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      MANDY

      Time has flown by since our unforgettable helicopter adventure and intimate night in the tower. Logan and I have settled into married life, relishing every moment together. Today, we’re back at the lookout, sitting high above the rippling forest.

      I step outside onto the wooden walkway that surrounds the lookout, my body still zinging from our recent lovemaking. It’s peaceful here, a sanctuary away from the chaos of the world.

      Logan joins me, his sexy smile brightening my day. Soon enough, he wraps his arms around me from behind, resting his chin atop my head, letting me know we’ll soon be back in bed.

      “I’ve always loved this place. Now I love it even more. It’s like our own little piece of paradise.” His voice is hoarse, him having so recently shouted his release, as I had mine.

      There’s nothing I can do to stop myself from pressing myself back against his erection. He truly brings out the wanton in me. “It absolutely is, Logan. I couldn’t ask for anything more.”

      “You couldn’t? That’s not what your ass is saying.”

      There’s no missing the mirth in his voice, with him never far from laughter these days. Such a change from the stoic, miserable man I’d met in the pond all those months back.

      

      After a morning spent drinking coffee and making love, we rinse off under the recently installed outdoor shower. My shocked squeals pierce the surrounding trees, thanks to hot water being too much to ask for in such a remote spot.

      Only once we’re both squeaky clean and a study of goosebumps do we embark on a hike through the forest. Hand in hand, we traverse the well-worn trails, immersing ourselves in nature’s beauty. While the scent of pine fills the air, a symphony of birdsong accompanies our every step.

      When Logan turns sharply off the track, I don’t question it. He knows this forest like the back of his hand. With him in charge, I know I’ll be safe.

      It’s this diversion that has us coming across a secluded clearing, carpeted with a vibrant array of wildflowers. The colorful blossoms, steal my breath away as surely as Logan had earlier. “It’s like something out of a dream.”

      As dreamlike is when he pulls me close for a slow dance to music that only we can hear. We twirl amid nature’s embrace, lost in the moment’s joy. Time stands still as we create our own private paradise within the wilderness.

      Nature’s soundtrack coming to a stop, Logan pulls me even tighter against him, his lips claiming mine in a kiss that has those shared earlier paling. As lost as I am in the sensual haze, I’m surprised when he loosens his hold on me and shrugs out of his daypack.

      It’s an action I’m soon copying, dropping mine amongst the wildflowers, the scent released from their crushed blooms wafting up around me.

      On watching Logan dragging a blanket out of his backpack, I can’t help but smile as I do likewise. It would appear I wasn’t alone in my desire for some fun while we were out hiking. And this clearing is the perfect spot for it.

      So perfect that I don’t think twice about shedding all my clothes. There isn’t a chance of being caught in flagrante delicto here, although I see Logan has bear spray on hand in case Mother Nature has other ideas.

      I step forward and join him in the middle of the overlapping blankets; the sun heating my body, although his skin is even hotter when we once again kiss. Hot enough to burn any inhibitions I might have left. Hot enough to have me reaching for his cock, my hand tightening around the base and jerking firmly.

      He’s as ready for me as I am for him, something that shows when he reaches down and buries his fingers in my moist curls. “I want you so bad, baby, it hurts.”  His words are husky and rushed, with him obviously loath to break our kiss.

      Rather than voice my response, I loosen my grip on his cock before tightening it again. It’s a motion I repeat along his glorious length, finding him also damp with need.

      There’s nothing graceful about our descent to the blankets, both of us eager to make love. It’s also a maneuver that sees me atop him, the sun beating down on my back as the heat from his cock burns my cleft.

      All it takes is for me to raise up on my knees, guide him where I want him, and then lower myself again, his fiery length filling me, stretching me. As I grind myself on his length, more flowers give up their petals.

      They’re not the only petals getting in on the action, something I find out when I lean back, allowing the sun to scorch my breasts and mons. When Logan peels me wide, the sun hits where our bodies join, his cock disappearing into my swollen depths.

      As I bounce up and down, I glory in watching his cock filling me, making the sensation so much more than it usually would be. I lean back, lifting higher, desperate to see my body consuming him from tip to base.

      Not until he hisses do I think to look at his face. His fight for control of his body is a beautiful thing, although I soon join him in this when his thumbs squeeze my pearl, pushing me ever closer to the edge.

      “Hah, you sneaky man. Two can play at that game.” I lift myself almost free, staying poised on my knees, his length exposed to the breeze now swirling around us.

      He’s not having it. A sharp jerk of his hips and he seats himself again. And then again, and again. I can’t hold out with my keening a match for the wind now whistling through the treetops.

      There’s no missing his shout of release and him stiffening under me. I’ve never had a guy hold out like this, making sure I’ve had a fun time before he finds his own release. He doesn’t always manage it, but when he does like today, it’s magic.

      As magic is lying in his arms on the blankets, surrounded by wildflowers and caressed by the sun. I know I’ll probably end up with a sunburnt ass, but I don’t care. I’m right where I want to be.

      LOGAN

      Spread out on the blankets next to Mandy, I decide life is pretty damned good. And yet there’s been one thing that’s bothered me ever since our wedding.

      While our time up the lookout tower had been wonderful, Mandy deserved a better honeymoon than that. Nothing as Instagram-worthy as what my crazy ex would have wanted, but something more memorable than a few stolen nights in a fire tower.

      And my wanting to make good on that is why we’re out here for the weekend. As sharp-eyed as she is, I knew it was the only way I could throw her off the scent and take her unawares.

      My knowing what awaits us back at the fire tower has me smiling to myself, although when I see Mandy looking at me, I tone it down somewhat. “Just happy with life, sweetheart.”

      After dragging my t-shirt over my junk, and covering Mandy’s more sensitive bits with her shirt, I drag her against my side, happy to close my eyes and drift off with her in my arms.

      We spend the afternoon basking in each other’s company, sharing stories, and making plans for our future. The world fades away, leaving only the two of us connected with an unbreakable bond.

      As the sun begins its descent, casting an amber glow across the tree line, we head back to the tower. The trail guides us, my anticipation at how she’ll respond to my surprise, building with each step. I just hope she likes my choice of destination.

      Her smile widens as she leads me over to the steps that wend their way up and around the tower, her movements graceful and seductive. “Logan, tonight is all about celebrating our love and the magic we share. Let’s make this night one we’ll never forget.”

      I’m confused, because I thought we’d already had that on our wedding night. And every night since, if I’m honest.

      Only once we reach the walkway at the top of the tower does she turn and look at me mischievously, her eyes dancing with excitement. “Logan, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

      Wait, what!? She’s got a surprise for me? Isn’t that my line?

      After deciding to play along, I raise an eyebrow, intrigued by her mysterious expression. “Oh, really? What have you got up your sleeve, Mrs. Young?”

      Inside our haven, Mandy flicks on the solar candles one by one, slowing filling the room with a soft, warm light. This shows the bed to be strewn with rose petals, as it had been on our wedding night.

      “When did you…?” There’s no need for me to continue. She must have done this when I went second in the shower. There wasn’t a chance we could take a shower together, not with water in as short supply as it was.

      When I take another look at the bed, I notice something that’s not as it had been on our wedding night, and that’s the small white box with red ribbon atop, that sits in the middle of the coverlet.

      “Chocolates?”

      She shakes her head, her hair flying in all directions. Meantime, her mysterious expression staying right where it is. Captivated by her beauty and the depth of our love, the world once again fades away, my surprise for her forgotten.

      Rather, I’m as ready as Mandy to create fresh memories in this our private sanctuary, surrounded by nature’s loving embrace. First, though, I need to open her present for me.

      It’s a simple enough task, although there’s nothing simple about my response to the small gift nestled in the tissue-lined box. A quick look at Mandy and I can see she’s no longer mysterious. She’s downright nervous.

      “Are you?”

      She nods, her response nowhere near as vehement as it had been when I’d asked if the box contained chocolates.

      It’s only when my cheek muscles cramp up that I realize I’m grinning like a fool. Then my smile falters. “Mandy Young, do you mean to tell me you hiked all the way up here when you’re expecting?!”

      Her response isn’t what I’ve expected, but then Mandy knows how to keep me on my toes. “Logan Young. I’m pregnant, not an invalid. I do not want you wrapping me up in cotton wool.”

      “But we just made love. I went deep. I could have hurt the baby.”

      Now it’s Mandy’s turn to smile. “Honey, you’re big, but you’re not that big.” She then has the cheek to laugh, before adding, “And anyway, it’s early days yet.”

      

      That night, as the forest whispers its secrets and the stars illuminate the sky, I know life will never be the same, and I couldn’t be happier. As Mandy and I surrender to the passion and love that bind us, I give my heart over to this glorious woman, taking the time to worship her as she deserves.

      Taking the time to have her calling my name over and over in a way that has my blood pumping and my cock always ready. It isn’t until I’m once again giving up the good fight against sleep that I remember the surprise I’d been planning.

      Not wanting to leave it until the morning, I slide out of bed and over to my backpack. A quick rummage around in the large side pocket and I find the envelope I’d hidden there when we were getting ready to leave.

      Back in bed, I pass it over to her, delighted to see her looking as confused as I had been earlier. However, with sleep close to claiming both of us, rather than go through the rigmarole of her working it out for herself, I spit it out.

      “With a baby on the way, the sooner we leave, the better. I hear Costa Rica is beautiful at this time of year.”

      Despite my making it as plain as I can, she still looks mystified.

      “I wanted us to have a proper honeymoon.” I splay my hand across her tummy before carrying on. “One we can tell our kids about.”

      And finally, she understands, tossing the envelope onto the floor and throwing herself into my arms. There I take hold of her, determined to never let her go.

      “I love you Mandy Young, wife, mother, friend. I always will.
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      If you’ve loved the eBooks in this series, why not treat yourself? These large format paperbacks of books 1-6 and 7-12 in the series will make a wonderful addition to your library.

      Click on the image above to order and get ready to sniff those pages.
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      Lily Finnegan can’t believe she’s back in Coogan’s Break, and yet here she is renovating a house even the cockroaches are giving the side eye. Meanwhile, Tyler Vance has the skills—and the body—to help her.

      Will the house be all that’s flipped by their relationship? Find out NOW
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      Kelly Sanderson isn’t happy being stuck in Coogan’s Break. Meanwhile, Zac Thomas loves the beachside community.

      It’s not all bad news for Kelly though, with Zac looking like he could be very bad indeed.

      It’s something she’s entertaining, when she realizes he’s out for a good time, not a long time.

      It’s this that has her telling him to get lost, only he won’t be dissuaded. And despite loving his independence, the better he gets to know Kelly, the longer Zac wants to stick around.

      Click HERE to secure your copy, or read on to hear more from Hope.
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      Hope Malone is a pen name of Andrene Low, a multi-genre author who also writes romantic comedies and paranormal cozy mysteries. To stalk her, click on the icons below, or sign up to her newsletter.

      If you’re reading this, then chances are you’ve already subscribed to her newsletter, THE LOW DOWN

      This comes out about once a month and includes new releases, special offers, comps along with the occasional photo of Mia, her tabby fur baby.
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      Frankie’s a jinxed witch with Bruce Lee moves. Dex is a snarky Jack Russell with a nose for trouble. Together they’re magic. Binge read the series now save.

      START NOW
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