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      The Alaskan wilderness stretched around me as far as I could see, mountains cutting the sky shut on all sides of the horizon, offering what I sought—that fucking high, that rush of life coming at me, screaming—daring—me to grab hold and ride the storm. Rugged and untamed, the land called to me in a way I hadn’t experienced in far too long.

      I’d left the East Coast in search of solitude away from the public eye and the judgmental stares of those who recognized my face from being plastered over the news two years earlier. Need to prove myself kept me driving away from Fairbanks, a lone cabin, off-grid and out in the woods, my final destination.

      Mom had asked while hugging me goodbye if I would ever return to Boston. I doubted it.

      Unless a grizzly decided I would make a tasty snack, I planned on growing gray-haired and hobble-y far from man—or woman. I’d seen a half-dozen of the huge, hairy fuckers in the past couple of days, and I’ll admit to a bit of fear at the thought of being faced with one. Way bigger than my six feet if standing on its hind legs, way broader than my wide shoulders, one of those brown, bushy bears would take me down with one damn swipe of its massive paws.

      Nightmares from my childhood contained snarling grizzlies and still shivered my skin—but bring on the snow, ice, and howling wind. Bring on the negative temperatures and snug log cabin smelling of wood smoke and roasting wild game.

      I’d outfitted myself with the best money could buy, and the supplies packed underneath the fiberglass cap of my truck spoke truth of that fact.

      The old man’s cabin I’d bought off his son six months earlier had come fully furnished, and I’d bought the property as-is without having seen more than online pictures. No electricity. No running water. No sewage. No heat other than what I would supply by hand with my chainsaw and axe.

      I’d climbed the highest mountains. Gone spelunking in the deepest caves. Thrown myself out of planes with nothing more than a sheet of nylon to keep me from face-splatting on the earth. Deep sea diving had placed me in shark territory. Anything that offered an adrenaline rush drew me in like a red, waving flag to a bull hell-bent on defeating its opponent.

      One mistake, one second of losing focus, had made me responsible for three deaths—and had left me sitting with therapist after therapist trying to deal with survivor’s guilt. It was time to move the fuck on.

      Start my next adventure.

      My lips twitched into a grin as I passed a worn-down sign announcing the next shit town—if it could even be called such. No stop lights, no sprawling shopping center. One bar and one motel-like place in desperate need of a coat of paint flanked the road with a few other dilapidated buildings farther up the two-lane highway.

      I pulled into the motel’s gravel parking lot, having already made reservations for the night.

      In the morning, I would head an hour up the road to the airstrip of Midnight Sun Charter and fly out into the wilderness where I would be reborn. Having come highly recommended by a friend of a friend of a friend, we’d discussed details by email, confirming for a morning flight including all my supplies.

      I could have gone with the bigger charter service out of Fairbanks, but I’d always been a supporter of the local businesses, the small fish in the pond who tended to scurry and be ever watchful in order to fill its belly. You wouldn’t get laziness from those boys—something I couldn’t stand in myself or others. Deep in the wilds, there wouldn’t be time for lackadaisical attitudes. If I didn’t work, I didn’t eat. Didn’t enjoy heat. Didn’t get to rest comfortably.

      Yearning to start the challenge ahead of me pumped adrenaline through my system, and I knew attempting sleep before nine would be an absolute joke.

      A turn of the key shut my truck down, and I drank in the silence I’d never had issue with. While my brother needed the chatter and phones in our family’s office building back in downtown Boston, I hadn’t been able to stand the fucking place with its constant noise. As the oldest, he would be taking over when Dad decided to retire. But he’d be running the business alone—without me or his fiancé whose death I’d been responsible for. Not that he’d wanted me within fifty yards of him since.

      Lips in a grim line, I hopped out of my truck into the cool evening, giving my stiff, aching leg a few seconds to relax. Determined to focus on the present rather than the past like my therapists suggested, I filled my lungs with clean air scented with soil and pine.

      Country music played from somewhere behind me, and I turned, taking note of the propped open doorway of the pub across the street. With it being the only food joint around from what I could tell, I planned on heading there once settled. A car door slammed, and a horn honked somewhere close by, drawing my gaze around an area too settled for my taste. Less than a dozen people meandered in the vicinity, but I drew each and every ones’ stares.

      Stranger in town, just passing through—at least that’s what I told anyone curious enough to ask. And there’d been plenty of nosy fuckers every place I’d stopped on my trek across the continent.

      Stretching out my neck, I started off toward the door stating Office in faded white lettering, my bum leg loosening with each step. The old woman manning the desk handed over a key in exchange for cash—no signature, no credit card on file. No questions either, surprisingly. No Wi-Fi, something I would gladly live without.

      Needing to make a few calls before hiding myself away, I let myself into my room and dropped my overnight bag onto the double bed. Worn out bedspread, saggy mattress in the middle, and limp pillows didn’t promise a good night’s sleep, but I hadn’t slept more than four hours straight in two years, anyway. Even with help from meds, I couldn’t find rest. Night after night, my mind went to that day that had changed the course of my life.

      Dropping onto the bed, I grimaced at the squeaking box spring, and powered my satellite phone to life. I’d paid a pretty penny for the damn thing only because my mom insisted I have some means of communication.

      I called Mom first, letting her know I’d made it safely to Alaska, offering my final goodbyes to her and Dad once she put me on speaker phone so he could hear. She promised to call me on my birthday, at Thanksgiving, and Christmas. She shed a few tears, but my eyes remained dry as the dust in the Sahara I’d gotten my fill of. While I loved my family, things hadn’t been the same since I’d killed the love of my brother’s life.

      I missed my buddies more than my blood. If shit got too real out there in no-man’s land, they’d be the first I would reach out to. I’d set up a 4-man text group prior to leaving the Boston area, and we’d been in touch throughout my cross-country trek. Adam seemed the most disapproving with the route I’d decided to take with my life, but having a couple of kids, I thought, would change a man’s mind on living a selfish life.

      I didn’t want kids. No fucking thank you.

      Rian and his woman were still trying, last I’d heard.

      Both Jordan and Garret also had rug rats—one each.

      Once their marriages had turned into families, they’d stopped congregating at Adam’s estate up in New Hampshire to play in the old church he’d outfitted into a BDSM paradise. Not that I’d ever partaken in their lifestyle. Knew all about it, though. Knew how all three men met their submissive wives, went to their weddings, and watched them tie knots with their claimed soul mates.

      Personally, I didn’t think such a thing existed. I’d had my fair share of women and not a single one had tempted me into offering a chance at forever. I had too much living to do, and since the accident, I knew I never wanted to be responsible for another soul ever again.

      My final night in society, I texted the group.

      Of course, Jordan’s reply came through first. Any pussy to be had?

      Me: Haven’t gone looking.

      Jordan: Get your ass in gear, man. You’re going to be shut up with nothing but your goddamn fist.

      Adam: If that isn’t deterrent enough…

      I ignored Adam’s invite to argue. Been there, done that, and nothing would change my mind.

      Rian: Best of luck out there, buddy

      Jordan’s, I hope you find peace, my friend, came through at the same time.

      Feeling as though I’d already started to, I found my lips twitching again. I will, I texted back.

      Garrett: May your cupboards be full, and may you find a cute little Eskimo woman to warm your lumpy mattress in that ramshackled shit box you spent good money on.

      Jordan: He likes blondes, asshole.

      Rian: Didn’t you date a redhead once?

      Chuckling, I shot back a thumbs up. Let the fuckers take it however the hell they wanted. I did spend too much for my wilderness getaway like Garrett had said, but the cost hadn’t dented my bank account or investments.

      Adam: I give him three months.

      Me: Before? A frown dented my brow. Fucker hadn’t been anything but a Debbie Downer since I’d told them I was going off-grid.

      Adam: You’re on the hunt for pussy. Might want to consider taking a goat along. Fresh milk and all that.

      I barked a laugh. Go fuck yourself.

      Adam: A hole is a hole is a hole…

      Garrett: Sick fuck. Leave the man alone.

      Rian: I gotta side with Adam on this one.

      Jordan steered the conversation, telling me to take care of myself and call at any time, for any reason. The other three chimed in with the same.

      A pang of something I couldn’t name ached through my chest, and I rubbed over my pecs before replying. Water stains ran across the motel room’s ceiling, its lone light bulb in the middle of the room barely illuminating the chair and small table in the far corner. Nothing like the five-star hotels I’d stayed in across the world.

      I wouldn’t want to be any place else, though.

      Deciding on one last text before powering my phone down, I took my time typing out the words to my best friends—just in case they were my last. Fuck knew what the morning would bring. My first flight since the day that Old Betsy went down...

      Throat swelling, I read over my text.

      Thank you all for your friendship, especially over the last couple of years. I appreciate your loyalty even when half of my family turned their backs on me. I’m not saying goodbye for good, but if this is my last adventure in life, know that I’ll be thinking of you when my life flashes before my eyes. Take care of yourselves, love the hell out of your wives, and kiss all those cute brats for me. Rian, best of luck in knocking up your sexy little Luna. I’ll see you on the other side.

      Lips pressed in a tight line, I hit send and turned off my phone.

      Time for one last burger, fries, and a couple of beers. Hopefully, the shit hole across the road could make my last night around humans a good one.
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      Talk about a shitty day from hell. First, having to drive into Fairbanks to meet with my CPA to get my taxes filed—late as usual—and having to hear the know-it-all man spew shit about a woman having no place being a bush pilot.

      Well fuck him and the pencils that had to endure his too-smooth-palm touch.

      Then running into him, the asshole who didn’t understand the meaning of the word “no”, the bastard who’d stolen my father’s charter business when he’d hit troubled waters. Spoiled rich asshole who thought he owned the world, or that he could buy what he didn’t already lord over.

      Getting groceries for the next couple of months was usually a chore I enjoyed, loading up a couple of carts with bulk supplies, but that fucking ass just happened to appear at the end of the first aisle, ruining my mood I’d managed to pull out of the gutter after leaving my CPA.

      I pretended I didn’t see him, but every inch of my body became aware of his presence as he neared.

      His blue eyes twinkled in a way that most women would find attractive, his mousy brown hair with hints of gray tumbling in curls over his forehead in a seemingly innocent air, but something in his gaze hinted at an unhinged mind. Beyond spoiled, something a bit more … something not quite right.

      “Hey, Jessie.” He nudged against my shoulder like we were long lost pals or some such shit even though he had a good fifteen years on me.

      I showed him my teeth with an audible snarl and kept walking, trying to shake off the creepy vibes he’d dumped over my head from a simple, totally intentional, bump of his arm against me.

      Cort Endsley freaked me the fuck out.

      Not for the first time, I ignored his sense of entitlement when it came to women. I loved that I couldn’t be bought, that I could stand on my own two feet—he hated it.

      I thought I lost him when he didn’t show up in the next two aisles. My shoulders relaxed, and I focused on the long as hell list in my hand.

      “It doesn’t have to be this way,” he whispered against my ear, and I squeaked, jumping damn near a foot in the air.

      “The fuck!” I whispered harshly and spun, ready to clock him in the damn nose, but too many people stood close by. While I might not be able to obtain a restraining order due to his cousin being the sheriff, he had the money and status to drag my name through the shitter and ruin my family’s business that I’d struggled to rebuild the previous five years.

      “Fuck off, Cort,” I muttered, list crumpled in my fist as I shoved the cart forward.

      “I’m tired of waiting, Jessie,” he called after me.

      “Then find someone else to bother,” I shot over my shoulder, giving him my best resting bitch face.

      “But you’re the prettiest thing I’ve seen. Your fire draws me in like a moth to the flame, baby.”

      I rolled my eyes, ignoring the titters of two grandmotherly types I paused beside.

      “You’re sunshine and moonlight,” Cort continued, drawing an, “Aw” from both women. “I dream about you barefoot and pregnant in my kitchen every night.”

      I snorted. The fucker probably hated that my reputation as a pilot, a mere woman, rivaled his own. In his mind, I expected, a woman had no business being anywhere but pregnant and in the kitchen.

      “He only wants to get his dick wet,” I told the old women, bending to grab a case of diced tomatoes.

      One old lady gasped. The other snickered and dragged her friend away as I hoisted the flat of cans into my cart.

      “Jessie.”

      I ignored Cort, grabbing up a case of canned corn a few feet farther down the aisle. The old ladies disappeared around the corner, and we stood alone.

      Fuck.

      The hairs rose on my arms, and my heart kicked into high gear in the worst way possible.

      “I always get what I want.” The heat of him pressed close—but didn’t touch—and still, a shiver slid down my spine, curdling the frothy cappuccino in my stomach I’d splurged on in attempts to forget my earlier meeting.

      “Not this time, you don’t,” I reminded him, my voice shaking as I hurried up the aisle.

      The asshole grabbed my arm and spun me, his fingers digging into my flesh through the light flannel I wore. “Give me what I want, and you can have your daddy’s precious plane back,” he spit.

      I jerked from his hold, hissing a few curses under my breath. My daddy’s plane that I longed to own but couldn’t afford—and I refused to pay for it with anything but cash. Cort wasn’t having it. “You fucking touch me again, you sick prick, and I’ll get that restraining order.”

      “You can try.” He grinned, contrary to the harsh hold on my arm, flashing pearly whites I wanted to knock back into his throat. Maybe he would choke to death…

      “Fucking crooked ass cops.” I shoved my cart forward, yanking free of his grasp.

      “I’m tired of this cat and mouse game,” Cort said, sticking to my backside, his voice losing all trace of jollity. “Don’t give me what I want, and I’ll destroy you, Jessie Blacke. Your business. Your Daddy’s precious name. Your reputation.”

      He’d said the same once before—I’d even gotten his damn voice recorded with those threats—but the cops in his back pocket didn’t give a shit.

      The smart fucker never approached me in private where I could retaliate without fear of retribution. All I needed was one time, one opportunity, to get him in close proximity where no witnesses would see me take revenge for ruining my family’s name.

      Temptation to give in to what he wanted for the sake of getting him alone warred with my sense of self-preservation. At five-foot-one, I had to crane my neck to meet his lascivious gaze with a hardened one of my own. He packed muscle while I barely managed to hold up a pair of jeans with my too-small, good for nothing, ass. At least I had tits aplenty, so I didn’t look like a teenage boy from a distance.

      Popping a bullet into his brain from afar was my best bet, but I couldn’t even stomach shooting an animal to feed myself through the winter.

      “No, no, and no. It’ll always be no, Cort. Leave. Me. Alone.” I bit out the words and spun, praying like hell he’d listen.

      “You forget the funds at my disposal, Jessie.”

      Fucking asshole.

      “You’re going to regret that answer, one way or another,” he called after me.

      I ignored his threat and kept walking. Two aisles later, I breathed a sigh of relief while grabbing the last item on my list, and I managed to pay for my over-flowing cart full of groceries and get the hell out of town without running into the rich asshole again.

      My shitty day got worse when I stopped to fill up my old truck’s tank and checked my messages.

      The supply shipment I had scheduled for the following week had cancelled.

      “Goddamnitalltohell,” I muttered and pressed my lips tight. I needed every penny to stay afloat. Losing one shipment wasn’t so big a deal, but with it being a long-time customer who stated Cort had offered him a better rate…

      I could only imagine what else my archrival and creepy stalker had told the man about me—all because I refused to fuck him.

      Still cursing in my head, I topped off my tank and climbed back into my truck, the rusty door slamming from my over-zealous yanking. Windows down, I tore off toward home, scowling and ready to punch something. Someone. The state I found myself in, had Cort been close by, I’d have attempted to make him choke on his pearly whites.

      I need a fucking drink.

      Home lay a couple hours away—too far away. If I’d had the funds, I’d have stayed at a hotel in town with a bottle of Jameson to make love to all damn night long. My luck, Cort would somehow find me and force his way into my room. Wouldn’t put it past the fucker. The energy rolling off him lay far beyond the creep factor, straight into rapist-city if I had to wager a guess. No amount of pleading or money would get me alone with him willingly.

      I’d left him in Fairbanks, wishing I could leave behind the memory and oily feeling on my skin lingering from his hot whispers near my ear. Another shiver slid over me, and I cursed him to hell and back again.

      A little shit town lay halfway between me and home, and I decided to stop in at The Watering Hole for some whiskey. Even better would be a good hard fuck. Hadn’t had one of those in so damn long, I couldn’t remember. Whoever the last had been, he didn’t haunt my dreams with a big cock or talented tongue. Hell, no one I’d been with had rocked my world. Not even one had launched me into the stratosphere or sent me soaring into the clouds like my old ’56 Beaver.

      Best bush plane ever. My baby cost me every cent of my inheritance when my great aunt Silvia passed, and it’d been the best money I’d ever spent.

      A few years older than Dad’s Beaver, mine purred like a kitten and floated in the sky, every gust of wind like a lover’s caress over her solid frame. She’d been updated with modern electronics, making my job an absolute joy.

      My throat tightened as memories of Dad teaching me to fly slid through my mind. We’d spent hours together, had been tighter than anything. Two damn peas in a pod who looked alike, with Mom being our carrot. A perfect combination, the perfect family and home life.

      That perfection had ended two days after my fourteenth birthday when they had scrounged up enough money to go out to dinner for their anniversary. Something had distracted Dad enough he’d turned the car sideways while on the open road, rolling it four times according to the police report. There’d been no witnesses, no evidence of what had made Dad lose control.

      An excellent pilot, a driver with a clean record who didn’t speed, Dad had always stayed alert. Didn’t drink and drive. Didn’t even have a cell phone to fiddle with while behind the wheel.

      Years later, once I learned what had happened to Dad’s planes and business due to a gambling debt of all things, I wondered over the “accidental” part of their deaths. Dad wasn’t a stupid man, but once of age, my great aunt and Dad’s CPA finally told me he’d been gambling for years and owed a very rich man—Cort Endsley—a hell of a lot of money. What was left of their estate upon their deaths didn’t come close to covering that debt.

      At least I hadn’t been liable for the rest of it.

      Cort got the family business, all my parents’ assets, and our old home in the sticks to cover part of what had been owed him. I ended up an orphan and got nothing—until my great aunt died, leaving me her sole heir. With the monetary inheritance, I’d begun rebuilding my family business. With her twenty acres and old log cabin out in the sticks, I’d kept the home I’d known since fourteen.

      Eyes hazing, I fought to focus on the road and tiny town growing in the distance ahead. No sense living in the past. I couldn’t do a damn thing about it but trudge onward and make my DBA, Midnight Sun Charter, as successful as it had been when I’d been a kid.

      If I could rebuild the business to where Dad had taken it before losing it all to Cort, I knew I could get back a piece of what I’d lost. Accomplishing that goal wouldn’t bring my parents back, but at least a part of me would feel complete.

      I had a twenty in my back pocket, enough for a couple shots of whiskey. Sitting in the bar and unloading on Dale, the old bartender, might help to ease the burden of my shit day. He had a good ear and had known Mom and Dad. He also knew about my stalker and how the cops wouldn’t do jack shit to keep me safe. And even though he was partial to the three S’s—shoot, shovel, and shut up—he didn’t support my wanting to bury the asshole.

      Slamming my driver door after hopping from my old Ford gave me a sense of satisfaction, and I strode into the bar with a rush of wind whipping my chin-length hair around my head. Tucking it back behind my ears, I focused on Dale behind the bar and the bottle of whiskey he grabbed upon seeing my scowling face.
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      The bulk of patrons at The Watering Hole lounged at tables behind me, their voices a din atop the country music filtering through out of sight speakers. No TVs. No pool tables or dart boards. No hot women to tempt me into living my last night with humanity to its fullest.

      Just as well. I wasn’t in the mood to make small talk or get personal enough to weasel my way between a woman’s thighs.

      If the patrons of the shit bar knew what I’d done, I’d be ostracized just like I’d been back home. Staying private kept inner turmoil brought on by assholes away. I had enough of my own to deal with.

      Best to keep to myself. Dale, the bartender and owner, had taken my one-worded answers to his prying questions as the hint I’d meant them to be and left me alone.

      My love of adrenaline highs and survivalist camps never mind my month-long stint on the popular TV show, Seclusion, held my confidence at a cocky high as I considered the path ahead of me. My drive for life, to find a reason for my sad existence, had kept me barreling forward at an alarming rate all through my teens and twenties. Kept me walking the edge, climbing the mountains, flying to new heights, and leaping downward, spiraling with my arms wide open. Adrenaline junkie, my family had called me.

      It’s what brought on the end of too many lives.

      Scowling and absently rubbing at my knee, I drank down the rest of my warm beer, ready to order something a bit stronger.

      The bar’s door opened, letting in a blast of cool spring air, and a petite woman strode in like a hurricane, stealing my thoughts and breath. Her hair hung on the shorter side, white-blonde and blunt cut at her raised, pointy chin. Glacial blue eyes hinted at her intent for entering. Gaze on Dale, she moved with purpose in worn-out hiking boots without sparing a quick glance around the bar, her lips in a thin line.

      A whole lot of piss and vinegar wrapped up in one tiny package in tight jeans and a blue flannel that buttoned tight to her slight waist and spilled open around huge tits smooshed into a white tank top beneath.

      My dick took interest in pussy for the first time in two years, and the second she rasped out, “You read my mind, Dale,” I bit back a groan. Husky voice, low and sexy as fuck, fully woke my dick the hell up.

      Dale nodded and served her a cheap whiskey without a word. She slapped a twenty on the bar with one hand while lifting the shot with her other.

      “You okay, little girl?” the older bartender asked, his gray eyebrows furrowed.

      “Will be.”

      “The asshole?”

      “Yep.” She downed the liquor like a pro, without a flinch, licking her lower lip when finished. “Another.”

      Dale poured, and I shifted on my seat, two stools away, my dick aching.

      My movement caught her attention, and that blue-eyed gaze landed on me, snagging my breath again clear from my lungs again. Her slow, crooked smirk and swelling pupils did funny things to my insides, and I couldn’t decide if I liked the foreign feeling or not.

      “Hello, there, stranger,” she purred and held my stare with a hungry one of her own while pointing at the stool beside me. “Seat taken?”

      Shaking my head, I sat back as though comfortable as hell, hands on my thighs, beer forgotten, while the nerve endings in my body came alive with a sexual adrenaline high I’d used to chase after every damn chance I’d gotten—and hadn’t felt in what seemed like forever.

      The sexy vixen slid onto the seat beside me and glanced at the bottle on the bar in front of me. “Can I buy you a drink?”

      “Sure.”

      “Dale,” she said without looking at him, her knee starting to bounce with pent-up energy or nervousness. “New to town?” Her voice didn’t betray the latter. The little vixen was pure confidence, and if I had to guess, just as driven and impatient as me.

      “Just passing through.”

      Dale poured me a shot in my periphery.

      “Where ya headed?” she asked, grabbing up her shot glass.

      I did the same. “Up the road a bit.”

      Her lips twitched with a hint of her crooked smile over my vague answer, and we drank together, our gazes locked, energy crackling the air between us. The pulse in her neck thrummed in time with mine, and my dick jerked inside my pants at the thought of getting my teeth on the hard nipples poking against both the tank top and flannel.

      It’d been one hell of a long time since I’d felt instant lust for a woman, and the fact she felt it, too, decided my mind for the rest of the evening. Small talk would come easy, I didn’t doubt, since there wouldn’t be a need to weasel between her thighs. The vixen was ripe for the plucking, all but begging for my dick with her eyes. I expected I wouldn’t even have to spill a single piece of shit of my past to end up where I felt sure we both wanted me to be.

      “I had one shitty day,” she said before I could officially hit on her, setting her glass back on the bar.

      Dale poured without her asking, as though she was one of his loyal patrons and he knew when she needed her drink. I didn’t wave off his offer to refill mine while considering the woman’s statement.

      “The rest is on me,” I murmured to Dale.

      “Why, thank you, handsome,” the vixen purred again, forcing me to bite back another groan.

      I wanted those damn tight jeans off her legs, and if being an ear for her to unload about said shitty day got me between her thighs, I wouldn’t mind listening to her husky voice. Strangely, I actually wanted to know what had put the cold glint in her eyes, what prompted her to down cheap whiskey like water, and kept her knee hopping a few inches from mine.

      That fact made me feel less like an asshole.

      “I’m a good listener,” I said, knowing I spoke truth. Being a personal pilot for a handful of bastards even richer than myself back in the Boston area had been the same as acting like the local bartender. A few had become friends, the only people besides Mom who would miss me.

      The woman glanced down over my attire again, from the Ray-Bans sitting atop my head, down over the Arc’teryx long-sleeved t-shirt hugging my pecs, the same brand hiking pants I hadn’t skimped on, and the EverStep hiking boots I had propped on the stool’s rails.

      “Rich boy from Boston,” she murmured, her brow furrowing.

      Guess my attire and accent gave me away. Not bothering to argue, I grinned.

      She returned to her drink and tipped her head back to swallow the whiskey down, drawing my focus to the smooth white skin of her neck.

      So, she didn’t like men with money—that much was obvious, but mind set on having her, I wasn’t going to give up without a fight.

      “So, are you going to tell me what lit that craving for whiskey in your gut?” I toyed with my shot glass while she considered her empty one, her lips returning to that line.

      I sipped, waiting for her to spill.

      Pointed chin lifting again, she turned toward me as though she’d made up her mind as well, that cold glint returning to her eyes even though her lust for my dick didn’t dissipate in the least. She looked down her nose at me the best she could from her shorter perch, as though disgusted by my obvious money.

      “A rich asshole I know who thinks he can take what he wants, when he wants, and doesn’t seem to understand what no means,” she snipped.

      My spine went rigid with sudden need to protect a woman I didn’t know from Adam, even though she definitely judged me as someone similar. It was that same instinct of taking on responsibility I never wanted to experience ever again.

      It should have been me.

      “Not all rich men are pricks,” I decided to go with rather than dwell on what had prompted my flight from society. I’d had enough of that shit for the day.

      “Hmm.” She waved Dale off when he offered another. “Perhaps not.”

      I leaned in close to catch a whiff of sweet vanilla that rushed drool to my mouth. “So, tell me who this bastard is so I can go kick his ass.”

      She let out an abrupt laugh, the bell-like tone higher than I’d have thought with how low her voice escaped her pouty lips. A sparkle softened her eyes to more a greenish-blue than frigid, her smile fixed in place. “Acting all tough and protective won’t get you in my pants, Mr. Rich Boy.”

      My lips twitched along with my dick while I stared at the plump bit of flesh her tongue flicked out to moisten. “What will, Ms. Vixen?”

      She glanced down over my relaxed form again. “Me.”

      A controlling little snit—the need to conquer lit inside me, and I grinned. “Your way or the highway, huh?”

      “Damn right.”

      I’d never had a woman do what she’d done to my insides within five minutes. While I never backed down from a challenge, something tingled at the base of my skull, that sixth sense I often ignored whenever danger rose in the way of my intended destination.

      Dale moved off, leaving us alone, so I leaned in closer, crowding her personal space. Her lips parted, but not an ounce of fear or reservation shaded her expressive eyes.

      “So, how do you like it, Ms. Vixen?” I murmured, staring at her lips. “Hard and fast against a wall? Sprawled out on a bed in offering to a starving man? Bent over a chair? In the back of a truck beneath the stars?”

      Her smirk damn near killed me. “Depends on the man.”

      I raised an eyebrow and waited, close enough she could have eased the tingle in my lips if she wanted.

      “What about a rich, little asshole from Boston who’s just passing through?” I pushed when she continued to hold my stare without a goddamn word.

      She glanced at my crotch as I shifted to ease the ache in my balls. “Not so little.”

      “Damn right,” I repeated her words and eased back in my chair with a grin, letting her eyes get their fill of the hard length straining against my pants.

      “No strings attached.” She tore her focus off my dick, her eyes more green than blue with arousal.

      “Not a one.”

      “Don’t need a name, either,” she said.

      “Fine by me, Ms. Vixen.”

      She glanced at my groin again and licked her lower lip. “Tempting, Mr. Rich Boy.”

      Tempting. I wanted to snort. The woman had no idea what kind of siren vibes radiated off her body and from her eyes. Pulled me in to the point every muscle in me vibrated with energy, and my knee took up jumping like hers continued to do.

      Or maybe she did know her effect on men and liked to tease and play hard to get. Well, fuck that. I only had the one night—strings or no fucking strings—and I wanted a taste of that pale skin hiding beneath her tank top.

      “Want to take a walk across the street?” I tossed out, praying like fuck she wanted in my pants as much as I did hers.

      “Staying at the Ritz?”

      The Ritz. I let out a small chuckle. “Cute nickname.”

      “Fitting.” Her focus slipped to the bulge in my pants. “Clean?”

      I caught her meaning by the calculating glint in her eye. Nothing better than a woman hell-bent on getting what she wants. “As a whistle.”

      “Safe, too?”  Her husky voice lowered, her knee stilling. “Or do I need to hold a knife to your throat while fucking you?”

      Goddamn, that mouth.

      I had to adjust myself so I could lean forward again and fill my lungs with her sweet scent. “Woman, you can ride my dick any way you like. Forward, backward, bump or grind—won’t hear any complaints from me.”

      “Let’s go.”

      We’ll, shit. I nearly chuckled. Damn easiest pick up in my entire life.

      Ms. Vixen slid off her stool and strode toward the exit as determined as she’d entered.

      I hopped up, dug a hundred-dollar bill from my pocket, and placed my shot glass atop it. Dale could keep the change.

      Lovely swaying hips disappearing out the bar’s door tore all my own shit from my head, and I had every intention of drowning beneath the hurricane of Ms. Vixen before burying myself in the vast wilderness of the north.

      Getting used to Alaska’s spring daylight hours would take time, but I wasn’t about to complain over having a perfectly clear view of her backside while following her across the street at eight at night. Thick and juicy enough to bite, her thighs sent a shot of lust straight to my balls, seizing them up tight against my groin.

      I groaned but lengthened my stride to walk alongside her since she didn’t know which room was mine. Feeling like a giant came easy since my six foot plus height stood me a head and then some above her. A little pixie with the pointy chin to match…

      “How tall are you?” I asked.

      She snorted and glanced up at me, not breaking her pace as we crossed the street. “Five-one. Why?”

      “You pack a whole lot of fire in one little package.”

      That greenish tint softened her eyes. “You have no idea.”

      I didn’t really—but found myself wanting to.

      She’s just pussy for the night, not a hot as fuck woman to get caught up in.

      I recognized the need to keep my heart locked up tight so I wouldn’t leave it behind come morning, but I sure as fuck would take my memories of our time together into the solitude waiting for me.
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      Rich or not, the newest stranger in town was one fine specimen of a man and his bulge looked perfect for the hard fuck I desperately needed to get my mind off my shitty day. While his obvious money would usually keep me from giving him a second glance, his dark as espresso eyes and full lips made my knee bounce like mad.

      “Down at the end.” My conquest of the night angled toward our right through the motel’s parking lot, and I followed, hurrying to keep stride with his long legs even though he limped slightly, my ability to focus in real time finally hindered by all the shots I’d done. I’d definitely had one too many.

      He seemed in a rush, but with a hate fuck ahead of me, I didn’t expect I’d get off too quickly. Perhaps I would ride his dick with a knife to his throat to make sure I got to enjoy myself before he busted a nut and filled me full of his cum.

      A shiver licked over my spine at the thought of what he packed between his thighs. Fuck knew he hadn’t bothered hiding what I did to him—and that turned me the hell on. Already swollen and damp, my pussy couldn’t wait to suck him in balls deep.

      “I haven’t been with anyone in two years.”

      My eyebrows shot up at his confession as he pulled out his room key from his back pocket and stopped in front of room three. “Why the fuck not?”

      “Not interested.” He’d hesitated to answer, his tone hinting at a juicy story, but he was only passing through, and I didn’t allow anyone inside my head or heart.

      “Two years is a long time. You gonna blow early and leaving me hanging?” I asked rather than dig with my usual nosiness as I followed him into his room.

      “I’ll wear your ass out long before I feel your pussy wrapped around my dick.”

      Said pussy spasmed. Fuck, the confidence in his rumbling tone…

      He closed us in and grasped my arm, yanking me close before I could move deeper into the room.

      Fire raced up my arm, but my back met the door with a thud.

      Hungry lips laid claim, and my body came alive with a rush so damn toxic, I gasped, giving him an opening to devour my mouth. Whiskey and hops, hard muscle and male musk—downright delicious. Addictive. Too bad he wouldn’t be around for me to sample in the future.

      Pulling him closer trapped me in, and I didn’t give a fuck in that moment if he meant me ill will or not. All thought but take swept me away on a lustful wind, one I couldn’t withstand. I’d had drunken fucks before, so I couldn’t blame the whiskey for my need for the stranger’s dick.

      He yanked at my jeans, mouth still plundering, and I did the same to him, my damn hands trembling while fighting with the clasp on his pants.

      My stomach sucked in as he shoved his hand down the front of my gaping jeans, and I gasped again as his fingers slid down through my slickened, lower lips.

      A deep groan rumbled against my mouth. “Fuck, little vixen—so damn wet.”

      “Mmm,” I agreed, nipped his lip, and finally got access to his cock. Commando. Nothing in the way of warm, steel-like flesh and my palm.

      Holy hell, he’s hung.

      He slid two fingers deep inside me at the same time I squeezed his girth, and a rush of arousal swept over me. Need for his cock set my sights on having it.

      I bit down on his lip and squeezed the hell out of him, ripping a strangled grunt from his chest. “On the bed, rich boy.”

      He shoved his pants to his ankles, not bothering to take off his boots, and sat on the bed’s edge, thighs spread, hand slowly jacking his length, and his focus on my heaving chest. “Let me see those tits, vixen.”

      Sauntering closer, I slowly unbuttoned my flannel and peeled it off my arms. My hard nipples poked through my bra and tank top, and the heat of his stare, the hunger in his dark eyes seeped wetness from between my thighs.

      Tank top up and off.

      Another groan.

      I stood at the bed’s edge, inches from his knees, and unclasped my bra behind my back, shucking it loose and shaking my breasts in the process.

      “Fucking gorgeous.” He trailed the back of his free hand over my breast while fucking his hand. “Gonna fuck those tits, vixen. Gotta have them.”

      “Later,” I rasped, horny as hell and buzzing like mad. Forget letting him make me scream before filling me. My patience for him had run the fuck out. “I need your cock inside me. Now.”

      My damn boots… Fuck stripping.

      I shoved against his chest, and he laid back, sweeping his thumb over the bead of pre-cum welling at the tip of his cock, a cocky, delicious smirk on his lips.

      “Come and get it, hungry girl,” he murmured, his dark eyes alight with life and lust enough to make my heart pound. “However you want it.”

      I wanted it alright—as deep as he could go.

      “Gonna ride you in reverse,” I told him while turning and grasping his thighs, “so I can feel you in the back of my throat.” And because I couldn’t afford to get caught up in emotions or have the patience to take off my boots and jeans wrapped right around my ankles.

      “Fuck, yeah.” He notched his thick head against my sopping pussy.

      Lower lip between my teeth and eyes clenched shut, I sank down with a rush, impaling myself—filling myself to the womb with his thick length. We both cursed, and he grasped my hips with his huge hands to lift me up and slam me back down.

      Yes… Holy fuck, yes.

      I’d planned on doing all the work, giving my thighs a good workout, but he held me still and fucked in and out of me like we had two minutes to live.

      “Christ, woman.” He cursed again as though through clenched teeth. “Fucking tight and hot … so damn wet for my dick.”

      My boobs bounced, every thrust of his hips slamming him against my cervix and exploding stars behind my closed eyelids as whimpers leaked past my lips.

      “Play with your clit,” he said through clenched teeth. “I want to feel you cream all over me.”

      My hard nub throbbed, and at the first slide of my fingers against the aching flesh, I gasped and arched, seconds from coming.

      He rose to meet me, his hot, hard chest against my back, arms wrapped around my body in a vise, holding me and bouncing me on his cock. “Can I fill you up, vixen? Fill you with my hot cum?”

      “Fuck, yes.”

      “Then squeeze the life out of my dick with your sweet pussy. Give it to me,” he whispered hotly against my ear and bit down on my lobe.

      My core detonated, and I shrieked, every cell in my body pulsing with release. His hard thrusts, the lush drag of his thick length against my inner walls prolonged my climax. I whimpered, gasping for breath, while convulsing in his hold.

      “Fuck, vixen.” He clamped his mouth onto my neck and let out a deep groan, his cock pulsing and spurting cum deep inside me.

      Holy fucking hell.

      Sucking wind, I tipped my head back against his shoulder, but opened my eyes as the spins started up. I couldn’t focus on the ceiling but couldn’t bring myself to care. The rich boy’s cock stayed hard inside me, his thumping heart against my back in perfect rhythm with mine as we came down.

      He nibbled my neck where he’d probably left a hickey while unloading inside me, and a shudder rippled over my body.

      Buzzing and sated for the moment, my heart began to thaw. Fucking emotions of feeling connected beyond the physical rose up because I had no control when under the influence.

      Rich boy just passing through. No strings. No names, I reminded myself.

      But hell, I liked him and could easily fall for his laid-back, confident personality. And his thick, fuckable cock? Oh, yeah.

      “Who are you?” I murmured, blinking at the wavering ceiling.

      “No one of importance.”

      “You fuck like a god.”

      He laughed and licked along my neck like he enjoyed the taste of my sweaty skin.

      “Seriously, though. What are you doing in Alaska?” I pushed because buzzed Jessie liked to talk too damn much. “Where are you headed?”

      “Thought we said no strings.” A trace of annoyance laced his words, and I told myself to let it go. I’d agreed to one night only—couldn’t let my hormones dictate the need for more. Shouldn’t have had that damn third shot. Or was it forth?

      Stupid.

      “No strings,” I forced out. I squeezed my inner walls around his semi, hoping to bring us both back to the fact the night wasn’t yet over.

      He released his tight hold on my torso to palm my breasts and lift them together. His dick jerked inside me as I squeezed him again, and he groaned while nuzzling beneath my ear. “Fuck, these tits.”

      I arched my back, smiling that he couldn’t keep his hands off my best assets. “Not too big?”

      He snorted. “Fuck, no.”

      His rolling of both my nipples at the same time pulsed my pussy around his length which lengthened deep inside me—just like I had wanted. My body revved for round two.

      “Mmm.” He gyrated his hips, letting me know he wasn’t nearly done either even as our combined cum leaked from me. “Can I fuck these tits, vixen? Give me something to dream about and jerk off to tomorrow night?”

      I’d met a few men who liked to talk dirty in bed, and I’d never been anything but embarrassed by their vocal inhibitions. But Mr. Rich Boy with the Boston accent? Hot. As. Hell.

      I lifted off his cock, ignoring the rush of wetness running down my thighs.

      He groaned and grabbed my hips before I could move. “Bend over and take off your boots.”

      Doing so would put my cum-covered pussy and thighs in his face—I guess that’s what he wanted, because the second I bent to untie my hiking boots, he dove in like a starving man who’d been lost out in the bush. He held me steady, licking and sucking, drawing more arousal from me as I fought with my damn boot laces. Lapping up his own cum with mine—and groaning as though it was the best damn thing he’d ever tasted.

      Dirty rich boy… I liked it. A lot.

      He licked up my ass crack, tonguing my hole, his groans pulsing my pussy. “Fucking delicious.”

      I straightened as his hold loosened, kicked off my jeans, and crawled around him on the squeaky mattress to lean against the headboard, fighting to focus. “Come and get it,” I repeated his words with a smirk, lifting my breasts and pushing them together even though I’d rather have his cock shoved deep inside me again.

      “Damn.” His dark eyes stayed glued to my breasts while he stood and rid himself of his boots and the rest of his clothes.

      I hated that my damn eyesight hazed from my buzz, and I blinked, trying to drink in my fill of tanned skin stretched tight over rippling muscles—wide shoulders, thick pecs, a for-real eight-pack of abs drawing in tight between a luscious V I wanted to suckle and bite.

      He closed in, cutting off my view, but rose to his knees and grabbed the headboard. Our cum still glistened on his length, and he shoved up through the flesh valley I’d created with a groan. I lifted my breasts higher as he backed off, and his second glide through my flesh brought the tip of his cock within tongue reach. I flicked over the head, drawing another groan from his chest, and tightening his abs mere inches from my face.

      “Fuck…” A few more thrusts, and I got a mouthful of cock, tasting the musk and saltiness of us both, my saliva giving him more lube to fuck between my breasts.

      The headboard creaked beneath his grip, and he cursed again, his thrusts growing erratic. “Holy fuck, woman. I’m gonna come.”

      “Mmm,” I said around a mouthful of his dick.

      He pulled away from my lips, backed out of my breasts, and grasped his length, jerking. “Open your mouth, vixen. I want to shoot all over your gorgeous face.”

      I offered my breasts, but also leaned forward and opened my mouth like he’d told me to do.

      Hot spunk exploded across my lips, and I closed my eyes, letting him shoot wherever the hell he wanted. My cheek. My neck. Between my breasts. Damn rope after rope of hot cum, like the man hadn’t filled me minutes earlier.

      “Goddamn.”

      I opened my eyes against the spins, struggling to focus on his face above me.

      Dark eyes peered at me, sated of lust, but widened as though full of wonder or some such shit. At least, that’s what it looked like to my almost-drunk brain.

      I giggled. “Jaws hanging open.”

      He snapped it shut.

      “You going to clean this off me, too, or can we hop in the shower?”

      A glint lit in his dark eyes. “Can I fuck you against the shower wall?”

      “If you can get it up again.”

      His cocky grin did funny things to my insides, and I laughed, something I hadn’t done freely in a long-ass time.

      Turned out he could get it up again—and he fucked me against the shower wall, every grunt, every hard thrust of his hips plowing into me over and over until I came with a sob, thoroughly wrecked, thoroughly done.

      I wanted more of my little rich boy. A hell of a lot more.

      I passed the fuck out the second my head hit the pillow, only to wake in darkness with his face between my thighs, my head still pleasantly buzzed. The man was insatiable for all things Jessie, and when he flipped me onto my knees, stuffed me full with his cock and shoved his thumb in my ass, I groaned out curses rather than the name I wanted to know, tumbling headfirst into a gutter of lust and more.

      Thankfully, I slept again before I thought too long on having to let him go come morning.
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      I woke like that Frozen princess, drool dangling from my lip, my eyes bleary as hell. Temples throbbing, I rolled with a groan, wiping my mouth, and blinking into focus the fact the bed beside me sat empty. The bathroom door hung open, the light off. An ache spread across my lower abdomen as I pushed up to sit, the sheet falling to my waist, and I grimaced in realization of the time of month.

      Cramps—fucking lovely.

      And my little rich boy had taken the fuck off. A quick glance around the room let me in on the fact he hadn’t left a note, either.

      “Fucking prick.” Scowling, I tossed back the sheet and made my way to the bathroom. Sure enough, I’d gotten my damn period. Didn’t have a pad or tampon with me, either. Letting out a long spew of curses, I stole one of the motel’s towels, folded it into a makeshift pad, and shoved it against my leaking core while yanking up my panties.

      My cell’s alarm went off, and I grabbed it from my jeans back pocket, still not fully awake, still pissed he’d skipped, and I’d gotten my period. Shit day two, and it had only begun.

      Forehead dented and lips pressed tight, I swiped my cell screen to life—and let out another string of fucks and goddamnits, grabbing my clothes and scurrying to dress.

      An hour from home, from the airport, and I had fifteen minutes to get there for my morning appointment. “Fuck my life!” I grabbed my keys and hurried outside, stomping across the gravel lot, across the street toward the bar’s parking area, flipping off an eighteen-wheeler who beat me there, making me five seconds later.

      My piece of shit truck sat unmolested in Dale’s lot, and I hopped in, praying the fucking thing didn’t shit the bed.

      At least one thing went right for me—it coughed to life and purred. Seconds later, I tore up the road, passing that damn eighteen-wheeler in a no-passing zone. The engine screamed under the hood, but I couldn’t let up. I’d lost one customer the day before and couldn’t afford to lose another.

      I grabbed my cell to look up the guy’s contact number to let him know I’d be late—and found my cell dead as a drowned rat. A quick hunt around the console and glove compartment for the charger while flying up the road came up empty.

      “Goddamnit!”

      Cramps kept me curled around the steering wheel, and pissiness over being screwed because I’d had too much to drink, and ended up high and dry without a damn goodbye that morning kept my scowl firmly etched in place. I had fucked up but blamed the man who’d blown my mind the night before to make myself feel better.

      Fucking rich boy. Prick. Got what he wanted and bailed.

      The fact we had agreed to that very thing—that all I’d been in it for was a hard fuck to lessen the shit of the day—didn’t lessen my annoyance. I hoped to come along that luscious prick on the highway just so I could run him off the road in my race to the airport.
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      I gripped the steering wheel, lips in a tight line, brow furrowed. Fucking hated to leave Ms. Vixen like I had done, but I’d woke to find I had less than an hour to drive to the airport where my pilot waited to load up my shit and take me out to the bush. The first day in my new life, and I’d already fucked it up by oversleeping. The fact I’d slept for more than four hours straight didn’t pass my notice, but I was too pissed off to care or focus on the fact it could have been having a soft, warm body beside mine that had helped.

      My arm pits smelled like the deepest reaches of hell since I’d run out of that damn motel room like some psycho chased me with a fire poker, ready to brand my asshole. No time for a shower. No time for a shit and shave. No time for a quickie, one last taste—or even some fumbled words of goodbye or conversation over the fact I didn’t want to say goodbye. I’d thrown on the clothes from the night before and grabbed my bag, but had paused in the doorway, needing one last glimpse to fuel my fantasies on the long, lonely nights ahead of me.

      I’d never wanted a woman long term, but if I had, Ms. Vixen seemed the sort I would want. Funny. Driven. Vocal and sexually needy enough to sate my own needs that she’d woken from a two-year sleep. She’d been plaint in my arms, more giving rather than taking like I’d expected. Soft. Warm. Wet.

      “Should have left a damn note,” I growled at myself, glancing at my truck’s clock for the tenth or so time. “Fuck.” I hated being late. Hated feelings of regret almost as much.

      I should have just finished my damn beer at The Watering Hole and called it a night rather than get mixed up with that little vixen. The scent of her clung to my nose—my fingertips, too, I noted while sniffing them. My dick hardened at the sweetness I thought I’d licked clean the night before. Shoving the three fingers I’d had deep in her pussy during the night into my mouth, I sought after a remnant of taste—and came away disappointed.

      My scowl deepened.

      New life. New beginning. That meant leaving her in the past and moving the fuck on. My chest ached, though. She’d been damn near perfect, and I wished we’d met under different circumstances.

      “Fucking regret.” My teeth clenched once more, and I drove the rest of the way in silence, stewing rather than riding the rushing wind of adrenaline I’d been looking forward to for months.
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      I pulled up to the airport’s chain link fence twenty minutes late to find a padlock shut the place up tight as a virgin’s asshole. Stomach twisting, I grabbed my sat phone, powered it up, and checked my email messages.

      “Should have taken the time to email and let them know you’d be late, asshole,” I muttered to myself, scrolling through a dozen emails in my inbox.

      Nothing from Midnight Sun.

      I pulled up the phone number I’d never used but had in my contacts. Number went straight to a robotic voicemail recording, but I didn’t bother leaving one.

      “Fuck.” I tossed my cell aside and clenched the steering wheel again, staring out over the air strip and the two small hangars. A couple of planes sat around the property, two on floats rather than wheels docked in the river beyond. One of those had to belong to Midnight Sun since I’d been informed from the guy I’d bought the cabin off of that the river a hundred yards or so from the homestead acted as the landing strip.

      I tried the phone number again, left a message that time, and ended up writing up an email in the hopes the owner of the small one-man-show checked his email before long if he couldn’t get his cell powered up.

      Unsure what the fuck to do, I settled in for a wait, and rather than let my thoughts linger on the woman I’d left behind, I checked my other messages. One from mom with a sob emoji begging me to be careful and to come home soon.

      Adam, Garret, Rian, and Jordan had all also texted me after I’d said my goodbyes the night before, best wishes, take cares, and all that usual bullshit people spouted when one set off on a new adventure. Thank fuck none of them or their wives had been with me on that fateful trip up to Nova Scotia. Bad enough I’d killed my prick of a brother’s fiancé, but if I’d been the one responsible for my non-blood brothers’ wives’ demise… No amount of therapy would have helped me move on. Not that I’d made great steps toward doing so anyway.

      The deepest parts of me didn’t feel worthy of forgiveness, love, or even companionship, and I’d slowly been pushing my best friends away. I hadn’t opened up about the shit in my head since Old Betsy had gone down, and knowing me and my despise of nosiness, they hadn’t pushed. But, living their own happily-ever-afters, they had other things to focus on rather than a friend struggling to find meaning with his life two years after tragedy.

      Rian, an FBI agent, had helped with the investigation over the affair. I’d been sued, and if not for his involvement in bringing Old Betsy’s malfunction to light, I’d have gone down in a whole other way.

      He’d offered proof the accident wasn’t actually my fault—but my conscious didn’t see it that way.

      I didn’t text back to my friends, turning my focus on the supply checklist I’d memorized in my head to get out of my damn head. Every five minutes, I checked my phone hoping for an email. It didn’t come, and I began the process of turning my mind on other ways to get to my homestead. I’d paid top dollar for the smaller fish in the sea because the big time charter service out of Fairbanks I’d spoken to first was owned by a cocky prick, but I pulled up his website and considered putting the call through to see if he could get me out there in the next day or two.

      “Don’t have time for this shit,” I grumbled and decided to call Midnight Sun again. No fucking answer. I tossed my cell onto the passenger seat.

      I’d already set up the storage of my truck at the locked-up airport—paid for six months in advance, non-refundable, too since they usually didn’t do that shit. Heading back to Fairbanks meant needing to make other arrangements, getting a hotel, and waiting out the time until I could get to my homestead.

      “Or the fucking owner could just show up—”

      A truck roared into the drive behind me, and grumbling a “Thank fuck,” I hopped out, grimacing at my aching knee from being shut up and still for over an hour.

      The beat-up Ford spit up dust, and I brushed the haze from my face, peering at the cab—my hand paused, dropping to my side as the driver came into view.

      Ms. Vixen stared at me through the windshield, her small hands gripping her steering wheel, her eyes glacial. That instant connection I’d felt kicked me in the groin, but my forehead dented in a frown as thoughts flitted through my head. Stalker? Wanting to kill me for leaving without a word? How the hell did she find me?

      Thought she’d only wanted the one night, too. What the fuck had I gotten myself into?

      She squeaked open her door and stepped out, blonde hair a riotous mess, tousled like she’d been fucked three ways from Sunday—which she had.

      My dick woke the hell up, and even though I wondered what the fuck was up, I couldn’t help the smirk tugging on my lips at the fire in her eyes or the way her chest heaved as she stalked toward me. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she spit out, hands on her hips as she stopped in front of me, those cold, blue eyes knifing over my face. “Brock Charran?”

      I opened my mouth to ask how she got my name, but the truth of the matter smacked me in the face even though her hands stayed put. My smile faded. “Jessie Blacke,” I muttered. My conquest of the night was the bush pilot I’d been emailing on and off for months. I’d assumed Jessie was a man—my
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