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The forest was darker than she anticipated and the walk back to her tent was fraught with danger. Was 

that a wild animal? No, just a stray cooler. Something there by the tree?! No, just a towel left drying on a 

line. Taylor hated camping to begin with but now that the batteries had gone out on her flashlight and 

she was blindly trying to walk without tripping over every acorn and rock in her path she detested it. 

She wondered yet again why she’d set herself up for torture this year. The “torture” was a float trip her 

brother and a bunch of his friends took every year; some brought their girlfriends or wives, but most 

came alone. She usually went along just because she needed out of the city and her brother insisted she 

take a “real vacation” not just sit alone in her house reading and watching movies. And he always 

promised there’d be a few single guys and there was sure to be one she would like. Over the past five 

years, he’d been wrong about the kind of guys she might like and this was the last year she was giving 

him a chance. But this year, Jones had joined them and she initially thought her brother had finally 

gotten it right.  

Jones was several years older than her but he didn’t look it. Or act it. He was athletic and fit and only a 

couple inches taller than her. He had a sharp wit, a great laugh, and an encyclopedic knowledge of 

movies. Not just your typical movie-quote knowledge, he could tell you all the main characters, actors, 

directors and when the movie had been released and by what studio. Since she was a movie buff with a 

fairly extensive memory for quotes, plots and characters, this was a seriously attractive quality in her 

eyes. He was also a reader and she’d heard him mention several of her favorite books as he talked to 

others in the group. But the best thing so far - his eyes. They were an indescribable color but they lit up 

when he smiled and nearly twinkled when he laughed. 

The only problem with him? Except when her brother introduced them, he hadn’t turned those amazing 

eyes her way the entire trip. 

Her hand was suddenly yanked backward; she was pulled out of her musings and into a tree…only it 

wasn’t a tree. Before she could scream, a hand covered her mouth and warm lips whispered in her ear. 

“Shh…you don’t want to wake everyone else.” 

She turned around and smacked the man who had grabbed her. “Dammit, Jones, you scared the crap 

out of me!” she kept her voice quiet, because he was right - she didn’t want to wake anyone else. The 

only part of the trip she truly enjoyed was sitting in the dark, alone by the campfire she kept burning 

well into the night, listening to the river rush by, the wind in the trees. Living in the city, she only got to 

enjoy this once a year and she didn’t want anyone interfering. Her alone time typically happened after 

midnight when everyone else disappeared into their tents alone or in couples and she thought that time 

had already come when Jones grabbed her. “What the hell are you doing?” 

“I was going to ask you the same thing. It’s a little dangerous walking out here alone, isn’t it?” Jones 

handed her his flashlight then lit up another one. 
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“Not usually. But my flashlight died and I’ve been stumbling around for a while now. I thought the 

campfire would lead me back but now I can’t see it.” She turned around slowly with the flashlight held 

out, trying to find the campsite. 

“It’s back there. The fire’s gone down quite a bit so it might be hard to see. You passed by me about 10 

minutes ago and I’ve been trying to find you since.” Jones pointed in the opposite direction of where 

she’d been walking and she could just barely make out the red firelight. 

“Oh. Well, thanks.” Taylor was glad he couldn’t see the blush in her face. She didn’t usually get lost out 

here, but she’d been thinking about him when the flashlight had gone out and she’d immediately lost 

her bearings. 

She started to walk back in the direction he’d pointed then stopped when she realized he wasn’t beside 

her. “You coming?” 

“Actually, I was wondering if you’d like to see something pretty cool. We can’t see it here in the trees or 

too close to the campfire. But there’s a clearing not too far from here that will work well.” 

Taylor hesitated then shrugged. A cute guy wanted to take her out into the woods at midnight, might be 

fun. Since this wasn’t a slasher film and her brother wouldn’t be friends with complete jerks or rapists, 

he had to be pretty safe, right? “Alright. What are we going to see?” 

“Let’s let that be a surprise.” Jones reached for her hand and entwined his fingers through hers. “Don’t 

want you getting lost again.” 

She blinked at him, surprised by his cool, possessive touch. The fresh air must be muddling her brain, 

because she left her hand in his and fell in step with him as he led the way to the clearing. 

Jones dropped her hand when they cleared the trees and Taylor stepped away from him in wonder. “I’ve 

been coming here for years and I’ve never found this. I love how many stars you can see! You’re right, 

this is pretty cool.” She smiled in his direction, not sure if he could see her face or not. 

“It’s pretty nice, city girl, but that’s not the cool part.” Jones dropped his backpack and pulled a blanket 

out of it. He spread it out on the ground then stretched out, hands behind his head as he stared up at 

the night sky. 

Taylor hesitantly sat beside him, close to the edge of the blanket and stared up as well. “Is there 

something else up there I’m missing?” 

“Not yet, but there will be. Why don’t you lay here beside me and wait?” he patted the blanket closer to 

him then tugged on her leg. “I don’t bite, Taylor. You’re perfectly safe.” 

‘Well, of course I am,’ she thought bitterly as she stretched out beside him, ‘You have no interest in me 

whatsoever!’ 
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Jones waited until she settled next to him then drew a deep breath. He would have come out here alone 

tonight regardless, but having her beside him just made the night complete. The minute her brother had 

introduced them, he’d been acutely aware of her presence. The big blue eyes that noticed everything 

about the group, the way the sun lit up her auburn hair like a fiery halo, the sweet scent of berry 

shampoo, the bell-like laugh, and those curves she’d kept hidden beneath a cutoff sweatshirt and jeans. 

Well, she’d kept them hidden until they’d actually gone canoeing. When she’d stepped out of her tent in 

a black string bikini and cutoff shorts, her long hair swept up in a high messy ponytail, he was sure his 

instant hard on hadn’t been the only one in the group of guys. All that day, she’d slipped easily over the 

side of her canoe and into the chilly water to cool off. Then she’d pull herself up into the canoe steadied 

by one of the other single guys, the water beading up on her smooth tan skin as she let the sun dry her 

again. He’d never waxed poetic before but watching her he thought full sonnets to rival Shakespeare. 

And yet he’d been tongue tied when he was near her. 

Around the campfire, he’d watched her talking to everyone, very polite and yet withdrawn. She didn’t 

really connect with her brother’s friends but she didn’t ignore them either. He’d noticed the first few 

nights that she’d been the last to go to bed and last night he’d watched her from his tent. She’d simply 

sat by the campfire, occasionally adding a log or poking the ashes, a soft smile on her face. She had an e-

reader of some sort but she only read a few minutes at a time, turning her face to the sky when the 

wind blew. Around 3 am he’d drifted off and she was gone when he woke a couple hours later. 

Tonight, he’d stayed up when everyone else had gone to their tents, worried because she’d gone to use 

the restroom and hadn’t returned. The lantern was still on in her tent so he knew she wasn’t sleeping 

but he didn’t know where she’d gone. He was about to go find her when he saw a flashlight bobbing 

through the trees. He watched as it came closer to the campfire then flickered and went out. He 

grabbed his pack and headed that way, eventually finding her quite a bit away from the campsite, lost 

and frustrated. 

Convincing her to come here with him had been much easier than he’d anticipated and he smiled up to 

the stars. Breathing deep again, he drew in her scent, the sweet smell of berries making him 

lightheaded.  

Her voice surprised him several minutes later. “It’s a bit chilly out here. When will this ‘pretty cool’ thing 

happen?” He heard the unhappiness in her voice and rolled over toward her, leaning on his arm as he 

looked down at her. 

“No patience?” he tucked a stray strand of her hair behind her ear then rested his hand on her cheek. 

“Um…what? No. I mean, yes I have patience. I’m just a little cold.” She shivered a little, less from the 

cold and more from his touch. His warm hand on her face, those amazing eyes staring into hers and she 

couldn’t form coherent thoughts. 
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“Come here.” He laid back down but stretched an arm out and waited expectantly. Tentatively, she 

scooted closer then laid her head on his shoulder. Curling his arm around her, he brought the edge of 

the blanket with him, drawing it over her body. “Better?” 

“Much. Thanks.” Taylor struggled not to breathe his earthy scent, already intoxicated by his presence.  

‘What are you doing?!’ she screamed at herself, ‘Wrapped up in a blanket with a virtual stranger who 

doesn’t even like you in the middle of the woods?! And for what, Taylor? You don’t even know!’ She 

shook her head and sighed, deciding that even if he wasn’t interested in her, he was a warm body and it 

had been far too long since she’d had one of those beside her in the middle of the night. She closed her 

eyes and drifted, figuring he’d let her know when the “pretty cool” thing was happening. 

Jones held her close, letting his warmth mingle with hers. He turned his head and her scent filled his 

mind again. She turned her head to look up at him, a question in her eyes and he didn’t stop to think 

through his next move. With a quick shift of their bodies, he brought his lips to hers in a soft lingering 

kiss. 

When he pulled back from her, she didn’t move, her eyes closed and a smile on her face. “Wow.” She 

whispered before she peeked out at him through one eye. “I didn’t think you liked me.” 

“Didn’t think…are you nuts?” Jones dropped his head back down beside hers then pulled her closer 

against his body. “How could I not like you? How could anyone not like you?” 

“Oh. Well…you didn’t talk to me hardly at all the past few days. And you never looked at me when you 

did talk to me.” 

“Yeah. That’s because I’m an idiot guy. Every time I looked at you, all the blood would drain from my 

head and settle…well, lower. So I couldn’t talk coherently and it was a bit…uncomfortable.” 

“Oh…OH! Really?!” 

“Uh, yeah. Have you seen yourself? Like ever?” he ran his hand down her body, skimming over the edge 

of her breast, waist and hips, “You’re gorgeous.” He paused to kiss the top of her head before he 

continued, “and you’re obviously smart, very funny, and know almost as much about movies as I do.” 

Taylor pulled herself up so she could look down at him. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”  

In the near complete darkness, he could sense her amazement more than see it on her face. “I’m 

completely serious, Taylor.” 

She laid back down with her head on his chest. “Huh,” was all she said in response. 

“You can’t see the sky that way.” He joked, smoothing her long hair over her back. He didn’t want her to 

move but he didn’t want her to miss this, either. 
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“You still haven’t told me what ‘this’ is!” she sighed as she rolled off him, nestling in the curve of his arm 

again. 

“Just look.” He said, noticing the first of the occurrence. 

Taylor looked at the sky and saw a shoot of white, and then another, and then several at once. “What is 

THAT?” Her tone was nearly reverent as she watched the spectacle unfold above them. 

“It’s the Perseid meteor shower. It happens every year around this time. The best time to see it is 

around 2 am and out here in the woods is definitely better than in the city.”  

“I love it!” she cried.  

They watched quietly for many long minutes, the rise and fall of their chests synched with their breaths, 

the heavenly shower better than any movie either of them had ever seen. 

As the fall of meteors continued above them, Taylor turned her head up to look at him, her eyes shining 

with tears. “Thank you. This is the sweetest thing anyone has ever shown me.” 

Jones wiped a tear from her eye then smoothed one hand along her cheek. “I’m glad I could share it 

with you.” He leaned so he could touch her lips with his again. This time, he deepened the kiss, surprised 

when she opened her mouth to him. The tip of her tongue played along his and he moaned.  

Rolling onto her back, she drew him with her, now surprising herself. But, she’d fantasized about this 

man even before she met him and she wasn’t going to waste this chance to have a fantasy come to life.  

Jones settled himself above her, trying to keep his weight off her. Breaking their kiss he lifted his head to 

try to see her eyes. “I want so much more than this right now, Taylor. And I don’t know if I can stop 

myself if we keep going.” 

“Who said you needed to stop?” Taylor touched the tip of his nose with her finger then slid her hand 

over his rough cheek into his short dark hair before drawing him back down to her. “I don’t want you to 

stop.” She whispered before she kissed him again, a new energy and excitement flowing between them. 

Jones grabbed her hands and drew them over her head before he ground himself against her. Taylor 

arched her back in response. He trailed his kiss from her sweet lips to the curve of her chin then down 

her long neck. The cowl of her hooded sweatshirt stopped his progress and she groaned in frustration. 

Kneeling between her legs, he sat her up then quickly pulled her sweatshirt and then her t-shirt over her 

head, dropping them beside him on the blanket. Pushing her gently back to the ground, he followed her 

down to continue kissing her body. His lips left a hot trail along her collarbone and then into her 

cleavage. Hands in his hair, she pressed him closer as he licked the salt from her skin.  

“My God. You taste amazing.” He stopped barely long enough to whisper his praise before pulling her 

bra strap down to loosen the cup. Kissing the rise of her large breast, he nudged aside the confining silk 
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until he could suckle the dusty pink tip. Her abdominal muscles immediately tensed and she pulled his 

head closer. Snaking one hand down his back, she grasped his ass and forced him against her, sex to sex. 

“Take me.” Her whisper was so quiet he wasn’t sure he’d heard her right. He looked up at her, waiting to 

see if she would repeat herself.  

“I want you, Jones. I don’t want foreplay. It’s just been so long since I’ve been with a man. Please?” That 

final word, that plea, convinced him she was being completely honest and open with him. And as much 

as he wanted to spend hours with her, loving every inch of her, he also wanted to give her whatever she 

wanted. 

“As you wish.” He stood and removed his clothes, watching as she removed what was left of hers. 

Reaching into his jeans, he pulled a condom from his wallet and started to open it. 

She stopped him. “You don’t need that. Unless you want to wear it. I can’t get pregnant, though.”  

“What?” he knew he couldn’t have heard that right. 

“It’s a long story and I’ll tell you, I promise. But I can’t so you don’t need that unless you just think it’s 

safer for other reasons.” 

“No, I don’t.” He dropped the packet on his jeans then settled himself back over her. She wrapped her 

small hand around his member; her cool fingers were a shock against his heated skin and he shuddered 

at her touch. Needing to make sure she was ready for him, he slid a finger between her folds, her moist 

heat drawing him in. She thrust her hips up and he pressed in deeper, pulled out then opened her with 

two fingers. 

“Please. Just you.” Taylor begged him to enter her, to fill her. Jones removed his hand and aligned 

himself with her opening. 

“Taylor. Look at me. Are you sure?” Jones couldn’t believe he was still hesitating. This beautiful woman 

was practically begging him to make love to her and he was waiting? This isn’t what he had planned for 

the night; he’d just wanted to show her the meteors and spend some time with her, get to know her 

better. As much as he did want to have sex with her, that’s not all he wanted. This was the type of 

woman he could see a future with and he didn’t want to mess with the potential of that future together. 

“I’m sure. I’ve never been more sure of anything. And I’ve never done anything impulsive or rash or 

crazy like this. Ever. But this, this just feels right, Jones.” Taylor pulled herself up to kiss him, dragging 

him down with her, no longer letting him speak. Reaching between them again, she placed the tip of 

him within her, aligning him perfectly to her opening. With one solid push, he entered her, and with a 

second he was buried inside. 

“Jesus.” His exclamation broke their kiss. “You’re so tight.” 
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“I told you it’s been awhile. Don’t stop.” Taylor thrust her hips up to meet his, and he buried his face in 

the hollow of her throat as he continued with slow, measured pumps into her. She stared up at the sky, 

watching the meteors continuing to fall. What was happening in the sky was almost as amazing as what 

was happening on earth. Jones was filling her, completing her, as no man had ever done before and like 

no other man ever would again. 

Her orgasm was quiet but no less forceful. She dug her fingertips into his back, her manicured nails 

sliding down his sweat slicked skin until she was digging into his ass, holding him deep within her. He 

came hard and deep within her, his warm seed spreading as he captured her lips with a hard kiss. 

As they both returned to normal breathing, he laid beside her and pulled her into his arms. She rested 

one leg over his, her head on his chest. “I think I found a reason to like camping.” Her bell-like laughter 

floated over the clearing and he was happy to be the reason she was so content. 

He stroked her hair then realized she was shivering. Pulling the blanket up around them both, he stared 

at the end of the meteor shower, amazed they were still falling. He felt like they’d been in each other’s 

arms for hours, days…forever.  

“I guess it’s probably too early to ask you to marry me?” Jones joked, but part of him hoped she would 

actually take him seriously. 

“Maybe a little early. Ask me again after we wake up….” Taylor’s sleepy voice faded as she slipped into 

an easy sleep, warm and comfortable in his embrace 

“I will, sweetheart. And I’ll keep asking until you say yes.” Jones smiled then slid into sleep himself. 


