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    Chapter One 
 
    Anna 
 
    No, no, no. This wasn’t happening. 
 
    One minute I was driving along, singing to my favorite song, and the next my car was spinning out of control. The ice came out of nowhere. 
 
    My car kept sliding. I had no idea how I would stop or where I'd end up. It felt like an eternity but then everything came to an abrupt stop. I jerked forward and my forehead smashed against the steering wheel. 
 
    “Ow…” I groaned. 
 
    I kept my head there for a moment and tried to catch my breath. My heart was racing, and I was too scared to move. What if I was injured? 
 
    It took a long time for my heart to stop racing and my breathing to return to normal. Adrenaline was still racing through and it was pushing me into survival mode. I had to move. I couldn’t sit there, leaning against the steering wheel forever. 
 
    I slowly lifted my head and looked out the driver’s side window. My car was in a ditch, facing the wrong direction. I had to remind myself that things could have been worse. 
 
    I started to examine my body, searching for injuries. As far as I could tell, I was still in one piece other than a bit of blood on my forehead. 
 
    I was happy to see the keys were still in the ignition. I wanted to get out of there. I gave them a turn, hoping the engine would start without a problem. My plan was to drive out of this ditch and be on my way. Nothing happened, so I tried again. A loud screeching noise pierced my ears followed by a grinding noise. I quickly turned the keys back. Whatever that was, it wasn’t normal. 
 
    I looked through the windshield and rolled my eyes. All I could see was the hood smashed up so bad I couldn’t see anything else. I wondered what the rest of my car looked like. I put my hand on the doorknob and pushed on it. It didn’t budge. 
 
    I tried again. Nothing. 
 
    Things were getting worse. 
 
    Needing a Plan B, I looked out the driver’s side window again. I stared at the grass for a moment, feeling like nothing would work. Then I realized, I could fit through the window. Feeling excited and hopeful, I reached down and hit the window’s power switch. The glass didn’t move. I hit it a few more times, praying something would happen. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    For a split second, I thought I could break the glass, but I knew I wasn’t strong enough nor brave enough to attempt it. 
 
    I looked to the passenger side. My purse fell over, dumping out onto the seat. My lip gloss, a few hair ties and my cell phone were the only things on the seat. I grabbed my phone with a glimmer of hope. 
 
    As I expected, no service. 
 
    “Shoot,” I said in frustration, tossing my phone back to the seat. 
 
    I undid my seat belt and threw my body against the door, hoping it would move this time. No luck and I might have given myself a bruise. 
 
    I rubbed my arm and glanced back to the other door. I wondered if I could get that door open. It was worth a try. Anything was at this point. 
 
    It took some gymnastics to maneuver myself around. I ended up straddled across the center console with my knees on the driver’s seat and my hands on the passenger side. I reached out to grab the door handle and my fingertips barely brushed against it. 
 
    My adrenaline was still in full effect and I was growing more and more frustrated. I wanted to get out of this damn car. I wouldn’t say I’m claustrophobic, but it might be true after this. 
 
    I needed to reach that handle, and the console wasn’t moving. Maybe if I leaned back and then flung myself forward, the momentum would allow me to grab the handle. It seemed to work in movies. Then again, the movies usually meant a mysterious hunk showed up to save the damsel in distress. 
 
    Well, I was in distress. I can definitely pretend to be a damsel. 
 
    After a deep breath, I leaned back. My ass got shoved into the air but I didn’t care. I had my sights set on my target. I was focused and determined to make this happen. The second before I launched myself across the car, a loud knock startled me so much that my hands slid out and I got the center compartment straight the gut. 
 
    I let out an ‘oomph’ and slumped back. With a glance over my shoulder, all I could see was red flannel in the window. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    With a little twist, I got back into the seat. I looked back out the window and a man with a full beard was staring back at me. 
 
    I screamed. 
 
    His mouth moved but I couldn’t hear him. He dipped his head down just enough to look me in the eye and his piercing blue eyes shut me up faster than my grandma’s double fudge chocolate cake. A feeling washed over me as my eyes stayed locked on his. This handsome bearded stranger made me feel safe. 
 
    Then he moved, and it took me a second to realize what he wanted. I shook my head. 
 
    “I can’t open the window!” I shouted. “Everything is automatic and my car won’t start!” 
 
    He tried the door again, and the metal groaned under the pressure, but it still wouldn’t open. 
 
    And that was when I started to notice it. 
 
    Smoke. 
 
      
 
    Paul 
 
    White smoke started to pour out of the engine and drift into the cab. The fear I saw in her brown eyes triggered something in me. 
 
    I grabbed the door handle one more time and pulled on it as hard as I could. It separated away from the frame but not enough. I gave it another yank, and it only moved an inch before the handle came off into my hand. I tossed it to the side and put both hands around the exposed edge of the door. 
 
    I let out a growl, using all of my strength to pull on the door. 
 
    Hinges popped. Metal groaned. The door slowly started to move. Then it snapped and fell to the ground. 
 
    Smoke started to pour out of the car. The smoke was so thick it was hard to see. I waited by the brown-eyed beauty wasn’t getting out. Fearing the worse, I reached in and wrapped my arms around what I suspected was her body. When she was safely in my arms, I walked back to my truck. 
 
    Her eyes remained closed as I held her against me. I got the passenger door open and placed her gently inside. I looked at her face and paused. 
 
    She was the most beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    I started to worry when she didn’t open her eyes. Carefully, I moved my hand to check her pulse on her neck and felt a rush. Her skin as so soft. 
 
    I stood there, waiting. 
 
    It took a few seconds before her eyes started to flutter open. 
 
    “Where’s my purse?” She asked in a soft voice, not bothering to lift her head or look around. 
 
    I looked down, thinking she might have had it with her but it wasn’t. I looked back to her car. 
 
    The smoke was getting worse, but the lady needed her purse. 
 
    I went back to the car and got hit by a wall of smoke. I pushed through, nothing would stop me. Having seen the inside of her car for a moment before the smoke started, I remembered seeing her purse on the passenger seat. I reached in through the thick cloud and grabbed a hold of the leather straps. 
 
    “I hope I got everything,” I said, handing over the black bag to the woman when I returned to her. 
 
    She gave me a smile and my heart fluttered. I’ve never felt like this before but then again, I’ve never met a girl like her before. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Two 
 
    Paul 
 
    It wasn’t a long drive back to my cabin. Every quarter of a mile or so, I would look over at the woman sitting beside me. She didn’t ask where we were going or what to do about her car. She seemed content in being away from everything. 
 
    If I could, I would have ripped that car in two. She didn’t deserve to be so scared. Knowing that she had been caused so much fear made my blood boil. 
 
    I finally turned down a dirt road and looked at her again. She was staring at the trees as if she had never seen them up close. It made me wonder about her. Who she was and where she was from. I wanted to know every secret she had, every detail about her life and discover every freckle on her perfect body. 
 
    Nobody had ever made me want all of that. But this girl, she was far from a nobody. 
 
    The trees started to thin out until we were in a large clearing. My log cabin sat in the center with green grass all around and a creek off to the left. 
 
    I put the truck in park and killed the engine before I looked back to her. She was staring wide eyed out the windshield and I smiled. I wish I had a camera. 
 
    “Would you like to go inside?” I asked softly. 
 
    She slowly turned her head and looked into my eyes. The warmth I felt, seeing her curious expression, was like a blanket I never knew I needed. 
 
    My smile grew, and I hoped that she would consider my offer. 
 
    “Is this your house?” She finally asked, and I nodded. 
 
    “I built it myself,” I added. Her eyes went wide. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    I nodded again. 
 
    “I had some help from my brothers, my dad and a few coworkers. But it was my design.” I hoped that didn't disappoint her. 
 
    She looked at the house and then back to me. 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” She said in awe. 
 
    “It looks better inside,” I said with a shrug. “That is if I remembered to do the dishes and pick up my dirty clothes.” 
 
    She laughed. It was the type of laugh that warmed your soul. Something that you wished would go on forever. I wanted to be the one to make her laugh like that for the rest of her life. 
 
    “Let’s go in and I can look at your head,” I suggested, undoing my seat belt. I didn’t wait for her to protest as I got. I walked around to her side and opened the door. 
 
    I had her lean against me as we walked to the house and up to the front door. My arm was around her, doing my best to keep her steady. The plan had been to carry her, but she refused. I was quickly learning how stubborn and independent this beauty was. 
 
    “Welcome to my home,” I said when we walked in through the front door. I kicked off my boots and then hung up my flannel jacket. 
 
    “Your house… it’s… you really designed this?” She asked, trying to take everything in from the front entrance. 
 
    “I did. I drew up the blueprints and everything.” I wasn’t one to blow my own horn, but this was one of my greatest achievements. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    I looked at her face and smiled. I had no idea if she had ever been inside a log cabin before but if I had to make a wager, I would bet no. 
 
    I waited a few more minutes, taking time to admire her, before I finally pulled myself away to get the first aid kit. 
 
    “Please take a seat on the couch,” I told her, walking back into the great room. She was still standing at the doorway and I motioned her over. 
 
    “Don’t make me come and get you,” I threatened with a laugh. “I will pick you up and put you where I want you.” 
 
    Her eyes moved back to mine as a smile formed on her lips. “Is that a promise?” 
 
    “Cross my heart,” I told her whole heartedly. 
 
    Her smile grew, and she began to walk towards me. As she got closer, I started to walk towards the couch. I had to. The way she looked at me made me want to kiss her. 
 
    I didn’t even know her name! 
 
    “Please take a seat.” I motioned towards the couch. 
 
    She brushed against my body, the scent of her perfume hitting me. My knees went weak, and I kneeled in front of her as she finally took a seat. 
 
    “Tell me about yourself.” She spoke softly as she scooted to the edge of the couch. Her knees were on either side of me and I tried not to think about what I wanted to do to her. 
 
    I looked to her forehead, but I was struggling. I wanted to look at her large breasts that caused her t-shirt to stretch tight against them. I wanted to look at the spot between her legs and wonder if I could feel the heat coming off of her. I wanted to take her in and picture what her perfectly plump body would look like in my bed. 
 
    All the mental pictures in my head made my cock twitch. 
 
    “What would you like to know?” I asked. My voice had grown a little husky, and I was sure she could tell. 
 
      
 
    Anna 
 
    I bit my lower lip. I had to. His voice sent shivers down my spine. The heat between my legs was increasing and all I could think about was wrapping my legs around him to pull him closer. 
 
    “Everything,” I finally said, and he laughed. His deep chuckle came up from his belly and I loved how it spread across his face, lighting up all of his features. 
 
    “Okay, maybe not everything.” I smiled at him when our eyes met. “Well, the first thing I should know is your name.” 
 
    “My name…” He had a mischievous smirk on his face. “What do you think it is?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I exclaimed with a laugh. “That’s why I asked.” 
 
    He laughed again and shook his head. Some of his dark brown hair fell down in his eyes and I reached up to brush it back. His laughter stopped and our eyes met. My heart started to race, and I felt butterflies I’ve experienced before. 
 
    “My name…” He started to say, and I realized then how close our faces were. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Three 
 
    Anna 
 
    “My name is Paul.” 
 
    “Paul…” I repeated with a big smile. “You look like a Paul.” 
 
    He laughed as he pulled out a cleaning wipe. 
 
    “You’re kind of like Paul Bunyan. Tall, muscular, beard, big flannel jacket, pickup, log cabin. It’s practically oozing out of you,” I teased, touching his arm with a couple of my fingers. “Though I don’t remember Paul Bunyan having any tattoos.” 
 
    “What would you say if I told you I was a lumberjack?” He asked with a smirk. 
 
    I started to laugh but noticed that he didn’t seem to be teasing. 
 
    “You’re serious.” 
 
    He nodded and gently put the wet wipe to my forehead. I winced, and he pulled away. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you,” He apologized. 
 
    “It’s okay. It wasn’t that bad. I was more startled,” I told him with a smile. My hand went to rest on his arm and I rubbed it a little. 
 
    “So, you’re a lumberjack… how long have you being doing that?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Pretty much my entire life. My pa is a lumberjack and his pa was one before that. Even my great grandpa was a lumberjack. My brothers are all lumberjacks. Some might say it’s in our blood.” He smiled while he spoke. I’m guessing he was thinking about his family, his work, the legacy they were leaving. 
 
    “It explains how you guys could build this house. I’m sure it’s a solid structure and would outlast many homes out there.” I brushed some hair from my face as he continued to clean up my forehead. 
 
    “I didn’t realize they still needed lumberjacks,” I admitted when he said nothing. “Especially in a town like Seaview.” 
 
    “You’re talking about the city though, right?” He looked at me for a moment before applying a small band aid. 
 
    “I suppose I am. That’s where I live but I guess the city stretches way out there.” I thought about it more and realized that the city included more than just the tall buildings, a maze of roads and volume of people 
 
    I looked at Paul’s face and wondered what his life was like way out here in the woods. 
 
    “Have you ever lived in the city?” I asked curiously. 
 
    “Never wanted to,” He answered. “I’ve only gone a few times. Not really for me.” 
 
    I frowned. 
 
    “Have you ever lived in the woods?” He was turning the question on me and I probably deserved it. 
 
    I shook my head and tucked some hair behind my ear. “Never wanted to,” I answered with a smile. I bit my lower lip for a second to keep from smiling too much. “I’ve never been camping or anything like that. But unlike you, I don’t know if it’s for me. I’ve never had the opportunity.” 
 
    He lifted an eyebrow, and I wondered what he was thinking. 
 
    “Someday I’ll go camping. I only need to find someone who can tell me the best spots and what gear I would need.” I looked into his crystal blue eyes as I spoke, hoping that he would take the hint. 
 
    “I could help.” 
 
    The smile on his face stretched from ear to ear and I couldn’t help but smile back at him. 
 
    “I would appreciate that very much.” 
 
    Neither of us could look away. The entire world disappeared around us and all that mattered was each other. I wanted to reach out and touch him, trace every tattoo. I wondered how hard his muscles were or how his beard felt against my skin. I got a hint at how soft his brown hair was, but I wanted more. I needed more. 
 
    I forgot the first aid kit as Paul moved up to sit beside me on the couch. Neither of us looking away. He sat so close to me we were practically touching. I was on the verge of asking why he left a one inch gap between us but he spoke before I had the chance. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me your name.” 
 
    “Oh.” I giggled lightly. “My name is Anna.” 
 
    The smile on his face was the biggest, brightest one I’ve seen so far and my heart felt like it was going to explode. He looked so handsome and so happy. 
 
    I loved it. 
 
    “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman,” He stated, and the butterflies fluttered in my stomach once more. 
 
    “Are you always such a charmer?” I asked curiously, feeling bashful. 
 
    I looked down at my hands. My faded blue jeans were getting a hole in the knee and I picked at one of the frayed strands. 
 
    Paul’s hand gently turned my chin, and I looked at him. He smiled at me before running his thumb over my lower lip. 
 
    “All that matters is you’re the one I want to charm,” He told me sweetly. 
 
    I felt even more bashful. His words were the sweetest I’ve ever heard and part of me wondered if I was dreaming. A handsome man rode in on his white pickup and saved me, the damsel in distress I claimed not to be, and he’s the sweetest man I’ve ever met. 
 
      
 
    Paul 
 
    I got the feeling that she didn’t get to hear how beautiful she was and I wanted that to change. 
 
    “I’m not sorry,” I said in a whisper. “I can tell that you’re feeling uncomfortable but my words are true. I think you are the most beautiful woman in the entire world and I want nothing more than to be the one that proves it to you.” 
 
    I could see the shock written on her face. Maybe she was confused. I wasn’t sure. Then I realized what an overwhelming day she had had and probably didn’t need some bearded man putting the moves on her. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” I felt terrible for not taking into account all that she had been through. “You probably don’t want to hear all of this from me. I should let you relax, make some phone calls or whatever you need to do. If you need to go someplace, I’ll take you wherever you want to go.” 
 
    I went to stand up, but she grabbed my hand. 
 
    “You have no reason to apologize,” Anna said, giving my hand a squeeze. “I enjoy knowing what you are thinking or how you are feeling. And yes, I went through hell, but I don’t want to be alone.” 
 
    I sat back down with my hand still holding hers, refusing to let go. 
 
    “Do you need to call anyone?” I asked, and she shook her head. 
 
    “I can call them later. There is nothing my family can do now other than worry. My car is toast so no sense in calling a mechanic. I will need to let my friend know I won't make it, but I can do that later.” She slid her fingers between mine while she spoke and I moved a little closer to her. 
 
    “Do you want me to take you someplace?” It wasn’t a question I wanted to ask. I wanted to keep her here with me forever but I knew I couldn’t. She had been traveling somewhere. She had a life, in the city. 
 
    “Not right now.” 
 
    I looked back to her, and she was smiling. This girl was going to make me fall in love with her. I just knew it. She was as sweet as she was beautiful. The breath of fresh air my lungs have been waiting for. It took everything in me not to make her mine. 
 
    Without another word, Anna got up and moved to stand in front of me. The sun was shining through the windows across the room and making her glow. Her light brown hair cascaded down around her shoulders. She looked like a Goddess. 
 
    I licked my lips without realizing it as I admired her body all the way down to her curvy hips and the pair of thighs I wanted to bury my face between. 
 
    Her hands pushed against my chest and I snapped out of my daze. I watched her face as she kept pushing me until my back was against the couch. She smiled at me as she straddled my lap and moved closer. My desire for Anna grew. 
 
    I was itching to touch her and couldn’t wait another minute. I put both hands on her thighs and ran them over the denim she was wearing. I kept going to her hips and then around to her ass. I pulled her closer, needing to feel her thick body pressed against mine. 
 
    Our eyes stayed locked on each other as my hands ran back over her hips, only to return to her ass seconds later. I grabbed at her firmly and pressed her against me as I lifted my hips just enough for her to notice how much she was turning me on. The color of her eyes changed. They were darker now. 
 
    Anna’s head moved closer to mine, and I heard her sigh. 
 
    I slid my hands up and touched her back, wishing I could rip her t-shirt off. I soon forgot all about it. Anna leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Four 
 
    Paul 
 
    Kissing Anna was like waking up from a dream and seeing the world for the first time. She was the first drop of rain in the middle of a desert. Somehow, she made me feel like the only man in existence–the only one she needed. I would prove it to her. 
 
    I grabbed her thighs and stood up from the couch. Anna pulled away from the kiss and looked at me. I stopped walking. 
 
    “Wrap your legs around my waist,” I told her softly, placing a soft, sweet kiss to her lips. 
 
    “You can’t carry me,” She whispered. A rosiness hit her cheeks. 
 
    “Yes, I can. You’re gorgeous…” I gave her another sweet kiss. “Beautiful. Amazing.” I kissed her again. “Perfect. And I want to prove it to you.” 
 
    She put a hand on my bearded cheek and looked into my eyes. I know she was trying to figure out if I was serious or not. Every word I said was the truth. She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen and I couldn’t wait to cherish her in ways that made her feel like the Queen that she is. 
 
    “I’m only moving if you say it’s okay,” I told her softly when she didn’t say a word. “Otherwise, I’ll sit back down and we can turn on a movie or something.” 
 
    Her expression grew softer, and I gave her another smile. 
 
    “Why are you so sweet to me?” She asked, and it became obvious that she had never been loved properly. Nobody had ever worshiped her and made her feel like she was their everything. That was all about to change. 
 
    “Because the way I feel about you is unlike anything I’ve ever felt before. I want to take care of you. Not just physically but emotionally. You make me want to prove to you that you are a Queen and I’m your humble servant.” I did my best in explaining how I felt but I was no poet. Romance was never something I was good at and yet, Anna made me want to do better. 
 
    “No,” She whispered, and I felt taken back. I moved my foot to take a step back, and she pulled my face close. Her kiss was as powerful as it was passionate. My hands gripped at her thighs as I kissed her back just as passionately. 
 
    “No,” She repeated against my lips. “You are not my humble servant. You are the King to my Queen.” 
 
    Her lips were back on mine. I moved a foot forward and slowly walked to my bedroom. Our lips were locked together and our tongues danced. Her fingers grabbed at my hair and I was about to pin her against the nearest wall to have my way with her. 
 
    Each step I took was torture. My cock was straining against the fabric of my pants and it didn’t help that I could feel the heat radiating from Anna. Her legs stayed tight around my waist and with every step, she rubbed herself against me. 
 
    We finally made it to my bedroom, and I laid her down gently onto the bed. I took a moment to take her in. 
 
    “You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen,” I confessed before leaning down, kissing her again. She moaned against my lips and wrapped her arms around my neck. I pressed up against her side and ran my hand over her stomach. I kept breast. I cupped it through her shirt and massaged it a little. Anna moaned softly before pulling away. 
 
    “Take it off,” She ordered breathlessly. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I gave her a quick kiss and then grabbed her shirt, pulling it off over her head. I watched as she undid the clasp of her bra and tossed it aside, revealing herself to me. 
 
    My mouth was watering, and I was about to lean in for another kiss when I felt her hand on my chest. 
 
    “Your turn,” She smiled. 
 
    It only took me a second to realize what she wanted. I ripped my shirt off and threw it to the floor. Moving back to her, I leaned in and wasted no time wrapping my mouth around her nipple. 
 
    “Oh!” Anna sighed, her hand going to the back of my head. I could feel her fingers slipping into my hair and I loved it. 
 
    I started to suck on her nipple, savoring her sweet taste. This woman was intoxicating and perfect. I wanted to get lost in her taste, in her touch and in the sounds coming from her lips. 
 
    “Paul,” Anna moaned. My cocked twitched. I was even more under her spell and loving every second of it. 
 
    After giving one side ample attention, I went to the other. Sucking on her nipple just like I did the first, I smiled against her when I felt Anna arch her back a little. She wanted to be closer as much as I did. 
 
    I pulled away, just enough to tease her. I slowly started to rub my beard against her tender skin and listened as Anna couldn’t decide whether to laugh or moan. Each sound she made, I wanted another. 
 
    I was addicted. 
 
    “I could spend hours here,” I told her softly, kissing the valley between each breast and licking different spots to see what she would do. 
 
    “I could let you,” Anna sighed, tugging on my hair. 
 
    I looked to her face, and she smiled at me. I could tell she was pleased, but I wanted to make it better for her. 
 
    Kissing my way down her stomach, my fingers went to her jeans. One by one, I undid the buttons. My heart started to race in anticipation. Grabbing a hold of her waistband, I slowly started to pull the last few pieces of clothing off of her body. When I got to her feet, Anna kicked everything onto the floor. 
 
    I looked at her again and paused. 
 
    “What?” She asked. Her self-confidence was kicking in. 
 
    “You are more beautiful than I imagined,” I replied with a growing smile. 
 
    With my eyes still on hers, I moved effortlessly towards her until I was resting between her legs. 
 
    I grabbed her hips and pulled her closer to me. Her arousal was obvious and I couldn’t hold back from having a taste. My tongue darted out, and I lightly brushed against her folds. Anna moaned instantly. It was perfect. 
 
    “Please don’t tease me,” She begged. 
 
    “Don’t worry, sweetheart. I will take good care of you.” I sealed my promise with another slow lick against her folds. Fuck, she tasted divine. 
 
    I slid my tongue up her pussy again and then back down. I repeated this motion several times. My need for her was unmeasurable as was my craving for her taste. I ran my hands over her thighs, running over her lower stomach and back down. 
 
    Anna’s fingers went to my hair and pulled on it tight as she pushed her hips towards my face. Her arousal was taking over, and I loved it. Lapping my tongue back and forth over her wet folds, I moaned against her as my hips pressed against the mattress. My cock needed some relief, but I would not stop. I couldn’t. Giving Anna pleasure was all that I wanted. 
 
    I moved my head just enough to wrap my lips around her clit. I sucked on it and Anna cried out. 
 
    “Oh Paul. That feels so fucking good,” She moaned. Her head tipped back, and she pressed herself against me again. 
 
    I smiled. I didn’t expect her to have such a dirty mouth. 
 
    Bringing a hand down, I gently put two fingers against her opening. I teased her a bit with them as I continued to suck on her clit. Her hips were going crazy, pushing against me as if begging for more. Her fingers grew tighter and I flicked my tongue over her clit as I pushed in my fingers. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Anna moaned. 
 
    Goddamn, this woman was going to make me lose it. 
 
      
 
    Anna 
 
    Holy shit! This man, his tongue. I’m going to die. 
 
    His fingers kept pushing in, deeper and deeper. His tongue kept running over my clit, sending sparks of electricity throughout my body. 
 
    I put my feet down on the mattress and pushed my hips towards him. I needed him closer. I needed more of him inside me. Fuck, I needed him. 
 
    “Please,” I begged. 
 
    Paul didn’t stop. He kept fucking me with his fingers and teasing my clit. He was pushing my arousal through the roof. 
 
    I yanked on his hair, hoping to get his attention. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” He asked before placing a kiss to my inner thigh. 
 
    “I need you. Please.” I was begging again, and I didn’t care. He got me so worked up that I didn’t want to orgasm on his fingers. 
 
    Paul pulled back and moved up my body. He went to give me a kiss but hesitated. I adored how thoughtful he was but it didn’t matter to me where his mouth had been. Reaching up, I pulled him down to me and I kissed him passionately on the lips. I could taste myself on his tongue and it made me moan. 
 
    As we continued to kiss, I wrapped a leg around his waist to pull him closer. It was his turn to moan as I rubbed my hips against his. 
 
    “You are so fucking sexy,” His husky voice whispered in my ear. I felt goosebumps. The things this man could do to me was incredible. 
 
    “If you don’t…” I started to threaten, but he silenced me with his lips. 
 
    I could feel his hand moving, trying to undo his pants. I reached down to help. It felt like it took forever but they were finally gone. Part of me wanted to see him naked but a bigger part of me needed him inside. I had to have him. 
 
    He started to reach for the drawer in his nightstand and I reached out to grab his arm. 
 
    “You don’t need that,” I told him softly. The curious expression on his face made me smile, and I loved that he wasn’t the type to ignore the need for protection. 
 
    Paul didn’t say a word, trusting me as I trusted him. He moved my legs back around his waist and I could feel the tip of his cock pressed against my folders. I didn’t think I could get any more turned on but there I was, melting into his mattress. I was dripping wet, I could feel it. The look on his face told me he could feel it too. 
 
    He leaned in and caught my lips, kissing me deeply. I returned my arms to their place around his neck and moaned against him as he gently pushed inside. 
 
    “Oh Paul,” I moaned. Our lips brushed together, and he moaned as he slipped in deeper. As my pussy continued to stretch around his big, thick cock, I grabbed some of his hair and tightened my legs around his waist. He filled me up, and I knew it wouldn't get better than him. 
 
    “I’m yours,” I whispered into his ear. 
 
    It seemed to be the trigger he needed. He pulled his hips back and then pushed back in. His cock slid perfectly, back and forth. Everything started off slow but it didn’t take long for him to speed up. Paul held me in his arms as he pushed harder and faster. 
 
    I couldn’t stop moaning. Every thrust he made, I got louder. I tried to hold on to him but I couldn’t resist touching any part of him I could reach. His arms, his shoulders, his hair. I was floating on Cloud 9. 
 
    His lips found mine, and we kissed passionately. It didn’t last long, both of us needing some air. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” I moaned. 
 
    He was going as hard and as fast as he could, burying his face against my neck. His beard tickled my skin, and I moaned. My body was on fire in the best way. 
 
    Sweat was collecting on our bodies and I knew I wouldn't last much longer. He was pushing all of my buttons and I didn’t want it to end. 
 
    Paul slowed his hips down as if sensing my thoughts and moved his head to look into my eyes. The emotion I saw sent shivers down my spine. Deep down, I knew we weren’t two strangers fucking. There was something more here. 
 
    I was his, and he was mine. 
 
    It only took a few more thrusts of his hips before I called out his name in the heat of passion. My orgasm took over and my body quivered against him. He kept going, a few more times, and then buried his face in the crook of my neck as he groaned with his release. 
 
    “Wow,” I managed to say as my arms relaxed around him. My legs slid from around his waist and rested on the bed. 
 
    “You’re incredible,” He whispered before kissing my lips sweetly. 
 
    He moved to lay beside me, pulling me with him. I was still a bit out of breath when I put my head on his chest. 
 
    We stayed like that for a long time. Neither of us wanted to move. We were content in the feeling that for that moment; we were together as one and had experienced something special. 
 
    Eventually, we great hungry and set out to find something to eat. We ended up making dinner but not before dirtying up the kitchen table. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Five 
 
    Paul 
 
    The sun was shining through the open spot of my curtains and landed directly on my face. I stretched out a little, yawning. I wasn’t ready to wake up yet but then I remembered her. Nothing would bring me down today. Not when I had Anna. 
 
    Still feeling sleepy, I rolled onto my side and reached out to pull her close but there was nothing there. My eyes shot open, and I looked around. 
 
    “Anna…” I called out, throwing the covers back. Throwing on a pair of shorts, I went to look for her. 
 
    The en-suite bathroom was empty and so was my private balcony. I left my bedroom and scanned the great room. No sign of her. 
 
    “Anna…” I called out again. 
 
    She wasn’t in the kitchen. The coffee pot hadn’t been touched. Nothing had been moved in the fridge. I went to the spare bedrooms, the guest bathroom and even the laundry area. No sign of her. 
 
    I was getting worried when I returned to the kitchen. I looked out the large windows in the living area and the balcony appeared to be empty too. I was about to double check when something caught my eye. 
 
    A note tapped to the refrigerator. I had no idea how I missed it before. It took two steps, and the paper was in my hand. 
 
      
 
    Paul, 
 
    Thank you for yesterday. You saved my life and there is no way I could ever repay you for the kindness and bravery you showed me. Last night was incredible. I’ll never forget it. Please don’t worry about me. I have someone picking me up. 
 
    Xoxo, 
 
    Anna 
 
      
 
    The paper fell from my hands and I slammed my fist on the counter. Something toppled over, but I didn’t pay any attention. 
 
    She left. Just like that. 
 
    We had something special going on. I know she felt it. We belonged to each other last night; it had been incredible and more than just a good time. 
 
    The anger I could feel building up inside was about to be unleashed. I didn’t know if I needed a stiff drink or to hit the gym. I started to pace in my kitchen as I went over everything in my mind. 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” I grumbled. 
 
    As I turned to make another lap around my kitchen, I looked at my front door. There was Anna, standing on the front porch. I could see her through the window as she faced the driveway. I knew she was waiting for someone but I had to stop her. I quickly moved around the counter and sprinted for the front door. 
 
    “Anna!” I shouted the second I stepped out onto the front porch. 
 
    She looked at me for a moment before facing the driveway again. 
 
    “What is going on?” I asked a little more calmly, taking my steps slow. 
 
    “I’m going home,” She answered with her back to me. It was only a few seconds but felt like an eternity before she turned to look at me 
 
    “I can take you.” 
 
    She made a face. I couldn’t tell what it meant. Was she annoyed? Or something else? 
 
    “Scott is already on his way,” She replied. “I wrote you a note…” 
 
    Scott? Did she have a boyfriend? I felt like someone had punched me in the gut. 
 
    “I saw the note,” I said plainly. “I had thought it might be easier since I’m already here.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to bother you,” She said, crossing her arms over her chest. 
 
    “So last night…” I was trying so hard not to spit the words at her. “Was it nothing?” 
 
    “We live in two different words,” Anna argued. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    A car engine suddenly roared through the trees and I looked up to see a cherry red mustang appear. I took a deep breath and ran my fingers through my hair. Any second now and I would see the guy that had planted himself in Anna’s life. I didn’t know if I would punch him or throw up. 
 
    “Anna, can we at least talk?” I asked quietly as the Ford pulled up in front of us. 
 
    “There’s nothing to talk about. I can’t do long distance and you already said you won’t ever live in the city.” She looked at me and I swear I saw a hint of sadness on her face. It lasted only a split second and then it was gone. 
 
    “Ready to go?” 
 
    I looked up and met the eyes of the man there to take my Anna away. My nostrils flared and my hands balled up into fists. The things I wanted to do to him would have scared Anna, but I believed she knew that we belonged together. Last night was just not a onetime thing. We were both feeling things that couldn’t be explained. 
 
    Anna was looking at me and I didn’t speak. There was nothing left for me to say. She took a step towards me but then stopped herself. 
 
    “It was nice meeting you, Paul.” Anna gave me a little wave and then walked with the shorter, scrawny man back to his hot rod. 
 
    As I watched her get into the passenger seat, I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t do anything. If I did, I might have don’t something unforgivable. 
 
    The moment that the mustang disappeared back into the trees, I let out a frustrated growl. 
 
      
 
    Anna 
 
    Getting into Scott’s car was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do. The look on Paul’s face broke my heart, and I wanted to run to him and wrap my arms around his body. I wanted to kiss his face and nuzzle against his beard. 
 
    But I couldn’t. My life was in the city. 
 
    If I was really being honest with myself, I would see that this was all a bunch of crap. I was making up excuses because I was scared. It was so much easier to run away from my problems. Wasn’t that what got me into this mess? Trouble at work, run away to go spend some time with a former roommate. Handsome stranger steal your heart, run back to the city. 
 
    I ran my hands over my face and groaned. I never thought I would fall for someone like Paul. He had such a simple life, content on being out in nature. His coffeemaker was from the 90s, I’m sure of it. I didn’t even know if he had satellite TV or internet. What did he do with his free time? There was no way I could live like that. 
 
    There I went again. My mind kept trying to think of all the reasons I couldn’t think about him. 
 
    No, this was best. I belonged in the city. 
 
    “So…” Scott said as soon as he pulled out onto the highway. 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it.” I slumped down in my seat and kept my eyes on the passing scenery. 
 
    “Which part? The part about you driving out of town to run away from work? The part about you spinning out on ice and crashing into a ditch? The part about your car smoking? Or the part about me having to drive an hour to come pick you up at the ass crack of dawn? Oh, and you were at a strange but handsome mountain man’s home.” Scott wasn’t amused, I could tell by the tone, but he would get over it. I picked him up more often than not. 
 
    “All of it,” I retorted. “And he’s not a mountain man. He’s a lumberjack.” 
 
    Scott scoffed. “Same thing.” 
 
    “No, it isn’t.” 
 
    “You will seriously argue with me about this, won't you?” 
 
    “They aren’t the same. Paul works with wood. He cuts it. He even built his own house.” I was getting defensive and I could see Scott eyeing me out of the corner of my eye. No matter how much I claimed I didn’t want to be with Paul, that didn’t mean I would let anyone talk bad about him. 
 
    “That sounds like a mountain man to me.” 
 
    “You’re wrong.” 
 
    “What’s the difference?” 
 
    I didn’t know how to answer him. I groaned softly and put my focus back on the window. 
 
    Scott laughed. “There is no difference. Just admit it?” 
 
    “Why don’t you drop it already?” I snapped. 
 
    Scott stopped laughing and put his attention back on the road. I felt a little guilty about my outburst but I was on the verge of tears. The last thing I wanted was for Scott to see how torn up I was over Paul. 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Chapter Six 
 
    Anna 
 
    It had been a few weeks since I ended up in the ditch and I would like to say that things had gone back to normal but it was far from the truth. I lost my job because the state department shut down the daycare. The paperwork was never done correctly or at least that's what I heard. I’m sure there was more to it than that. It sucks not having a paycheck but I’m glad not to have that stress over my head. 
 
    Because I wouldn’t have a steady income and all my job prospects were drying up, I moved in with my sister. I was the temporary nanny until she found someone who would take the permanent position. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want to do this full time?” Beth asked, picking up her six-month-old daughter from the changing table. 
 
    “I don’t want your place to turn into a place I associate with work,” I replied.  The truth was, I didn’t know what I wanted to do or else I would have jumped at the full time pay. I felt like there was something better out there for me, a calling of sorts. I just had to figure out what it was. 
 
    “You don’t know that will happen,” Beth argued. She bounced the baby a little while patting her back and then left the nursery. I followed. 
 
    “You’re right but I also feel like there is something else out there for me,” I tried to explain. 
 
    We reached the couch, and both took a seat. My niece was resting her head on Beth’s shoulder, looking at me with big eyes. I smiled at her and wondered what it would be like to have a child of my own. A sense of loneliness hit me and I thought of Paul. As soon as his face came up in my mind, I pushed it away. I wouldn't think about him. 
 
    “Something else or you mean someone else?” Beth said. She must have read my mind. 
 
    “Something,” I retorted sternly. “You know I don’t want to talk about him.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because…” 
 
    “Because you think you can’t hack it out in the woods? That is the stupidest reason to give up on a guy you are obviously crazy about.” Beth was giving me one of her infamous looks and I knew she was right. 
 
    “My life is here.” 
 
    “What life?” 
 
    “Ouch.” 
 
    Beth gave me an apologetic smile and reached out with her free hand to pat my knee. “You know I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant that now might be a perfect time to think about a change. There is nothing tying you to the city anymore.” 
 
    “You’re here. Same with mom and dad,” I pointed out. 
 
    “We’re less than an hour away. Nothing but a snowstorm will keep us from seeing each other.” Beth smiled at me as she gave my knee a little rub. 
 
    “Besides, even on snow days, we can do video chat too,” She added. Her attention went back to her baby, and she cooed at the little one with a big smile. 
 
    “I don’t even know if he has internet.” I sighed and slumped a bit against the couch. 
 
    “You had cell service. You could call our cousin,” Beth reminded me. 
 
    “What would I do out there all day?” I asked. 
 
    “You are trying to find every excuse under the sun. Why don’t you think of the positives?” 
 
    “There are no positives.” 
 
    “Yes, there are. I’m sure you can think of at least ten. Go on. Let’s hear them.” 
 
    I gave my sister a look. She had to be kidding. Beth looked amused as she nodded, encouraging me to start my list. I sighed and tried to think of all the positives. 
 
    “Number one is Paul. He would be there. He has a big, beautiful home. It needs a woman’s touch, but it wouldn’t take much to spruce it up. Number two would be the peace and quiet. His place is tucked back in the woods and you only hear a car when it’s coming down the driveway. Um… three would be the view. It was absolutely beautiful. Everything was so colorful and full of life. I should have taken a picture. I’m going to say that four is relaxing. I got the sense that everything wasn’t go, go, go like it is in the city. He worked, but he didn’t have to do anything else but go home. That leads me to five. No traffic. I hate traffic with passion. I’m sure it takes longer to get to the stores and restaurants, if they have any out there, but it’s a scenic drive instead of wall to wall cars. Six, I have to think of this. Oh, no neighbors. I guess that is both good and bad. You don’t have to listen to them stomp around or blaring their music. Bad in the sense that if you needed help, they weren’t close enough. Though I guess you never know if your neighbors will help or not so I’ll scratch that.” 
 
    I put my hands on my thighs and ran them down to my knees. I didn’t want to admit that the idea of moving to the middle of nowhere wasn’t such a terrible idea. 
 
    “You have four more positives to come up with,” Beth reminded me with a big grin. 
 
    I playfully rolled my eyes. 
 
    “Seven. I have the opportunity to grow my own food, if I wanted. I know I’m not known for having a green thumb but having a strawberry plant or something sounds really amazing. Fresh fruit and veggies always tasted better. Number eight, I’m going back to the neighbor thing. You can blast your music as loud as you want and chances are nobody will complain. You can have parties and everyone will have space to park, run around and have a good time.” I started to picture a party at Paul’s house and how much fun it would be, having everyone there and not worrying about having to put quarters into the meter or having the cops show up to say that the noise was too loud. 
 
    “Privacy would be number nine,” I commented with my mind still on the party. “You could walk around naked if you wanted and only the birds will see you.” 
 
    “That also means you can have sexy time whenever, wherever,” Beth teased. She laughed and then gave me a look. I knew what she was thinking. 
 
    “Yes, I know. I can be a little freaky in the bedroom and get loud. Being in the woods would allow me to be myself and get as loud as I wanted.” The images in my head switched from the party to the night I spent with Paul. The way he made my toes curl. I was definitely loud that night. 
 
    I pressed my knees together and squeezed my legs shut, trying not to think about the hottest night of my life. 
 
    “And ten?” 
 
    I looked over to Beth and tried to think of another reason. My heart was hurting as I kept picturing his face. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be alone,” I told her softly. I’m sure the sadness I felt seeped into my voice and I didn’t care. I missed Paul and I probably ruined my chances of ever seeing him again. 
 
    “You…” Beth started to say, but I cut her off. 
 
    “Can we do something else?” I asked. 
 
    Beth looked at me for a minute and then nodded her head. She reached for the remote and passed it to me. I hit the power button, needing a distraction. 
 
    When the screen came to life, I realized it was on a local news station. I was about to change it when the screen went red, announcing an emergency message. 
 
    A woman started to talk, but I didn’t have the volume on. I looked to the headline scrolling across the bottom. There had been an accident outside of the city. I felt my stomach drop. 
 
    Then the screen changed again. 
 
    Inching to the edge of the couch, I couldn’t look away as a video started playing. There were a bunch of logs scattered on the ground with a log truck tipped on its side. I noticed it said ‘live’ up in the corner and I could feel the knot in my stomach grow tighter. 
 
    The video started moving, following the dirt road. A firetruck was parked by a couple of ambulances. It looked like there was a large tow truck on scene as well but it was the white pickup that stopped my heart. 
 
    Oh god. 
 
    I frantically tried to get my finger on the volume button, needing to hear what was being said. My heart was beating out of my chest and all I could think about was whether Paul was okay. 
 
    “To recap what we know so far, there was a major incident at a logging site this morning. Several of the workers were injured when a log truck unexplainably tipped over, sending all the logs down the embankment. At least one man was pulled out from underneath the logs. None of the workers' names have been released. We will bring you more information as it comes in.” 
 
    The woman moved a piece of paper to the side and then the screen cut back to the scheduled program. 
 
    I could feel tears building in my eyes and I knew what I had to do. I jumped to my feet and raced to my purse off of the kitchen counter. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Beth asked, following me with her baby still in her arms. 
 
    “I’m going to the hospital to see if Paul is okay. I have to see him.” I didn’t have time to explain any further. I walked past her, grabbed my jacket and walked out the front door. 
 
    I had parked my rental car along the curb and the windows had already started to frost over. I'd need to defrost them before driving down the road. I don’t think I could handle waiting that long. With a quick glance up and down the road, I didn’t see any cars. That meant no random taxis driving around. 
 
    “Anna…” 
 
    I looked back to the house and my sister was on the porch. She held up a pair of keys before tossing them to me. 
 
    “Take my car!” She shouted. The garage door started to open, and I smiled. 
 
    “Thank you!” I shouted back and ran to the driver’s side. I pulled out of her driveway in a flash and headed to the main hospital in the city, praying that Paul was still alive. 
 
      
 
    Paul 
 
    I blinked my eyes slowly, but a bright light seemed to be pointing at me. It took a minute before I could open them completely and look around. I didn’t recognize where I was right off but then remembered what happened. Images started to flash back in my mind. Lots of yelling, a log truck tipping to the side, the road underneath the truck giving away and logs, lots of logs rolling down. More yelling. Pain. 
 
    I was in a hospital but everything hurt. I looked at the heart monitor peeping nearby and then the IV pole. I hoped that one bag connected to my arm had some of the good stuff. All I needed was a little to take the edge off. 
 
    I looked down at my hands. They were bruised and scraped up. Nothing too terrible. I kept looking down my body and so far everything seemed to be in working order. Then my eyes fell to my legs. Both were wrapped in white plaster. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    My head fell back against the pillow and I sighed. I wished I could remember exactly what happened. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Mr. Smith. It’s good to see you awake. I’m Dr. Anderson. I’m the one taking care of you. Can you tell me what day it is?” A woman walked in carrying a clipboard, speaking in a way that made it a little hard to hear. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I can’t really hear you,” I said trying to shift into a seated position. 
 
    She put her hand on my shoulder to keep me from getting up. After checking my eyes, my pulse and putting more liquid into the IV, she looked back at my chart and didn’t say anything for quite some time. Soon my head wasn’t spinning as much and everything was much clearer. 
 
    “How are you doing now?” She asked. 
 
    “Much better. Thank you,” I answered. 
 
    “Can you tell me what day it is?” 
 
    I had to think about it for a second, never having been good with remembering the date. “Thursday.” 
 
    “Good,” The doctor smiled. She scribbled something down on the clipboard before looking back at me. “You suffered a fracture in both legs that we were able to set and cast. You are very lucky, Mr. Smith. Your other injuries are minor cuts and bruises. I’m going to keep you overnight though for observation. Do you have any questions for me?” 
 
    I shook my head. There was a lot to take in but thankfully she had the good stuff dripping in my IV. The pain I felt earlier was completely gone. 
 
    “If you need anything, there is a call button attached to your bed. A nurse will be right in to assist you,” She explained before walking to the door. 
 
    She paused before opening it and looked back at me. There was a smile on her face and I felt reassured that she was doing everything she could for me. 
 
    “How is everyone else?” I asked, needing to know. 
 
    “I don’t know the extent of everyone’s injuries. There are a few concussions, more broken bones and a deep laceration. I’m sorry to say that you lost one member of your team.” The woman spoke softly and I could tell she had had to deliver bad news before. It didn’t make it any easier. 
 
    “Who?” I asked, swallowing hard. 
 
    She looked back down to the clipboard in her hand before looking back at me. “Phillip Crow.” 
 
    My eyes closed. He was one of the newer guys, having just moved to the area. Hard worker, eager to learn. It was a damn shame. 
 
    “I’m sorry for your loss,” The doctor said after a few moments of silence. 
 
    “Thank you,” I replied automatically. I opened my eyes and noticed she had her hand on the doorknob. 
 
    “You have a visitor. Would you like me to send her in?” 
 
    I nodded without thinking about what she said. The doctor left, and I returned to my thoughts. I didn’t know how Phillip’s new wife would handle the news. I felt a terrible knot in my gut and felt thankful I didn’t have to break it to her. I started to wonder about my brothers and my dad, but my thoughts stopped when the door opened. 
 
    Anna stood there looking a little lost and unsure of herself. 
 
    “Anna,” I said with a smile, trying to sit up. “I didn’t expect to see you.” 
 
    She took a couple of steps towards my bed before she rushed to my side and wrapped her arms around my shoulders. I hugged her back and took in her scent. 
 
    “I saw the news report and recognized your truck. I was so scared that I had lost you,” She said against my shoulder. 
 
    I rubbed her back as she spoke, wishing I could pull her completely against me and comfort her properly. “I’m not going anywhere,” I promised in a whisper before kissing the side of her head. 
 
    She pulled her head back just enough so we could look into each other’s eyes and then her lips were on mine. 
 
    “I missed you so much,” She whispered against my lips. 
 
    “I missed you too,” I said just as softly, brushing some of her hair from her face before kissing her again. 
 
    “I love you,” I confessed between kisses. 
 
    Anna kissed me again, letting it grow deep before she pulled away. “I’ve loved you since the moment I saw you.” 
 
  
 
  
   
    
    Epilogue 
 
    Anna 
 
    It’s been nearly three months since I’ve met Paul and I’ve never been happier. After they discharged him from the hospital, I went home with him. He needed someone there to help him do chores around the house, make sure he was eating and taking his medicine and he couldn’t make it to the bathroom on his own. 
 
    He tried his best but always ended up frustrated. I think he felt like a failure in my eyes but I reassured him that we take care of the ones we love. He would do the same for me. I know he would. 
 
    And really, the trips to the bathroom weren’t all bad. I got to strip him down and make him sit in the shower while I washed every part of his body. I always ended up making him forget about his casts. 
 
    His father and brothers were recovering. The whole accident had rocked the entire community and everyone had been stopping by with different casseroles, condolences and offering up different ways to help. I was really surprised, pleasantly so, by how tight the community was even though it was a smaller number than any apartment building in the city. Somehow, it made them closer together being way out here. 
 
    I fell in love with it and unofficially moved in with Paul. I couldn’t stand to be away from him. 
 
    We’ve been living off of his savings, mostly. I had a little in the bank, but he didn’t want me to worry about it. He insisted that his job was to take care of me. I appreciated everything he’s done, but I didn’t like not contributing. 
 
    So we came up with a plan. 
 
    It shocked me to discover that there weren’t many options for people this far out of the city when it came to daycare. Most of the time, the kids were left with anyone willing to look after them. I mentioned my idea to a few people and before I knew it, everyone was calling to reserve a spot for their kids. 
 
    Paul did an amazing job coming up with the design for the new daycare center. He knew exactly what I wanted. 
 
    I’ve been busy hiring people because of all the interest. I also have to brush up on all the state rules and regulations I need to follow. It’s been a whirlwind but I love it. I’m really excited and Paul is too. 
 
    Paul had laughed at my first rule when trying to figure out where we would build it. I wouldn't have it at our home. The cabin was our sanctuary. He agreed. 
 
    He had his brothers break ground on the piece of family property we'll be using. I’m very happy that it’s along the highway. Easy access for dropping off and picking up the kids. 
 
    I had spent all morning looking at different strawberry plants online. There was so much to know about soil and the perfect temperature. I feared I might have bitten off more than I could chew. I was just about to read another article when I heard Paul call out my name. I closed my laptop and got up. He had left earlier that morning with one of his brothers and I had no idea when he was getting back. 
 
    Excited to see him, I rushed down the hall and stopped suddenly when I reached the great room. He was standing there, on his own two feet. 
 
    “Your casts…” I looked at his legs before looking at his face. 
 
    “I wanted to surprise you,” He explained. 
 
    There was a smile growing on his face and I rushed to him before jumping into his arms. He caught me easily and held me close. I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to him carrying me but I loved how much he enjoyed it. 
 
    I gave him a kiss and then smiled as our eyes met. 
 
    “I bet you feel a lot better,” I commented with a chuckle. 
 
    “I do but I will miss the pampering I got whenever you would wash me,” He joked. 
 
    “Well, if you play your cards right, I might play nurse again,” I teased. 
 
    He caught my lips, and we shared another sweet kiss. 
 
    “I love you so much and appreciate all that you’ve done for me these last few months.” Paul was speaking from the heart, I could tell by the emotion in his voice. 
 
    I cupped his face and lightly scratched as his beard just how he enjoyed it. “I love you more than anything.” 
 
    Paul nodded before he carried me over to the couch. He sat down with me in his lap and I watched him reach into the pocket of his shirt. 
 
    He pulled out a small black box and my heart skipped a few beats. I had an idea what it was, but I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Anna Michaels, you are the best thing that has ever happened to me. I love you more every single day and I often wonder how in the heck I got a woman like you to give me a second look. You make me a better man. You make me want to do right by you every day of my life. I would love to be the one that showers with you in the morning and cherishes you every night. Your hand is the one I want to hold for the rest of my life. Would you do me the honors of being my wife?” When Paul stopped speaking, he opened up the box and presented a simple diamond engagement ring. It was beautiful. 
 
    Tears sprung to my eyes, and I looked from the ring to his face. 
 
    “Of course, I’ll marry you,” I told him with a big smile on my face. 
 
    Relief washed over him before he removed the ring from the box and gently slid it on my finger. We both smiled before hugging each other tight. His lips were on mine and everything was perfect. 
 
    I didn’t get a big grand gesture like you would see on a movie, but I didn’t need that. I just needed him. My handsome, strong King. 
 
      
 
    ♦ ♦ ♦ 
 
    Aren’t they cute? Oh my gosh, I had so much fun writing their story. If you loved them as much as I did, please consider leaving a review on Amazon! You can also send me an email with your thoughts. 
 
      
 
    Want some more Paul & Anna sweetness? I’m talking about the kitchen table sex they had, their wedding and even the opening of Anna’s daycare! 
 
      
 
    Sign up for my newsletter and you’ll be able to read the extras for free. 
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