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As Daxton and I pulled up to the cabin, I sat there, sitting quietly in the car, anxious as hell. He looked over at me and smirked.

“Alyssia, you act like you’re about endure something scary for the next two days.”

I turned to look at him.

“Well then, tell me what you’re planning on doing here.”

He sighed.

“I’m planning on having fun with you, having some romantic meals together, and getting to know you...a lot better.”

I rolled my eyes.

“What was that for?”

“Because I don’t believe you. What are you really planning on?”

He put his hand on my cheek.

“I’m really planning on showing you I’m for real, that I want you and that my real goal...”

My eyes widened. He leaned in close to my face.

“...My real goal is to show you how to feel again...to show you that you’re safe with me.”

My eyes turned to fear.

“Then I have every reason to be freaked out.”

“Mmm, I’m OK with that. You know why?”

“Why?”

He kissed my lips briefly and looked into my eyes, which almost looked pained.

“Because I need you. I don’t think you understand how much I need you. I need you to learn what it feels like to be wanted...to be needed by someone who means it. I’m going to prove to you that I’m not going anywhere...and ultimately...ultimately, because this crap that you’re feeling because of what happened before...I’m going to help you let it go.”

“I can’t do this again, Daxton.”

“Look at me. It’s worth it. I promise you. You’re worth it. We’re worth it.”

I sighed, and with that, he smiled, got out of the car and walked around to open my door.

“Your adventure awaits.”

“Gee...I...can...hardly...wait,” I replied robotically.

He chuckled.

“Your sarcasm is so damn cute, Alyssia.”

He brought out our suitcases from the trunk and we walked into the cabin.

The cabin was nice. There were two beds. That was strangely comforting. He set our suitcases on one bed and I sat down on the other. He looked at me, disappointed.

“What, Daxton?”

“You’re not going to share this bed with me?”

“And allow you to think this whole thing is going to work? No thanks.”

He sighed and walked over to me.

“Look, Alyssia, I’m not trying to brainwash you into marrying me or something crazy like that. But...I’m not going to lie...it would make one of my fantasies about you come true, waking up to your face...holding you in my arms in the morning.”

I smiled.

“That’s sweet, but I can’t do that.”

He sulked.

“Why not?”

“Because it wouldn’t be fair to lead you on.”

He chuckled and rolled his eyes.

“You’re such a liar.”

“Excuse me?”

“I have to admit, you are really good at playing this game.”

“Game? No, this is necessary for-”

“For who? For me?...Or...”

He traced a finger down my arm. My body reacted instantly. I couldn’t fight it. My eyes closed.

“Or is it necessary...for you?”

I opened my eyes wide. He smiled. I scowled back.

“I’m not stupid, Alyssia. You’re probably aware that when you are tired at the end of the day, you can’t maintain having your guard up and going to sleep, and you’re probably afraid that...in that state...lying next to me...you may say something you don’t want to say...or feel something you don’t want to feel.”

“You would be wrong. I’m perfectly in control.”

He smirked.

“Prove it. Sleep next to me tonight.”

I sighed.

“Fine.”

He smiled brightly.

“Excellent. I’m having fun already.”

“That makes one of us.”

“Are you hungry?”

“Actually, yes.”

“How about I go grill us something?”

“That sounds really nice.”

He took my hand.

“Let’s go.”

Dinner was delicious. Daxton definitely had good taste, grilling us salmon and baked potatoes. When we went back inside, he had laid out a board game.

“You brought the game Sorry?”

He smirked.

“It’s kind of an inside joke.”

“Tacky much?”

“Well, I am. I’m sorry that someone else broke your heart. However...”

He took my hand and sat me down on the bed.

“I’m not sorry I dragged you out here.”

He gave me a look of longing and I shivered. I looked away.

“Come. Let’s have some fun.”

We spent two hours playing Sorry, cracking jokes and asking each other stupid questions like what our favorite color was. I was starting to yawn frequently.

“Time for bed?”

I nodded.

“OK. Bathroom’s all yours if you want to use it.”

I unpacked my pajamas and went to the bathroom and got myself changed and ready for bed. I opened the door and saw him, sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at me in awe.

“Damn, baby.”

“What?”

“Nice pajamas.”

“Daxton...they’re pajamas, not Victoria’s Secret.”

“Mmm, you don’t need to be wearing lingerie to look sexy.”

“Well, now I’m scared.”

“Why?”

“Because if my pajamas turn you on then sleeping next to you is a really bad idea.”

“I couldn’t disagree with you more.”

“You would say that.”

He threw his hands up.

“I promise, I’m not trying to seduce you. I just want to feel you next to me.”

I sighed.

“OK, ready or not, here I come!”

His eyes widened as I gave him a mischievous grin, ran a little and jumped into his bed, knocking him to the side. He laughed.

“Why don’t I get to see this side of you more often?”

“Because I...I don’t get to be her much.’”

“Well, Alyssia...”

He gave me a kiss.

“...That all changes now.”

He pinned me to the bed and kissed my neck.

“Daxton...no.”

He looked at me.

“Sorry, baby...I just...got caught up.”

He laid back on his side of the bed and turned out the light.

“Goodnight, Alyssia.”

“Goodnight, Daxton.”

We laid there for several minutes but no one was sleeping. He turned to me.

“Still awake, Alyssia?”

I groaned.

“Yes.”

He smiled.

“Trying to keep your mouth in check is tiring, baby. When are you going to give it up and let yourself sleep?”

“Because that’s way too dangerous.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m used to sleeping alone. What if I murmur something I shouldn’t? No one has told me what happens when I sleep.”

“First of all, you need to give yourself some freedom. You’re allowed to say anything you want.”

“What if I say you’re a dick?”

He chuckled.

“Yes...even if you say that.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really.”

“How about “I can’t believe I’m at a cabin for a weekend with this jerk.”

He sighed.

“And now you’re trying to cover up your feelings by insulting me. Nice job.”

“No, these are my real feelings.”

“Bull.”

“Whatever, Daxton. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

Ten minutes went by and we were both still awake, but I was fading. He was right. This was getting tiring. My control was slipping. I turned over and put my arm on his chest. He was surprised.

“Are you still awake, Alyssia?”

“Mmm.”

Confused, he asked again.

“Are you awake, Alyssia?”

I could hear him ask me that question, but I had already gotten way too comfortable and was drifting off to sleep.

“Mmm.”

He smiled.

“Perfect.”

As I began to slowly fall asleep, the questions began.

“So, Alyssia...”

“Mmm hmm?”

“Did you have fun today?”

“Mmm hmm.”

“Good. What were you thinking in the car on the way here?”

“How...”

I yawned again.

“How am I going to avoid someone as hot as you the entire weekend.”

“Mmm, that’s it baby. Why would you want to avoid me?”

“Because I...”

I yawned again.

“Yes?”

“Because I fear that I’ve never felt like this about anyone in a long time.”

“Mmm, that’s music to my ears. Why haven’t you told me this before?”

“Because I hate love. I hate what it does to me.”

“Why won’t you trust me?”

“Because if I do, something bad might happen and I may not survive it this time.”

“Wow, Alyssia, that makes me so sad. What can I do to change this?”

I gave him no answer. I was too comfortable lying next to him. He sighed and caressed my head.

“Goodnight, Alyssia.”

“Mmm, goodnight.”

The next morning, I woke up and was startled to find myself in Daxton’s arms. He was smiling at me.

“Sleep well, baby?”

“Ah!”

I got off of him and sat there for a minute, terrified.

“Did I hold you in my sleep?”

“Yes, and it felt amazing.”

I turned to him.

“Did I say anything last night?”

He studied my face for a minute, deciding what to say.

“Not really. Just some incoherent mumbling.”

He smiled, warmly. I could tell that he wasn’t telling the truth but maybe it was better that way.

“Ready to do something outdoorsy?”

“That’s cute, Daxton. What did you have in mind?”

“Canoeing.”

“I’ve never done it, but, sure, sounds like fun.”

“Alright, let’s go row a boat.”

I giggled.
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Daxton and I were in a canoe, paddling along. He kept pausing to look at me.

“You know, Daxton, we seem to be moving at a snail’s pace.”

“Well, Alyssia, maybe you shouldn’t have worn that halter top and short shorts out here. It’s very distracting.”

I smiled playfully. I was enjoying the power I had in this situation. I decided to have a little fun.

“It’s hot out here. In fact, it’s a good thing I’m wearing a bikini under this.”

“Huh?”

I took off my life jacket, then took off my top, revealing my black bikini top.

“Damn, Alyssia, what are you doing?”

“Maybe I’ll take my top off.”

He glared at me.

“Do you want us to fall into the water? Because keep it up and I won’t be able to row anymore.”

“Fair enough.”

“Hardly. If it was fair, I’d be ripping your bikini off and losing myself while I fuck you until you cum so hard that you’re clinging to me as I make you scream in ecstasy.”

I swallowed.

“Is that all?”

“No, not even close. That’s just the beginning of all the things I want to do to you.”

“Damn, Daxton.”

He looked at me and smirked.

“Are you wet?”

He had caught me off guard.

“...Yes.”

He started to row again.

“Good. Now we’re even. Now put your life jacket back on.”

We were coming back inside the cabin, when
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