
CHAPTER ONE

The Idea

Cecilia

I took a bite of my bagel, spread with butter and honey, 

and looked up at Will.  He sat across the table from me, smiling 

like he had a surprise.  We had been together for over a year 

now and he continued to amaze me.  Life with him never got stale 

- at least not yet.

"What?" I said.

"Nothing," he said, smiling even wider down into his 

breakfast.  He had granola with yogourt and fruit.  It looked 

good, and I suddenly wished that I had chosen that instead.

"Hm."  I didn't say anything else, just narrowed my eyes at 

him, then waited.  I knew by now that when he looked like that, 

it wouldn't take long before he would have to tell me.  

He was looking damn good sitting there in his boxers and an 
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undershirt, his brown hair still wet and curling a little from 

the shower.  He had some kind of meeting today and wanted to eat 

before he put his suit on.  I tamped down my arousal.  For 

goodness sake, we had been together a year now.  You don't have 

to be doing it 24/7, Cecilia, I scolded myself.  Even so, I 

wanted him.  I ignored my desire and continued to eat my bagel.

It took less than a minute for him to cave.

"Okay, okay.  I just had a really great idea - or I think 

it is - and I want to know what you think about it."

"Okay," I said.

"What if we went on a trip together?  I was just picturing 

us in a cozy little cabin, with a bear skin rug in front of the 

fireplace.  And a fire in the hearth.  And we were..."  He 

waggled his eyebrows up and down suggestively.

I smiled and couldn't help a shiver at the thought.  His 

grin grew.

"So you like the idea, then?"

"It sounds wonderful but how...?"  He cut me off.

"I don't know, but I bet we can figure something out.  

Obviously, we can take time off whenever we think it makes 

sense.  Why don't you talk to Rose when you go in today?"

"I could do that."  The idea was really starting to grow on 

me.  Will and I, all by ourselves, in a little cabin in the 
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woods.  We could ski, snowshoe, go for long walks, and sit - or 

do other things - in front of the fire.  It sounded like a 

dream.

In the year since we had gotten together, both of us had 

been working insane hours to make extra money.  We'd decided to 

buy a house and were saving up for the down payment.  Sometimes 

we were lucky to take one day off - never mind a week.

"For how long were you thinking and when?" I said.

"I don't know?  Two weeks - that'd be including travel?  

What do you think?"

"Yeah, that sounds about right.  But when?"

"As soon as we can?  You have that big promotion coming up 

in a few weeks and my new album will be ready to release soon 

after that.  We'll be crazy busy afterwards, so I think we 

should try and make this happen in the next couple weeks."

"Okay, well, let's do it then.  I'll talk to Rose."

"And I'll look into booking something.  I think this is 

going to be great Celia," he said, giving me a kiss on the cheek 

and continuing to eat his breakfast with gusto.  His excitement 

was catching and I felt happiness and anticipation rise up 

inside me.  A week with Will - the thought still made me as 

giddy as the schoolgirl I'd been when I had met him.  

The two of us - alone - for fourteen whole days.  No work.  
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No employees calling us.  No interruptions.  

It sounded like heaven.

Will

Celia waved to me as she ran over to the car.  I was 

picking her up from work at Cecilia's - the restaurant she owned 

- on the way home from my meeting.  As, Celia hopped in the car, 

I pulled on the knot of my tie and loosened it until it stopped 

choking me.  She kissed me on the cheek and jumped right in 

telling me what Rose had said about her taking time off.

"Rose was all for it, Will."  She gave me an excited smile.  

"She said that she'd even be good for a week and a half.  It's 

because I've never really taken any time off except for the past 

two Christmases.  She always wants what's best for me.  She's so 

great."

"Okay, that is perfect.  I'll start looking online for 

something as soon as we get home."

I noticed the disappointed look in her eyes, though she 

didn't say anything.  Well, it had been a week or so since we'd 

made love and it seemed my sweet Cecilia couldn't get enough of 

me.  This thought warmed me up inside and I amended my 
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statement.

"I mean, I'll start looking as soon as we're done."

"Done what?" she said, her lips beginning to curve up.

"You know what," I said, winking at her and saw the blush 

stain her cheeks out of the corner of my eye as I turned into 

our neighbourhood.

Later on that evening, Cecilia was curled up next to me on 

the couch, reading a book while I worked on the lyrics to a new 

song I was writing.  The dishes were done and the kitchen 

tidied.  Apparently my cleanliness habits were completely 

engrained now, so our apartment was usually spotless.  Cecilia 

yawned and closed her book.

"I'm going to go to bed."  She grabbed her phone and 

checked it.  "Oh my God, Will.  Rose just texted me that her 

cousin has a cabin that they rent out during the off season - 

because they use it during the summer, you know.  She gave me a 

number to call - I'll send it."  She tapped a few times on her 

phone and I heard mine buzz.

"Celia, that's awesome.  Is it too late to call?"

"Nah, you should be good.  I'm tired.  I'll see you in the 

morning," she said, kissing me on the lips.  Then she kissed me 

again.  Pretty soon, we were heating up and I pulled away, 
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breathless.  She pouted, then grinned.

"Cecilia."

"Did I get you all wound up?  I"m sorry," she really did 

look contrite, though I wasn't sure she regretted it.

"One orgasm a day isn't good enough for you, you minx?"  I 

pounced on her and began to tickle her.

"Will!" she shrieked.  "Stop!  Stop!"

I stopped.  Cecilia got her breath back and then looked at 

me with a soft light in her eyes.

"I love you, Will."  She leaned in and rested her forehead 

on mine.

"Love you too, babe," I said softly.  

I watched her pad her way to the bathroom to get ready for 

bed.  I sighed.  I was too lucky.  Sometimes I wondered if the 

bubble would burst and Celia would see me for who I really am - 

just a messed up foster kid.  Sometimes I would have dark 

periods - only two since Cecilia and I had gotten together but 

every time it happened I wondered if she wouldn't rather just 

ditch me for someone less screwed up.  But no, she stayed by me.  

Did what she could to help me through the despair and was right 

there with me when the sunshine came back.

Don't get me wrong, she had her moments too.  And we'd had 

a few fights.  Nothing we couldn't get over. Somehow, though, I 



 / FEELS LIKE HOME / 6

kept waiting for the other shoe to drop.  You know, like it was 

just too great.  My life couldn't really be this perfect.  But 

Cecilia was an incredible woman.  I was more and more amazed 

with her every day.  I ought to be grateful for my good fortune, 

not always looking for something bad to happen.

I couldn't help it, though.  I'd never been this happy - 

ever.  Except probably when I was baby, before my parents had 

destroyed my life by doing whatever they did to land me in the 

foster system.  I guess maybe that's what this felt like - the 

calm before the storm.  

Could Cecilia really love me that much?  So much, she'd 

never leave no matter what?  That's what I didn't know.  

And it was eating me up inside.



 / FEELS LIKE HOME / 7



 / FEELS LIKE HOME / 8

#

CHAPTER TWO

Travelling

We'd been driving for a few hours when I really started 

feeling uncomfortable.  Will kept looking at me out of the 

corner of his eye as he drove down the darkened road.  We were 

in the middle of nowhere and still about an hour out of the city 

where we were to catch our flight.  I shifted in my seat again 

and tried to seem normal.

"Cecilia, what is wrong?  Have you got ants in your pants 

or what?" Will finally broke down and asked me.

I didn't answer, not knowing what to say.

"Celia?"

"Well, I..."

How to tell him?  It was so embarrassing.

"I'm just, well, I just feel like..."
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He frowned at the road in confusion.

"You're starting to freak me out here, Celia.  What the 

hell?  Are you sick?"

"Oh, Jesus, you don't have to freak out just because I'm 

horny," I said.  Then I blushed to the roots of my hair.  

Couldn't I have found a more lady-like way to say it?  Probably 

not.  A few hours alone in a vehicle with him had me longing for 

him in a way that I'd never experienced before.  Must be the 

concentration of pheromones in the car.

There was silence.

"I know, there must be a more polite way to say that," I 

said, breaking the quiet.  I was a little worried that I'd put 

him off.

"No, no,  that was fine.  Just fine," he said his voice a 

bit rough.  He stared out the window but his eyes seemed a 

little unfocused.  Great, now I was going to cause an accident 

because of my randy comment.

"Will?"

"Um, were you suggesting we act on your..."

I drew a deep breath.  God, I hoped so.

"Well, I don't know," I said.  "How?"

"Nothing like making out in the car," he said.

"I don't want to hear how you know that." I told him.
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"And I don't want to tell you," he said, grinning now.

"But you always see in those movies where the police 

officer comes and shines a flashlight in the window of a car 

that's parked on the side of the road. I definitely don't want 

that to happen."

"But the possibility that it might excites you, doesn't 

it?"

I sucked in my breath and felt a jolt go straight to my 

core.

He grinned even wider.

"Thought so.  You can't fool me, Celia.  What if I pulled 

off somewhere?"

"Okay," I said, butterflies in my stomach at the thought of 

what would happen then.

He watched the sides of the road for the next five minutes 

for someplace to pull off.  Finally, he found a little road that 

didn't go anywhere but into a little copse of trees that would 

hide the car quite nicely.  I still felt a little nervous but 

that just seemed to be stoking my desire even more.  I'd never 

done anything like this.  He turned in and parked the car.

We just sat there for a moment.

"Well?" he said.

"Where?"
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"Backseat?"

"I guess it is the traditional spot," I said, blushing 

again.  This was Will, we'd done it twenty ways from Sunday at 

home.  Why did I feel like a inexperienced girl again at the 

thought of doing it with him in the backseat of a car.

"You sure you want to do this, Celia?" he said, picking up 

on my nervous vibe, I guess.

I leaned over the gear shift and grabbed his shirt, pulling 

him to me in a hot kiss that had my nipples hardening and my 

libido going into overdrive.  After a couple minutes, he pulled 

back.

"Okay, then.  You do.  Let's do it then," he said, his 

voice harsh with lust.

I put my seat back and then climbed over it, while he 

hopped out and then got back in while I returned my seat to its 

original position.  My breath was coming faster now, as he 

pulled me on top of him.  I straddled his leg and pulled up his 

shirt getting my hands underneath.  I needed to touch him - 

right now.  His breath was hot in my ear which was sending 

shocks of electricity through me.  Then he pressed a line of 

kisses along my neck to my shoulder making me moan.  There is 

something about that spot where the neck meets the shoulder that 

drives me crazy.  I felt my panties get even more soaked and I 
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knew I must be slippery and ready for him.  I felt like I'd 

never wanted him this much, ever.  

His hands began to explore under my shirt and he worked at 

my bra clasp for a minute until I got tired of his fumbling and 

reached back to undo it myself.  When I released it, I felt my 

breasts drop, heavy, into his waiting hands and I groaned.  He 

squeezed my nipples which were already hard and massaged both 

breasts.  I rubbed myself against his leg, like a cat and made a 

desperate noise.

"I love when you make that sound, Celia.  It makes me so 

hard," he whispered in my ear, making me buck again.  Then he 

nibbled my earlobe and tweaked my nipples at the same time.

"Will," I said.  "Please."

I felt him smile against my neck as his hands reached down 

and pulled my shirt off.  I did the same to him and we were skin 

to skin.  I closed my eyes in rapture.  That felt so good.  I 

ran my hands over his chest and back, stopping to rub his cute 

little man-nipples until they were hard.  His own hands were all 

over me.  He flipped up the skirt I was wearing and slid into my 

panties.

"Jesus, Celia," he said.  "You are so slick."  And I could 

feel that I was.  He slid his finger up and down my slit, then 

focused in on my nub.  Instantly I felt my orgasm begin to rise.  
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I was panting now.

"Please, Will," I said again.

"Oh, don't worry, love.  Don't worry," he said, shifting me 

so he could pull off my panties.

"Condom?" I said, unable to form complete sentences 

anymore.

"Don't worry," he said again.  He lifted his butt off the 

seat so he could pull his pants down to his knees.

I grabbed a handful of him and smiled with delight at the 

feel of him, so hot and hard.  I had to have him inside me.

"Now, Will, now."

"Patience, Celia," he said, settling the condom on his 

erection.  When he got it on, I raised myself up so that I was 

poised over top of him.  Then I allowed myself to drop and felt 

him pierce me.  My eyes rolled back in my head it felt so 

amazing.  He filled me and I settled myself until he was as deep 

inside as he could go - our hips pressing against each other.  

For a moment, I wondered that such a strange act could feel so 

good.   Then the thought was swept away and I was lost in 

sensation.

I stayed still for a minute, enjoying the feeling of him 

completing me.

"I don't know how people do this casually," I said softly 
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and began to move over him.

I put my hands on the top of the backseat to steady myself.  

Then I began to lift and slowly impale myself on him over and 

over.

"Celia, you're killing me, woman," he said, his breath 

ragged.

I shifted to a rocking motion and gasped -  that movement 

rubbed my clit and hit my g-spot every time.  I picked up the 

pace and felt the wave start to build.  I was covered in sweat 

in spite of the temperature dropping in the car that was no 

longer running.  

"I'm close, Celia," Will said in a strangled sort of voice.

"Yes," I said as the feeling drew nearer.  I was on the 

brink of the release I longed for.  "Yes, yes, yes."

Then I climaxed with an internal explosion like I'd never 

known.  Fireworks went off behind my closed eyes and I lost my 

breath.  I continued to ride him.

'Yes, oh yes.  Oh God," I cried out as the orgasm went on 

and on.

"Celia!" Will said as he tensed and grabbed my shoulders, 

crying out in pleasure.  He rested his forehead on mine and only 

after he'd emptied himself completely did my own spasms stop.

"Holy fuck," he said softly.
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I smiled into his shoulder where I'd collapsed in a puddle 

of satisfaction.  He was right.  There had been something holy 

about it this time.  I almost felt like I'd been transported to 

another plane of existence.

"I agree," I managed to croak out.
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CHAPTER THREE

Catching the Flight

I looked at myself in the mirror and straightened my tie.  

My pants were still a little bit sideways.  Was that a little 

lipstick at the corner of my mouth?  I wiped it off and looked 

at myself again - decent.  I left the bathroom and met Cecilia 

at our gate.  She had straightened herself up as well.  But her 

self-conscious smile and her heightened colour were a clear sign 

- to me anyway - of a woman who had been well shagged.  Yes, I 

could please her and that pleased me.  But enough of those sorts 

of thoughts.  We had a plane to catch.

Just then a voice came over the loud speakers announcing 

that our flight was cancelled.  Cecilia glanced over at me in 

consternation.  I sat down beside her.

"Did you hear that?  Our flight's been cancelled."

"I heard.  What should we do now?"

"I don't know, but I'm going to go talk to them," she said 

with a determined look on her face.  Good, because I certainly 
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wasn't.  I hated doing things like that.  My default was still 

to blend into the background and not make any waves.  If you 

didn't bother anyone, then they'd let you stay.  

I shook my head a little to clear it.  I was a man, now.  

If I needed to I could go and complain.  I could.  But I was 

glad I had Cecilia to do it instead.  I watched her politely 

talking to the woman.  I could tell she was being respectful but 

insistent.  She walked back to me with a look of contentment on 

her face.

"They got us on another flight in three hours."

"That's great, Celia."

She held up two tickets.

"And they gave us a complimentary lunch at the airport 

restaurant, so come on."

Soon we were settled in a comfy booth by the window - with 

drinks and appetizers on their way.  I looked around the 

restaurant and watched as a man carrying a tiny baby, with a 

woman beside him entered and were seated at a table across the 

room.  I frowned at the feelings a little scene like that 

brought up in me.  It always made me angry, that my parents 

hadn't loved me enough to take care of me and raise me.  I was 

so going to do better with my kids.  My kids would be happy and 
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content.  I would love them and take care of them properly.  I 

would...

"Will?" Cecilia was staring at me.  She waved a hand in 

front of my face.  "Earth to Will.  Where are you?"

"Oh." I forced a laugh.  "Nowhere.  Just thinking."

"About what?" she said, a hint of concern in her eyes.

"Nothing.  Nothing you need to worry about.  I'm fine 

Cecilia," I said in response to her frown.

She pursed her lips together and I could see that she was 

upset.  What had I said?  Just for her not to worry about me?  

Why would that make her angry?

"Will."  She took a deep breath.  "Can I tell you 

something?"

"Sure, anything."

"Yes, that's it exactly.  I can tell you anything, right?"

"Of course you can, Cecilia.  I want you to be honest with 

me, always.  I can take anything you can throw at me."  I 

covered her hand with my own, looking into her eyes earnestly.  

Was something wrong?

"So, you want me to always be honest and share how I'm 

feeling, right?"

"Yes.  That's what I just said."  Somehow I felt that this 

was a trap of some sort but I couldn't quite figure out what 
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exactly I was walking into.

"And how would you feel if I didn't?  If  I hid something 

from you because I wanted to protect you from my problems."

I felt my eyebrows draw together.

"Are you hiding something from me, Cecilia?  Don't you 

trust me enough to tell me?  I love you.  I want to be there for 

you, through everything - not just the happy times - but all the 

times."

She sat back and nodded.

"I rest my case."

"What?"  I was really confused now.

She leaned forward then with what I could see now was deep 

hurt in her eyes.

"How do you think I feel when you keep things from me?  

Because you don't think I can handle it.  Because you want to 

protect me from your problems.  Because you don't trust me 

enough to let me see all of you."

She teared up but blinked them away.  I sat there in shock 

as the implications of what she'd said began to sink in.

"Why won't you be honest with me and tell me when you're 

upset?  Why won't you tell me what you were just thinking about?  

It's because you think there's stuff that you could throw at me 

that would make me run."
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"No, Cecilia, I don't think that."

"Actions speak louder than words, William."  She turned and 

looked off out the window.

She was right.

"When you keep part of yourself hidden and cut off from me, 

that means that we can never have a truly fulfilling 

relationship, Will.  Because there will always be something 

coming between us."

I saw a tear run off the end of her nose and drop into her 

lap.

"We can be happy but never connected at the deepest level.  

Because you won't let me in."

She stopped speaking then and we sat in silence for a long 

time.  I knew she was right.  We'd been happy but there was this 

thing between us - my fear I guessed.  I didn't know if I could 

do it, though.  Could I open up completely?  Let her see my 

rage?  Let her see me cry like a baby, the way I did on some of 

my worst days?  Could I let her see the darkest part of me?  

Surely not.  She'd run screaming and never come back.

"I can't, Cecilia," I said.  How had out perfect trip 

turned into a nightmare?

"Why not?"  The tears were running down her cheeks by now.

"Because if you saw the real me..." I said, blinking back 
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my own tears.  I would not lose it at the airport.  "You'd leave 

and never come back."

"You really believe that."  She seemed shocked.

"I just..." I trailed off not knowing how to articulate the 

fear that always burned in the pit of my stomach.

She got a really stubborn look on her face.  Then she took 

my hand.

"William, I swear to you that I am not going anywhere.  

There is nothing that you could ever do that would make me leave 

you.  I know we're young and we haven't been together very long 

but I am committed.  For always."

"What if I told you I'd killed someone."

She flinched.

"Did you?"

"No, but what if I did."

"I'd believe that you had a good reason for it."

"What if..."

"Will, stop.  Prove to me that you trust me."

"Right now?"

"Yes.  Right now.  We can't move forward like this.  We'll 

just be stuck here forever."

I swallowed and rubbed my thumb in circles on her hand that 

still held mine.  Prove it.
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"How?"

"Tell me what you were thinking about just now.  I couldn't 

be that bad, could it?"

I guessed not.

"I was looking at that family that came in.  The couple 

with the baby."  She looked around like she hadn't even noticed 

them.  "And I... Well, I get really angry - it's more like rage 

- when I see a family like that because it reminds me of what I 

never had.  And it makes me furious at my parents  - like why 

couldn't you have loved me like that baby is loved?  Why didn't 

they love me, Cecilia?"  I knew I sounded like a little boy, now 

but it was too late to hold back now.

"I don't know, Will," she whispered.  "I don't know."

"Then I was thinking that when I have kids..."

Her mouth dropped open and I paused but she motioned for me 

to continue.

"Well, when I have kids, they're going to be loved and 

wanted and taken care of.  I'm not ever going to let what 

happened to me happen to them."

"Of course not," she said.

"Well, that's all.  That's all I was thinking."  I stared 

at her and tried to get my emotions back under control.  "Is 

that enough proof for you, Cecilia?"
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She nodded.

"And I'm still right here," she said.  "Please tell me when 

that stuff comes up for you.  Maybe if you look some of those 

old feelings in the eye, they'll stop having power over you.  I 

can be here with you so it won't be so hard.  Or it will be 

hard, but at least you won't have to go through it alone."

I nodded.

"Can you do that, Will?  For me, please?  Can you trust 

me?"

"Yeah, Celia.  I can."  I felt lighter, but there was still 

a voice deep inside of me that told me not to completely open 

up, that she'd only leave if I did.  

And I didn't know how to tell the voice to shut up.

Several hours later, Cecilia had managed to get us a rental 

car.  We'd had to go to four different companies but finally we 

were going to be on our way.  And if all went well, we'd be at 

the cabin in about an hour, toasting our toes in front of a big 

fire.  I smiled.  Yes, that would be so great.

Cecilia was in the bathroom and I stared out the window at 

the clouds while I waited for her.  They were big, thick, low-

hanging clouds that looked like a storm waiting to happen.  A 

few snowflakes drifted down but nothing serious.  I checked the 
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weather on my phone and it said that the snow was supposed to 

start in about four hours.  There was a snowfall warning for 

then but right now everything seemed fine.

I checked the road report.  It was all good too.  The 

highway we were going to be on was supposed to be "good winter 

driving conditions" right now.

Weather, holding off.   Check.  Roads, cleared and ready 

for us.  Check.  Perfect vacation coming up.  Check.

"Ready?" Cecilia said, grabbing my hand.

"Let's go," I said.

But as we headed out to the parking lot, I couldn't help a 

sense of unease as I glanced up at the clouds again.  I shook it 

off.  It was going to be fine.  We had less than an hour's drive 

to the cabin.  The snow wasn't supposed to start for another 

four hours.  It was all good.

"Let our week together begin," Cecilia said as we got into 

the car.
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CHAPTER FOUR

The Accident - Leaving

One minute we were coming into a curve singing at the top 

of our lungs to Tom Cochrane's Life is a Highway, the next the 

car was spinning out of control after hitting a patch of black 

ice.  I gasped as time went into slow motion.  It's just like 

they show in the movies.  I'd never been in an accident before 

so I'd never experienced it.  I could hear Will swearing beside 

me.  The car went around and around and I felt like I was in a 

dream.  Then it began to slide off the road into the ditch.  We 

came abruptly to a stop, stuck in four foot deep snow.  

"Shit," I said.
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"Shit is right.  We'll never get the car out without a tow 

truck.  Thank God it's not damaged," he said.

"Let's call one, then," I said, digging into my purse for 

my phone.  I looked at the home screen.  At the top it said - No 

Signal.  "Uh, Will?"

"Yeah, what?"

"There's no signal here."

"Great."

"What should we do?"

"I don't know."

"Rose mentioned this.  She said that the cabin is in the 

wilderness.  She did tell me that some areas didn't get cel 

signal.  It seemed like a good thing at the time."

"It doesn't matter now," Will said.  "We need to get some 

help."

"Let's see if there's anything in the trunk," I said.

Will popped the trunk immediately and got out.  He was back 

a few seconds later.

"There's nothing.  Not one speck of safety equipment.  Not 

a candle, not a rope.  Nothing."

"Well, that was dumb of us," I said.  "We should have 

checked."

"We were only going an hour.  We weren't supposed to hit 
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black ice," Will said.

"Yeah, so we have nothing to keep us warm.  We should put 

on our snow pants and winter clothes before we get cold.  Those 

should keep us warm as long as we're moving."

"Are we going to be moving?"

"Usually they say to stay with the car but I think we have 

to make an exception in this case.  When was the last time you 

saw a car along this road, Will?" I said.

He was silent.

"We haven't seen any since we left the city."

"Exactly.  I don't think we'd better wait for help to come 

along."

He looked a little shaken.

"It's okay.  We're dressed for it - or we will be," I said 

as I struggled to pull on my snow pants in the cramped confines 

of the rental car.  "The last road sign you saw, how much 

further did it say?"

Will thought for a moment.

"The last one I saw said that the turn off we're looking 

for was about 1 mile away.  And I think that the cabin is  just 

past that turn off."

"So a little over a mile?  We can handle that."

"Sure.  Right."  He didn't smile when he said it and I was 
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surprised to notice that he seemed quite anxious.

"What's the matter, Will?  A cabin in the woods was your 

idea."

"Yeah, but I've never really been out of town before."

"You never went camping?"

"No."

"Never stayed in a cabin before or went skiing in the 

mountains or something?"

"No, Cecilia.  I was a foster kid.  I didn't get any fancy 

trips.  Then I was a struggling musician, working my butt off to 

write, play, record and of course keep my day job waiting tables 

to pay the rent.  I didn't exactly have time or money for 

vacations.  This was going to be my first," he said staring down 

at the mitts in his hands.

"Well my family went camping and rented cabins all the time 

and I grew up making fires, fishing, and trekking through the 

forest, so don't worry, okay?"

He didn't seem really worried but he was more nervous than 

I was used to seeing him and it made me uneasy, too.  All we 

would have to do is walk a mile down the road and then keep 

going and we should see the driveway to the cabin.  We'd follow 

it in and be at the cabin in a couple hours, warming out hands 

by a roaring fire.  That sounded so good at this point.  We'd 
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been travelling since early morning because we'd had to leave 

early to catch our flight.  All in all, it had been a long day 

and I was more than ready to get someplace and settle in.  

Needless to say I was not looking forward to an hour's walk, in 

a strange place, with night closing in.  But what choice did we 

have?

"All dressed?" I said.  Will was just pulling on his hat 

and tying his hood.

"Ready," he said.  I took my backpack but Will left his 

suitcase, since we weren't going to drag it along with us.

We stepped out into the grey day that was getting murkier 

by the minute as the sun dropped lower in the afternoon sky.  I 

set a brisk pace, knowing that we were close and the sooner we 

got there, the better.  I seriously hoped we wouldn't be caught 

out after dark but it was a distinct possibility.  Still I 

wasn't worried.  We'd be alright.  Will was looking grim.  Maybe 

I'd better try reassuring him again.

"Let's go then.  I'm sure we'll be there in no time.  Maybe 

we'll even spot the warm up shack that's one of the landmarks 

we're supposed to watch for.  We could get warm before we finish 

our trek to the cabin."

"Warm-up shack?"

"You know I was telling you that maybe we could go cross-
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country skiing?"  He nodded.  "Sometimes on a long trail, there 

will be a warm-up shack where you can make a fire and warm up 

before continuing on.  Rose said that this whole area has cross-

country ski trails all over it and there's a warm-up shack near 

the road.  When we see it, it's only a quarter of a mile till we 

get to the turn off to the cabin."

"Okay, let's go then.  I think we should just get to the 

cabin as soon as possible."  He glanced at the sky and frowned, 

then started walking.

After walking for about forty minutes we spotted a small 

building just off the road.  It was just poking out of the 

forest a little bit and it was a good thing it wasn't snowing 

harder otherwise we might have missed it.  We still hadn't seen 

a single car go by and I was a little nervous about the 

isolation but in general I was enjoying our walk. 

 As long as I was with Will, all was well with my world.

"Don't you want to have kids?" he said out of the blue, 

going back to our conversation at the airport.  "I mean, you 

don't have to.  Some women don't want kids, I've heard and maybe 

you don't.  But do you?"

He stopped babbling and looked at me out of the corner of 

his eye as we got closer to what was probably the warm-up shack.  

He was clearly worried about my answer.
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"I've always wanted kids.  It's the only thing I've wanted 

longer than I've wanted to run my own restaurant.  I used to 

make Miranda play house over and over."  I smiled at the memory.  

"But not right away.  I mean, the business is barely getting 

going.  I couldn't take time now.  And I'd want to stay home 

with the kids - for a long time, so I don't even know how that 

would work and..."

Will stopped and faced me and I turned too.  He put a 

finger on my lips.

"Whenever you want a baby, I'll be ready, okay?" he said.  

Then he pressed a soft, sweet kiss to my lips.

"I do want to have your babies, Will."  I'd said it without 

thinking but somehow the sentence now sounded fraught with 

sexual innuendo.  So I added, "And I want to make babies with 

you, though maybe not just yet."

"Could we practise though?" he said, one half of his mouth 

turning up as we both started walking quickly towards the warm-

up shack.

"You read my mind," I said.

When we go to the building, it was the warm-up shack.  We 

tried the door and it was open.

"It's freezing in here," Will said.  "No practising baby 

making right now.  My equipment will be so shrivelled you won't 



 / FEELS LIKE HOME / 33

even recognize it."

"We can't have that," I said and looked out the door.  The 

sun was still pretty high in the sky.  No snow.  We had time to 

warm up.  "I'll make us a fire.  This tiny room will warm up 

quickly and then we'll see, won't we?"

Hope lit his eyes.

"I am freezing.  I could use a warm up before we go on," he 

said.  The inference in his voice was very clear.

I grabbed the kindling, some split wood and the matches.  

Kneeling in front of the small stove, I had a fire going in 

minutes.  I saw Will go and lock the door.  Not long after, I 

felt his hands coming from behind me and stealing up under my 

shirt to where my breasts were once more encased in their bra.  

He squeezed and rubbed them through the fabric until I moaned.

"Is it going well enough that you can leave it?" he said in 

my ear, which made me shiver.

I poked it again and put in a couple more pieces of wood.  

I closed and latched it. Then I turned towards Will.

"It is now," I said, wrapping my arms around his naked 

form.
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CHAPTER FIVE

The Warm-up Shack

"This isn't going to be long and drawn out, Cecilia.  We 

have places to go," he said staring into my eyes.

I ran my hands over his cool skin.

"I don't want it long and drawn out.  I want it fast and 

hard," I said.

"Oh, babe, be careful what you wish for," he said, pulling 

my snow pants off and leading me over to the wide built in 

benches that ran along the length of both walls.  He had my 
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sweater off in a trice and made short work of my pants, too.  It 

was so hot in the tiny room by then, that I didn't even feel 

cold.  Then he made a pile of our clothes on one end of the hard 

bench and grinned wickedly at me.

My eyes got big.

"Will?"

"Lie down, Celia."

I took a deep breath and laid down on the pile of clothes, 

looking up at him and wondering what he would do.  He pulled my 

legs until my bum was a little bit off the bench, then he knelt 

down between my legs and put my knees on his shoulders.

"Will?" I said again.  He'd only done this once before and 

we'd both been drunk.  But I'd dreamed about it and I'd woken 

from those dreams with drenched panties.

My breath was coming in short pants already and he hadn't 

even touched me.  Then I felt his tongue flick my clit.  I 

spasmed and cried out.  He clamped his hands on my thighs and 

held me still.

"Oh, yes, Cecilia.  It gets better," he said.

I made a tiny noise in his throat as he began to suck me 

and swirl his tongue on my sensitive nub.  Then he licked all 

the way up my slit and I bucked again.  The heat was starting to 

build.  When I felt his fingers enter me, curling to hit my g-
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spot, I thrashed back and forth.  His other hand came up and 

began to fondle one of my breasts and I thought I'd explode then 

and there but he pulled back and continued his sweet invasion 

more moderately.  I grabbed his hair, pulling him to me, wanting 

more.

"Not yet, my love," he said into my sex.

Slowly he built me up again and then pulled back once more 

to my intense frustration but when he took me up for the third 

time, with his tongue gently flicking my clit and his fingers 

pumping into me, I shattered into a thousand pieces - the 

ecstasy so intense I lost my breath.  He left me for a moment, 

but then I felt him over me.  I opened my eyes, to see him 

fitting his erection to my opening and sliding home.

"You said it wasn't going to be long," I said.

"I got distracted by your sweetness.  I couldn't help 

myself.  This part won't be long - trust me.  Now, let me 

focus," he said.

I gasped as I felt a second orgasm begin to build 

immediately, as his thrusting sped up.

"More, Will," I said.

"Oh yeah?  You like that, Cecilia?  How do you want it?"

I whimpered.

"Harder," I said.
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He plunged into me harder and deeper.  I moaned as I felt 

the sweat break out all over me.  I was panting and I shifted my 

hips to take him deeper.  His mouth was on my breasts which 

drove me wild.

"You like that, Cecilia?  You want more?" he said.

"Yes, more," I said, almost incoherent.

He slammed into me and sent me over the edge into my second 

climax.  He thrust a couple more times before he groaned and 

collapsed over me.

After a minute, he lifted himself off and I could breathe 

freely again.  Not that I cared.  The roof could have been 

falling in and I'd probably still have that goofy smile on my 

face.

"Two," I said, holding up two fingers.

"Yeah," he said, lifting his face so he could look at me.

"That's the first time I've ever had two in a row."

"Really?" he said, beaming.

I frowned when I saw him getting dressed.

"I don't think I can walk," I said matter of factly.

"Get your sweet ass off that bench and into your clothes, 

Cecilia," he said, in a tone that brooked no opposition.  "I am 

not going to be stuck out here after dark."  

He tossed me my shirt and I reluctantly sat up and put it 
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on.

"We're almost there and it's starting to snow.  It's time 

to finally arrive at our cabin in the woods.  Then you can have 

your wicked way with me as often as you like this week, 

promise."

"Okay, then," I said, cheering up.  Of course he was right.  

We needed to go - now.
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CHAPTER SIX

Will's Hurt

I struck out down the road with Cecilia beside me.  We both 

had more energy since the encounter in the warm-up shack.  I 

thought I could see the turn off but I wasn't certain.  

"We should be there in about an hour?" I said.

"Yep," Cecilia said.

Then it began to snow.  At first it was just a few flakes.  

Then the snowflakes got bigger and came down more thickly.  The 

clouds made it even darker than it would usually be at this time 

of day.  And all of a sudden it seemed like this might take 

longer than we thought.  Quite soon we had slowed down a lot 

because we were dragging through snow that was nearly up to our 

knees.

I glanced at Cecilia.  She looked serious but not worried.

"Just keep walking, Will," she said, answering my unspoken 

question.  "Even if it takes longer than we thought, we'll still 

get there.  We've come too far to turn back, so we just have to 

keep going."
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"Right.  I'm not worr..."  Cecilia gave me a sharp look and 

I changed what I was going to say.  "Okay, I am worried."

She gave me a quick smile and then turned her attention 

back to slogging through the deep snow.  The wind came up not 

long after that and the snow was being driven into our faces, so 

we pulled up our scarfs till only our eyes were visible.  That's 

when I heard Cecilia's voice raised over the sound of the wind.

"The turn off!  Will, look!"

And it was the turn off.  We couldn't see the road because 

of all the snow but the sign was there.  That was the last 

landmark we were supposed to look for.  Now all we had to do was 

continue down this road about a quarter mile past the turn off 

and we'd find the driveway to the cabin.

"Will, come on.  We're almost there," Cecilia said, picking 

up the pace.

I moved more quickly in order to keep up with her and soon 

we were at the driveway.  I couldn't believe it.  We were really 

almost there.  At this point, I felt like we'd been walking for 

hours.  It seemed like days since we'd left our cozy apartment 

to go on this crazy adventure.  Still, it would all be worth it 

- even if it had taken more effort than we'd initially thought 

it would.

"Where's the road?" Cecilia said.  I looked but couldn't 
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see where the road was.  We could see where it entered the trees 

but from where we stood to where it cut through the forest it 

was completely impossible to tell exactly where it was.  This 

wasn't the end of the world but if we went off the road it would 

make the walking that much harder.  The cabin wasn't far - a 

five minute walk, I figured.

"We just have to guess," I said and began to walk forward.

"Wait, Will," Cecilia said.  "I think that's the..."

I took one more step and felt myself falling.  What the 

hell?  Then I crashed against a rock and felt my ankle twist.  I 

yelled in pain.  Once I hit, I felt myself rolling a couple 

times until finally I came to a stop.

"Will!" I heard Cecilia screaming at me from above.  

"Will!"

I dragged myself out of the haze of pain I was in enough to 

answer her.

"I'm okay," I said.  I was almost covered in deep snow and 

some had gotten on my face and was freezing cold.  My ankle felt 

like it was on fire.  I didn't dare move it.  I wiggled 

everything else and determined that the ankle was the only 

injury - other than some bumps and bruises.  "I'm okay except 

for my ankle."

"What's wrong?" she said.
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"I think I twisted it."

I heard her sweating under her breath.

"I'm coming down," she said.

"No, Cecilia.  You should probably go and get to the cabin 

- find something to get me out with, a rope or whatever.  I'll 

wait here."

"No, I'm not leaving you," she said and started climbing 

down.  I sighed.  Stubborn girl.  But something deep inside me 

felt some of my fear subside.  She wouldn't leave me here alone.  

Soon she reached the bottom of the ditch which must be pretty 

deep.  She dug me out of the snow.

"We shouldn't check the ankle now because you'll get too 

cold.  Are you feeling chilled yet?" she said.

I shook my head, then shivered.

She looked exasperated.

"Well I wasn't cold until you mentioned it," I said, 

feeling cross.

"Crap, you're probably going into shock.  We have to get 

you out of here.  Can you move at all?  Maybe crawl?"

I nodded.  I'd have to.  I couldn't stay out here, I'd 

freeze.  All of a sudden our adventure had gotten a lot more 

serious and I wasn't thinking it was very much fun anymore.  By 

the look on Cecilia's face, she felt the same way.  But she was 
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focused on the solution.

"What if you went on your knees and lifted your foot so it 

wouldn't drag, then maybe you could crawl back up.  I could help 

you."

I nodded again, then tried to turn over onto my hands and 

knees.  I tried not to make too much noise even though it hurt a 

lot, but I couldn't help the groan when I bumped my ankle.  I 

clenched my teeth and swallowed hard.  Finally I was on my hands 

and knees.  Cecilia winced every time I made a sound and I vowed 

to be more stoic.

"I'm really sorry about this, Will.  But nobody ever died 

from the pain of a twisted ankle.  On the other hand, people die 

of freezing quite a lot," she said.

"I know, I know," I said.  "Let's go."

'There are rocks that you can use to pull yourself up."

I knew that.  I'd hit every one on the way down and I was 

starting to feel the bruises now.  I began to climb.  It was an 

agonizingly slow process.  Every time I moved my hurt leg, I was 

in intense pain.  A few times, I slipped back and had to climb 

again over rocks I'd just passed.  Cecilia pulled me over the 

difficult bits and pushed from behind when I started to slip.  

She kept up a stream of encouraging patter for me to paying 

attention to, instead of focusing on the pain.  After what 
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seemed like ages, she boosted me for the last time and I 

collapsed in the snow on the side of the road.  I was exhausted 

and we still had to get to the cabin, which I could no longer 

see through the thickly falling snow.  

Cecilia didn't say anything, just got on her hands and 

knees and began feeling along the side of the road.  She worked 

her way along the ditch until suddenly she stood up and reached 

a foot out tentatively.  She tapped it on something.  Then she 

jumped up and down on what must be the driveway to the cabin.

"Will, I found the driveway.  Come on, you'll have to lean 

on me.  We're almost there.  Let's keep going."

You are completely unaware of how easily you can do 

something until you lose the ability.  Walking five minutes from 

the road to the cabin should have been easy.  Instead, it was a 

hellish trek that more than once I didn't think I could do.

I sat up and Cecilia got my arm around her neck, then I 

leaned on her and stood up on my good leg, trying not to hit my 

hurt ankle.  Of course I did bump it and I hissed but didn't 

make any more embarrassing sounds.  Leaning on Celia, I managed 

to hop along, putting as little weight as possible on the bad 

ankle.  We stopped several times for me to rest.  But every time 

it was a nightmare to get back up again.

When we stood up again, I vowed to make it the rest of the 
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way without anymore breaks because it was too difficult to start 

again.  I was shivering but I tried not to let Cecilia see it.  

She was worried enough about me as it was.

"Look, Will.  The cabin.  Come on.  Let's just get there 

and I'll build you a great big roaring fire.  You'll be so 

warm."  We'd been following the driveway which curved and 

twisted endlessly - or so it seemed to me.  But we finally came 

into the clearing where the cabin was located.  The beauty of 

the log structure was lost on me but it's warmth was enticing.

Rose's cousin had said she had some app that would allow 

her to turn up the heat on the day we were scheduled to arrive, 

so it ought to be warm inside at least.  I felt my determination 

rising.  I would do it.  I would make it.  And then everything 

would be fine.

Because I was distracted, I didn't notice the hump in the 

snow.  Cecilia was focused on the cabin and didn't see it 

either.  There was a stump and I tripped over it, hitting my 

hurt ankle and falling hard.

"Shit, Will.  Are you okay?" Cecilia said.  I'd had the 

wind knocked out of me and I was struggling to breathe.  The 

pain in my leg became excruciating.  I couldn't do this.  I 

couldn't get up again...  Just then I felt Cecilia's arms come 

around me and she lifted my upper body enough that she could 
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drag me - which she did until we reached the threshold of the 

cabin.  I hurt like a bitch but I didn't complain because I 

didn't have to walk.  At that point, I wasn't sure I could.

She set me down by the door and disappeared, returning a 

minute later with a triumphant look on her face - and the key.  

She unlocked the door and dragged me in.  The cabin was warm and 

she carefully pulled my winter clothes off.  Thank goodness my 

snow pants were the kind with the zippers at the bottom.  She 

was able to get my boot off, unzip the pants, and pull my foot 

through.  She did it quickly because it started really swelling 

as soon as we got my foot out of my boot.  

Soon I was in bed with a tensor bandage wrapped around my 

ankle which was propped on some pillows.  The warmth of the 

quilts began to make me drowsy and I drifted away before I could 

even thank Cecilia.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

A Hot Fire

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.  I returned to the bedroom to find him already asleep.  

I stripped off his clothes, which he'd sweated through at least 
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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.  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 wrapped 

his ankle with the tensor bandage, being careful not to pull it 

too tight.  

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.  "Lemme sleep."

"Cecilia, I wouldn't wake you but I could use a hand 

getting to the bathroom."
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My eyes flew open.  I took in the strange bedroom, Will's 

bandaged foot and his nakedness, which made me blush.  

"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.

"No, you didn't wake up all night.  You must be ready to 

burst," I said.

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

back on the pillows I put behind him.

"I'm going to find us some breakfast," I said.  "Rose's 

cousin said she'd stock the fridge."

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."
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"But you feel alright other than your ankle?"

"Yeah.  Well, 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 feel 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.  
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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?"

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 
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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 here 

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.  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 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.

"I've had almost constant background anxiety since we got 

together, Cecilia."  I felt my eyes go wide.  For him to tell me 

that was huge, I mean, huge.  He'd really taken what I'd 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 
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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 was my 

pleasure."
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CHAPTER EIGHT

On Holiday - finally

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?

"Ceclia?  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 
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yesterday and I didn't want to overdo it again.  Her brown head 

peeked around the stairwell.

"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 

cock.  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 my erection.  

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?"
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"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 slid 

down on top of me.  Jesus Lord but that felt good.  I held back 

as she began to ride me and I took her breasts in my mouth the 

way she loved.  She moaned when I did that and sped up.  

"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 nipples 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.
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