
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

A Hot Fire 

Cecilia 

By the time I dragged Will in the door, I was ready to drop 

but there were still things to do.  I got him out of his winter 

clothes and helped him to the bed.  I searched the bathroom and 

found a well-stocked first aid kit with several sizes of tensor 

bandage.  Then I went to the kitchen for ice.  I returned to the 

bedroom to find him already asleep.   

I stripped off his clothes, which he’d sweated through at 

least once.  Then I covered him up with the blankets and added a 

couple more quilts for good measure.  We didn’t have any of his 

clothes because we’d left his suitcase in the car.  I would have 

to wash them so he would have something to wear tomorrow.   

The heat might be on but he was shivering and I was starting 

to feel cold too, as the adrenaline began to wear off.  I 

carefully lifted his foot onto a bed of cushions from the living 

room and put the ice on it that I had got from the fridge.  I 

could put the tensor bandage on later or tomorrow. 
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Finally, Will was warm and dry and his ankle was tended to 

as best I could tonight.  I felt completely drained but I got in 

the shower and let the heat soak through me until I felt warm 

again.  Then I pulled pyjamas out of my backpack and put them on.  

After a quick brush of my teeth, I fell into bed beside Will and 

was out in about three seconds. 

*** 

“Cecilia.” I heard Will’s raspy voice in my ear.  “Celia.” 

Then he poked me in the side. 

I grunted in response.  Why couldn’t he leave me alone?  It 

couldn’t possibly be time for me to go in to work already.  I 

felt like I’d only just fallen asleep. 

“Leave me alone,” I said, mumbling.  “Let me sleep.  I don’t 

work till noon.” 

“Cecilia, I wouldn’t wake you but I could use a hand getting 

to the bathroom.” 

My eyes flew open.  I took in the strange bedroom, Will’s 

bandaged foot and his nakedness, which made me blush.  It felt 

like I had just fallen asleep. 

“Oh,” I said. 

“I really have to pee, Cecilia, but when I put any weight on 

my foot it hurts - a lot.  Can you just give me your shoulder to 

get to the bathroom?” 

“Of course, of course,” I said, getting up quickly and 

trying to shake off my funk.  My brain felt really fuzzy. 

“It’s okay, not too much of a rush,” Will said. 
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“No, it’s fine.  You didn’t go before you went to sleep.  

You must be ready to burst,” I said. 

Soon we were back at the bed and Will was shakily lying back 

down.  He lay on his side with his bad foot on top of a pillow. 

A few hours later, I woke up feeling groggy and half asleep.  

I wasn't sure what had woken me, so I lay still waiting.  There 

it was again.  A hand was gently circling one of my nipples and I 

felt it harden under his tender touch.  I realized that my 

nightgown had been pulled up, to give him access to my breasts.  

The hand moved to the other aching bud and pinched it, pulling 

the soft tissue and stretching it until it tightened into a taut 

pebble just like the other one. 

His hands were all over me, then, and I felt my heart start 

to pound.  My eyes were closed and I felt half asleep.  I didn’t 

say a word and neither did he.  At last, his hand moved down to 

the curly nest between my thighs.  I heard his sharp intake of 

breath when he discovered that I wasn’t wearing any panties.  His 

finger slipped into the delicate softness.  He had been building 

me up for so long, that I moaned as a bolt of electricity went 

straight to where I was moist and desperate. 

After some time rubbing me until I was hot and panting, I 

felt him pull me back against him.  His hand groped behind me 

looking for my opening.  When he found it, his hand disappeared 

and his hot shaft replaced it.  He was already wearing a condom 

and it occurred to me that he had been prepared.  I felt the 

fiery tip press against the entrance to my sex, penetrating inch 

by incredible inch into my tight depths.   
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When I had taken all of him, he stopped and I heard him 

drawing in a deep breath.  We lay there, joined at my most secret 

place, breathing.  And as we lay there, completely still, I felt 

a wave of passion pass over me.  My climax was building without 

him even moving. 

Then he pulled out all the way and thrust back in, filling 

me.  He stopped again, as if enjoying how it felt to be inside 

me.  After a moment, he began pumping into me in short, hard 

strokes and I pushed my ass back against him writhing with need.  

I was wild with desire by this time and he drove into me, 

steadily pushing me towards the edge. 

As he heard my breathing speeding up, he reached around and 

fondled my nipples, I made a small mewling sound.  Then his hand 

dropped to my straining nub and he tapped it gently.  His touch 

shot me over the peak, my passion exploding in great shuddering 

spasms. 

After two more thrusts, I felt him stiffen and he came 

inside me — groaning as he pressed himself tight to me.  His sex 

spasmed involuntarily a few times emptying itself.  We lay there 

still joined and I felt myself smiling as I drifted gently back 

to sleep.  

*** 

“Good morning, Mr. Invalid,” I said, when he opened his eyes 

to see me watching him. 

He grinned a little sheepishly. 
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“I couldn’t help it.  I woke up, naked and couldn’t get back 

to sleep.  And you’re wearing that baby doll nightie, Cecilia.  

You know how that drives me wild.” 

“Hm,” I said, attempting to look prim and proper. 

“And don’t put on that I’m a good girl act and I don’t do 

those sorts of things,” he said, leaning towards me.  “Who’s 

sleeping without any undies, hey?” 

I leaned towards him too. 

“I’m a practical girl,” I said.  “I thought it might be 

practical to be… shall we say, available?” 

Our lips met and I felt my blood burning through my veins.  

We broke apart a minute later, staring at each other.  I moved 

away first. 

“I’m going to find us some breakfast,” I said.  “Rose’s 

cousin said she’d stock the fridge.  And we shouldn’t do it all 

the time, I guess.” 

“I guess,” he said, echoing me and lying back down. 

When I got back I had a tray with a platter of fruit, 

cheese, toast, plates, and big glasses of water for us both.  I 

set the tray carefully down on the bed, immediately moving the 

water to the night table, and pulled up a chair to sit on. 

“So, how are you feeling?” I said, first as Will filled his 

plate and ravenously began to eat.  “Hungry?” 

“I’m starving Cecilia.  You don’t know how much last night 

took out of me.” 

“But you feel alright other than your ankle?” 
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“Yeah.  I’m extremely hungry, and my ankle is aching, but 

other than that, I feel okay.  You?  Are you okay?” 

“I’m fine, Will.  You’re the one who fell in the ditch.” 

He smiled that sweet half-smile of his and took another bite 

of cheese. 

“I did fall in a ditch didn’t I?” 

“I’m just glad you weren’t hurt worse than you were.  You 

could have been knocked out.  I’m not sure I could have got you 

out of there by myself.”  I felt the worry I’d had to swallow 

last night welling up in me. 

“Celia, all’s well that ends well, love,” he said putting 

his hand on the side of my face.  “I’m fine.  You’re fine.  We 

have to get the car towed and let our family know what the heck 

is going on, but we made it.  It’s time for our first vacation 

together to start.  And I guess it’ll be a lot less active than 

we had envisioned.” 

“It doesn’t matter.  We’ll just hang out on the couch and 

watch movies.  It’ll be great,” I said. 

“What about a fire?  You promised me you’d make me a roaring 

fire, Cecilia.” 

“Well, you know what happened last time I made you a fire,” 

I said, looking down demurely at the grapes I held in my hand.  

Then I met his eyes and sucked one into my mouth.  His jaw hung 

open for a moment, until he shut it with a snap.   

“Yes, well, I’ll take my chances,” he said, making himself 

another sandwich with the bread and cheese.  “I survived the last 

time, didn’t I?” 
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*** 

Later, I had Will set up on the couch with everything he 

could need.  He was comfy and covered with some warm quilts.  He 

had water and snacks within reach and the remote control.  I 

needed to clean things up, since I hadn’t felt like it since we’d 

arrived last night.  Will’s winter clothes were still on the 

floor by the door.  It was time to tidy up.  I headed for the 

entrance way when I was stopped by the sound of Will’s voice. 

“Celia?”  I turned back towards Will who was looking at me 

seriously.  “Could you come here for a sec?” 

“Sure,” I said, wondering what he wanted. 

“Come here,” he said, patting the couch next to him.  I sat 

down and waited. 

“I wanted to thank you, Cecilia, for your help last night.  

I couldn’t have got back here without you.” 

“Will…” 

“No let me finish.  You’ve saved my life in so many ways 

since I met you.  But last night definitely takes the cake.  

Where did you get the strength to drag me at the end?  You had to 

have been nearly as tired as I was.” 

I opened my mouth to answer but apparently it was a 

rhetorical question because he went on without waiting to hear 

what I had to say. 

“Celia, I love you so much and last night when you wouldn’t 

leave me, well, that meant a lot to me.”  He looked down, his 

face red.  “Maybe it would have made more sense for you to go and 

get tools or help, but the fact that you didn’t leave, really 



 / FEELS LIKE HOME / 7 

struck home.  It’s like the little boy inside of me finally got 

the message that you’re here to stay.” 

He fiddled with his hands, going through some of the finger 

exercises he did to warm up before he played the piano. 

“I’ve had almost constant background anxiety since we got 

together, Cecilia.  Well, probably my whole life.  But when we 

started dating, it got worse because now I had something really 

important to lose.”  I felt my eyes go wide.  For him to tell me 

that was huge, I mean, really huge.  He’d taken what I had said 

at the airport to heart.  “But after last night, it’s gone.” 

He looked up at me with such a content and relaxed look on 

his face that I couldn’t help but smile. 

“Gone?” I said. 

“Completely gone.  The little boy that I was finally feels 

safe, like he won’t be abandoned any more.  That’s the only way I 

can explain it.  So, thank you for…well, for everything.  And for 

being you and not giving up on a screwed up guy like me.” 

“Will,” I said, leaning in to kiss him.  “It’s my pleasure.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

Board Game 

Will 

Cecilia and I sat at the table in the open living room of 

the cabin, still in our pyjamas.  The sun was just setting out 

the big window, flooding the cabin with orange light.  Behind us, 

the fire crackled and snapped, warming the room. 

We’d been holed up for days, now.  We did try to get outside 

every once in a while for fresh air but with my ankle still hurt 

I couldn’t go far.   
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Every morning, Cecilia came back in from chopping kindling, 

her cheeks flushed and her eyes sparkling.  Then she would talk 

about how she would love to take a year off and live somewhere 

like this and really just rough it.  I thought it was kind of a 

cool idea but I didn’t know how well a city boy like me would do.  

Look what had happened with this trip, for instance. 

“Ha! Check,” Cecilia said, letting the piece go and leaning 

back in her chair.  She wasn’t wearing her sexy baby doll 

nightgown tonight.  She had on plaid pyjamas bottoms and a tight 

white tank top that clearly showed the dusky tips of her nipples.  

If possible, she looked even sexier. 

“Check?” I frowned, staring at the board.  How had that 

happened?  Maybe I should be paying more attention to the game 

and less attention to Cecilia’s breasts.  I studied the pieces 

for some time before moving my king out of check and hopefully 

into a more favorable position. 

“Will, this week has been so great.  I feel more relaxed 

than I’ve ever been in my adult life.” 

“I know, and it’s awesome to have some time to ourselves 

without our careers coming between us.” 

We both loved our work but we didn’t usually see as much of 

each other as we had this week. 

“Yeah,” she said, sliding her pawn on the square next to it.  

“I’m serious, Will, about living out in the woods like this 

someday.  I’ve been thinking about it and I really want to do it.  

The more time I spend out here, the more I think we really need a 

break from modern life.” 
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I examined her.  She was serious. 

“But Celia, how?” I said. 

“Well, we would have to find a place and make sure it was 

fixed up and ready.  Then we would have to hire people to run our 

businesses for us while we were gone.  Well, I already have Rose, 

so you would have to see if Charlie would maybe do it.  And we 

would have to buy our supplies for the year and food.  Then it 

would just be a matter of living it.” 

I looked at her, unsure what to answer.  To say that doing 

something like that would be out of my comfort zone was a severe 

understatement. 

“But I am my business, Cecilia.  And what about our 

apartment?” 

“We’d sublet it for the year.  Miranda’s always talking 

about moving out here, maybe she would.  It would be so wonderful 

to have her that close,” she said, a wistful note in her voice. 

It would be nice for Cecilia. I wasn’t sure how I felt about 

having my ex-girlfriend back in my life.  It would be too weird.  

And I wasn’t sure I had forgiven Miranda for what she had done to 

us.  Yes, she had finally told us the truth but I just wasn’t 

certain that I could forgive her for all of the pain she had 

caused both of us — well all of us really.  Cecilia noticed 

something in my face. 

“You’ll have to forgive her eventually, Will.  Holding a 

grudge only hurts the person who holds it.” 

“I know, I know,” I said, focusing on the game and not on my 

uncomfortable feelings.  I was not going to let Cecilia win, 
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especially considering the wager we had on this one.  “I just 

don’t know when I’ll be able to do that.  She really screwed 

things up, Celia.” 

She sighed. 

“Yeah, she did.  But it’s time to let it go.  She’s sorry, 

Will.  She truly regrets that she lied.  And she’s changed.  I 

can see it.” 

I thought that Celia might be seeing things optimistically, 

but I didn’t contradict her.  Ah, there it was. 

“Checkmate,” I said, casually. 

She stared at the board, her mouth open. 

“Nice,” she smiled.  “I didn’t even see that move coming.” 

“And you remember what the loser has to do, right?” 

She swallowed, audibly, her eyes on me.  I watched in 

fascination as her nipples tightened into hard little buds before 

my very eyes. 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Then come here, my little chess wizard,” I said, holding 

out my hand.  “…and ravish me.” 

*** 

Later, after Cecilia had helped me to bed, I lay staring up 

at the ceiling and wondering what I had ever done to deserve 

someone as great as Celia.  She was my soul mate.  She saw my 

faults and loved me anyway.  She was as pure as the driven snow 

and spiritual — like a goddess.  But in bed, she was a demon, 

making sure she got the pleasure that she needed and taking me to 
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new heights too.  For instance, that thing that she had done with 

her tongue today had made me explode. 

Obviously, she had some little habits that annoyed me.  Like 

how she would fill the sink and leave the dirty dishes soaking 

until it was a festering soup of gag reflex inducing gunk.  She 

claimed it made the dishes easier to wash.  My argument was why 

didn’t she wash them immediately, then they’d be easy to wash, 

too.  But she never did.  

I took a deep breath and let it out.  If that’s the worst I 

could come up with that bothered me about her, then I must be 

pretty lucky. 

I sighed feeling sleepy.  It was so easy to drift off since 

the night that Celia had saved me.  Before that, I would toss and 

turn for at least an hour before sleep would claim me.  But 

lately, I had been asleep in minutes.  Of course, all that “bed 

rest” could be making me tired, too. 

Really, though, I just felt so good now that the background 

anxiety was gone.  I felt like it had always been there and maybe 

it had.  But now that I knew that Celia wouldn’t leave me, I was 

conscious of the fact that for once in my life I could relax.  I 

could let go and just be me without the fear eating me up inside. 

It was an amazing feeling.  I was just flying through the 

days.  It’s like I had had a sharp pebble in my shoe that I had 

been walking on for years and suddenly it was gone.  The relief 

of just normal, pain-free living was exhilarating. 

“Will?” I said, hearing Celia come into the room from 

downstairs.  She had been having a shower before bed.  “You still 
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awake?  Can’t you sleep?  Lately you’ve been out before I even 

get into bed.” 

“No, I can sleep.  I was just thinking.” 

“About what?” she said, pulling the towel out of her hair. 

“About you, my love.  Come to bed.  I sleep better when 

you’re here.” 

“Aw,” she said, crawling under the covers and lying down 

facing away from me. 

I wrapped my arm around her, snugging her up to my body.  

Her head fit neatly under my chin and she wiggled her bottom 

until she was tight against me. 

“Good-night, Will,” she said, starting to yawn. 

“Night, Celia.  Sweet dreams,” I said, pressing a kiss into 

her damp hair. 

“You too, babe,” she said. 

And I knew that they would be.  I almost never had the 

nightmares anymore since the anxiety had disappeared.  Cecilia 

was my everything.  And finally I knew that I didn’t need to be 

afraid of losing her. 

Because she wasn’t going anywhere. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

On Holiday - finally 

Will 

About two weeks later it was our last day at the cabin.  

Everything had worked out fine.  We’d had the rental car towed.  

There was no damage.  Rose’s cousin had driven me to the hospital 

once the roads were cleared.  The ankle was only sprained as we 

thought, though it was a bad sprain with some damage to the 

ligament, which was why the pain had been so severe.  I had been 

told to rest it.  Cecilia definitely had me on bed rest but I 

didn’t get much rest, that’s for sure. 

I got up and hopped to the top of the stairs.  Where was my 

sweet helper? 

“Cecilia?  Can you come help me down the stairs?”  I’d been 

more independent the past few days.  But I really did need her 

help today because I’d strained the ankle trying to do too much 

yesterday and I didn’t want to overdo it again.  Her brown head 

peeked around the stairwell. 
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“Just a sec,” she said, disappearing again.  Then she called 

up to me.  “Sit down, this could take a while.” 

I carefully balanced myself and then sat down on the top 

stair.  Curious, though, I slid down two or three steps until I 

could look through the spindles.  What I saw took my breath away.  

She’d gone to lock the door and was coming back now, tearing her 

clothes off until she was climbing the stairs naked, armed only 

with a condom from the box in the living room.  We’d brought 

boxes, plural, and we were starting to run out.  Oh boy. 

She had a very determined look on her face, which would have 

made me hard if I hadn’t already been stiff as a poker.  She gave 

me a look, then quickly got me out of my sweats and t-shirt.  I 

closed my eyes and savoured the feel of her hand on my erection.   

Then she knelt down and took me into her mouth.  I gasped it 

felt so good.  I could see the globes of her breasts swinging 

back and forth as she began pumping up and down on my hot flesh.  

Her round, smooth ass stuck up and I wanted nothing more than to 

squeeze it, but I couldn’t reach anything.  I closed my eyes and 

enjoyed it for another minute, then I pulled her away. 

“If you keep going like that, I’ll come in about two 

seconds,” I said.  “Have to save some for you, don’t we?” 

“We do,” she said, pulling out the condom and sheathing me 

in no time. 

“Don’t you want…” 

But she was already positioning herself.  Then she sank down 

on me.  Jesus Lord but that was good.  I felt the hot glide of 

flesh on flesh as she moved against me and I took her breasts in 
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my mouth the way she loved.  She moaned when I did that and 

increased the rhythm.   

“Oh God Will, please.” 

I thrust into her as much as I could, getting most of my 

leverage from my good leg. 

“Yes, yes,” she said softly.  “Yes.” 

Then I felt her sex spasm around me and I sucked hard on her 

tiny pink buds as she was rocked by her orgasm.  As soon as I 

felt her clench around me, I thrust faster and let myself go.  I 

emptied into her and collapsed back on the stairs, still inside 

her. 

When I tried to pull out she made a little sound of protest. 

“I want to stay this close to you forever,” she said. 

“As you wish,” I said, kissing her softly on the forehead 

and holding her tight. 

*** 

“Oh Will, it all looks the same but I feel so different,” 

Cecilia said, dropping the bags she carried and running into the 

apartment to check on everything. 

I entered more slowly, looking around, taking in the whole 

place.  It looked fine.  But Celia was right.  I felt like I was 

a completely different person.  I had shed some of my most heavy 

baggage on this trip and I thanked heaven that I had had the idea 

in the first place.   

I mean, if we hadn’t gone, who knows how long I would have 

carried that anxiety around in me.  It would have continued to 

poison everything in my life, including our relationship.  But 
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now it was gone and I felt so light and happy for the first time 

in my life. 

Cecilia came running back out from the hallway. 

“Will, it was so great to go away.  In spite of all the 

craziness, that was the best trip ever.”  I nodded, agreeing 

completely.  “But I am so, so, so glad to be home again.” 

I grinned at her enthusiasm as she kissed me soundly. 

She was right.  We were home.   

And now I knew with a certainty that went bone deep, that we 

were truly home to stay. 
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