundly someone saying something like that . . . someone actually believing in her . . . could affect her.

“Thank you.” Her voice was so thick with emotion, the words were merely a whisper.



Kalen stared into Holly’s eyes, seeing the pain there. The need to be valued.

God, she was so beautiful and unique. It tore at his heart that clearly she felt like an outcast.

He stroked her cheek, her skin so soft under his fingertips. The need in her eyes deepened. His heart pounded with a need of his own—to feel her soft lips on his again, to hold her in his arms, her heart close to his own.

They seemed to be drawn to each other like magnets. Leaning closer, her face tipping up toward him, her lips soft and inviting.

He closed the distance and his lips brushed hers, his arms gliding around her. His mouth moved on hers. She sighed and his heart rate spiked.

God, he wanted her.

He wanted to possess her sweet body, but more, he wanted to earn her trust. To make her know he would never hurt her; show her she deserved better than that clod of an ex.

He would value her for who she was.

He drew her closer. Her heart was pounding just as fast as his. His tongue glided into her mouth, so sweet and warm.

But then she drew back. Her wide-eyed gaze, lingering on his, was filled with need, but then it faded, as if she willfully tucked it away in a hidden spot inside.

“I think I better get some sleep now. We want to get going early tomorrow.” She stood up, letting the comforter slide from her shoulders. “You take the first bedroom. I’ll be in the other one at the end of the hall.”

He watched her as she walked away.

“There should be blankets and everything you need.” Her stride increased as she got to the hall, then she disappeared.

Fuck, he’d blown his chance with her. But he wasn’t going to go after her. He wouldn’t be some jerk who would push her into a one-night stand just because the opportunity was there. Instead, in the morning, he’d suggest they see each other again while she was visiting her family in Ottawa. And maybe they could keep on seeing each other.



Holly closed the door behind her, then leaned against it. God, what had she been thinking? She’d told him so many things about herself that probably made him think she was a real loser, but he was too polite to say anything.

And she’d kissed him. She covered her face. Then he’d kissed her and . . . If she’d let it go on a minute longer, she’d have grabbed his hand and dragged him off to bed with her.

She crossed the room and sat on the bed. Not that she wouldn’t want him in her bed. She had dreamed of that since high school. But . . .

But what?

Fear.

He’d been with pretty, popular girls. He might say he didn’t care about her looks, but seeing her naked, seeing her imperfect body . . . She felt her cheeks flush. She couldn’t bear to see the disappointment on his face.

Even Jim had found her less than acceptable. He’d made comments about her shortcomings all the time.

She knew that Kalen wouldn’t verbalize his disappointment, but disappointed he would be. And after he’d told her she was beautiful . . . after that perfect rush of delight . . . She didn’t want that torn away because he saw her naked.

She ran her fingers along the white eyelet lace on the duvet.

She really wished she could get past her fear. She was always afraid to put herself out there, and she’d been working on being better about it. If she could garner her courage and go after this one wonderful dream and make it a reality.

God, if she didn’t, how would she ever forgive herself? This could be her Christmas present to herself. To spend the night with her dream man.

She stared at the door, biting her lip.

Should she strip down to her bra and panties and just march out there? That seemed way too over the top. Better would be to slip on June’s robe. June always left some clothes in her closet at the cabin, and there was a really nice silk robe she often let Holly wear.

But as she glanced around, she realized this was the guest room, not the master bedroom. She’d just assumed the one at the end of the hall would be the master. She walked to the closet, and sure enough, there was nothing hanging in there.

Maybe Kalen was still in the living room and she could slip into the master bedroom and grab the robe.

She walked to the door and opened it, then started down the hall. The lights were out in the living room and the double doors of the master bedroom were closed. They were french doors with curtains covering the glass on the inside, but she could see that the light was still on. She hesitated, wondering if she should knock. She even raised her hand . . . then chickened out.

She continued into the kitchen and filled a glass with water. She noticed Kalen had cleaned up the dishes from their meal. Jim would have just left them for her to do.

She walked from the kitchen, across the living room, and then to the hallway.

The master bedroom doors opened and Kalen stood in the doorway. Her jaw dropped at the sight of him wearing only boxers, his broad, muscular chest bare.

“I thought I heard you up again. Is everything all right?”

Chapter Four

“Sure, I just wanted a glass of water.” Holly turned toward her own room. She sensed that he watched her walk away and she paused at the door.

Don’t be a coward.

She sucked in a deep breath, then turned around. “Actually, it wasn’t water I got up for.”

She walked toward him, slowly, building her courage.

Once she stood in front of him, as he watched her curiously, she hesitated.

“I want . . . I mean . . . about that kiss . . .”

He smiled. “What about it?”

“I . . . want to do it again.”

His eyes flared to life and his smile, so warm and inviting, took her breath away as he stepped toward her. Then his arms swept around her and he drew her close.

Oh, God, his arms were so strong, and his body so hard and solid against hers.

“So do I,” he said.

His lips fell to hers, brushing lightly at first in a delicate caress, coaxing with a sweet tenderness. Then he deepened the kiss. His tongue teased against her lips and she opened, allowing him to slide inside. His fingers glided through her hair as he stroked it back from her face.

She ran her hand down his chest, and over his solid sculpted abs. His lips slipped from her mouth and glided down her neck, then he nuzzled the base of her collarbone. Delight shimmered through her.

She sucked in a breath, quivering in his arms.

He took her hand and guided her into the master bedroom. Instantly upon seeing the room, she understood why June had wanted to buy this house. From the warm honey-colored hardwood floor to the blazing fireplace at the foot of the bed, with enough room for a couch in front, and the large windows facing what would probably be a stunning view if it wasn’t obscured by the thick veil of snow outside—it was lovely. Everything she and June had always talked about having in their dream house.

Instead of leading her to the bed, Kalen took her to the couch.

“It’s warm here by the fire.” He smiled. “I was surprised you let me have the master bedroom.”

“To be honest, I’ve never been here before. They used to own the cabin down the road.”

“Well, if you want to switch to this room, just let me know.”

Boldly, she stepped close and pressed her hand to his chest.

“I’m rather hoping we’ll both share this one.”

His smile broadened and he pulled her tightly to him again. This time, his kiss was filled with passion, his tongue sweeping inside her mouth possessively.

They sank onto the couch and his hands glided to her shoulders, then down to the collar of her shirt. She felt him unfasten the top button. Her stomach tightened. She grasped his hands, stopping him. He leaned back and tipped his head.

“Is there something wrong?”

“No, I . . .” She sighed. “I’m just a bit nervous.”

He brushed his lips against her temple. “Don’t be, sweetheart. Everything’s going to be fine. We’ll go as slow as you want.”

Oh, God, he is so perfect.

She leaned back and unfastened the second button of her shirt. He stroked his hand through her hair, sending tendrils of molten heat through her as the strands glided through his fingers. He watched her progress down the placket of her shirt. But it wasn’t her fingers he was watching. It was her blouse parting, revealing the powder-blue bra beneath.

The reflected firelight danced in glittering sparks in his eyes as she drew the blouse from her shoulders and let it slip away. He smiled at the sight of her lace-clad breasts. She gathered her courage and stood up, unfastened the button and zipper of her jeans, then pushed them down.

As she sat down again, she slowly returned her gaze to his face, steeling herself for some sign of disapproval at her fat thighs or too-wide hips.

But the look of awe in his eyes shocked and delighted her. He ran his hand down her side, from her bra to the top of her panties.

“You are so beautiful.”

“You don’t have to say that.”

He frowned. “Holly, I’m not just saying it. It’s true.” He shook his head. “It’s sad that you don’t understand how lovely you are.”

Her breath caught at his words and tears welled in her eyes.

She cupped his face and moved in for a kiss. He welcomed her, holding her in his arms and pulling her close, his mouth moving on hers . . . coaxing . . . loving . . . full of tenderness. Her breasts, pressed tight against him, swelled in need. She glided her fingers through his wavy dark hair, holding him tighter, deepening the kiss. Her tongue slid between his lips, seeking his . . . tangling with it . . . the two dancing together. Then he suckled and she moaned softly.

She couldn’t believe she was here in his arms. That he was holding her so tenderly. Making her feel wanted . . . special . . . The desire shining so brightly in his eyes was for her.

She never remembered being as happy as she was right now.

Sliding her hands from his hair, she drew back and gazed into those midnight-blue eyes that seemed to see deep into her, reading her very soul.

Sitting back on her feet that she curled under her, she reached behind and unfastened her bra. Watching him, she dropped the straps from her shoulders and slowly . . . her gaze locked with his . . . drew the garment away, slowly revealing her breasts.

His gaze didn’t waver from hers, as if what he saw in her eyes trumped everything else.

Finally, her gaze dropped to her chest, encouraging him to look. When she lifted her face again, she saw his look of wonder . . . and a smile turning up his lips. She reached for his hand and lifted it, then pressed it over one breast. He cupped her and the warmth of him almost made her cry. She leaned into him, her budding nipple pressing into his palm.

He cupped her other breast and she rested her hands on his shoulders, wanting to feel the strength of his strong, muscular frame as he felt her softness.

He slid his hands to her hips and glided her onto his lap, her legs straddling his. He cupped her breasts again, then dipped his head to take one nipple in his mouth. She clung to his head as he pulsed around her nub, sending strands of shimmering sensation quivering through her. She arched against him.

Her eyes widened at the feel of the bulge pressing against her stomach. Her hips arched forward and his thick shaft, hard as steel, pressed against her intimate flesh, with only thin layers of fabric between them.

He turned her and rolled her back until she was lying on the couch and he was hovering over her. He smiled and captured her lips, then kissed down her neck until he captured her other nipple. She groaned at the delightful feel of his mouth on her. His tongue swirled over her, sending her heart racing and her need swelling.

He suckled her nipple, sweetly kissed it, and then moved to the other. The pulsing feel of her being drawn into his mouth made her breath catch.

“I’m going to carry you to the bed now, then make love to you,” he murmured against her flesh, then licked her hard nub again.

When he tucked his hand under her knees, ready to sweep her up, she grasped his wrist.

“No, wait. I want to see you. To touch you.”

He drew back and sat beside her, then nodded. “Okay, now I have to admit, I’m a bit nervous.”

“Why?” she asked, using every ounce of willpower to stop her hand from stroking over his thigh . . . then upward until she found his hard erection.

“Because I don’t want to scare you.”

Chapter Five

Holly’s gaze flicked to Kalen’s. “What do you mean?”

“Well, you’ve already had one big package thrust on you today. What I’ve got might be a little larger than what you’re used to.”

He stood up and she stared at the big ridge inside his boxers. A quiver raced down her spine. Could that really be all him?

“You know that pink dildo in the box your ex gave you?”

“Twelve inches,” she said.

He nodded. “Like that.”

He pushed down his boxers, revealing the biggest penis she’d ever seen. Even including the porn Jim used to insist on watching before they had sex.

Her jaw dropped open.

He crouched down and took her hands. “Look, I meant it. I don’t want you to feel scared or intimidated. If you don’t want to deal with it, I understand. Believe me, there have been other women who just didn’t feel they could cope with it and they walked away.”

She stared down at his immense member. “It is really big. But I want to be with you.”

He smiled and brought their joined hands to his mouth, then brushed his lips against her fingers.

“There are lots of things we can do together.” He smiled. “Things I can do to give you pleasure.”

He went to lift her again, but she shook her head.

“No.”

His smile faded and he nodded in understanding.

But he didn’t understand at all.

“I want to touch you. To do something for you,” she said.

He was standing in front of her now, his magnificent cock standing even taller, and she reached out and touched it. It twitched at the brush of her fingertips. She wrapped both hands around it. The thickness of it filled her palms. Stretched her fingers. She glided up and down, feeling the kid-leather-soft skin glide over the rock-hard rod beneath.

She drew it toward her, until the almost billiard ball-sized head was pointing straight at her. She leaned forward and licked the massive cockhead. She swirled her tongue over the surface, and curled under the ridge and lapped around him. His fingers coiled in her hair and she gazed up to see an expression of rapture in his eyes.

She kissed his tip, tasting the salty liquid oozing there, then relaxed her jaw and opened as wide as she could, pressing forward until she took the whole head into her mouth. It filled her and she thought her jaw might pop its hinges, but it was so worth it to see the delight and incredulity on his face.

She couldn’t do any more . . . couldn’t take him deeper . . . but she sucked on him while her hands glided along his shaft.

He stroked her hair, his fingers gliding through it, then moving back to her head and combing through again. He made every part of her tingle.

She kept stroking him with one hand—along one side of his thick member—as her other hand found his testicles. She cupped them gently in her palm and caressed.

As she sucked and stroked, he moaned softly. He was getting even harder, and if possible, swelling even bigger. She lapped her tongue over him and squeezed him in her mouth.

“Baby, you’re so warm and soft. I don’t want to come in your mouth.”

But she nodded. She wanted him to. She wrapped both hands around him and stroked him steadily, her mouth squeezing and sucking with determination. His hands cupped around her head and held it gently as he moaned.

“Oh, baby, yeah. That feels so good.” His voice tightened and she knew he was close.

She squeezed his cockhead as she sucked harder, her hands moving faster. He stiffened, then groaned as his hot liquid erupted deep into her throat.

She kept sucking as his body shuddered. Finally, she released him from her mouth. Her jaw muscles ached, but she missed him being inside her. He smiled, gazing at her with a tender expression, then he drew her to her feet. To her shock, he kissed her. Her ex had never kissed her after she’d satisfied him in this way, afraid of getting a taste of himself on her lips.

But Kalen not only kissed her lips, he glided his tongue inside in an intimate sweep.

“Thank you, sweetheart. That was incredible.” He scooped her into his arms and carried her to the bed.

This time, she didn’t stop him.



Kalen laid her on the bed and stared at her beautiful, glowing face. She’d given him so much pleasure with her warm, sweet mouth. When he’d come inside her, it had rocked him to the core. Maybe because she had accepted him so completely—not wanting him, or rejecting him, because of his penis size.

So many of the cheerleaders in high school had wanted to date him specifically because of his infamous cock size. They all seemed to want to ride his giant member, almost as a rite of passage. Girl after girl practically threw themselves at him, but then most of them, faced with the real thing, had backed off. Rejecting him, oblivious to the pulsing hard-on they left him with. Some would give him a hand job, but many were so self-absorbed they would just leave him in his aching situation while begging him not to tell anyone they hadn’t followed through.

He was the envy of every guy at the school, where all of them thought he’d banged every one of the cheerleaders at their school, along with several from some of the schools from nearby towns they’d played against.

But he didn’t care about any of that. All he’d wanted was a real girlfriend. One who would want him for who he was, not because of the size of his dick. One he could hold and cherish, make love to, and cuddle tenderly in the dark of the night.

He wanted to feel close to a woman.

The same crap happened in college—university as they called it in Canada. But at least the Canadian students he went out with—either because they were college-aged, and therefore more mature than high school girls, or because it was part of the polite Canadian nature—rarely left him needy. They would either give him head or bravely take on his cock. Many enjoyed it, but he hated it when he could tell a woman was doing it just to please him—whether that was full-out sexual intercourse or a blow job.

He found he’d rather talk a woman out of it than see that look on her face.

With Holly, however, it was clear she didn’t do it just out of a feeling of obligation. He saw it in her eyes—a true desire to give him pleasure.

And she had.

The fact that she wanted to be with him had touched him. She hadn’t even known about his size.

From their earlier conversation, it became clear that she’d wanted him since high school. Damn, if only he had realized it. If he hadn’t been caught up in his own stupid issues and pursued her then, he’d probably be a happier, less screwed-up person now.

He couldn’t remember when a woman had wanted to be with him, Kalen Welles, rather than with the guy with the big dick. One woman even called him that at a party. She didn’t even know his name, just said, “Hey, you’re the guy with the big dick,” and grabbed his hand to drag him to a nearby bedroom. He should have pulled away, but that woman at least knew what she was doing and he’d gotten to immerse himself in a willing, enthusiastic woman that night. Unfortunately, his physical need often trumped his need for a deeper relationship. Or even to be valued for more than what he was packing between his legs.

Holly stroked his cheek. “You look deep in thought.”

He smiled. “I’m just thinking how lucky I am right now.”

She laughed. “Because you’re going to get laid?”

His smile faded. “No, because . . .” He sat down on the bed beside her and stroked a long, shiny wave of hair behind her ear. “Because I’m here with you.”

He could see her cheeks turn a deep rose. She wasn’t used to compliments.

“You don’t have to say things like that.” Her gaze averted.

He cupped her head and turned it back to face him.

“But it’s true, and I want you to know that.”

She lay back on the pillow and opened her arms. He leaned in close as her arms curled around him and kissed her. Her lips, so soft and warm, joined with his, sending his heart throbbing. Deepening the kiss ignited a burning passion, blazing through him like a flaming torch.

He wanted her. His cock ached to be buried deep inside her.

Their lips parted and he stroked the hair from her forehead, gazing into her wide, dark-brown eyes filled with longing. But he wanted to concentrate on her. Give her the pleasure she deserved.

He kissed her again, then cupped her luscious breasts. They were full and round and filled his hands nicely, the nipples hard beads pressing into his palms. He caressed the soft mounds, then dragged his thumbs over her nubs. She murmured in delight, desire flickering in her eyes.

“Your breasts are so beautiful.”

He kept his gaze locked with hers as he lowered his head to her. She watched him, her cheeks deepening in color again as he kissed her hard nub. The feel of it against his lips excited him. He took it into his mouth and nudged the nipple with his tongue several times, then swirled over it. When he began to suckle, her eyelids fell closed and she whimpered. The sound seeped into him and set his blood on fire.

He kissed down into the valley between her breasts, nuzzled between them, their softness cradling his face, then moved up again to the other nipple. His fingers stroked over the damp nub of the other breast as he suckled on this one. He drew the hard nub deep into his mouth, loving the sound of her soft moan.

He lifted his face and her eyelids opened again. He smiled and meandered down her stomach in a trail of light kisses. When he reached her panties, he kissed along the silky flesh above, then nipped the elastic and lifted. He hooked his finger underneath and tugged the fabric down, and pulled on the other side, too. She lifted her hips and he glided the lacy garment down. His gaze locked on her naked pussy—shaved bare—and then he pulled the panties all the way off and tossed them aside.

He kissed up her inner thigh, loving the sight of goose bumps dancing across her flesh. He parted her thighs and stared at her intimate folds. He could sense her unease from him looking at her like this. He glided a finger over her outer lips. His insides pulsed with need. He glanced at her face and could see the uneasiness in her eyes.

“I love looking at you. I wish it didn’t make you uncomfortable.”

“It doesn’t.”

He smiled. “It does. But we’ll work on that.”

He brushed his thumbs up and down over the outer folds, then eased inward until he was stroking the pink petals of flesh. He stroked his fingertip between them, almost groaning as he felt the slickness there.

“You’re so wet.”

A quick glance told him her cheeks were flaming red.

He nudged his fingertip inside, stroking the velvety warmth.

“Oh, God, you feel so good.”

“I really want you . . . um . . . inside me right now,” she said.

“I know, sweetheart. I can tell. But right now I’m going to do this.”

He lowered his mouth and pressed his tongue to her soft flesh, and licked her. He used his thumbs to open her, exposing the little pearl inside. He dabbed his tongue against her and she softly moaned.

He chuckled, delighted at her response. Then he covered her with his mouth and suckled lightly.

“Oh, yes,” she whimpered.

His cock throbbed with need.

He pushed his finger inside her again and glided in and out. She drew in a breath. Another finger joined the first and he pulsed inside her velvet opening. The whole time, he kept suckling her.

She arched, her breathing fast and erratic. He licked her clit, then swirled over it, his fingers pumping into her. Her channel closed around him, squeezing his fingers, pulling them deeper inside. He chuckled against her slick flesh, then lapped and teased her button.

“Oh, God, that’s so . . .”

He sucked and she gasped.

“Oh, oh . . . Yes!”

She moaned, her body pulsing against him. He continued pumping his fingers into her, deep and fast. She was in full orgasm, but it seemed to be rising, so he kept on. Soon, her wails filled the room.

He couldn’t drag his gaze from her face, so incredible, glowing in ecstasy.

Then he felt it—a rush of heat against his hand.

He lifted his head and saw the flood of liquid. His groin tightened.

Fuck, she just ejaculated.

He couldn’t believe it. He’d heard about this, but never experienced it. Without stopping his fingers plunging inside her, a smile split his face at the thought he’d made her come so extravagantly.

Finally, her moans faded and her body relaxed on the bed. He slid up to her side, but when he went to kiss her, she rolled away and skittered across the room and into the bathroom. He tried not to let it feel like a rejection. Many women didn’t like the taste of themselves on a man’s mouth. He knew that only too well. So often, when he’d given a woman pleasure this way, he wasn’t even able to have the closeness of a kiss afterward before she’d disappear. The women who didn’t have full-out penetration with him rarely stayed to cuddle.

While he waited, he went to the linen cupboard he’d seen in the hallway and found some clean bedding, then stripped away the sheet with the large wet spot and made the bed. He tucked the used sheets out of the way beside the bed.

When she returned to the room, keeping her gaze averted, she walked to the bed.

“I’ll change the sheets.”

“I already did that,” he said.

She nodded. “I . . .” She bit her lip. “I’m sorry.”

He tipped his head. “For what, sweetheart?”

But her crimson cheeks told him. Oh, fuck, she thought that there was something wrong with what had happened.

“You’re not sorry about what happened when you came, are you?”

She sat on the side of the bed, staring at her hands. “Aren’t you disgusted that I . . . you know, that . . .”

“That you had a fantastic orgasm?”

She frowned and shot him a hard glance. “That I peed right in the middle of things.”

He sat down beside her and took her hands in his.

“Oh, sweetheart, that wasn’t pee. Has that ever happened before?”

She nodded. He was a little disappointed, a small part of him wanting to be the first man to give her that.

“Jim was disgusted. Angry that I peed the bed.”

Kalen’s jaw clenched. “Jim is a fucking idiot.”

Her gaze had dropped to her hands again and he tipped her head up.

“Holly, I love that that happened. That liquid was part of your orgasm and I’m thrilled I was able to make you come that intensely.”

“Really?”

The need for approval in her eyes tore at his heart.

He smiled warmly and cupped her head, then drew her in close. His lips brushed hers in a light yet heartfelt kiss.

“Yes,” he murmured against her lips, then kissed her again.

She wrapped her arms around him and deepened the kiss. When she drew back, her eyes were wide and full of light.

“Thank you. You’re so kind to me.”

“Kind?” He grinned. “I’d rather hoped I’d rocked your world.”

She laughed and he loved seeing the happiness in her eyes.

“Oh, you did.” Her hand glided down his stomach and wrapped around his cock. She grinned. “Now let’s rock it some more.”

But he grasped her wrist and brought her hand to his lips. “We will. But right now, I’d just like to hold you. To bask in the glow of what we’ve just experienced.”

“You want to cuddle me?”

He smiled. “Yes. Very much.”

She lay back on the bed, her lips curled up in a warm smile, her eyes glimmering. He turned off the bedside lamp, but the firelight filled the room with a soft glow. He lay down beside her and wrapped her in his embrace. She rolled toward him and snuggled her naked body close to his.

His cock grew and ached in response, insisting he find her slick core and glide inside. But he ignored it. This was what he wanted right now. More than anything.

She sighed, her soft breath warm against his chest.

God, this was pure heaven.



Holly woke up in the strange bed and glanced around. It was daylight and she rolled over to see a window looking out on a snowy world beyond.

She rubbed her eyes, remembering she was in June’s new cabin and . . .

She sat bolt upright. She’d had sex with Kalen Welles in this very bed last night. Well, not full-out penetration, but they’d both made each other come. She glanced at the other side of the bed, disappointed that he was gone.

Had he decided to sleep in the other room?

He’d cuddled her so sweetly last night, and she’d loved being in his arms, but it disappointed her that he didn’t want to stay with her all night.

She stood up and walked to the closet, and found a robe there. Her favorite blue satin one that June always let her use. She walked to the window and peered out.

Her heart stopped. The car was gone.

Chapter Six

Oh, God. Had Kalen left her here?

But before she was claimed by full-fledged panic, the car pulled up to the same spot and Kalen got out. He pulled a bag from the car and she watched him trudge through the same snowbank they’d negotiated last night and up the driveway. She sat on the bed and wondered if he’d come in here to look for her. She heard the front door open and close, then a few seconds later, his footsteps heading the opposite direction from the bedroom.

She slumped on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

Then she heard footsteps again and glanced at the doorway. Kalen stepped inside.

He tipped his head and smiled. “It looks like you got up then changed your mind.”

She sat up. “I guess I should get dressed so we can head out.”

He walked toward the bed and sat down beside her. She quivered as his arms slid around her and he drew her close. His mouth found hers.

His lips were cold from being outside, as was his raspy cheek, and he smelled like the outdoors—all fresh and woodsy. She wrapped her arms around him, wanting to be as close as she possibly could be . . . wanting to share the warmth of her body. He deepened the kiss, his tongue sweeping inside her mouth, and the passion turned her inside out.

When their lips parted, his arms stayed around her, his fingers gently stroking her back. He gazed at her, his eyes serious.

“I know it’s Christmas and you want to get home to your family today, but there’s a small problem.”

“What?” she asked, distracted by the light, soothing strokes of his fingertips.

“I went out to see if I could find a convenience store open so I could get some food for us to make for breakfast, but it seems the snow turned to freezing rain overnight and the weight of the heavy snow coated with ice brought down a lot of tree branches. There’s no way to get to the main road until they’re cleared up. I actually talked to some of the neighbors who were checking out the damage. They said they’ll get a crew of people to get it cleared away, but with it being Christmas Day, they won’t do it until tomorrow morning. I’m really sorry, but it looks like we’re stuck here.”

As much as she wanted to be with June and Tom today, right now she didn’t want her time with Kalen to end. Not yet.

“It’s okay.” She smiled and stroked his cheek. “Being here with you makes up for it.”

His grin broadened and it left her in awe that her expressing her happiness at being with him set his eyes alight with joy.

He kissed her again. She quivered in his arms, so warm around her, and his lips moving on hers melted her heart. She stroked his face, loving the feel of his stubbly skin against her hand.

“I’ll go get my bag and shave for you,” he said, gazing at her with twinkling eyes.

She dragged her cheek against his stubble. “Mmm. Don’t do that on my account.” Her hand stroked his other cheek. “I love the masculine feel of it. It makes me feel so feminine.”

His hand glided up her side, then he cupped her breast and chuckled.

“You definitely feel very feminine to me.”

Her heart pounded and she wanted to untie her robe and open it in invitation, but as she slid her hands from his face, he drew her to her feet with him.

“I have a nice surprise, though. We don’t have to eat soup or mac and cheese for Christmas breakfast.”

He led her from the bedroom and down the hall past the living room.

“When the neighbors found out we were stranded here with no fresh food,” he continued, “they pooled some things so we can have a nice breakfast.”

Even before they got to the kitchen, she could smell the bacon cooking.

“I’ve got coffee already made.” He led her to the table beyond the U-shaped kitchen counter. “You sit while I make the eggs.”

She sat down at the table in the bright, sunny room. Two sides of the eating area were all windows. One side looked out over a snowy wooden deck and she could see trees and a lake beyond, and the other faced an enclosed solarium with a hot tub. A woodstove—actually powered by gas—stood in the corner giving an even homier feel to the room.

The view was stunning. Ice glazed every surface outside, and the pristine white snow glittering in the bright sunlight looked like a fairy-tale land made of crystals.

Kalen placed a steaming mug of coffee in front of her.

“We even have cream.” He pointed to a small glass pitcher and sugar bowl already on the table.

She smiled. “You’re such a good provider.”

She added a teaspoon of sugar and poured in some cream, then sipped. She watched as he cooked the eggs, wondering how she was so lucky being waited on by not just the sexiest man she’d ever known, but her dream man.

Soon he moved to the table and set a plate of eggs, bacon, and sausage in front of her, and a basket of croissants, Danish pastries, and muffins in the center of the table. He returned a moment later with butter, jam, and his own plate of breakfast.

“Oh, wow. This is so nice,” she said.

“The people around here are very friendly. And generous.”

She took a bite of the eggs. “And you’re an excellent cook.”

He laughed. “It’s not like it’s hard to cook eggs.”

She smiled. “You haven’t tried mine.”

As they ate, Kalen gave her more details about the state of the downed branches, and how the roads were coated with ice.

After they finished breakfast, she volunteered to clean up the dishes. Once she was finished, she walked into the living room.

“I heard you go outside,” she said as she walked into the room. “Were you getting the luggage?”

She stopped, her eyes widening as she saw a makeshift Christmas tree Kalen had assembled by tying together evergreen branches. It was decorated with tinsel and a few ornaments he must have gotten from the neighbors at the same time as the food.

Christmas music started playing and she glanced to Kalen, who was standing near a bookshelf. She realized he had placed his phone into the music dock. A fire was cheerily blazing in the stone fireplace.

“Oh, Kalen. This is lovely.”

He smiled. “I wanted to make it more Christmassy for you.”

She hurried to him and threw her arms around his waist. He held her close, then she tipped up her face and he kissed her. Sweet and poignant.

“I wish I had a present for you. I want to make this day special.”

She stroked his cheek, gazing at his handsome face. A face she’d dreamed of for so long.

“I already told you, just being here with you makes it special.”

His face glowed with warmth. “Come here.”

He drew her closer and his lips met hers. The passion in his kiss curled her toes. She melted against him.

“You know, about last night . . .” She stroked over his chest, reveling in the feel of his hard muscles. “There’s so much we didn’t do.”

His eyes darkened and he took her hand and led her to the couch. His lips found hers and the passion of his kiss turned her inside out. He kissed her neck, then eased the robe down a little so he could kiss her shoulder. Tingles danced across her skin at the delicate feel of his lips nuzzling her.

He unbuttoned his shirt and thrust it away, then stood up and dropped his pants. Drawing in a breath, she stood up and untied the robe. Facing him, seeing that she had his full attention, she opened the robe and dropped it to the ground.

He gazed at her in awe as his cock swelled inside his boxers. She smiled and stroked the thick shaft. It swelled more, the head pushing out from the top of the elastic at his waist.

She giggled and stroked the hot tip with her finger.

“Just what I wanted,” she said with a big grin. “A big package to bring me joy on Christmas morning.”

He laughed. “You know, you’ve just given me an idea.” He gave her a quick kiss and grabbed the soft throw from the back of the couch to drape around her. “Meet me in the bedroom in five minutes.”

“Really?” She wanted to be in his arms now. To feel the heat of his body against her.

“Just five minutes. I promise.”

He hurried away, disappearing into the bedroom. She sat on the couch and waited impatiently as the seconds ticked away. She pulled the blanket tighter around her, longing for the warmth of Kalen’s body.

Finally, she stood up and walked down the hall, but stopped short of the double doors to the bedroom.

“Can I come in now?”

She heard rustling in the room.

“Okay, now,” he said a moment later.

She stepped into the room. Kalen was in bed, the sheets pulled up to his waist and his arms were above his head. Then she noticed they were handcuffed to the headboard.

“I hope you don’t mind that I borrowed some things from the big package your ex gave you. I thought we could put them to better use than a negative reminder of a bad relationship.”

On the bedside table, several of the other items were laid out. Including the flogger.

“You want me to whip you?” she asked uncertainly.

He smiled broadly. “You can do anything you want to me. I’m yours.”

I’m yours.

She couldn’t believe Kalen Welles had said that to her.

“Are you sure?” she asked as she walked toward him as seductively as she could. She let the blanket fall from her shoulders as she moved and his midnight-blue eyes darkened. “What if you don’t like what I do?”

She prowled over him and sat on his stomach.

“I like what you’re doing so far,” he said, his gaze on her naked breasts and puckering nipples.

She leaned forward and kissed him . . . then she nipped his chin.

“That could change,” she said in a husky voice.

“What if everything you do to me, you do to yourself? Or let me do?”

She leaned forward and pressed her chin to his lips. He opened and licked her, then caught the skin between his teeth. The light nip sent her heart fluttering.

She stroked over his shoulders and down his chest, and found his nipples. She toyed with them, squeezing them between her fingertips. Then she leaned in and licked one. She gazed up at him, seeing the need in his eyes. She suckled and his eyelids fell closed.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

“Fuck yeah.” He grinned. “And I especially love the idea that you’re going to touch yourself the same way.”

She sat up and stroked her nipples, toying with them until they blossomed into hard, elongated buds, intensely aware of him watching her. Then she leaned forward and offered one to him.

When his mouth encircled her aching nipple, she arched, need rippling through her. He lapped at it lightly, then swirled his tongue over it, sending desire vibrating through her. He sucked deeply and she moaned.

“There are nipple clamps there. You can put one on each of us,” he suggested.

She picked up the clamps from the table. There were three attached by a chain. She clamped one on his nipple. There was a little screw on the end and she used it to tighten the clamp.

She watched his face. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

“I’ll take as much as you do.”

She stopped and placed a clamp on her nipple. It pinched, but she turned the screw a little. Then stopped right away. It was tighter than she would like.

“I think I should loosen yours a bit.”

He shook his head. “Don’t.”

She pursed her lips. If he could take it, so could she. She tightened hers the same amount, blinking back tears. But she realized she liked it.

She lifted the third clamp. “Was this meant for a three-breasted alien?”

He shook his head, light dancing in his eyes. “The third clamp isn’t meant for a breast.”

“Really?” She glanced down, realizing where it was meant to go.

His eyebrow arched. “How daring are you?”

She smiled, knowing that to please him she’d be the most daring woman alive. She used her fingers to open her folds, and placed the clamp on her sensitive bud. At first, the pinch was alarming, but she slowly got used to it.

She could feel his cock growing beneath her. Heat wafted through her.

She leaned forward and licked and suckled his free nipple.

“Oh, baby, that feels so good,” he murmured.

She suckled harder and he moaned.

She smiled up at him and eased forward, pressing her breast to his lips. He opened and suckled her, making her feel faint.

She unfastened the clamp on his nipple and licked his nub, then drew on it. He moaned loudly.

“Fuck, baby,” he said when she released him. As she sat up, he caught the chain hanging from her nipple in his mouth and tugged.

“Ohhh.” The intense pain-pleasure caught her off guard.

“Let me do yours now,” he murmured, his gaze locked on her clamped nipple.

She removed the clamp, a tingling stirring in her bud, and leaned toward him. His lips teased her sensitive nipple with light brushes. After a few seconds, he drew it into his mouth and lapped over it with his warm tongue. She arched against him and he began to suckle, softly and steadily.

She forked her fingers through his hair and pulled him tightly to her. She arched against him and the chain on the clit clamp tugged. She pulled back and moved her fingers to the clamp and took it off.

“I can soothe that for you, too.” His eyes glittered.

Without thinking, she arched up on her knees and moved forward until he could reach her intimate flesh. His tongue pushed into her folds and he lapped at her. His tongue stroked, but he couldn’t use his hands to help, so she reached down and opened her folds, exposing her clit to him. He smiled broadly, then pressed his mouth to her and licked her slick nub. His tongue caressed and soothed, then teased. He sucked on her bud and she arched against him, need quivering through her.

Finally, she pulled away. She was wet and ready for him and she wanted him inside her so badly.

She moved backward, still straddling his body. Slowly, in anticipation of seeing the thick, growing erection hidden beneath the bedding, she pulled the sheet downward, revealing more and more of his fine, sexy body.

Chapter Seven

But when Holly pulled the sheet past Kalen’s hips, she saw that his cock was clothed in something with red, white, and green stripes, like a candy cane.

“What is that?” she asked. At the top of the festive covering was a bright green satin bow.

“I wanted to wrap your gift, so I used a Christmas sock.”

She grinned. “And that ribbon. What if it gets too tight?”

“Well, I’m assuming you’ll unwrap it soon, but the bow is tied around a hair scrunchie I found in the bathroom, so it stretches.”

She laughed. “Good thinking.”

She leaned back and stared at the delightfully sexy package he’d prepared for her, and watched it grow under her scrutiny.

“That certainly is a long . . .” She cleared her throat. “Uh . . . sock.”

He chuckled. “It’s a good thing. A guy could get pretty cold lying here naked like this, chained up, without a soft body to keep him warm.”

“Oh, I think I can fix that.” She grinned. “I think I’ll unwrap my big package and play with it now.”

She reached for the tail of the green ribbon and pulled, untying the bow. Then she tucked her fingers under the green scrunchie. Her finger brushed the warm skin at the base of his cock. She drew the scrunchie off, careful not to shift the sock. Now only the knit tube covered him.

She leaned down and licked the skin around the base of the sock. Slowly, she drew the sock off his shaft, her fingers lightly grazing the skin above the sock as she moved.

She stopped halfway and licked his shaft, then nibbled it with her lips like it was a cob of corn. It was hot and hard against her mouth.

She eased the sock a little farther off . . . nibbling and licking along after it . . . until the sock only covered the thick cockhead.

She leaned back and admired her gift, the tip still hidden. She stroked her fingers along the length of naked skin. So soft and smooth. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft as much as she could and squeezed.

He drew in a deep breath.

“I think I like my present.” She toyed with the tip, swirling her finger over it. “I think it’s time for me to see all of it.”

She plucked the sock all the way off. His cock twitched under her gaze.

She covered her mouth. “Oh, my. What a big cock you have.”

“The better to fuck you with, my dear.”

She giggled, stroking his huge erection with both hands. Gliding up the smooth flesh, and back down again. Then up. And down.

“Oh, God, I want to feel it inside me.”

“Take it slow, baby, you don’t—”

But she’d already arched over him and pressed his cockhead to her wet opening. She pressed down, but the sheer size of him felt daunting against her flesh. His cockhead seemed impossibly big.

Far too wide to fit inside her.

But she wanted him so bad. She would find a way.

She pressed down and the tip of his cockhead pushed in a little. It was hot and felt good against her. But pressing down farther stretched her more and she had to stop.

She eased away and glided his cock forward and backward over her slick folds. She glazed him with her juices. Then she centered him again and eased downward again. He filled her a little more this time.

She circled her hips, spiraling down on him, taking him deeper. But still his whole cockhead wasn’t inside. She stopped and drew in a deep breath.

“You don’t have to do this, sweetheart. We can do the same thing we did last night.”

She shook her head. “No. I want to take you inside. All of you.” She gazed at him. “But I think I need your help.”

“The key’s on the bedside table.”

She nodded and unfastened his wrists. A second later, he tumbled her onto her back. His mouth ravaged hers and he rolled over her. He pressed his cockhead to her opening and started to press. His cock eased into her, a little at a time. He quickly reached the same point she had, his cockhead partially buried in her, but with the widest part still to go.

With a steady, even pressure, he kept moving forward.

“It’s so big,” she murmured.

His gaze remained locked on hers. “You want me to stop?”

“No, please keep going.”

He pushed and she resisted the urge to stop him, pain mingling with pleasure. But her desire to be claimed by him overshadowed any discomfort.

“Take me, Kalen.” Her throaty whisper sent sparks flaring in his eyes. “Make me yours.”

He surged a little, then stopped himself, but his cockhead was all the way inside now. She ached at the tightness . . . but she wanted more.

“Keep going,” she murmured.

“Oh, fuck, baby. I need to be inside you.” His voice trembled with desire.

He pressed forward again, his cock entering her in a slow, unrelenting stroke.

Her eyelids fluttered as his shaft filled her yielding body.

“Oh, yes.”

Slowly, he moved deeper and deeper. She stretched around him, but the pain morphed to pleasure, quivering through her in waves. He was so deep now she knew he touched parts of her no man ever had before.

“God, Holly, you feel incredible around me.”

“Oh, Kalen, I can’t believe you’re inside me. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

He leaned forward and kissed her. “Have you, baby?”

She nodded, not caring that she’d basically told him she’d had a crush on him forever.

He pushed deeper still, then finally stopped.

He was all the way inside her now.

She squeezed him and he groaned.

“Fuck, baby, give me a minute. I want you to get used to me.”

She giggled. “I’ll never get used to you. Every time with you will be special.”

He laughed, then slowly drew back. His wide cockhead stroked her sensitive canal, sending electric pulses through her. Once he was almost all the way out, he slowly glided forward again.

This time he eased in much easier, but still stretched her. The feel of him moving inside her sent quivers along her spine.

When he was all the way inside her this time, he kissed her, his lips moving on hers with passion.

“You feel incredible.” He smiled. “I can’t think of a better way to spend Christmas.”

She laughed with joy. Then she cupped his cheeks and kissed him.

“Now fuck me, Kalen.”

His eyes flared with heat and he began to move. His cock glided out, then in again. His strokes were slow and even, and her body welcomed every forward thrust. Soon, he picked up speed and she moaned at the exquisite sensations of being claimed by him.

“Do you like that, baby?”

She clung to his shoulders. “Yes, Kalen. Oh, please keep going.”

He drove into her faster and harder. She arched to meet each thrust. God, his hard cock filling her was driving her over the edge. She moaned, tears welling in her eyes. Pleasure swamped her senses.

“Oh, God. Oh, yessss . . .” Her reedy wail filled the room as joy pulsed through her.

“Ahhh . . . I’m . . .” She choked at the blazing heat inside her. “Coming. . . .”

The word trailed off with the moan of her release. She quivered, riding the wave of pleasure higher and higher. He filled her again and again, his cock driving deep and hard.

Ecstasy blossomed inside her, shattering her hold on the here and now. Time shivered away.

She was poised on the edge of eternity.

Then she gasped and plummeted back to earth, clinging to Kalen.

He shuddered against her, his cock exploding insider her, catapulting her to a new orgasm.

He plunged deep, pinning her to the bed. She wailed on and on, his hot seed filling her, infusing her with bliss.

Her body, still trembling with delight, finally relaxed on the bed. He was on top of her, gasping for air. As was she.

He eased a little to the side, his lips trailing along her shoulder.

Then he just lay there, holding her.

She stared at the ceiling, enjoying his closeness, glowing with delight.

Never, even in her hottest, sexiest dreams, had she imagined it would be like that. Being with Kalen had been the most intense experience of her life.

And she never wanted to let him go.

A phone rang. It wasn’t her ring tone and she realized Kalen’s phone was on the bedside table. He rolled away and glanced at the display.

“Sorry, I should take this.”

But instead of sitting up and answering, he headed out the door and closed it behind him.

Chapter Eight

Holly stared at the door, feeling abandoned. Which might be silly, but she hated that a phone call was more important to him than being with her, especially after the intimacy they’d just shared.

She’d felt like the most important thing in the world to him—the center of his world—until he’d taken the first opportunity to run off.

She stood up and shook free her thoughts of abandonment. She knew she was just overly sensitive to such things. After her sister left for college, then her high school boyfriend . . . and her parents dying . . . of course she had abandonment issues. And her string of crappy romantic relationships since then hadn’t helped.

She opened her suitcase, which Kalen had brought in from the car after breakfast, and pulled out a change of clothes, then got dressed.

When she walked to the living room, she didn’t see him there, so she continued down the hall to the kitchen. She heard his voice and hesitated outside the door. He hadn’t taken the call in the bedroom, so clearly he wanted some privacy.

But she couldn’t pull herself from the doorway.

“I wish I was there with you, too,” Kalen said. “Yes, of course.” He laughed, then listened for a few minutes.

She sighed as she turned to walk back to the living room.

“I love you, too. I’ll talk to you again in a couple of days.”

Her heart clenched. He was in love with someone? She hurried down the hall and sat down on the couch, finding it hard to breathe.

What kind of idiot had she been, sleeping with a man who was way out of her league? And he obviously was the type who wouldn’t stay true to one woman.

Kalen walked into the living room.

“There you are. I was going to make some hot chocolate. Want some?”

She had to calm herself so she could answer without an acerbic edge to her voice.

“No, thanks. Maybe later. I should go call my sister.” She stood up and marched to the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

She sat on the bed and dialed.

“Hey, Holly,” Tom answered. “We missed having you here this morning.”

“Hi, Holly,” June said. “I’m on the line now, too. When do you think you’ll be here?”

“I’m sorry, but the weight of the ice after the freezing rain last night brought down a lot of tree branches. The road is blocked, so we can’t get to the main road.”

“There must be people up there who’ll help get it cleared,” Tom said.

“Yes, the neighbors said they’ll get together and do that, but it’s really bad. A lot of big branches came down and the rain continued to fall on then, so they’re frozen to the ground. With it being Christmas Day, they don’t want to tackle it until tomorrow. Even if they did, the roads are sheer ice so the driving would be bad.”

“We just want you to be safe,” June said, “so if you have to wait until tomorrow, then do that. We’ll open gifts with you when you arrive, and I’ll keep a nice turkey thigh for you, since I know that’s your favorite.”

“Thanks, June.”

“I have to go baste the turkey,” Tom said. “You two keep talking.”

“Bye, Tom,” Holly said.

“So who is this friend who’s giving you a ride?” June asked. “You said it was someone from high school?”

“Oh, yeah. His name is Kalen.”

“Kalen? Not Kalen Welles, one of the star football players?”

“Yeah. Him.”

“Really?” Holly could hear the smile in June’s voice. “You were hot for him.”

“I was not,” Holly lied.

June laughed. “Oh, sweetie, you never fooled me. You had a first-class crush on the guy. Now you’re . . .” June giggled. “Oh, my God, you had him all to yourself in an isolated cabin. Did you . . . you know . . . spend the night with him?”

Holly stared at her hand, her stomach tied up in knots. Her throat closed up tight.

“Holly? Honey, is something wrong?”

Tears trickled from her eyes.

“Holly?” June prompted insistently.

“I—” Her voice cracked.

“Oh, Holly. You did. What happened?”

“We—” Tears blurred her vision. “It was so nice. We talked. He was so sweet, and he really seemed to like me. When we . . .” She sucked in a breath. “He and I . . . it was really special.”

“But . . . ?”

“But he got a phone call and I overheard him telling someone he wishes he was with her and that he loves her.”

“So he’s a two-timing ass,” June said in a brittle voice.

Holly snuffled, then grabbed a tissue and blew her nose.

“I don’t know why I attract such jerks.”

The boyfriend she’d had before Jim had cheated on her regularly, though she hadn’t known it at the time. She’d suspected it once, but he’d lied to her face.

“You certainly deserve better. But I don’t want you to be down on all guys. There are some really good ones out there.”

“Like Tom,” Holly said.

“Yeah, I’m pretty lucky.”

“The thing is, Kalen seemed so caring and sweet. He remembered things about me from high school. Before that, I thought he never even noticed me. And last night . . . the way he talked . . . And he was so considerate.”

“So are you sure you didn’t misunderstand the conversation? Maybe you should ask him about it.”

“No way. Do you know how awkward that’ll make spending the next few hours with him?”

“Yeah, and what about when it’s time to go to bed? You’re spending another night there, remember?”

Holly covered her mouth. “Oh, God.”

What was she going to do?



Holly walked back into the living room after collecting herself and washing her face. All she could think about was how she could avoid sleeping with him tonight . . . while wondering how she could turn down another opportunity to be with her dream man, even if he had turned out to be a snake.

But something inside her wouldn’t let her really believe that, even though she’d heard him talking to that other woman. Was June right and she’d mistaken what was going on?

I wish I was there with you. I love you. His words kept swirling through her head.

She couldn’t help thinking of herself as the other woman. Whoever that woman on the other end of the line had been, she had no idea that Kalen was here with Holly. That he’d just finished fucking Holly.

Oh, God, she felt so awful. She remembered how betrayed and hurt she’d felt when she’d found out her previous boyfriend had slept with someone else. Holly had hated that woman and now Kalen’s girlfriend had every reason to hate Holly. Even though Holly hadn’t known she was cheating.

“Have a good talk with your sister?” Kalen asked. He was sitting on the couch in front of the fire, sipping his steaming hot chocolate.

Oh, God, why did he have to be so sexy? And why did her heart have to accelerate every time she got near him?

“Yeah, thanks.”

Christmas music played in the background. Sunlight, glistening on the icy snow outside, streamed through the windows.

“Do you like playing games?”

“What?” Holly asked.

“Board games. Or cards. I found some in the cupboard.”

“Oh, I love games.”

She and June used to play all the time. Holly and June had pulled Tom into their love of game-playing and so they had quite a collection at the cabin. She walked to the cupboard and grabbed one of the longer strategy board games.

If they played a game, their conversation would be focused on that rather than each other. Or what had happened between them.

She carried the box to the dining room and began setting it up. Kalen disappeared, then returned with a steaming cup.

“Here’s that hot chocolate.” He smiled as he set it in front of her and her heart constricted.

Damn. Why did he have to be so considerate?

They played for a couple of hours, starting a second game once they’d finished the first. Despite her unhappiness with Kalen, sitting across from him kept her heart pitter-pattering. She couldn’t forget their sensational lovemaking earlier. The feel of his big cock gliding inside her.

Thoughts of climbing under the table and freeing that big member, then taking it in her mouth again, had her pulse practically vibrating.

But he was with another woman and no matter how much she wanted to be with him, she would not betray his girlfriend.

Holly sank into the game, trying her best to forget about the tension between them. And she almost succeeded.

Almost.

“It looks like you won,” Kalen said as they tallied up their victory points at the end of the second game.

Holly counted up her large red crystals, the small clear ones, and the star values on her cards.

“I have one hundred thirty-five,” she said with a smile.

“Beats me. I’m at ninety-five.”

“Another?” she asked.

“No, thanks. You’ve beat me enough tonight.”

“We can play a different game.”

He stood up and walked around the table toward her, a smile creeping across his face.

“I can think of something much more fun we can do.”

But as his hand brushed her shoulder, she pushed back her chair and stood up, turning away from him.

“Maybe there’s a movie we can watch,” she suggested as she started toward the living room.

But Kalen followed and grasped her arm, stopping her.

“Holly, what’s wrong?”

Chapter Nine

Holly turned to face Kalen, but stepped out of his grasp. “Nothing, I just thought a movie might be nice.”

He shook his head. “You’ve been very subdued. Have I done something wrong?”

No, of course not, was what she wanted to say, but she couldn’t force out the words. She just held silent, staring at him.

“Please tell me.”

She bit her lip, then turned and walked to the living room and sat in an armchair.

“Holly?” he prompted at her continued silence.

She folded her hands in her lap. “Okay, just tell me. Do you have a girlfriend?”

He frowned. “No. Of course not.”

Anger surged through her and she was sure he could see sparks flaring in her eyes.

“Why would you ask that?”

“I heard you on the phone this morning,” she answered. “I didn’t mean to, but I did. You told her that you wished you were with her today. And that—” She almost choked on the lump in her throat. “That you loved her.”

The softness in his eyes dissipated as he watched her.

“Are you going to deny it?” she asked. But the look in his eyes made her feel very vulnerable and uncomfortable.

“No, I’m not going to deny it at all. And I can see how hearing that conversation could upset you.” He stood up and walked to the window. “But did you ever think how your reaction would upset me?” He turned to look at her, his eyes almost accusing. “Do you know how it makes me feel that you think so little of me you’d believe I’d cheat like that?”

“What would you expect me to believe?”

“I would hope that you’d give me the benefit of the doubt and ask me about it before you judged me as guilty.”

She swallowed. She didn’t understand how he had so effectively turned this around on her, but now she felt incredibly guilty. So guilty she almost wanted to beg his forgiveness.

But this was exactly the kind of thing a man who was okay with cheating would say.

Except that with Kalen, she felt herself believing that he was innocent. Whether it was because she so desperately wanted him to be, or because he actually was, she didn’t know.

“I’m . . . sorry.”

He nodded, but his expression was still strained.

“The woman you overheard me talking to was my sister, Jennie. This is the first Christmas we haven’t spent together. I do wish I could have been with her today, but Holly . . .”

His midnight eyes locked on hers and she felt her insides melting.

“That doesn’t mean I wish I wasn’t here with you. I’m glad we wound up having this time to get to know each other. I wouldn’t give up our time together for anything.”

His sister. Oh, God, that made sense.

“But why . . . Why did you run off to take the call elsewhere?”

“Are you kidding? Do you think I wanted to talk to my little sister while lying in bed with a beautiful, naked woman like you? With my cock hardening all over again just because I was near you?”

Holly felt her cheeks flush. “I see.”

He laughed, his midnight eyes glittering. “Do you really?”

He pulled her against him and found her lips. The soft, persuasive kiss melted through her, leaving her knees weak. He drew back, gazing at her with warmth.

“In case you’re still wondering, I don’t consider you just a one-night stand. I want to keep seeing you after this.”

Her heart soared as he tipped up her chin and kissed her again. His lips on hers and his hard body tight against her thrust her hormones into hyperdrive.

“Really?” she asked breathlessly.

He smiled, his whole face beaming.

“Yes. Really.”



Someone knocked on the door and Holly turned to see shadowy figures on the other side of the frosted glass.

“Remember where we were,” Kalen said as he released her.

He walked to the door and she heard voices, then Kalen returned with two large brown paper bags.

“Good news. Some of the neighbors gathered together some food for us so we’d have a nice Christmas dinner. I invited them to come in, but they wanted to get back to their families.”

She followed him to the dining room and they unpacked the bags. There were containers with warm turkey meat, glazed ham, stuffing, potatoes, squash, various other vegetables, and several desserts, including pie, cookies, and squares.

“Oh, my goodness,” Holly said. “They’re so generous.”

Kalen set plates and cutlery on the table and Holly hurried to the kitchen, then returned with a bottle of white wine. Together they enjoyed the lovely dinner, then retired to the living room to sit by the fire with their wine.

“This has been a pretty nice Christmas after all,” Holly said. She snuggled close to Kalen’s side. He slid his arm around her. “In fact, I think it’s one of the best I’ve ever had.”

He smiled, then kissed her. So sweet and loving.

“I wish I had a nice gift for you,” he said.

“You mean in addition to the lovely big package you gave me this morning?”

He chuckled. “Yes, well, we both enjoyed you receiving that gift. But I would love to give you something special. Since I couldn’t go out shopping for something, I made you something while you were talking to your sister.”

“You made me something?”

He nodded, then stood up and walked to the shelving unit against the wall and opened a drawer. He took something out and carried it back to her. It was a small present wrapped in some of the leftover crazy elf wrap and tied with some of the ribbon that had been around the big gift box.

She pulled off the ribbon and unwrapped the paper. Inside was a round box—just a plain brown one like she’d seen in the dollar store—but it was decorated with swirly designs and words in black ink from a thin marker pen. Love. Hope. Courage. Happiness.

It was beautifully done.

“You did this?” she asked, gazing at him with a smile.

He nodded. “Open it.”

She opened it, revealing a collection of pinecones. And inside the round lid were the words: Believe in yourself.

“I thought the pinecones could be a reminder of our time together here,” he explained. “And since pinecones are seeds, they could symbolize new and beautiful things that could grow from our being together, and from us believing in ourselves and each other.”

Her eyes grew misty and she felt worse than ever about her loss of faith in him earlier.

“Oh, Kalen.” She threw herself into his arms. “I’m so sorry I doubted you.”

She clung tightly to him, never wanting to let him go.

“I wasn’t trying to make you feel bad.” He stroked her back. “I get why you reacted the way you did. I should have been more understanding.”

She kissed his cheek, loving the raspy feel of his whiskers. “Let’s forget about it and just enjoy where we are now.” She cupped his face between her hands. “Let’s enjoy this wonderful, romantic night together.”

She kissed him, the caress of his lips sending need surging through her.

“Since I have no gift for you, I’ll just have to give you something else that’s very special.”

He nuzzled her neck. “You already have. And I’m looking forward to enjoying it all over again.”

She slid to the floor and unzipped his jeans, then glided her hand inside. His cock was already swelling with need. She reached into his boxers and wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft. So warm. The skin, so soft. She squeezed and drew him out, lifting the tall member from the cloth. She smiled as she wrapped both hands around him and began to stroke.

“I still can’t believe how big you are.”

“I’m just glad it doesn’t scare you off.”

She shifted her gaze to his face, still stroking his big member.

“Does that really happen?”

“It happens a lot. You’d be surprised.”

“So you’re saying women get you to this point and see it, then just . . . leave you wanting?”

“Some will give me oral sex, but most find that too daunting as well. Usually, they’ll give me a hand job.”

She frowned. He must feel very rejected when that happens to him. She couldn’t believe it. A man she was sure could have any woman he wanted . . . yet he faced the constant uncertainty of whether a woman, even one seemingly enthusiastic and willing . . . might reject him. And when he was already turned on and in need.

She lovingly glided her hand down his cock. It must leave him feeling very vulnerable.

She leaned forward and kissed his cockhead tenderly. She lapped lightly at the tip, tasting the salty clear drop. Her lips fluttered over his tip, then under the ridge and down the massive shaft to the root.

She gazed up at him and smiled. “Well, I love your gigantic cock.”

She kissed the base again, then licked up to the tip. She caressed his erection sweetly, then licked it all over. The massive head, the long column, around the base, and every sensitive spot along the way. She stroked her hands over it gently while she lapped at his shaved balls.

She wanted him to know how much she cherished this part of him. She wanted him to know that all of him was totally desirable.

“Oh, fuck, baby. It’s like you’re worshiping my cock.”

She smiled and stroked it again.

“I am. It’s so beautiful and large.” She pushed herself up, gliding over his chest, and kissed his mouth. “And how could I not worship something that gives me so much pleasure.”

“Damn, Holly, you are so special.” His arms tightened around her and he kissed her deeply, making her heart quiver.

“What can I do to make you feel as special as I know you are?” she asked as she stood up and unfastened her jeans.

He smiled. “You’re doing it.”

She stripped off her shirt and tossed it aside, loving the heat building in his eyes as he gazed at her in her skimpy bra and panties.

She sat on his lap facing him and rested her fingers on his cheek.

“I mean it. I want to do something special for you. Fulfill some fantasy, maybe.”

“Oh, I don’t think so.”

The hard ridge of his cock was against her stomach. She moved so that it glided over her silk-clad crotch, making him groan.

“Why not? I really want to do this for you.”

His lips tightened. “Okay, I’ll tell you my fantasy. But if you don’t want to, that’s okay. I don’t expect—”

She covered his mouth, stopping his words. Then she eased back and smiled.

“Just tell me.”

He drew in a breath. “A lot of women seem to have fantasies about being with two men at the same time.”

Her stomach tightened. “Um . . . are you suggesting a threesome? You, me, and another woman?”

“What? No.” He smiled. “I mean, unless you have another woman hanging around here and that’s a fantasy of yours.”

“No, not me. So what did you mean?”

“I’m intrigued by the fact that a lot of women fantasize about threesomes and I find the idea of sharing a woman with another man very exciting.”

Her eyes widened. “So you want me to . . . um . . . be with you and . . . another man?”

“That would be wildly exciting. But I’m afraid I’d be too jealous to actually share you.” He gazed at her intently. “Have you ever fantasized about being with two men?”

“Uh . . . sometimes. But just as a fantasy.”

His hand cupped her ass and he squeezed gently. “Okay, tell me. Have you ever had anal?”

Her breath locked in her lungs and she felt faint.

“Hold on. Breathe, baby. I didn’t mean with me. Or rather, not with my cock.”

She shook her head. “Then what do you mean?”

“In that big package were a lot of toys. And one was a dildo with a strap-on. I was thinking that maybe . . . with that . . . you could experience two men, but they’re both me.”

A tingle danced through her vagina, curling up through her body and triggering a fluttering twinge in her back opening. The thought of two cocks inside her was intensely exciting. She had dreamed of being between two hot, hard men, both of them driving into her.

She knew better than to ever mention her fantasy to her ex because he would have gotten right on the phone and invited one of his buddies over. She didn’t want that. Just him and one of his beer buddies fucking her.

But what Kalen was suggesting would give her the chance to experience the physical side of a threesome even though it would just be the two of them.

“Are you doing this because you really want to fulfill my fantasy?” she asked.

He smiled. “I love that it would do that, too, but no, I really like the idea of seeing you with two cocks inside you. Of knowing that when I thrust into you, I’m filling both your openings.”

“Okay, I’m willing to give it a try.”

His face beamed with his broad smile. His arms closed around her in a bear hug, and his lips found hers. She felt herself tumble back on the couch, his body hovering over hers as he took her mouth with abandon.

The kiss deepened and her heart pumped in a staccato rhythm. His heavy cock lay on her belly and she squirmed beneath him until she felt it press against her intimate flesh, only the thin barrier of silk between them.

He laughed and drew back until he was sitting gazing at her. His hands glided down her chest, over her heaving breasts, to her panties. He stroked over the crotch, his eyes glittering as his finger pressed against her slick flesh.

“This idea has you turned on,” he said.

She stroked his chest, feeling his hard muscles beneath his shirt.

“You have me turned on.”

He kept stroking her, driving her wild with need.

Then he stood up. “I’ll be back in five seconds. Don’t move.”

Chapter Ten

Holly lay there, the sound of her pulse pounding in her ears as she watched him disappear down the hall.

He returned within moments, a blue silicone penis in his hand and a couple of other things. He set them on the table beside the couch. Then he knelt down and kissed her. His lips moved on hers sweetly, his tongue dipping inside and exploring. She felt his hand cup her breasts and he caressed while his passionate kiss stole her breath away. She stroked her tongue with his, then sucked on it.

He groaned and tore his mouth away. “God, you are the sexiest woman I know.”

He cupped both her breasts within his big hands, stroking gently. His thumbs teased her nipples and she arched against him.

She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, then pulled it away. His eyes glittered as he gazed at her naked breasts. Her hands cupped underneath them and she lifted, offering them to him. He laughed, then leaned in and took one ripe bud in his mouth and suckled softly. She moaned.

Then his mouth slipped free and he kissed downward. Over her stomach. His tongue teased her navel, then he continued downward. His teeth grazed the edge of her panties and tugged, a wicked glow in his midnight eyes as his gaze locked on hers.

He dipped his fingers under the elastic of her panties and he drew them down, then tossed them aside. When she felt his tongue delve into her folds, she sucked in a breath, arching toward him.

He lapped at her wetness, gliding the length of her slit, then pushing into her opening.

“Oh, yes,” she murmured.

He smiled, licking forward. Then his tongue tip pushed against her bundle of nerves and she arched. He teased her clit without mercy, nudging and suckling.

“Oh, God.” Her fingers tangled in his hair. “You’re going to make me come.”

“Good.” The word was muffled by her slick flesh around his mouth, but his eyes glittered as they watched her.

She arched against him again, pleasure washing through her. Building with each lick and suck.

Then his fingers stroked her slit and two glided inside.

“Oh, yes. God, please.”

His thick fingers pushed inside, filling her, dragging along her sensitive passage.

He pushed deep, then thrust in short strokes as his tongue swirled over her clit. She squeezed him inside her. He kept pulsing within her, driving the blissful sensations higher and higher.

“Are you close, baby?”

She nodded her head, gulping in air, then hissed, “Yessss.”

The pleasure catapulted through her and she moaned. She arched, her head thrown back on the couch as ecstasy exploded through her, sending her careening to the moon.

“Oh, fuck, baby. I love seeing you come.”

His fingers kept moving inside her, driving her orgasm on and on.

When she finally slumped back on the couch, he lifted his head and smiled, his lips glistening in the firelight.

“Oh, God, kiss me,” she begged, grasping his arms.

He surged forward and his lips met hers. His tongue drove inside her and she suckled, wanting him inside her as deep as she could get him.

“Fuck me now. Please.”

He smiled. “Soon.”

He wrapped his hands around her waist and eased her onto the floor, then turned her so she was kneeling, her body resting on the couch. He widened her legs and licked her slick flesh, sending trembling need through her even though she’d just come. But his tongue continued back to glide between her cheeks. Then the tip pressed against her puckered opening. His tongue pushed against her and eased inside.

“Ohhhh.” It felt so . . . unexpected. Warm and . . . different.

Then his tongue moved away. A moment later, his fingertip brushed against her . . . centered on her . . . and pushed inside. Just a little. It was slick. He must have used lubricating gel.

It eased deeper and she concentrated on relaxing, letting him push his finger inside her.

“Is that okay, sweetheart?”

“Yes. You can do more. I trust you.”

He stopped moving. At his hesitation, she glanced over her shoulder. His eyes were dark and serious.

“Is there something wrong?” she asked.

He shook his head. “No, nothing. Everything is perfect.”

Then his finger slid deeper still and she murmured softly.



Kalen stroked Holly’s back passage.

Oh, God, she was beautiful. So sweet and open. So willing to please him.

And she trusted him so deeply. He felt honored by that. He never wanted to betray that trust.

He slid another finger inside her tight opening. God, it was so tight and hot. And the feel of her squeezing his fingers . . . the thought of her passage squeezing his big cock . . . had him sporting a raging erection.

He’d never be able to slide his huge cock inside her there, but what he felt every time he had sex with her had to be just like the tightness most guys felt having anal with a woman.

Man, he wanted to press his aching cockhead to her slick pussy right now and glide inside, but he wanted to experience this mock-threesome more. He wanted to bring her the joy of two cocks inside her. The thought was making him so hard he could barely stand it.

He kissed the back of her neck. “God, baby, I can’t believe you’re going to let me push two hard cocks inside you.”

“Oh, yes. Please. I want you to.”

He grabbed the blue cock from the table and positioned it above his own, then wrapped the straps around his waist and under his crotch. He slathered the silicone penis with gel and pressed it to her glistening opening.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes! Please.”

He pushed it forward. Slowly. She sucked in a breath, and he stopped.

“More,” she pleaded.

He smiled, then pushed forward some more. The sight of the blue shaft disappearing inside her drove his heart rate to a frantically pounding beat.

“All the way. Push it deep inside me,” she begged.

“Fuck.” He pushed it inside her. His cock glided over her slick folds, making him gasp.

He pressed her thighs together and pulled back, then glided forward again. Her slick flesh and thighs cocooned him in warmth.

“Oh, that feels so good. Now I want to feel your cock inside my pussy.”

God, her using those words made him crazy with need, and he was sure she knew it.

He drew back and both his cock and the dildo fell free.

“Stand up, baby.”

She stood, and he sat down on the couch where she’d been.

“Turn around.”

She faced away from him, and he guided her to sit down. She lowered onto him, and he positioned the dildo to slide into her ass, while his cock glided along her folds. He pressed it tight against her slick flesh with one hand. His other hand, still around her waist, urged her to move up and down.



Holly moaned at the feel of the two cocks stimulating her. One moving inside her ass, the other gliding over her sensitive opening. His fingers found her clit and teased it.

She surged up, so high the dildo slipped from inside her. She pressed his huge cockhead to her opening. She slowly lowered herself onto him, loving his groan of approval. She felt the other cock nudge her back opening, and as she kept moving downward, it pushed inside her ass.

“Oh, God.” She whimpered at the feel of the two cocks sliding deeper inside her. It was a slow and mind-blowingly pleasurable descent.

Finally, she sat on him, two cocks deep inside her.

His hands cupped her breasts as his lips trailed along her back, sending quivers through her.

“Do you like that, baby? My two cocks inside you.”

She nodded, knowing her words would come out too slurred to understand.

She sucked in air, squeezing his cocks inside her. He moaned.

“I want you to fuck me now.” She managed to say it almost coherently. “To drive both your big cocks inside me until I scream.”

He kissed the back of her neck, his hands wandering over her breasts.

“Yeah, baby. I want to do that.”

His fingers found her clit and he teased it, sending heated lighting jolting through her.

Her fingers tightened around his arms. “Yes. Oh, God.”

With his hands tightly around her waist, he rolled her sideways and onto the floor, until she was bent over the couch again. He drew back, the shafts gliding along her openings . . . then he pushed inside again.

Electricity bolted through her.

He pulled back and glided deep again.

“Oh, Kalen. That’s so—” She whimpered when he pushed deep inside her yet again.

“I love filling you with my cocks. You feel so good around me.”

She squeezed him and he groaned.

“Keep going. Fill me deep and hard.”

He laughed, then drove deep. She moaned. Pleasure quivered through her entire body.

He picked up speed, thrusting, filling her. Blissful sensations shot through her.

She shivered in his arms. His cock pulsed inside her and she almost lost it.

Her whole body was trembling and his breathing was erratic. She could feel his puffs of warm air on her neck.

“Oh, yes, Kalen. That’s so good.” The last word trailed off in a whimper as pleasure swelled within her.

He pumped into her and each cell of her body exploded in bliss, the chain reaction reducing her body to a trembling mass. A moan started deep in her throat and heightened to a wail, then echoed off the walls and ceiling in a full-fledged cry of ecstasy.

“You’re coming, baby?” he murmured in her ear.

She nodded, her body catapulting to a new realm of delight.

“Oh, fuck.” He thrust deep, his cock pulsing inside her.

She felt the heat of him erupt inside her, driving her orgasm to new heights. She wailed at the top of her lungs, shuddering in pure, unadulterated rapture.

Still he pumped into her, keeping her riding the wave on and on until finally, she gasped, and begged him to stop.

He fell on top of her, both of them exploding in wild laughter.

“Oh, my God,” she gasped. “I’ve never experienced anything like that.”

His lips nuzzled her temple and she could feel his smile.

“I’ve got to say, that is the absolute best Christmas present anyone has ever given me.”



Holly sat in the car watching the scenery whiz by, already missing being in Kalen’s arms in the cabin. After she gave Kalen his gift fantasy—which was now at the top of her list of fantasies, too—they’d spent the rest of Christmas evening snuggled together in front of a blazing fire watching a Christmas movie. They made love again when they went to bed and she fell asleep happy and sated.

Now, with less than an hour until they arrived in Ottawa, she was in a more somber mood.

Kalen said he wanted to see her again and she was so delighted that she’d forgotten to be practical. She’d tried a long-distance romance once before. When she’d graduated from high school, she and Ben, her then-boyfriend, had planned to go to Carleton University together. She would have stayed with June and Tom while Ben lived in-residence.

But that was the year her parents had died, killed in a fatal car crash. June had come home every weekend that summer to help Holly sort out their parents’ things and pack them up, but Holly hadn’t been able to part with them. She still had the boxes in the basement. June had suggested they sell the house, but Holly just couldn’t give up her family home. And June didn’t push her to sell.

That’s why Holly had decided to stay in River Rapids. It was her home. It was where she grew up and where her memories of her parents were.

She couldn’t just walk away.

If she started a relationship with Kalen, they could see each other on the weekends, just like she had with Ben—at first. Eventually, it had become too difficult. Every Sunday when he’d leave to return to Ottawa, it broke her heart.

It seemed that everyone she cared about abandoned her. June. Ben.

Her parents.

Every time Ben left, it became more painful—until she finally broke it off.

She glanced across at Kalen’s handsome profile. His dark wavy hair curled over his forehead and she longed to stroke it back, to feel it gliding between her fingers.

She’d still cared about Ben when she ended it with him. And she knew that what she felt for Kalen would be so much deeper.

It already was.

Kalen glanced at her and smiled. “What’s up? You look wistful.”

He reached over and took her hand. The feel of his strong fingers curling around hers took her breath away.

How could she walk away from this relationship? A relationship that had been her deepest dream, though one she’d been sure would never come true.

If they went out for a while and it ended—her heart compressed—it would be excruciatingly painful. But if they grew closer . . . if they fell in love—oh, God, she knew she was already halfway there—then what would she do? Kalen would never move back to River Rapids. And she . . . her insides ached . . . she could never leave it.

She should tell him now: They have no chance together.

With his hand around hers, though, she couldn’t bring herself to do it.

“Nothing. Just tired,” she answered.

He squeezed her hand. “That’s my fault.” He grinned. “I did keep you up late last night.”

She laughed. “I didn’t mind at all.”

Their lovemaking had been wildly hot. And heart-wrenchingly tender. She would have stayed up all night with him.

A green sign announcing their proximity to Ottawa whizzed by.

Only fifteen minutes until they would reach June’s house.

All too soon, Kalen pulled off the highway, and she directed him to June’s house.

She got out of the car and he retrieved her suitcase from the trunk. She’d packed all the embarrassing sex toys in her luggage and disposed of the large box so she wouldn’t have to contend with June’s teasing.

“Thank you for the ride,” she said.

Kalen drew her into a sweet, lingering kiss. “I want to see you again. When can I tear you away from your family?”

“I . . . uh . . . don’t know what plans June and Tom have scheduled.”

“I’ll call you then.” He pulled off his gloves and retrieved his cell from his pocket. “What’s the number?”

She gave him her cell number and he typed it in. He kissed her again, then got in the car. She watched him pull away, her heart aching.

Chapter Eleven

Holly opened the front door and stepped inside the warm house, then closed the door on the brisk wind outside.

“Hi, I’m here,” she called out. The comforting aroma of turkey filled the house.

June peered out from the kitchen doorway into the entryway with a bright smile. She hurried past the dining room toward Holly, Tom following behind her.

June was a little taller than Holly, with hair more auburn than Holly’s chestnut brown. And she wore hers shoulder length. Tom was broad shouldered and tall, towering over most people at about six feet five. But he was as gentle as a teddy bear.

They both wore jeans and cozy-looking sweaters, probably hand-knitted by June.

June threw her arms around Holly. “I’m so glad you’re here.”

“Me, too,” Holly said, squeezing her sister tight. “Why do I smell turkey?”

“You didn’t really think we’d have Christmas dinner without my little sister, did you?” June took Holly’s coat and hung it up.

“But you had turkey yesterday.”

“No, we didn’t,” Tom said.

“But when I called, you said you had to go to baste the turkey.”

He grinned. “I lied. I just wanted to get off the phone from you two gabby gals.”

“Yeah, right,” June said. “He wanted to surprise you. And then afterward, he grilled me about how you were—and about the young man you were traveling with.”

Holly arched her eyebrow. “Young man? You know, Grandma, that you’re only a few years older than me.”

“Speaking of the young man in question,” Tom said, “June said he was an athlete in high school?”

“Yes, he played football. Or, as you call it, soccer, right?”

Tom frowned. “No, that’s backward. Soccer is called football, but that’s in Europe not here. And then there’s rugby, which—”

June laughed and nudged Tom. “Holly is teasing you.”

Tom chuckled. “Oh, I see. Make fun of the Canuck from the Great White North.” He grabbed Holly in a big bear hug, squeezing her against his burly chest.

She squeezed him right back. Then he released her with a grin.

“But you know, your sister’s a Canuck now, so doesn’t that make you half Canuck?”

Holly giggled. “Yes, I suppose it does. So now I have to learn to call trucks ‘lorries’ and elevators ‘lifts.’ At least, half the time.”

Tom’s eyes narrowed. “Not unless you want to sound British. To fit in around here, just start saying ‘eh’ at the end of every other sentence and it’s all good.”

June took Holly’s hand and led her into the family room while Tom carried her suitcase upstairs to the bedroom.

June brought Holly a glass of eggnog and they sat together in the living room.

“So how was it last night?” June asked. “Was it terribly awkward?”

“It turns out the woman I heard him talking to was his sister.”

June’s eyes lit up. “Oh, so you two carried on from where you left off?”

Holly felt her cheeks heat as she sipped her eggnog. She just nodded as Tom came into the room to join them.

“So are you going to see him again?” June asked.

“He took my phone number. He said he’s going to call.” Then she shook her head. “But I don’t know. I’m here to spend time with you and Tom, not some stranger.”

“You’re hardly strangers after spending two nights together,” Tom said. “I take it the other-woman thing was a false alarm?”

Holly pursed her lips. Of course she knew June would tell Tom. She told him everything. And that was okay. Tom was like a big brother to her.

“It was his sister,” Holly answered.

June took her hand. “We don’t mind sharing you a little. Do you see it going anywhere?”

“He said he’d like to keep seeing me, but I don’t know.”

June squeezed her hand. “Honey, I know you tried the long-distance thing with Ben and it didn’t work out, but it’ll be different now.”

Holly shook her head. “Why do you think that? I cared about Ben. We should have been able to make it work. But we couldn’t. It hurt too much every time he left.” Her voice sounded close to cracking and she drew in a breath of air. She tried to relax her clenched shoulders.

June stroked her hair. “But so much else was going on back then. You’d just suffered the loss of Mom and Dad. You’d given up your dream of going to university.”

“University? June, you’re sounding more Canadian every day.”

“Don’t change the subject.” June’s serious brown eyes locked on her. “I understand why you didn’t want to sell the house back then. And I was happy for you to stay there as long as you needed. But, honey, I really think you’ve had your life on hold long enough.”

June coiled her finger in a tress of Holly’s long hair, then tugged lightly, just like she used to do when they were kids.

“Seeing Kalen is a good start. Maybe you’ll spend a little more time here. Then maybe you’ll decide to pursue your degree.” June tugged the hair again. “I really want to see you happy.”

“I am happy.”

“Holly, you were top of your class in school. You always dreamed of getting your degree, and maybe pursuing a master’s.” She grinned. “You didn’t even seem to care in what, as long as there were books and classes and stimulating conversation.”

“I wanted to study physics. I wanted to understand the universe.”

June clasped her hand around Holly’s. “So why don’t you do that?”

Holly shrugged. “It’s not very practical. Actually, if I were to go now, I’d probably go for something more artistic. Maybe some kind of graphic design.”

“Don’t worry about that. You can stay with us. I know you have enough to pay your tuition.”

Holly had always been good at saving money. That, in addition to the money her parents had put aside for school, and the lower tuition fees in Canada . . . she could afford tuition all the way to her master’s. If she was careful about living expenses, the money her parents had left her would give her enough to pay June and Tom a little toward board.

“And if you sell the house, you can invest your half. By the time you graduate, you can buy a house here, or wherever you want to settle down,” June said.

“I don’t want to sell the house.” She shifted in her seat.

She knew that half of the house belonged to June, and June was being an exceptionally good sister by not insisting they sell just so she could get her half of the money. Holly fully intended to buy the other half of the house someday—that’s why she was so careful to save—but it was hard on a florist’s salary, especially with the cost of keeping up the house in the first place.

June took her hand. “I know, but you have to let go of it sometime. And I know you’re afraid your memories of Mom and Dad will slip away if you’re not there, but that won’t happen.” She squeezed Holly’s hand. “They’ll always be with us.”

“I know. I just . . . I can’t imagine some other family living there. It’s our house.”

“Hey, enough about this,” Tom said. “It’s time to open gifts.”

“Okay, but don’t you want to get out to the Boxing Day sales?” Holly asked.

In Canada, the day after Christmas was a big day for sales, like Black Friday. It had become a tradition that Holly, June, and Tom hit the sales that day.

“We went this morning.” June grinned. “I picked you up some nail polish for half price at Sephora, along with a nice makeup bag and some eye shadows I just know you’ll love. I also got you a purse and a really pretty scarf.”

“And I got a laptop for half price, and a new router,” Tom declared.

Holly laughed. “So who needs Christmas gifts? It sounds like I made out like a bandit already.”

“And a lot of stores have sales on all week,” June said, “including that little dress store you like so much. They have a great dress in the window that would look stunning on you. It would be perfect to wear on New Year’s Eve.” She winked. “Especially if you’re going somewhere with Kalen.”

They had a wonderful day opening gifts, eating holiday treats, and playing games. With the turkey dinner and carols filling the house with Christmas joy, it was like she’d never missed Christmas Day with them. When she was with family, the day they celebrated didn’t matter. It just mattered that they were together.



Holly got into bed and plumped up her pillows, then leaned them against the headboard so she could sit up. She flipped open her iPad and opened the e-book she’d been reading, but after several moments of just staring at it, she sighed.

Despite her happiness being here, she felt a gnawing ache.

She missed Kalen. She’d slept in his arms for the past two nights and it was a habit that was hard to give up.

She picked up her cell phone from the bedside table and flicked it on. She scrolled through her e-mails. There were a few holiday wishes from friends in River Rapids. She answered them, then checked her texts.

Her heart leapt when she saw one from Kalen.

I hope you’re having a wonderful time with your family. I miss you. Call when you have a chance.

She glanced at the clock, wondering if she could call him right now, but it was after ten. She sighed, sinking into the pillows.

She tapped on her phone.

I just saw your message. Too late to call now, but I will tomorrow.

Seconds after she pressed SEND, she received a text from him.

I’m still up. I’d love to talk.

She grinned and clicked on the phone icon to dial his number.

“Hi.”

Hearing his voice on the other end of the line sent tingles through her. God, she really had missed him.

“Hi,” she responded.

“I hope you had a good time with your family.”

“I did, thank you.”

“I miss you. I don’t want to tear you away from your family, but I really want to see you again. Soon.”

She smiled. “We could Skype.”

He laughed. “That’s not what I meant, but I’m on it.”

The Skype chime sounded on her iPad and she clicked to accept the call. An image of Kalen appeared on her screen and she hung up the phone. He seemed to be sitting at a desk, probably using his computer for the Skype session.

He smiled. “I like your hair like that.”

Anxiety shot through her as she realized she was ready for bed, which meant no makeup and her hair pulled back.

“Oh, God. I’m a mess.” She ran her hand down her long braid, glancing at her image in the smaller window. She looked washed out.

He chuckled. “You look beautiful. And I’ve already seen you first thing in the morning, with no makeup, your hair mussed. And I want to do it again. Now as I said, I want to see you soon. In person.”

“Me, too.” The words slipped out before she could censor them. She shouldn’t lead him on if she wasn’t even sure she wanted to continue the relationship.

But she did want to see him again. To touch him again.

“Will tomorrow work?” he asked.

“Tomorrow I’m going shopping with my sister and her husband at Bayshore Mall, then in the evening we’re having a couple of their close friends over for dinner.”

“I don’t work tomorrow. Maybe I could join you for shopping.”

“Really? You’re willing to walk around a shopping mall all day?”

“To be with you. Absolutely. I’ll even carry your bags if you want me to.”

“What girl would say no to that?” She laughed. “I don’t think June would mind.” In fact, she knew June would be thrilled. “And I guess you could keep Tom company. But you know, he’s a big, burly guy and he’s very protective of me. Are you sure you want to chance it?”

He shrugged. “Sure. I just won’t drag him into a lingerie store to help me pick out crotchless panties for you.”

“Oh, my God. You’re so bad.”

He smiled wickedly. “Only when I’m with you. And speaking of crotchless panties, what are you wearing right now?”

Chapter Twelve

“I’m not wearing any panties.” She felt heat blaze across her cheeks. It was true, but she hadn’t meant it the way it sounded. She didn’t wear panties under her pajamas, but he would think it was an invitation.

“What a coincidence. I’m not wearing anything at all.”

She smiled. “I can see your shirt.”

He unfastened a few buttons, then pulled it over his head, tossing it aside. He stood up and she watched him unzip his pants and then let them drop away. A bulge was already forming in his boxers.

Heat washed through her. She wanted to touch his solid, muscular body . . . to run her fingers over his smooth, warm skin.

To feel his arms around her.

He pushed down his boxers and her breath caught at the sight of his large, pulsing cock.

“Now you,” he said, sitting down.

She couldn’t see his cock anymore, but she could tell he was stroking it by the motion of his upper arm.

“I don’t know. I’ve never done . . . uh . . . Skype sex before.”

He grinned. “So it’s time to try something new.”

She stood up and set the iPad on the bedside table, then discreetly slipped off her pajama pants off camera. Then she sat on the bed and adjusted the iPad cover to prop it up to where it showed her above the waist. She made a show of pulling off her pajama top and when she tossed it aside, baring her breasts, his midnight eyes darkened.

“I wish I was there with you.” His voice, sexy and smooth as a silk scarf, curled through her, setting her blood on fire.

“I wish you were here, too. Then you could do this.” She cupped her breasts and caressed them. Her fingertips glided over her swelling nipples and she toyed with them until they were hard and pointing straight at him.

“God, I wish I could touch you right now.” His desire-roughened voice thrilled her.

She licked her finger and glided it over her nub, leaving it glistening.

“What would you do?” she asked.

He smiled, his arm moving up and down. “I’d stroke your soft breasts, just like you’re doing now. Then I’d take your hard nipple into my mouth and I’d tease it until you were breathing hard. Then I’d suck lightly. I would tease it with my tongue, until you make those little whimpers I love so much.”

“Then what?” she asked breathlessly, her breasts aching for his touch.

“I’d slide down your stomach and between your legs. I’d slip my fingers into your hot, delicious pussy and stroke until you moan.”

“You mean, like this?” She stood up and he groaned when he saw she was totally naked.

He watched her fingers glide between her legs. She stroked her silky slick flesh, then raised her finger and showed it to him.

“It seems you’ve made me wet.”

“Fuck, baby.”

He stood up so she could see his huge cock. It had swelled to an enormous size and his hand glided up and down his length as he stroked it.

“See what you’ve done to me?” he said.

She rested her fingertips on the screen, over the image of his hard cock, aching to wrap her hands around it.

Oh, God, she wanted to feel it inside her. To stroke it, and taste it. Then to lower her body onto it until it filled her so full she would cry out his name.

A knock sounded at her door and she sucked in a breath.

“Hey, Holly,” June said quietly on the other side of the door. “You watching a show in there? If you are, do you mind if I interrupt for a minute?”

Holly grabbed her pajama top and tugged it on. “I . . . uh . . . I’m just on the phone.” She pulled on her pants, but her gaze was still on Kalen’s big cock. It was all she could do to stop herself from flattening the iPad facedown on the dresser in case June walked in.

“Oh, well, it can wait,” June said. “It’s just about plans for tomorrow.”

“No, that’s okay. I’ll just be a minute.”

She picked up the iPad. “I’m so sorry. I really need to go.”

“You can call me afterward if you like.” Kalen was sitting down now and she couldn’t see his massive erection.

“It’s getting late.”

“Okay,” he said, but she could see the disappointment on his face. “But let me know about tomorrow.”

After she disconnected, she went to the door and opened it, then went downstairs to find June.

“You really didn’t have to rush your call. Was it Kalen?”

“Yes.”

June smiled knowingly. “You really didn’t have to rush it.”

Holly flushed a little. “What was it you wanted to talk about?”

“I just wanted to let you know that Greg and Lisa had to postpone tomorrow’s dinner to the next day. I was going to suggest that since the evening was free, you might want to see Kalen.”

“You really want this to work with Kalen and me.”

June smiled. “I want you to be happy, and seeing your face now, after talking to him . . .” She shrugged. “I’m sure he’s the one to make you happy.”



Kalen parked his car on the third level and entered the mall. He walked through the crowd until he got to the large center area that looked down over the lower levels. There by the railing stood Holly beside another woman. She and her sister had similar features, but as Holly turned toward him, her eyes lighting up and her sweet mouth curling in a smile, he knew that she outshone anyone he’d ever seen, or would see, in his entire life.

At that moment, he realized that he was falling in love with this woman.

She started toward him. Her sister smiled when she saw Holly’s face. He strode to meet her and she stopped when she reached him.

“Hi,” she said shyly.

He stroked his hand under her hair to cup her cheek, then leaned in for a kiss. Her gaze shifted self-consciously to her sister, but she tipped up her face. When his lips brushed hers, he couldn’t help himself. His arms wrapped around her and he pulled her against his body, deepening the kiss. Gliding his tongue inside her and tasting her sweetness. The light nudge of her tongue against his sent his heart racing. He consumed her mouth with new passion.

Finally, she eased away, but the smile on her face made his heart soar.

“This is my sister, June,” she said.

As soon as Kalen turned to the other woman, he saw a giant of a man standing beside her, his blue eyes locked on Kalen. Cold. Assessing. Clearly warning him that he had his eye on Kalen.

June shook his hand. “Pleased to meet you, Kalen. And this is my husband, Tom.”

Tom offered his hand and they shook. The man’s grip was as tight as a vise.

“Nice to meet both of you,” Kalen said.

“June and I were going over to the Bay to look around,” Holly said. “Do you want to come with us, or join Tom at EB Games?”

“Actually, why don’t you two go to whatever store you’d like,” June said, “and Tom and I will check out something I want to show him. We can meet in the food court in an hour.”

“What do you want to show me?” Tom asked as June led him away.

“Don’t worry. You’ll love it,” she said.

As soon as they were gone, Kalen tugged Holly into his arms and kissed her again. He couldn’t get enough of her.

When their lips parted, she took his hand, intertwining her fingers with his.

“I don’t think your brother-in-law likes me,” Kalen said.

“Don’t worry about Tom. He’d look at anyone dating me that way. It’s an intimidation tactic. He’s really just a big teddy bear.”

“Grizzly bear is more like it.”

She giggled. “You’re not going to be scared off by him, are you?”

He squeezed her hand. “Are you kidding? Nothing could scare me away from you. Even a real grizzly bear.”

She smiled and leaned her head against him as they walked. He slid his arm around her waist, loving the feel of her against his side.

They browsed through stores together and he found he enjoyed it more than he’d thought he would; it was more about being with her than anything else. And watching her eyes light up when she saw something she liked.

She stopped in a jewelry store to look at fine gold chains, and he remembered she’d said the chain on the locket her grandmother had given her was broken. She found one chain she really seemed to like, but when the clerk told her the price, even though it was 50 percent off, she backed off.

They walked to the food court with still another ten minutes to go before they were supposed to meet June and Tom, so Kalen bought them both lattes and they sat down at a table.

“Are you still free tonight?” Holly asked.

“Why do you ask?” He had arranged to see friends tonight, but he’d change those plans in a heartbeat if it meant spending time with Holly.

“The friends that were coming for dinner tonight postponed until tomorrow, so if you’re free maybe we could do something together.”

He smiled. He knew exactly what he wanted to do with her.

“Do you want to go out to dinner and a movie?” he asked.

She smiled. “Dinner sounds nice, but rather than a movie”—she glided her fingertip around the rim of the cup—“maybe we could go to your place.”

Their gazes locked and electricity crackled between them.

“I’d like that.”

“Okay, good. That will be nice,” she said.

He could hardly wait. In fact, he wished he could whisk her to his car and drive her straight back to his place right now.

“I want to see you as many days as I possibly can while you’re here, but I know I need to share you with your family. I’m hoping you can come to a party the day after tomorrow, though. It’s a party we hold every year for River Rapids people living here in Ottawa. A lot of them live scattered across the area, even as far as Montreal and Toronto, and they like to come up for the party. There are even several people who’ve gone back to River Rapids who’ll drive up just for the event. We keep it before New Year’s Eve so people don’t have to choose between family and other friends and the reunion. You can ask June and Tom, too, if you’d like.”

“It sounds like fun.”

“What sounds like fun?” June sank into the seat beside Holly.

“Where’s Tom?” Holly asked.

“Oh, he got caught up in a sale on electronics. Last I saw, he was looking at a twenty-six-inch monitor. So what’s fun?”

“Kalen was telling me about a reunion party for River Rapids people.”

“I know about that party, but I’ve never been,” June said.

“Why haven’t you?” Holly asked.

“Because I’d rather spend time with you. But if you’re going, then Tom and I could go, too. If you don’t mind us tagging along.”

“Of course not,” Holly said.

“Okay, then I’m going to steal you away because I want to show you that dress I told you about. You don’t mind, do you, Kalen?”

He smiled. “Since you’re letting me have her all evening, I can survive a little while without her.”

“Good answer,” June said as she shepherded Holly away. “Meet us at the entrance in two hours.”

He sipped his coffee as he watched them walk through the crowd, then disappear around the corner. He took the opportunity to make a few calls to let his friends know he couldn’t make it tonight. When he’d finished the last call, he slipped his cell into his pocket and sipped his latte.

“Kalen. Hi.”

He turned and his stomach tightened. Darlene stood by the table.

“Hi, Darlene.”

“Did you have a nice Christmas with your family?”

“Yes, thank you.”

Damn, their conversation was so stilted. And yet, two weeks ago . . . Fuck, he still remembered how it felt to have her naked body against him. To feel his cock glide inside her.

She was one of the few women who could not only handle what he had, but enjoyed it. Even thinking about it made him feel like he was cheating on Holly.

Guilt washed through him. What he’d done to Darlene wasn’t fair and he hated himself for it.

“Who was that woman I saw you with?”

“She’s a friend.”

She sat down across from him. “Look, Kalen, I know you said that it’s over between us, but . . .” She rested her hand on his, looking at him pleadingly. “Can we give it another try?”

As he glanced from her warm fingers resting on his skin to her face, he caught sight of Tom standing a few yards away, glowering at him.

Oh, shit.

Chapter Thirteen

“Darlene, I’m sorry. Now’s not the time for this.” He stood up, but she clung to his hand.

“Please, Kalen.”

He turned back to her. “I’m sorry, Darlene, I really have to go.”

He felt guilty at her crestfallen expression, but he did not want to have this conversation here and now.

He walked away from the table, trying to figure what he would say to Tom about this, but Tom was gone. He walked through the crowd, trying to catch sight of him, but failed.

When he met up with Holly again, she was alone.

“June and Tom went ahead home. I told them I’d be going straight to dinner with you. I hope that’s okay.”

She showed no signs of being angry, so maybe Tom hadn’t told her about what he’d seen.

He pulled her close, relieved that there wasn’t tension between them.

“That’s better than okay. The longer I have you to myself, the happier I am.”



Holly stepped into Kalen’s apartment. He’d taken her to a nice restaurant in the Market area downtown, then back to his place. He took her coat and hung it in the closet while she removed her boots.

“What a lovely view,” she said as she walked to the large windows in the living room and looked out. The buildings on the street below were lit up with colorful holiday lights. Beyond that was the canal with large wooded areas on both sides. “There’s so much green space around you even though you live in the city.”

“That’s why I like this area. It’s especially nice in the fall when the leaves change color.”

“I’d love to see that.”

He stepped behind her and rested his hands on her shoulders. His touch sent heat thrumming through her.

“I hope you will.”

She stiffened a little.

“Holly?”

When she didn’t answer, he turned her around.

“What is it, Holly?”

She shook her head. “Nothing.”

He tipped up her chin, his midnight gaze locking on hers. The intensity of his knowing eyes had her stomach clenching.

“I don’t think it’s nothing,” he said. “I think you’re hesitant about continuing our relationship. I just don’t know why.”

She pursed her lips. “Kalen, our time together has been wonderful, but . . .”

“But?” He shook his head. “I don’t want there to be any buts. Whatever it is . . . whatever it takes . . . I plan to convince you that we’re meant to be together.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want to have a long-distance romance. I’ve tried it before and . . . it just doesn’t work.”

“Sweetheart, we don’t live that far away, so we could see each other every weekend. And if things go the way I hope they will, it won’t be long distance for long.”

She pursed her lips, steeling herself to say what she had to say.

“I don’t want to leave River Rapids. And I doubt you’re willing to move back. You have a good job here, one you couldn’t have in River Rapids. There’s nowhere in River Rapids that needs to worry about cyber security, so your career would be over.”

He cupped her cheek. “I might love my job . . .” His thumb stroked her temple, sending goose bumps dancing down her neck. “But I’m falling in love with you.”

She gazed into his midnight eyes. The intensity of emotion in those depths took her breath away.

“You are?”

Could it be true that this man she’d fantasized about since she was a teenager . . . whom she knew she was falling in love with . . . Could it be true that he had feelings for her, too?

The smile that turned up his lips lit his face.

“Yes, I am.”

She took a deep breath. “Oh, Kalen, that’s terrible. It’ll only make things worse when we have to—”

Before she could continue, he swooped down and covered her mouth with his. His lips moved on hers with captivating persuasion. She melted against him. The need that had built up last night from being apart from him, then from their interrupted sexual play, bubbled to the surface with explosive force.

Without another thought about anything other than now, she flung her arms around him and held him close as she glided her tongue into his mouth, sweeping it over his in a tender caress. He groaned and tightened his arms around her.

“Oh, baby, I want to be with you so bad,” he murmured against her lips. “Last night you made me crazy.”

He took her mouth again as his hand glided down her spine. Once he reached the small of her back, he pulled her tightly to him and she gasped at the feeling of the massive, rock-hard bulge against her stomach.

She craved the feel of him inside her. The need quivered through her. She’d tossed and turned all night long . . . wishing he was with her . . . stroking her . . . kissing her . . . her insides aching as she longed to ride his big member.

“Me, too.” She stroked his raspy cheek, then glided her hand down his chest. She could feel his sculpted muscles through the fabric.

But it wasn’t enough.

She unbuttoned his shirt, pressing her lips to the hard flesh of his chest as she revealed it, moving downward. When the buttons were all undone, she pulled the shirt open.

Her breath caught at the sight of his cock pushing out the top of his jeans. Her gaze locked on it, as she stroked her finger down the curling hair from his navel toward the waistband of his jeans. Her fingertip glided over the large cockhead peeking out.

She smiled up at him as she unfastened the snap on his jeans, then pulled down the zipper. She leaned forward and ran her lips over his tip as she pulled down the waistband of his boxers, exposing his thick shaft.

He forked his fingers through her hair, moving them through the strands as she wrapped both hands around him and licked. He was so hot and hard. She opened wide and took the massive head into her mouth, the feel of it inside her sending tremors of need rippling through her.

Her tongue glided over his tip and she squeezed him, producing a groan of appreciation. She moved a little deeper on him. He stroked her hair back from her face and gathered it in his hand so he could gaze down at her. She gazed up at him as she took him a little deeper. His eyelids fluttered closed and the look of bliss on his face filled her with delight.

She pulled his jeans and boxers down to his ankles and cupped his balls in her hand. She caressed and stroked them as she sucked his cock. Then she slipped from his member and glided down the shaft, kissing and licking. When she reached his root, she nipped the soft skin of his testicles with her lips. Her fingers curled around his big erection, and using both hands, she stroked up and down as she licked his heavy sacs.

“Baby, that’s so good.”

She could tell by his heavy breathing how much he enjoyed it. She tucked one of his balls into her mouth and suckled softly.

He sucked in a breath and she felt herself pulled to her feet. His mouth found hers and the passion of his kiss took her breath away. Her fingers curled around his shoulders as his hands glided up and down her back. He pulled her tightly to him, his thick cock grinding against her.

His lips nuzzled her neck and he kissed along her shoulder, but the shirt hindered his progress, so she unfastened the buttons and pulled it open, then let it drop from her arms.

He laughed and his light kisses along her skin sent quivers through her. He headed downward, until he reached the lace covering her breast. He leaned back and smiled, his gaze locked on her breasts. He cupped them in his big hands and she leaned into him.

She unfastened her bra and dropped the straps. He eased the garment away, then just stared at her. Her nipples puckered. Hardening and elongating. Begging him to touch them.

He cupped her breasts again. The feel of his warm palms enveloping her sent her heart racing. His thumbs stroked her sensitive nubs and she sucked in air.

“You’re so beautiful.” He squeezed lightly, his eyes glittering. “And so soft.”

She ran her hand down his belly, then over his cock.

“And you’re so hard.”

He kicked off his pants and scooped her up, then carried her down the hall to his bedroom. He set her on the bed, his heated gaze locked on her. He knelt in front of her and unzipped her jeans, then pulled them off. Now she sat before him in only her skimpy, red lace panties.

He ran his fingertip over the top edge.

“These are very pretty.” He leaned forward and kissed the lace, then moved down.

She could feel the pressure of his mouth on her through the thin fabric. His lips nuzzled the crotch of her panties, then she felt his tongue pushing against her intimate flesh, seeking her opening.

She wanted him to pull the fabric out of the way, but he kept teasing her. His mouth covered her crotch, his lips and tongue moving on her . . . nuzzling . . . stroking . . . suckling. She couldn’t tell how much of the dampness on her panties was from his mouth or from her.

“Oh, please. Take them off,” she begged.

He chuckled against her, his hot breath driving her need up a notch. Then she felt his fingers glide over the elastic . . . and the fabric slide down . . . slowly . . . his eyes glowing with heat as he revealed more and more of her.

His finger stroked over her, an inch higher than she wanted it to be.

“Your pussy is so fucking gorgeous.” Then his finger stroked over her intimate flesh and she moaned.

He chuckled and glided into her folds. His fingertip stroked back and forth through the slickness.

“I can’t believe how wet you are.” He stripped her panties all the way off.

She opened her legs. “So I’m ready for you.”

“Well, I’m pretty big, so I’ll help you get even wetter.”

She didn’t think that was even possible, but when she felt his mouth against her, her whole body trembled. His tongue dove into her petals and he licked thoroughly, then thrust inside her. She arched against him, wanting more. His fingers slid into her depths as he licked her moist flesh to her clit. When he suckled the small button, tiny explosions of pleasure burst through her. She clung to his head, her fingers tangled in his hair as she held him close.

His fingers still thrust into her and pleasure swooped through her in a massive, unexpected swell. She gasped as heat coiled deep inside her and spiraled slowly outward, then jolted through her in a spasm of pure joy. She moaned, surrendering to the smooth-as-silk and completely effortless orgasm.

When Kalen lifted his head, she lay sprawled wide on the bed, a happy grin on her face.

He gazed at her, a satisfied smile on his face.

“It looks like you don’t need me now,” he said, his eyes twinkling.

He still wore his shirt—unbuttoned—but she could see his cock twitching and heat blazed through her.

“I do need you,” she said in a breathy voice. She grasped his shirt and pulled him to her.

He fell across her body and his mouth moved on her neck. When he nuzzled, tingles danced through her.

She wrapped her hand around his massive shaft as best she could.

“I want to feel this inside me right now.”

“Yes, ma’am. Whatever you say.” He slid her higher on the bed and prowled over her.

The feel of his thick, hard cockhead against her opening both excited her and sent anxiety lurching through her. But she relaxed as he pressed inside her. Her opening stretched around him and he eased in slowly, watching her face.

“You okay?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

He pushed deeper, filling her slowly. It was still a little uncomfortable when he entered her, but it seemed to become easier with each time. As he pushed deeper and deeper, the pleasure far outweighed the discomfort.

Finally, he was all the way inside.

“Oh, God, baby,” he murmured. “You have no idea how good you feel around me.”

She squeezed him and he groaned. Delight rocketed through her that she could give him so much pleasure.

He propped himself on his elbow and gazed into her eyes, his eyes glowing with tenderness.

At the sight of him . . . the way he was looking at her . . . her heart skipped a beat.

She could see it there in his eyes.

Love.

And she felt it, too.

“I’m going to start moving now,” he said. “Are you ready?”

She nodded.

He drew back, his thick shaft stroking her canal . . . dragging along it in a long, excruciatingly exciting caress. Then he moved forward again. Filling her. Deeper and deeper.

She grasped his shoulders, her gaze locked with his. She lost herself in the depth of emotion there.

She wondered if he saw the same in her eyes.

He drew back and filled her again.

“Oh, Kalen.” She felt tears prickle at her eyes.

Could this wonderful man really be falling in love with her?

But there it was, clear as day.

It was completely impractical and she had no idea how they’d ever make it work, but at that moment, she didn’t care.

His massive cock glided in and out, driving her pleasure higher, until coherent thought fled her brain. He filled her faster, thrusting now. She moaned as she arched against him. When he cupped her behind and lifted her tighter to him, she gasped.

“Too much?” he asked, concern in his eyes.

She shook her head. “No. It’s perfect.”

He laughed and pumped deeper. She wrapped her legs around him, letting him fill her so deep she thought he’d become a part of her.

“Oh, yes, Kalen. I love you inside me.”

He laughed, and the sound was pure joy. Then he sped up. He drove deep and fast. She trilled, unable to contain the delight rippling through her.

“Oh, yes . . . Oh, God. . . .” She was close, her release only a breath away.

“Are you going to come for me, baby?”

“Yes . . . yes . . .” she gasped as overwhelming joy fluttered through her. “Oh, God, yesss!!!”

She clung to his shoulders as the orgasm plummeted her over the edge, her body shuddering. She exploded in shards of exquisite delight. Ecstasy consumed her.

He thrust deep and groaned. His cock pulsed inside her and liquid heat filled her, catapulting her pleasure to a new level. She wept as her body shuddered with delight. She squeezed around him as he held her tightly to his body.

Finally, she collapsed on the bed.

He rolled onto his back, taking her with him, and held her tightly to his chest.

“My God, every time with you is better than the last,” he said.

She rested her head against his shoulder, her beaming smile stretching her face so wide she thought it would crack.

Oh, God, she loved this man.



“Good morning.”

Holly opened her eyes to see Kalen’s staring back at her, his head on the pillow beside hers. His smile lit up the room more than the sunlight streaming through the window.

“Morning,” she said, her voice husky. She cleared her throat.

“Mmm. Sexy morning voice.” He stroked her hair from her face. The delicate feel of his fingertips moving over her temple sent delightful shivers through her.

“It’s cold.” She snuggled closer to him and he wrapped his arms around her. She felt so cozy and warm in his embrace.

He pressed his lips to her forehead. “You know, I’ve been thinking about our conundrum.”

Chapter Fourteen

“Yes? And what conundrum is that?” Holly asked.

“You don’t want a long-distance romance. And you don’t want to leave River Rapids.”

Her stomach tightened. “And I don’t want you to give up your life here in Ottawa.”

He squeezed her. “So I was thinking that I could commute.”

“Commute? You mean, drive from River Rapids to Ottawa every day for work?”

“That’s right.”

“But that’s crazy. It’s such a long drive.”

“When there isn’t a blizzard, it’s about two hours each way. That’s a long commute, but I wouldn’t have to do it every day. I could arrange to work at home two days a week. So that means I’d only have the long drive three days a week.”

She stroked his cheek, loving the coarse feel of his whiskers.

“You’d do that to be with me?”

He stared deep into her eyes. “Of course. I told you, I’ll do whatever it takes to make this work between us.”

She surged forward and kissed him, her heart pounding with joy.

“Oh, Kalen. I love you.”

Then she sucked in a breath, her eyes widening. Oh, God, she shouldn’t have said that. It was too soon. Surely he’d go running for the hills now.

But he smiled, his eyes lighting up with a warm tenderness that reached into her soul.

“I love you, too, Holly.”

Then his lips found hers and the sweetness of his kiss had her melting against him. Her heart pounded with the joy surging through her.

When his lips finally parted from hers, he smiled. “I have something for you.”

She grinned. “Yes, I can feel it.”

His cock, which was pressing against her stomach, had swelled during their kiss.

He laughed. “Well, yes, there’s that. But I mean this.”

He sat up and opened a drawer in the bedside table. He pulled out a small gift box and gave it to her. She sat up and tore open the paper, then lifted the lid on the small black box inside. A glittering gold chain was there.

“This is the chain I was looking at in the store.” Her throat closed up at his sweet, generous gift.

“For your grandmother’s locket.”

She threw her arms around him and hugged him tightly, then found his lips. She stroked her tongue over the seam of his mouth, then glided inside, stroking his tongue with enthusiasm.

He chuckled and grabbed the box.

“We need to put this somewhere safe.”

He put it on the side table. Then he rolled over her, tipping her onto her back, and stroked her hair back. His hands cupped both sides of her face.

“Because with what we’re about to do, it will definitely get lost or broken.”

He covered her lips with his and she felt herself pulled into the torrent of desire.



There in 2 min, Holly texted.

It’s a nice night. Want to walk? Kalen responded.

“June, Kalen suggested we walk to the party. What do you think?”

June grinned. “Of course. I wouldn’t get in the way of you two having a romantic walk in the moonlight.”

June had been smiling ever since Holly had told her about how things had gone between Holly and Kalen the other night. How he’d had such a generous solution to their long-distance romance issue. That he’d given her the gold chain for Grandma’s locket.

And June had positively beamed with happiness when Holly told her she was in love with Kalen. And that he felt the same way.

“Yeah. Real romantic with my big sister and her husband along.”

“No problem,” Tom said. “I can drop you off and we’ll meet at the party.”

“No way,” Holly said. “We’re all going together.”

When Tom stopped the car in front of Kalen’s apartment building, he was already waiting at the front door for them. He directed Tom to the visitors’ parking.

It was a cold but clear evening. Kalen’s leather-gloved hand encircled Holly’s and she squeezed. He leaned in and gave her a quick kiss. When they began to walk, she couldn’t help noticing June’s happy smile.

“It’s only a few blocks from here,” Kalen said. “They always pick a location near the university.”

When they arrived at the party, it was well underway. Lots of people filled the house.

“Hey, Kalen.” A few women waved at him and walked toward them.

Holly recognized them as part of Kalen’s crowed from high school. They’d all been cheerleaders, and very popular. They’d probably also slept with Kalen.

But he was with her now, so she wouldn’t be jealous.

Kalen introduced the women to Holly, June, and Tom. June realized she knew one of their sisters and that started a conversation. A few more people joined their group. Two were friends of Kalen’s from the football team at school and another was a woman Holly didn’t know. June and Tom were quite comfortable talking to all these people, but Holly felt out of place. These were the popular kids from her school and they all had gone to college and started good careers.

But she reminded herself that Kalen thought she was worth being with . . . worth falling in love with . . . and that gave her confidence.

After a few minutes, Kalen tugged on Holly’s hand and guided her to an area that had been cleared as a dance floor, then drew her close. The song playing was slow and sweet.

“Sorry, I couldn’t stand not having you in my arms any longer.”

“No need to apologize.” She snuggled closer. “This is where I want to be. Right here with you.”

“I got the feeling you weren’t really comfortable with that group.”

“I was a little self-conscious. I mean, I always felt like such a loser back in high school. But I’ve come a long way since then.” She smiled. “And here with you . . . well, no one could call me a loser now.”

He tipped her head up and his serious expression unsettled her.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “That’s not why I want to be with you. I mean, the way I feel about you has nothing to do with that.”

He shook his head. “Sweetheart, I’m not worried that you’re using me to be accepted by the cool kids.” His midnight eyes were filled with sadness. “It just breaks my heart that you ever felt that way about yourself.”

The compassion in his eyes almost broke her heart. She rested her head on his shoulder, tightening her arms around him as they kept moving to the music.

“If you want to leave the party . . .”

She shook her head. “Thank you, but . . .” She gazed at him with a smile. “Let’s not give up on it yet. I’m sure it’ll be fun.”

She wasn’t about to ruin his good time because of her insecurities. And this would be great practice exercising her new sense of self-worth.

They danced to several more songs then circulated around the house. She met a lot of people and had some interesting conversations. She was struck by how much their shared memories from college gave them a sense of community.

A new song started and the couple she and Kalen had been talking to excused themselves to dance. Kalen led her to the nearby window seat and they sat down.

“You seem awfully quiet. What are you thinking about?” Kalen asked.

She smiled. “I’ve actually been thinking that maybe I should go to college after all.”

“Here in Ottawa?”

“Yes, my sister’s been pushing me to do it for years and Tom told me if I enroll in the Graphic Design program, he’d definitely hire me when I graduate. He has his own company and wants someone with those skills on his marketing team.”

“I think that’s a fabulous idea. And not just because it brings you here to Ottawa. What about your house in River Rapids?”

She pursed her lips. “I don’t know if I’m totally ready for this yet but . . . I think it’s time I let go of old memories and start making some new ones.”

He smiled and drew her into a big hug.

“I think that’s fantastic, and whatever help or support you need, I’m here for you.”

Her heart thudded with happiness. With his support, she was sure she could do anything.

“Thank you.” She squeezed him tightly, then eased back. “All I need right now is another drink.”

He took her empty glass. “I’ll just be a minute.”

Holly scanned the room and saw June and Tom chatting with a group of people by the fireplace.

“Holly, right?”

Holly glanced around and realized Darlene Milton from high school—in a too-tight red dress with her cleavage popping out—had just sat down beside her. She was surprised the woman even knew her name. She’d always treated Holly as if she were totally invisible in school.

“You and Kalen seem pretty close,” Darlene said.

“We’re seeing each other.”

“Just some friendly advice: Don’t get used to it.”

Holly’s back stiffened. “What do you mean?”

“Kalen and I have been dating for almost a year.”

“Really? You expect me to believe he’s dating you, but he brought me to this party?”

“He didn’t know I’d be here. I wasn’t supposed to be back in town until the new year.”

Holly sent her a cold stare. “I think you’re lying. He wouldn’t bring me to a party where you have shared friends if you two were dating.”

Darlene sighed. “Okay, you’re right. This is embarrassing, but it’s like this. We broke up before Christmas because . . .” She stared down at her drink. “Well, I found out he was cheating on me.”

Chapter Fifteen

Oh, God. Holly’s chest tightened.

“I’m sure you can imagine how much that hurt.” Darlene gazed at Holly, her eyes glazed with moisture, her fingers twisting around the stem of her glass. “It really sucks, I won’t kid you, but . . .” She bit her lip. “Have you ever loved someone so much that you couldn’t stand the thought of living without him? No matter how he treats you? Everything in me tells me I should just walk away, but . . .” She shook her head, her eyes wide and vulnerable. “I love him and I want to try and make it work.”

Holly just stared at her. Darlene’s words and the appeal in her eyes tore at Holly’s heart. She’d always thought a popular girl like Darlene was hard as nails inside and totally confident, but in Darlene’s eyes she saw the reflection of her own doubts and lack of self-worth.

“I’m sorry about the way I came across at the beginning,” Darlene said. “I was trying to drive you away. But I thought you should know.”

Holly just nodded, unable to find words. Her heart ached and she stood up.

“I’m . . . sorry,” Holly finally uttered, then turned and headed for the door.



Holly walked along the sidewalk, pulling her collar up against the brisk air. Moonlight glimmered on the crisp snow and streetlights lit the residential street.

She felt numb inside. Kalen had cheated on his previous girlfriend. And if he’d done it once, there was no reason to believe he wouldn’t do it again. She’d always believed that past behavior was the best indicator of future behavior. And if he’d cheated before . . . she’d suffered that kind of pain and didn’t want to experience it again. And with Kalen it would be so much worse.

But the woman could be lying. With everything she knew about Kalen . . . what she’d learned about him in the past few days . . . it was hard to believe he could do such a thing. He’d been so sweet and loving with Holly. He’d remembered things about her from high school. He’d bought her the chain for her grandma’s locket.

Everything he’d done and said . . . the way he’d been with her . . . all seemed genuine.

But was it too good to be true?

If he was such a great guy, why hadn’t someone snatched him up by now?

Maybe what Darlene had said about him was true.

Her cell bleeped. She pulled it from her pocket and checked. It was a text from June.

Where are you? Someone said you left the party.

She dialed June’s number.

“Hi,” she said when June answered. “Sorry, but I had to get some air.”

“Something’s wrong. What is it?”

Damn, June always knew.



Kalen watched June listen to Holly on the phone. He’d been concerned when he couldn’t find her after he’d returned with her drink, especially when he found Darlene sitting in the window seat.

He’d asked her where Holly had gone and Darlene just said she’d left. Darlene’s mood was somber and he was already racked with guilt about how his actions had hurt her, so he didn’t push her to find out what had been said. He simply went to find June.

“You don’t believe her, do you?” June asked. “She’s probably just trying to get rid of the competition.”

As she listened, June’s gaze turned to Kalen and the ice in her eyes chilled him to the bone.

“Okay, well, I think you should talk to him. Give him a chance to explain.”

Damn it. What the hell had Darlene told her?

“Honey, he’s right here.” June’s fingers tightened around the phone. “He was as worried as I was about you.” She nodded. “Well, then, let Tom and me come and take you home.” She gripped the phone tighter. “Okay, I understand.”

She put her phone away and glared at Kalen. Tom glanced from one to the other.

“What did she say?” Kalen asked.

“She said that you cheated on your last girlfriend.”

“What?” His gut clenched. “I can’t believe she said that.”

“Now Holly thinks everything you told her was a lie,” June continued. “That you never cared about her. That it was all just an act to get her into bed. Then when you lose interest, you’ll just move on.”

“She told you that?”

“No, but I know my sister.” June leaned toward him, fire in her eyes. “All the growth she’s done . . . the way seeing you built up her self-esteem . . . that’s all been undone.”

The sadness in her eyes gnawed at him.

“June, I swear to you, I never cheated on Darlene. Or anyone else. Please, tell me where Holly is.”

June shook her head. “She said she wanted some space.”

“But I want to explain . . . I want to make things right.” At June’s hesitation, he continued. “Isn’t it better she know the real story? Then she can decide.”

June glanced at her husband and Tom gave her a slight nod.

“Okay.” Then her eyes flared and she waved a finger in Kalen’s face. “But if you hurt my sister any more than you already have, you’ll be sorry.”



Kalen saw Holly sitting on the bench ahead. Her breath was like misty puffs of smoke in the cold air. She saw him coming and he half-expected her to lurch to her feet and stride away. But she didn’t.

“Hello, Holly.”

“Hello, Kalen.” Her voice was as cold as the air around them.

He sat down on the bench beside her. “What Darlene told you about me cheating on her, it’s not true.”

“Really?” Her eyebrow arched. “Something happened between the two of you that hurt her.”

“Look, the first thing I want you to understand is that everything that happened between you and me, it’s genuine. I care about you so much it hurts.”

“What happened between you and Darlene?” she demanded, ignoring his words.

Not that he blamed her. How could she know they were true?

He folded his gloved hands and stared at them.

“You know the problem I have with women . . . about my . . . size. I’ve been rejected by so many women, and it’s hard sometimes. When I find a woman who can . . . deal with it . . . it’s hard not to want to keep seeing her. Even if things aren’t . . .” He shrugged.

“If they aren’t what?”

His gaze turned to hers. “If there’s nothing more to the relationship than sex. Darlene and I dated and . . . things worked physically between us. It was so nice being with a woman who I could actually share intimacy with that I ignored the fact that there would never be anything really serious between us.”

“So you’re saying you stayed with her just for the sex.”

His stomach clenched and he nodded, guilt stabbing through him.

“I hated that I was doing it and I finally realized I wasn’t being fair. I know she wanted marriage . . . a family. I didn’t want to waste her time, so I ended it with her.”

Holly glared at him. “So you think that’s better? You led this woman on just to keep having sex with her? So what? When the opportunity arose when we were stranded in the cabin, you figured you’d charm me with lies so I’d fall into bed with you. Then when you found out I could handle you, you lied about how you felt about me so I’d keep on fucking you?”

“No, Holly—”

But she shot to her feet and charged away. He leaped up and followed her, grasping her arm before she could get away. He turned her around to face him.

“Holly. It wasn’t like that. And as guilty as I feel at how long I let it go with Darlene, I was always straight with her. I told her from the beginning that I wasn’t interested in a serious relationship with her. That we were strictly friends with benefits. But as soon as I saw the signs she was falling for me, that she wanted more, I should have ended it.” His fist clenched. “I was weak. I didn’t want to be alone again. So I didn’t. And now she’s paying the price.”

“And your relationship with her meant so little to you that you didn’t even count her when I asked if you had a recent girlfriend.”

“I didn’t count her as a romantic relationship—”

“You lied. About that and I don’t know what else.”

Holly frowned, her brown eyes giving nothing away.

Then she tugged her arm from his grasp and strode away.

Chapter Sixteen

Holly sipped her coffee, having just finished the large breakfast Tom had made for the three of them.

“So what are you going to do?” June asked.

Holly knew her sister was asking about Kalen, but she ignored that.

“I’ve been thinking long and hard about this and . . . I think I’m going to take your advice and move to Ottawa. I’ll apply to Carleton for the fall, and if the offer’s still on the table, I’ll move in with you for a while.”

June’s jaw dropped open and Holly sipped her coffee again, waiting for that to sink into her sister’s brain.

“So you’ve decided to make a go of it with Kalen?” June asked.

“I didn’t say that. I’ve simply decided that it’s time to move forward with my life. To take risks. Even if things don’t go as I expect, or I get hurt, standing still is no way to live. So I’m going to put myself out there and go after what I want. And I want an education and a better career.” She smiled. “And I want to be with my family. Because I love you guys.”

June was on her feet and threw her arms around Holly.

“Oh, Holly, we love you, too.”

Holly felt wetness on her sister’s face.

“June, what’s wrong?”

June drew back, her face all smiles, even though tears were streaming from her eyes.

“I . . . it’s nothing. It’s just . . . hormones.”

“Hormones? Are you saying that . . .” Holly glanced at Tom and his smile was bright and broad. “Are you pregnant?”

Tom nodded.

“Oh, my God, June. That’s wonderful.”

She hugged June tightly again, her heart swelling at the fact that she’d soon have a new niece or nephew.

“You know, instead of waiting until the fall to move here, you could come right away,” Tom suggested. “I need another person on staff, so you’d have work. And of course you can stay with us. I know June would love to have you here during the pregnancy.”

“Of course. I’ll give my notice as soon as I get home.”

She couldn’t believe it. She was going to move to a new city. Hell, a new country. And she was going to be an aunt. She decided right then and there that she would sell the house. She’d considered renting it out, but she knew she had to take risks, and let go of the past.

It was time to make new memories.



Two long days had gone by since Kalen had seen Holly and his heart ached. He had texted her every day, and called, but she hadn’t responded.

He wouldn’t let it end here. He’d drive back to River Rapids and camp on her doorstep if he had to.

A knock sounded at the door and he stood up and walked toward it. When he peered through the peephole, shock jolted through him.

He pulled open the door.

“Holly.”

“May I come in?”

“Of course.”

As she stepped into his apartment, he wanted to grab her and pull her into his arms. To hold her close and kiss her.

But he had to give her space. Let her say what she’d come here to say. He just prayed he’d be able to persuade her to give them a chance.

“How are you?” he asked as he closed the door.

“I’m fine.” She unzipped her coat and he slipped it from her shoulders, then hung it up as she took off her boots.

She wore a long-sleeved black dress that set off her curves nicely. His gaze locked on the sway of her hips as she walked into the living room.

“I just found out June and Tom are having a baby.” She sat down on the couch.

“That’s wonderful.” He sat beside her, needing to be close to her.

“I’m pretty excited about it. It’ll be a whole new person in the world for me to love. I think that’s a wonderful thing. Don’t you?”

He gazed into her gleaming brown eyes and his breath caught. The way she looked at him . . . Was it his imagination or was that love shining in her eyes?

“Holly, about what happened the other night. I know you think I’m the kind of man who will lie to get a woman into bed with me, but it’s not true. And nothing I ever said to you was a lie. You make me feel things that no one else does. I’ve always been drawn to you, and now I understand why. We’re a damn good fit. And I’d do anything to convince you that I’m worthy of taking a chance on.”

She stood up and he feared he’d blown it. Said too much too soon.

“Kalen, I came here because I left something in your bedroom. May I?”

“Of course.” He stood up and followed her.

It must be the gold chain. He’d given it to her the night she’d come here and they’d put it aside when they made love afterward. They both forgot about it and he hadn’t noticed it again until after the party. He’d intended to give it to her the next time he saw her. And he had absolutely resolved to find a way to see her again.

The fact that she was still willing to accept the gift encouraged him. She walked toward the bedside table, but he’d moved it to his dresser. He turned and picked up the box.

“It’s here, Holly,” he said as he turned toward her again.

But she wasn’t looking for the box on the table. She stood beside the bed watching him.

“That’s not what I meant.”

He shook his head in confusion. “What is it then?”

He hadn’t seen any lingerie or other personal items she’d left behind.

She smiled and stroked her hand over his duvet. “I was referring to the memory of you telling me you loved me for the first time. That’s very precious to me.”

His heart stopped at her words. Her brown eyes glittered with emotion.

“It’s precious to me, too,” he said, not sure where this was going, and afraid to hope.

“I’ve decided to let go of the past. And of my insecurities. I’ll bring good memories forward with me. And I’m ready to make new, happy memories.” She reached her hand toward him. “And I think you’re just the person to help me do that.”

His heart swelled. He strode forward and took her hand, delighting in the feel of it in his.

“I want that, too. I want us to be together.”

She smiled. “Then why don’t you kiss me?”

He laughed with pure joy as he dragged her into his arms. At the feel of her soft lips beneath his he could barely contain his happiness. She kissed him with passion and enthusiasm, her hands stroking through his hair.

Oh, God, he loved this woman.

Her hand glided down to his chest and flattened on it, then she pressed him away from her. His stomach clenched. Had he misread the situation? Had he pushed too fast?

She stepped back, but then with a smile, she unzipped the front of her black dress and dropped it to the floor. His jaw dropped at the sight of her in a sheer black lace bra, skimpy panties, and a garter belt and stockings.

His gaze traveled down her body in awe.

“You’re beautiful.”

“When you look at me like that”—she beamed—“I believe you.”

He could see it in her stance. Her shoulders back, her head held high.

He stepped forward and stroked her hair, the silky strands gliding through his fingers. He couldn’t stop gazing into her glittering eyes.

She giggled. “So what are you waiting for?” She tipped up her face, offering her lips.

He swooped down and captured them. At the gentle nudge of her tongue, he opened his mouth. She glided inside and he suckled, drawing her deeper inside. Their tongues tangled and undulated together, the blazing kiss building in passion . . . higher and higher . . . until finally their mouths parted, the two of them panting for breath.

When he felt her hand glide down his stomach, then over his swelling erection, he stifled a groan. He pulled off his sweater and tossed it aside, then unbuckled his belt. She tugged down the zipper and stroked the tip of him, already surging above the waistband of his jeans. Only the thin cotton of his boxers was between her fingers and his cock.

He tugged them, freeing his cock to her touch. She smiled, gazing at his big cockhead.

“I’ve missed this.”

She knelt in front of him and pressed her mouth to him. Her soft tongue lapped at him, swirling over the tip then around the sides until she was licking under the ridge.

“Oh, God, Holly.”

She pushed his pants and boxers to the floor, and wrapped both her hands around his thick shaft. Her soft fingers . . . and her sweet lips . . . moved on him, sending him to heaven.

He stroked her hair from her face. “Oh, baby . . .”

Then she took his cockhead into her warm mouth and he groaned.

But as wonderful as it felt, right now he wanted to touch her . . . to pleasure her.



Kalen’s mammoth cockhead pulled from her lips as he crouched in front of her. He kissed her, then drew her to her feet and urged her back to the bed. He sat down and guided her to stand between his knees, then he reached behind her and unhooked her bra. When he drew it from her body, the rapt delight in his eyes took her breath away.

This man made her feel like the most beautiful woman in the world. Just by the way he looked at her.

He stroked her breast softly, like it was something precious and rare. Then he stroked the other. Her nipples tightened to hard beads. He leaned forward and took one in his mouth. She moaned softly as he suckled, her fingers stroking through his dark, wavy hair.

He sucked harder and she gasped, feeling light-headed. She felt herself turned around, then floating backward as he lowered her onto the bed. Seconds later she was lying across the bed, her legs spread wide, her panties gone.

His fingertip glided over her folds, barely touching them, sending quivers through her. When his mouth lowered to her and brushed over her intimate flesh, she moaned. His tongue burrowed in, swirling inside her. Then his thumbs parted her folds, exposing her clitoris. He licked it and pleasure rippled through her.

He lapped and suckled, building a heat inside her that coiled deep and tight. His fingers slipped inside her and stroked the slick walls of her channel, sending blissful sensations vibrating inside her.

“Oh, Kalen. I’m going to come.”

He smiled against her. “I know, baby. Let it happen.”

He teased her clit mercilessly and the heat inside her swelled, the coil tightening more and more . . . until finally it snapped . . . spiraling outward in a cataclysmic deluge of frantic delight.

She wailed, arching against him, and shattered in a storm of ecstasy.

When she collapsed on the bed, he prowled over her, his face beaming.

“I love making you come.” He leaned in and kissed her neck, sending tingles dancing down her back. “So much so,” he murmured against her ear, “that I’m going to do it all over again.”

He pressed his cockhead to her opening. Slowly, he pressed inside, allowing his thickness to stretch her gradually. She relaxed, taking him deeper and deeper.

“Oh, God, I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to how big you are.”

“Do you want me to stop?” he asked hesitantly.

She cupped his tight ass with both hands and giggled. “Never.”

He pushed deeper still until finally he was all the way inside, gazing at her with passion blazing in his eyes.

“I love being inside you.” His eyes darkened and he kissed her.

“I love it, too.” She squeezed around him and he groaned.

He drew back, then slowly glided deep again. He kept on moving insider her, pumping into her in slow strokes.

“Holly, I love you.” His eyes glittered as he gazed at her.

She stroked his cheek, her heart swelling. “I love you, too,” she murmured.

She felt his cock pulse inside her, sending shimmers of delight radiating through her.

“Oh, God,” he groaned.

He pulled back and glided deeper. Picking up speed until he was thrusting into her.

“Oh, yes. Oh, Kalen.”

Need rocked through her as his big cock filled her again and again.

“I’m so close,” she whispered, barely able to speak. Sparks of delight flared through her like fireworks, searing her to the core.

“Come for me, baby.” The tenderness of his voice . . . his fingers combing through her hair . . . the deep thrusts of his huge cock.

She arched against him, a moan starting deep in her throat, then spiraling outward as an orgasm blasted through her. Scorching. Mind shattering.

Flinging her to ecstasy.

He thrust into her and groaned as liquid heat filled her.

The feel of him releasing inside her sent quivers dancing through her body.

She lay in his arms, hugging him tightly. He nuzzled her neck and stroked her hair back.

This man wanted her. Loved her.

He would do anything to be with her.

And she felt the same way about him.

“I wish we could stay like this forever,” he murmured against her ear.

She smiled, her whole being shimmering with complete and utter happiness, and she kissed him.

“I don’t see why we can’t.” She stroked his cheek. “I’m not going anywhere.”
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