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Chapter One

 


 


Abby parked outside Jeffrey’s cabin and
looked around for his car. The garage seemed to be locked up, so
she went over to peek inside since the house appeared so quiet. It
would just be her luck that he would change his mind about coming
out to his cabin at the last minute the weekend she’d chosen to
surprise him.

Jeffrey hated celebrating his birthday
because his parents had died in a plane crash one year coming to
visit him when he was in college. He hadn’t celebrated it since.
When Abby had jokingly suggested that one day she would dress up as
the Mad Hatter and throw him an unbirthday party, he’d seemed very
pleased despite his best efforts to hide it. She hoped that meant
his feelings for her had been growing and changing the same way
hers had for him, but she couldn’t be sure until she found him and
saw his reaction. She tried to ignore the butterflies that stirred
in her stomach for the tenth time that day.

Standing on an upturned bucket, Abby peered
into the garage and saw Jeffrey’s car. He had to be around
somewhere, even though no lights were on in the cabin. The sun
would set soon, so she hoped he was in fact inside. She walked back
to her car, hoping the humidity wouldn’t ruin the cake in the
backseat. She glanced at it in passing, but it looked fine. After a
moment’s hesitation, she opened the door and reached into the
backseat to grab her hat. The giant purple velvet monstrosity with
the three feet of green ribbon hanging from the back was actually a
“pimp” hat from a Halloween costume, but she thought it would do
just as well as a Mad Hatter hat, and it had been on clearance
since Halloween had come and gone two weeks ago. Grabbing her
purse, she donned the hat and walked up to the cabin door. If
Jeffrey were in there, wouldn’t he have come out when he heard a
car pull up? The forest around the cabin was completely silent, and
she felt silly as she knocked on the door and then adjusted the
awkward hat.

But that feeling faded as a chill ran up her
spine. She knew she was being watched. Trying to appear nonchalant,
she turned to scan the trees again. Jeffrey would have called out
as soon as he’d seen her, so she gripped her keys in case she had
to run for her car.

Large yellow eyes met hers. She could see
nothing else in the bushes, but those eyes couldn’t be missed.
Whatever it was backed away a few feet, crouching so that she could
hear its body scrape the ground. The wolves she had seen in this
area were small and gray, and they always ran from people, which
she didn’t blame them for. This creature sounded huge. She kept
staring, and when it inched back again she caught part of its
outline against the greenery.

She bit her lips to keep from screaming. She
had a hard time believing what she was seeing, but that didn’t
prevent panic from rising in her chest. A black panther. Her mind
screamed it wasn’t possible. Where could it have come from? Black
panthers lived in other parts of the world, right? Not fifteen
miles from a major metropolitan area in Alabama.

It stopped moving. Perhaps it was afraid of
her, too. She swallowed, taking in its size. How could it be afraid
of her? The creature looked far bigger than she. She gasped before
she could stop herself when she thought of Jeffrey. Where was he?
What if he had gone down to the lake and run into this creature? It
could have followed his scent back here. Even if it hadn’t been
hungry, it might have felt threatened enough to attack him. She
closed her eyes when tears began to spill down her face.

A loud rustling made her eyes pop open. The
panther was gone. She leaned back against the door, trying to make
herself breathe. The task seemed to be too much for her, and stars
danced before her eyes. A whimper escaped her lips just as she
heard more rustling.

Jeffrey strode through the trees toward her,
looking calmer than she would have expected. She tried to get
herself together; but her hands shook, and the tears wouldn’t stop.
As he drew closer, she noted that his face wasn’t so much calm as
serious. He had to have seen the panther, too.

“We need to get inside,” she said in a
whispered rush when his foot hit the bottom step leading up to the
porch.

She couldn’t read his expression as he took
her by the shoulders. His mouth formed a grim line, but his eyes
swept over her in a way that suggested he was pleased. Then concern
and worry eclipsed that. What was going on? She felt better with
him there, but why were they just standing there?

“Jeffrey?” Her voice shook as she urged him
to speak.

“I’m sorry.” He let her go and opened the
front door. As he put his arm around her, she finally noticed he
wore nothing but a pair of jeans. She wanted to admire his six pack
and broad shoulders, but she kept seeing those yellow eyes flashing
in her mind. His touch was comforting though. She dropped her head
into her hands as he let her go to close the door, sending the
stupid purple hat toppling to the ground.

He picked it up and pushed her forward into
the kitchen. “Sit. I’ll get you some water.”

She obeyed, plunking her purse on the table,
but then she added, “And while I drink that you get me something
stronger.”

Their eyes met, and he nodded, then set the
hat on the table. She took several deep breaths. After handing her
the glass of water, he crossed the room and opened the liquor
cabinet. He poured out two tumblers of whiskey and came back to sit
next to her. Sliding one of the drinks over to her, he sighed and
rubbed his forehead before meeting her eyes again. “I seem to have
ruined my unbirthday party.”

“How did you do anything of the kind? And
why are you sorry?” she asked, wrapping her hands around the glass
to keep them from shaking. Somehow she managed to lift the glass
and take a sip.

When he didn’t say anything, she focused on
him, pushing the drink away. His bare chest proved a distraction as
she waited from him to speak. She found herself admiring the lines
of his muscles and the fine dusting of brown hair on his chest.
She’d always found him attractive, but why was seeing him shirtless
turning her on so much? Maybe it was residual fear, her need to
cling to him as a masculine protector or something.

She lifted her eyes to his and found desire
there, a need that mirrored the one building inside of her. Why was
he turned on? Had she been staring at his chest so long she’d made
her thoughts that obvious? His hand slid across the table to grasp
hers, and this time his touch sent a jolt through her.

“I’d send you home, but you’re so shaken you
might have a wreck, and I’d never forgive myself.”

His hand caressed hers, and soon his fingers
moved up her arm.

“Why would you send me home?” she asked. The
growing heat in her pussy told her she’d jump him any second if he
kept touching her, but that couldn’t be it. Could it?

“Because I’m not sure if you truly want
what’s about to happen.”

She touched the hand on her arm and squeezed
it for a moment before she stood. Standing didn’t last long because
Jeffrey pulled her toward him and made her straddle his lap. Her
hands landed on his shoulders but soon moved down his chest. He
smelled so good and felt even better. She shifted a little, rubbing
her core over his cock, which was hard beneath her. He was big and
thick, and her pussy grew wet as she rocked on top of him.

He held her waist and made her stop moving.
“Just answer this, Abby.” He took a deep breath, closing his eyes
for a moment, and she almost cursed his hesitation out loud. She’d
never been so horny in her life, and she didn’t care if it was the
result of being scared. She wanted him to touch her. She wanted him
to fuck her.

“You wanted to give me a party because you
like me, right?” he finally asked.

The question surprised her, but her arousal
had dissolved all of her defenses. “God, Jeffrey, I’m crazy about
you. You’re funny and smart, and I always thought you were
handsome.” She paused to take a breath, moving her hands over his
chest again. “If I’d known you were this hot I might have built up
my courage sooner.”

A smile spread over his lips. “Perhaps I
should have built my courage up sooner.” One of his hands moved up
to her cheek.

She tried to move forward for a kiss, but he
stopped her.

“And one more question.” His thumb stroked
her bottom lip. “What do you want?”

She couldn’t restrain herself any longer.
Couldn’t he feel the power building between them? “I want you
inside me.”

He pulled her face closer and crushed her
mouth with his. The rough embrace made her moan, and she began to
rock against him again. His kiss intoxicated her and made her feel
dizzy. She started to protest when he broke from her lips, but his
mouth trailed down her neck and his fingers made short work of the
buttons on her shirt. He jerked it off of her and unclasped her bra
in no time.

She cried out when he licked one of her
nipples and then drew it into his mouth. She tangled her fingers in
his rich brown hair, leaning forward to breathe in more of his
scent. God, no man had ever smelled so good. His grip on her
tightened, as if her actions had turned him on. She nibbled on his
ear and took another deep breath. He slid his hands under her ass
and stood, carrying her out of the kitchen and through the hall to
the bedroom. He barely had her on the mattress before he began
unbuttoning and unzipping her jeans. The jeans and her thong were
on the floor soon enough, and then his mouth was all over her. He
kissed a trail up her thigh and then circled his tongue around her
clit.

She felt the tremors begin. Could he really
make her come so quickly? The tension building deep inside her told
her he could. He sucked harder, and then gently bit the swollen
nub. She came, her eyes widening as it happened. She gasped and
bucked as his mouth locked onto her and furthered her bliss. The
pleasure spiraled through her as his tongue stroked her clit over
and over again. Pain mixed with pleasure as he did this, and she
loved it.

“God, Jeffrey, how did you do that?” she
asked as his mouth moved lower.

He spread her nether lips and ran his tongue
inside her, ignoring her question. Two fingers entered her,
exploring and teasing. She arched off the bed. He stood and shed
his own jeans, and she sat up to look at him. She took in his
powerful form, but her eyes soon focused on his cock. Dipping
forward, she licked the tip, stealing the drop of liquid that
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