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      The mountains stood tall and imposing, their peaks disappearing into the mist that clung to their slopes.

      Nestled within the rugged embrace of these immovable giants was a solitary cabin, one that was a refuge for a man who had retreated from a world that had left the bitterest of tastes in his mouth.

      Gable, a broken man with a heart scarred by love, sought solace in the isolation of the mountains.

      He was, at 40, tall and ruggedly handsome against the mountainous backdrop that had become his home.

      His brawny physique, accentuated by bulging biceps, spoke of a life well-lived in the embrace of the mountains.

      Light hair and a neatly trimmed beard framed his weathered face, adding to the aura of a man deeply connected to the wilderness.

      In the cabin's solitude, Gable found solace not only in the quiet expanse of the mountains but also in the companionship of books.

      A dedicated reader, he surrounded himself with shelves of well-worn volumes, their pages filled with the stories of far-off lands and adventures he'd only dreamed of.

      In addition to his love for reading, Gable had a crafty side, and he took pleasure in making custom handmade furniture.

      His manager, who occasionally made the trek up the mountain to pick up Gable's exquisite creations, marveled at the quality and craftsmanship that reflected a true artisan's touch.

      Despite his rugged appearance, Gable's hands were skilled and precise as they shaped each piece of wood into functional works of art.

      His self-sufficiency extended beyond the realm of furniture making, encompassing the necessities of life.

      He rarely ventured into the town below, except for the occasional grocery run, preferring the simplicity and tranquility of the mountain retreat.

      The lumberjack life suited him, and the cabin, with its warmth and the scent of freshly chopped wood, became a haven where his passions for literature and craftsmanship melded with the quiet rhythm of mountain life.

      Because the river was abundant with fish, he was able to indulge in his passion for fishing.

      He sought solace in the rustling leaves and the distant calls of unseen creatures, as they were the only company he desired.

      The cabin, with its weathered exterior that bore the marks of years gone by and its sturdy structure that withstood the harsh mountain winds, seemed to reflect the profound sense of loneliness and despair that lived within his heart.

      Love had disappointed him, prompting him to turn his back on it and seclude himself to shield against any potential heartache.

      Even though nearly four years had passed, the emotions were still raw. Yes, he was better alone.

      One stormy afternoon, as the mountains were shrouded in dark clouds and rain lashed against the cabin's windows, the distant sound of a helicopter rotor cut through the silence.

      Gable scowled at the intrusion, irritated by the disturbance in his carefully cultivated solitude.

      He was curious to know who the fuck the pilot was, flying in such unpredictable weather.

      It might be one of those bothersome unmanned aerial vehicles, commonly known as drones, which have established their dominance across the globe.

      They seem to get bigger all the time, but the closer it came, he knew it was too big to be one.

      Idiot!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Amelia had been flying her helicopter from a small airfield, an ordinary day with clear skies and a routine flight.

      Unfortunately, the weather had other plans and took an unexpected turn.

      The previously calm skies underwent a dramatic transformation, shifting from tranquility to an intense upheaval, while the once inviting horizon now morphed into a menacing barrier of darkened clouds.

      The storm's arrival was swift and unrelenting, forcing her to alter her course.

      As the visibility decreased to the point of almost nonexistent, the radio crackled endlessly with urgent warnings from air traffic control.

      Yeah, thanks, I fucking know it! she yelled at the radio, her voice harsh and louder as if talking to the gods who were no doubt laughing at her situation.

      Amelia, having no other options in sight, bravely navigated through the tumultuous weather, her sole purpose being to find a haven.

      In the thick of the storm, with the helicopter tossed about like a leaf in the wind, Amelia spotted a faint glimmer of light below.

      The cabin nestled among the mountains became a beacon of hope in the vast darkness.

      Though it was a gamble, she descended, praying that someone might be there to lend a helping hand.

      As she navigated the helicopter toward her goal, she prayed feverishly that she wouldn't share the same fate as her namesake, lost to the world in pursuit of her own dreams.

      The name Amelia, a legacy from a mother who had instilled in her a love for the boundless freedom of the skies, now enveloped her in dread.

      She didn’t want her world to end at the tender age of 32. She had so much more living to do.

      As the helicopter descended, it made a slight jolt upon contact with the uneven terrain of Gable's property.

      The whirring blades gradually subsided, leaving behind an echoing quiet that amplified the beat of Amelia's heart.

      Through the cockpit window, she observed the surroundings. It was a rugged landscape that seemed to cradle Gable's cabin with both warmth and isolation.

      As the metallic tang of the helicopter melded with the scent of damp earth, a wave of relief washed over her.

      The storm had forced her into an unexpected detour, and the prospect of a safe landing was a comforting reality.

      Although there was a sense of relief, it was accompanied by a noticeable feeling of trepidation.

      There was always the possibility that a lurking axe murderer could be present, as far as she knew.

      The unfamiliarity of the mountainous wilderness and the enigmatic man waiting below sparked a flutter of nerves within her.

      Her gaze lingered on the cabin, its silhouette emerging from the mist, a solitary figure against the backdrop of nature's tumult.

      In that moment of stillness, the mix of emotions within Amelia remained unspoken as she prepared to step into the unknown.

      The cabin light, flickering in the storm, offered a semblance of warmth against the harsh backdrop of the wilderness.

      Everywhere else was filled with an impenetrable darkness, and the brutal weather's icy chill perfectly mirrored the initial impression that Gable had given her.

      She stepped out of the helicopter as the wind howled around her and made her way toward the cabin.

      Amelia's heart pounded not just from the adrenaline of the emergency landing, but also from the uncertainty of what lay ahead.

      She did not know what was within those weathered walls. Certainly not a man who had shut himself off from the world was about to collide with the force of her vivacity.

      The rude and brutish man, as she initially perceived Gable, appeared to be as uninviting as the storm that had brought her here.

      Yet, the glimmer of warmth that she saw behind him in the cabin window encouraged her to press forward.

      Amelia's venture into uncharted territory went on, and the clash of their worlds would become a defining moment for both Gable and herself.
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      Having been brought to Gable's doorstep by the storm, Amelia stepped out of the helicopter on shaky legs and was met with a gaze from him that held a combination of annoyance and curiosity.

      The tension of the unexpected meeting was heightened by the growling wind that surrounded them.

      "What are you doing here?"

      Amelia, unfazed by his blunt inquiry, shot him a playful grin.

      "Nice to meet you, too. I'm here because the weather decided it wanted to play a little game. And guess what? It won."

      Why had she reacted to him like that?

      Her attempt at sarcasm did not impress Gable, clear from the deepening of his scowl.

      "How long are you planning to stay?"

      In an impressive display of quick thinking, she responded with a hint of sarcasm in her voice, without skipping a single beat.

      "Well, that depends on the weather, unless you want me to freeze to death in the wilderness. I hear it's all the rage these days."

      His irritation was met with a smirk from Amelia, who seemed to take pleasure in turning the situation into a banter.

      She had gotten her nerve back now that she was on solid ground.

      Gable half wished the weather cleared up soonest.

      Admittedly, however, his annoyance waned when he laid eyes on Amelia. Her eyes sparkled with a lively confidence, and a radiant smile graced her lips.

      She was plump, with flared hips, womanly curves that contrasted with Gable's rugged surroundings.

      He experienced a shift within himself as he observed her, and despite his initial reluctance, he grudgingly consented to her staying in his cabin until the weather cleared.

      His cock, much to his further annoyance, welcomed her with enthusiasm as he felt a powerful longing he’d thought was forever gone..

      Amidst the raging storm outside, the cabin walls trembled with the reverberating sound of thunder, adding to the eerie ambiance.

      As soon as Amelia stepped inside, the clash between her vivacious spirit and Gable's brooding demeanor became palpable, surprising them both.

      Unbeknown to her, her mere presence ignited a warmth in the coldest corners of his heart, melting away the layers of pain and revealing the gentleness that lay dormant for so long.
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      The one thing Amelia no longer felt after her ordeal was fear. The fact that the gentle giant lived alone did not intimidate or scare her.

      Gable's cabin underwent a transformation as Amelia arrived and infused the space with her infectious energy, serving as a stark contrast to the typically melancholic ambiance that had become Gable's prevailing mood.

      With wide-eyed enthusiasm, she moved about the cabin and examined the quaint surroundings.

      The sheer variety of books he enjoyed reading left her completely amazed, as every nook and cranny was filled with a book.

      Makes sense. What else would he do all by his lonesome?

      "Wow, this place is like something out of a storybook! Do you have, like, a resident bear or a secret passage hidden somewhere?"

      Gable, who had
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