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WINTER KISSES
A New England blizzard leaves me stranded on the side of the road as I’m driving up to my big sister’s house for the holidays. My plan is to use the break from my barista job to write a bestseller, but my beat-up old car has other ideas.
I think I’m lost. But then he finds me. And my world will never be the same again.
I don’t know who this silver fox is at first, with his iron hair and smirking lips, his seven-foot body rippling with muscles that all the heavy winter clothes in the world can’t hide. But my car’s busted and I haven’t got much choice but to trust him. I could be making a mistake. And yet somehow it feels oh-so-right.
Locked away in his winter cabin – more like a freaking mansion, spanning three stories and built into a formation of icy rock – I learn that he’s Wayne Wakefield, one of the richest, most powerful men in the world. He’s a forty-three year old billionaire who’d never be interested in a curvy, shy, nineteen year old dreamer like me.
But then things get so hot they could melt this cozy season. When this possessive alpha tells me I’m his, and his alone, I can’t quite believe it. I don’t know what I’m doing. I’m a virgin and haven’t got any experience with immature high school douches, let alone a seasoned conqueror of the business world like Wayne. What the heck am I supposed to do?
But the inside of his cabin becomes our own private world. With an outdoor hot tub and a view of a frozen lake, with his gorgeous dog Rusty and a crackling fire, I learn that maybe I do deserve happiness. Maybe I do deserve love.
But what if I’ve let my imagination get the better of me again? What if Wayne Wakefield loses interest once he’s satisfied his carnal, irrepressible desire?
What if this winter is just too cold?
*Winter Kisses is an insta-everything standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger.
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CHAPTER ONE

Winter
I grip the steering wheel hard and stare through the windshield at the snow lashing down, getting thicker now, becoming a sheet of white that stops my high-beams about ten feet in front of me.
I take slow breaths, the air cold, this piece-of-crap car not doing much against the impressive New England winter.
The drive up from New York went well at first. I packed a lunch and fled the city, glad to have a break from the poor, week-to-week barista lifestyle I’ve been living. Waiting for my week’s paycheck just to scrounge enough together to make my way to the next week, coming home exhausted and then dragging myself to my old laptop to try and hammer out a few hundred words before collapsing into a messy lump on my Goodwill couch.
No, now I was going to stay with my older sister, Anna, the woman who had basically raised me after our parents died when I was just a little kid. I’m nineteen now, a grownup, and a smattering of snowfall isn’t going to make me quiver in defeat.
But as the car chugs along – with more miles on the odometer than I care to think about – I feel like a tiny insect crawling across a world of snow.
All around me, all I can hear is the rushing waterfall of the elements, and even if I could see through the windshield full of snow, I’m surrounded by a forest of pines that are coated with layers of barrier-like ice.
It would be beautiful, if my car was an SUV with snow-tires and I was speeding toward my sister’s house, where she lives with her fiancé. Anna’s always seemed to have life more figured out than me, and I don’t think it only comes down to the decade she has on me age-wise.
Somehow, I doubt that Anna would ever get stuck in the middle of a freaking blizzard in the middle of a freaking ice forest in the middle of freaking winter.
Winter is stuck in winter.
How poetic.
I sigh and glance at my map, seeing that I’m at least eighty miles from my sister’s house. I don’t think the car is going to make it that far. I’m thinking about pulling over and checking for a nearby town, blowing my last savings on a motel room, when—crank, the car shudders and starts to slow.
I curse and guide it to the side of the road.
“Well,” I whisper, “this is definitely not good.”
I sigh and sit back, hugging my jacket more tightly around myself and looking around the New England forest. Or, really, looking around the imposing whiteness that used to be a forest. Now I’m shrouded in a winter-wonderland blanket.
I take out my cell phone and call Anna.
“Winter?” she answers, on the second ring, her voice pitched high and crackly with the poor reception. “Don’t tell me you’re stuck out there in this snow.”
I bite my lip, pushing down the urge to whine to my big sister for help. Ever since I was six and she was sixteen, Anna had been my life raft, the person I clung to whenever things got difficult.
When she moved to New England to be with her fiancé, she felt so guilty leaving me behind. She even offered to have me move in with them, but of course that was madness. I didn’t want to be the third-wheel.
“I’m an adult,” I told her firmly. “I can take care of myself.”
I wanted to make her proud. I wanted to make it so that she could relax into her life and not have to drive herself cuckoo worrying about me all the time.
I still want all of that, even if the cold is starting to seep through the car windows and through my jacket and sweater.
“Winter?”
“I’m fine, sis,” I say. “I’m just calling to let you know I might be delayed a little bit. I’m going to hunker down in a motel and wait for this to pass.”
Anna sighs, relief flooding the sound. “As long as you’re not stranded in the middle of the forest in a busted car.”
I almost laugh, her what-if is so accurate.
“No,” I say awkwardly. “Of course not.”
“Hmm, it’s a shame,” Anna murmurs. “I was looking forward to seeing you tonight. But I guess one day won’t make that much difference. I get you for two weeks, after all. And by the end of it, sis, you’re going to be a bestseller writer.”
“Ha, ha,” I grunt. “Somehow I doubt that, but thanks for the vote of confidence.”
The whole point of my journey north is so that I can have some peace and quiet to work on my book. Ever since I was a little kid, I’ve felt more comfortable in make-believe worlds than the real one, populating my mind with fantasies so that I don’t have to live in reality.
Anna’s always supported me, even though neither of us had enough money for me to go to college. Forget about community college and loans. I needed somehow to live before I could even think about any of that.
Anyway, a writer doesn’t need college, just a pen. Or a laptop. And her imagination.
The wind howls outside the car, whistling against the icy metal. The trees rustle. I feel winter pressing down on me, as though any second the snow could pierce the car and start blanketing me.
“You’re sure you’re okay?” Anna asks.
“Yes,” I say, not wanting her to worry, because she’s worried enough about me over the years. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Or I’ll call you to let you know what I’m doing. Just don’t stress, okay?”
Anna snorts. “Yeah, sure. I’ll give that one a try.”
“I love you,” I say.
“Love you, sis. Bye.”
I hang up and let my head fall back on the headrest, peering through my windshield at the hood of my car.
Smoke is seeping out from underneath it, which I take as a bad sign. And then, as I try to navigate to the map application on my phone, it blinks and dies.
Crap.
I turn back to the old-fashioned map, trying to find a town, wondering if I can walk it anyway.
This is bad. This is really bad.
My writer’s mind starts conjuring up scenarios to torture me.
Woman Freezes to Death on New England Road: The Early Christmas Gift Nobody Asked For.
The headline blares in my head, taunting me, as the accompanying images make me want to scream. I grit my teeth together and blink a few times, assuring myself that my eyes are dry, that I’m not going to cry.
Anna never liked it when I cried growing up, so I got good at pushing stuff down. Maybe that’s not the best thing to do, speaking from a mental health perspective, but it does help in situations like this when feelings aren’t going to do any good.
I consult the map again.
Okay, about ten miles down the road, there’s a town … at least, I think it’s ten miles.
I can walk ten miles, right? In the snow? In this hellish blizzard?
Yeah, sure, and next I’ll become pole-vaulting champion.
I step from the car and immediately the blizzard hits me like an icy wave, blasting over me with the force of nature.
I pull my hood down over my eyes and walk around to the trunk, and then shake my head.
This is serious now.
I can’t haul my bag and walk the ten miles to town.
No, I’ll have to walk down there and then arrange a tow. There’s no way I’m going to work out why my car is suddenly spewing smoke on my own.
I’m no mechanic. The mechanic of a plot, maybe, but actual real-world fixing? No chance.
I walk to the driver side and reach down for my gloves, pulling them onto hands that seem far too frozen already.
I turn to the road, staring at the blankness of it, the snow so thick it looks uniform in places, like a giant white sheet of paper has been slid across my vision.
I walk forward and then stop.
Off to my left, in the forest, a dog is yapping softly, and then it gets louder, and louder.
I hear a man’s voice rising over the constant hum of the snow.
“What is it, boy?”




CHAPTER TWO

Wayne
“What is it, boy?” I say, pulling down my scarf and letting the cold blast me in the face.
After the heat of the cabin, the cold is refreshing, infusing my bones and my lungs with an invigorating blast. I only intended to take Rusty out on a short walk to relieve himself, since the little caramel-colored Jack Russel terrier wasn’t the biggest fan of the snow.
But no sooner had I walked a few steps from the cabin when Rusty ducked his head and started sniffing at the ground, tail stuck straight up in the air, ears pricked and alert.
Then he darted off into the forest, stopping and turning to me after thirty or so feet, staring at me like I was the world’s biggest idiot for not following.
I shrugged and shut the cabin door.
Why not?
For the first time in a long time, I had nothing to do. I was free to just wander off into the snowy forest and see what my dog wanted to explore.
I’m forty-three years old and I can’t remember the last time I just did something for the sake of it, for fun. I wonder if there’s something wrong with that.
But then, I’ve got my business to take care of, thousands of employees, a board of directors who seem intent on twisting the company into yet another morality-lacking cesspit.
Rusty stands lightly in the snow, where my weighty body causes me to sink shin-deep with each step, soaking my jeans, but my feet are dry, courtesy of my chunky boots.
“What is it, boy?” I ask again.
He yips at the air, and then noses toward the road. I click my tongue to let him know to wait. The last thing I need is him charging out into the middle of a low-visibility road and getting hit. He makes the whining sound that lets me know he’s annoyed, that he wants to just sprint ahead, consequences be damned.
“I know,” I laugh grimly. “But you’re not as smart as you think you are, Rust.”
He whines.
When I catch up with him, he pads forward.
The snowfall is so thick I don’t see it – or her – until I’m almost standing next to the car.
Smoke seeps from the hood in a steady stream, but I barely even notice the car as my eyes roam over her.
Something erupts inside me, something I never thought I’d feel, something carnal and primal and possessive.
It roars at me, She’s yours. Kill any man who touches her. Don’t second-guess yourself. This woman belongs to you now.
She laughs and kneels down as Rusty pads over to her, yipping proudly, enough to let me know that this is where he was leading me all along.
A crazy thought strikes me.
Did he know how I’d feel the moment I laid my eyes on her?
She’s wearing a thick army-green jacket and khaki pants with boots, but the wind has blown her hood down to reveal waves of luxurious blonde hair, slightly wet and messy in the snow. Her eyes are wide, friendly and emerald-green, and her body is curvy, so curvy I feel my hands twitching for those child bearing hips, for those milk-giving breasts, for those sweet-as-hell ass cheeks.
“Car trouble?” I manage to growl, when all I want is to fist that golden hair and bend her over the steaming hood, snow or no snow.
“How could you tell?” she says, a note of sass in her voice. She strokes Rusty behind the ear and then stands up, staring at me. “You’re not a serial killer, are you? Your face looks familiar.”
I’m glad she doesn’t recognize me and, strangely, I feel another stirring inside when she sasses me. I like the way she smirks, the way it contrasts with the genuine kindness in her eyes. A glorious contradiction.
“I just have one of those faces,” I tell her, moving forward slowly, not wanting to freak her out. “Mind if I take a look?”
“Are you a mechanic?”
“Are you always this sassy?”
Her eyes twinkle, her cheeks flushing red. Her chest rises and falls quickly, causing her breasts to heave in the jacket, and my manhood to flood and pulse solidly.
I bet she’s hot as fucking fire under there. I bet her nipples would burn my tongue as I sucked them, sucked them hard until they were red and she was quivering with her endless releases, her cream sliding thickly down her thighs.
“You could say I use humor as a defense mechanism, if you wanted to get all psychobabble about it.”
I chuckle and nod to the car. “Pop the hood?”
“Can you give me your name, at least?”
“Wayne Wakefield,” I tell her.
I see her pause, lips pursed, as my name moves through her consciousness. I can tell she’s trying to place me.
“And yours?” I ask.
“Winter Reed,” she says. “Though I’m not sure I should be telling you that.”
She walks to her driver’s side and leans inside, popping the hood. Rusty jumps up on the seat and she giggles as he laps at her face.
“Friendly doggie,” she says, stroking him. “What’s your name?”
“Rusty,” I tell her. “And he’s not normally so friendly with strangers. He must like you.”
My mind thunders ahead a million miles a minute. The amount of times I’ve wished for a child to carry on my legacy, to give a middle finger to the cutthroat assholes who think life is a game to be played at other people’s expense.
I open the hood and glance down at the engine.
Immediately, I can tell that she’s screwed and is going to need a mechanic.
“That bad, Wayne?” she asks, glancing at me over the top of Rusty’s head.
My dog looks content in her arms, snuggling close to her, even as the snow continues to lash down like a godly punishment.
“How could you tell?” I smirk.
“Uh, just your face,” she says, smiling shakily. “Am I right in thinking there’s a town ten miles up the road?”
“From here? More like fifteen, but yeah, there’s a town. Snowy Crescents. But I wouldn’t advise walking there in this blizzard. It’s only going to get worse for the next twelve hours.”
She glances up at the sky, frowning. “I know it’s only four in the afternoon, but it feels like freaking midnight. You know, with the snow, it’s all so shiny all the time anyway. Sorry, I’m rambling. I guess rambling is a pretty good way to come to terms with the fact that I’m stuck in the middle of the forest with a man who could very well be a serial killer, right?”
I stare at her, captivated, as her smile wavers and her leafy eyes glimmer. It’s like I can see into her, scenting her nervousness and her sassiness with a tinge of fear.
“Winter, I’d never hurt you,” I say.
She blinks. “Woah, okay,” she says. “That was suddenly super-serious.”
“I know it must be strange for you, being out here with a complete stranger. But I just want you to know you’re safe.”
“Is it crazy that I believe you?” she says. “Because I sort of do, Wayne, even if every single PSA I’ve ever seen is telling me I shouldn’t.”
It’s because we’re meant for each other. It’s because Rusty led me here for a reason. I never believed in fate before I met you, but now I do.
My manhood pulses as I drink in the sight of that made-for-child-bearing body.
But to get to the child bearing, there’s got to be a lot of dirty, downright fucking indulgent sex, the sort of sex where I paint every inch of her with my tongue, sense every quiver in her body and respond accordingly, play her like a goddamn instrument until my mouth is full of her creamy come.
“You’re welcome to stay at my cabin for the evening,” I tell her. “In the morning, I’ll drive into town and arrange a tow for you. Otherwise I can go and get my car and we can try and get you to town this evening. It’s up to you.”
She bites her lip, stroking Rusty as she cradles him close. My dog whines in pleasure and laps at her face again.
“This might be the craziest thing I’ve ever done,” she says. “But yes, Wayne, I’d be grateful to stay at your cabin for the night.”
My heart hammers.
My manhood stirs.
My lips prick in anticipation of her sex, the wetness of it, the eagerness, the tight hotness, a glorious contrast to the lashing winter blizzard.




CHAPTER THREE

Winter
I trudge through the forest at Wayne Wakefield’s side, searching my mind as I try to remember where I recognize him from.
This is silly, of course, walking out here with a man I just met. This is exactly the sort of behavior that New York is supposed to beat out of a person, skipping off into nowhere land with a man I don’t know at all.
And yet there’s something about Wayne that makes me trust him.
Which is exactly what a man intent on doing harm would cultivate, a voice whispers in my mind. An aura of trust.
I glance at him as we walk, Rusty padding ahead, his chocolate-colored tail stuck right up in the air as he sniffs each tree we pass, stopping to make his mark occasionally.
He’s a giant man, at least seven feet, and through his heavy winter jacket I can tell he’s huge, muscular. The jacket doesn’t hang baggily from him. It clutches onto his behemoth muscles. His hair is swept to the side, short and silver-shaded. His jaw is square and his eyes are a stark, penetrating deep brown, the color of oak. His lips smirk or rest in an expression of quiet confidence.
I was lost after about two minutes of walking into the forest. Now, sticking close to Wayne is the only way I can make sure I don’t get completely stranded. Which is, when you look at it objectively, a silly position to put myself in.
And yet…
I don’t know. Maybe it’s crazy. But when we were staring at each other across the broken husk of my car, I felt something stir inside of me, this deep pulse telling me it was okay to trust this man, okay to open myself up to this man.
It felt deep, like primal-deep, as though my womb or something was sending me a soothing signal. That’s the sort of mystical craziness I’d never normally believe in, but there’s something, something—just something about Wayne that assuages all of that.
“So, what are you doing all the way out here?” I ask.
“Taking a break from work,” he says, as my legs burn with the incline, a subtle change in gradation that’s getting steeper every moment. “I haven’t taken a break in, Jesus, it must be at least twenty years.”
“Wow, your job must be important,” I say.
He nods. “I’ve got a lot of people relying on me not to mess up. It’s a lot of pressure. Which I enjoy. I like pressure. But sometimes a man needs to get away from it all, to remember what it’s like … Hell, I don’t know, Winter. I’m no poet. Maybe sometimes a man needs to feel what it’s like to be in the middle of nowhere surrounded by snow and winter, eh?”
Warmth infuses me at his words, at the way his deep browns track over the snowy landscape. There’s humility in him, but also strength, fierce strength, mixing together to make something unique and appealing.
The sort of material fathers are made of. Husbands are made of.
I push the crazy thought down.
Whoever this goliath of a man is, he’s handsome and confident and experienced. He’s a silver fox with the muscles of a bear, the suave self-assuredness of a jungle cat and the casual strength of a lion.
I’m, let’s face it, not exactly the sort of magazine-cover girl men like this go for.
So I need to cut off thoughts like that ASAP.
“So what exactly do you do?” I say, panting hard now as the hill gets even steeper, my thighs aching and burning.
Wayne strolls casually ahead, not even breathing hard, and Rusty skips faster toward what I assume is the direction of home.
“This and that,” he says.
“Oh, Mr. Mystery over here. Fine, be like that.”
I mega-pout at him, which only makes him chuckle. He looks more carefree when he chuckles, less like he has the weight of the world on his shoulders. Crazily, I imagine him standing over a barbecue and laughing just like that, except in the fantasy the sun is shining and our children are running happily all around him.
Down, girl.
“What about you?” he asks. “What brought you to be stranded in the middle of nowhere, less than a mile from my cabin? What are the chances of that?”
He glances away from me, but I catch something in his expression. For a moment, I think he’s going to mention fate, but then the moment passes and we keep walking.
Fate.
Something I’ve never believed in.
I really need to get it together.
As we walk, I tell him about visiting my sister for the Christmas holidays, getting a break from my job as a barista so that I could come up early and work on my writing.
“Heck,” I snap, interrupting my own story when I trip on a hidden root and almost fall.
Wayne glides toward me quicker than I would’ve guessed a man like him could move, catching me in his arms and hugging me close. I feel the scorching heat of him through his jacket, like he has a star trapped in there, and then he leans so close to me that I can feel his breath on my face.
“We’re almost there,” he says. “There’s no shame in asking me to carry you.”
“Carry me?” I laugh, though the notion sends a sizzling sensation through me. “You’re joking, right?”
“No,” he says. “Not in the slightest.”
“Um, I’m not a baby. So no, I don’t need to be carried.”
He moves closer, our eyes staring right into each other.
“You’re proud,” he says. “You’re strong. You’re sassy as fuck and you won’t ask for help. Fine. Then give me a signal. Just blink twice if you want me to carry you.”
I can’t help but laugh, resulting in an answering yip from Rusty, who’s now on his hind legs leaping around our feet.
It’s innocent, right? Being carried? There’s no undertone?
It is a steep hill.
I blink twice.
I let out a squeal of delight as Wayne lifts me easily off my feet, as though I weigh nothing, as though I haven’t always been the shapely girl wherever I went.
He places one arm under my knees and the other across my back, cradling me to his chest.
I find myself snuggling close to him, wrapping my arms around his shoulders, all under the guise of holding on as he climbs the hill.
“Well, here we are,” he says a couple of minutes later.
I turn my head and then let out a gasp.
His so-called cabin is really a massive house built into a rock formation that overlooks a frozen lake, the lake glittering as the clouds part and let in a snowy shaft of sunlight. A triple car garage at the bottom, and then the sprawling, modern house built over three levels, a structure of glass with a—
Jeez.
“Is that a helipad on the roof, Wayne?”
“Hmm, so that’s what that is?” he says sarcastically.
“Why did you pick me up if we were so close?”
“I think you know the answer to that,” he growls.
A shiver moves through me as his words settle in my consciousness. I can’t dare to think he’s saying what I think he’s saying.
As if he would want me.
The simple fact is I’ve lived my whole life mostly in my mind or in books, and when I do come out, men aren’t generally attracted to me.
We walk up to the entrance of the cabin and Wayne runs his thumb across a keypad, causing the large sleek wooden door to beep and then swing open.
Immediately, Rusty ducks his head and bounds inside.
“How about you get comfortable on the couch and I’ll get the fire going? And some cocoa?”
“Wow, Wayne, you’re such a gentleman.”
He pauses at the door, a wolf’s grin on his face, his eyes glimmering knowingly.
“I wouldn’t count on that, Winter. After you.”
Even if it’s slightly insane, I step inside Wayne Wakefield’s house.




CHAPTER FOUR

Wayne
I stare down at Winter and Rusty, huddled close on the corner couch, both of them asleep. Winter has her hand draped over him and Rusty has a smile on his face, as though he’s known Winter his whole life.
No sooner had I given her the cocoa and gone to get changed than she’d curled up and fallen asleep, probably exhausted from the car ride up here. I feel my body urging me to smooth my hands over her as I gaze at the blanket hugging tightly onto her body.
I imagine peeling away the blanket – and in my fantasy Rusty is in another room – and then stroking my hands up her pants, between her legs. Even through the thick khaki material, I can feel the juicy wetness of her sex.
I palm it, rubbing harder each moment as she twitches and writhes for me, unable to help myself as I pull down her pants and find her clit.
Then – fuck, fuck – then I’d fucking slide my fingers inside of her, opening her wet pink hole, pushing deep until I had two fingers buried right up inside of her.
I’d stroke her.
Her sex.
Her womb.
Her everything.
I’d dominate her with my fingers, getting her ready for my manhood, which right now is a pulsating length of iron trying to explode out of my pants.
I turn away with difficulty, letting out a shaky breath through my teeth.
I walk across the plush faux-fur rugs and into the hallway, down the corridor decorated sparsely and modernly, and into the office that shouldn’t even exist in this holiday home. But the pull of work is often too strong for me, and my company needs me, always needs me.
I close the door behind me and sit at my giant desk, trying to lose myself in reports and minutia and the general boring onslaught of work that the movies never deign to show CEO’s doing.
But it’s hard to hone my attention onto my computer screen when Winter keeps shimmering across it, forming like swirls of snow and then disappearing.
I have to clamp my hand on the edge of my desk until my knuckles turn white when I imagine her bent over for me, her round perfect ass completely bare, just waiting for me to paint her with my seed.
But no, I wouldn’t waste it there.
I’d drive it down between her ass cheeks, deep into her body, into her womb, and I’d fire every last drop into her so that I knew without a shadow of a goddamn doubt that I’d taken root inside of her.
She’s mine.
Forever.
I sit back, stunned with the force of the feelings slashing through me.
Realization after realization slams into me.
All my forty-three years, I’ve been waiting, waiting, for what seems like an eternity.
And now I’ve finally found her.
A knock comes at the door.
“Yes?” I say.
“It’s me,” Winter murmurs. “Sorry. I woke up and heard you in here.”
“Yes,” I say, taking a deep breath to get myself under control. “Come in.”
“Rusty’s in his little den,” she smiles, pushing the door open. “He just trotted right in there when I woke up.”
So we’re alone.
I have to grip the desk again when I see that she’s changed into the hoodie and sweatpants I offered her earlier, the fabric doing nothing to hide the heaven beneath. The hoodie is baggy, showing me a sliver of her chest, a sliver that makes me want to slide my hand down there and find her nipple, tease and twist and tickle until she’s putty in my hands.
“I remembered where I recognize you from, by the way,” she says, a playful glint in her eyes. “Wayne Wakefield, CEO of Comet Retail. You were in Time, weren’t you? It was a piece about you being one of the only ethically-minded CEO’s in the retail industry. How you fight for your worker’s rights and don’t forget the little guy. Why didn’t you tell me? Most men would brag about something like that.”
I’m not most men, but I don’t need to tell her that.
She’s not most women, either.
We were made for each other and I think that’s finally dawning on her.
“Isn’t this the part where you bow at my feet because you’re so impressed?” I smirk, standing up and walking over to her.
“Oh, and there I was thinking you were all humble.”
I stop close enough that I can scent her, the melted snow in her hair, the undertone of her womb and her sex. Behind me, the floor-to-ceiling window is a snapshot of the blizzard, moving across the frozen lake like something living.
“It really is beautiful,” she whispers, walking over to it.
I turn to watch her, gazing at her ass as she leans close, the soft fabric of her pants hugging the perfect globes.
“Yes,” I growl, manhood twitching, hungrly. “It really is.”
“Don’t you feel alone out here?” she asks, turning to me, the snow swirling behind her like a custom-made backdrop.
She looks devastatingly beautiful, the way her eyebrows are perked in curiosity, the twist to her lips, her folded arms across her chest causing her breasts to bulge and squeeze around her forearms.
I swallow and take a step forward, everything in me trembling, as though there’s an explosion inside of me and any moment I’m going to just let it out, this beast inside of me, this fucking animal I’ve been hiding my entire life.
“Yes,” I say. “But that’s the point, Winter. I want to feel alone. Well, I want to be away from people. I’ve got Rusty for company. And now you.”
“Company?” she says, laughing. “Aren’t I more like a temporary lodger?”
But there’s a shaky quality to the laugh.
Winter’s too perceptive not to sense the carnal need rising in me. I can see it in her stark green eyes.
They glimmer as the realization hits her, but then something holds her back, something tugging at her and telling her it can’t be true.
My belly drops when it hits me.
She doesn’t think I’d want her.
I almost let out a roar, the idea is so absurd. She’s a queen, a prize, a child bearing goddess and the idea that there exists a man on this planet who would be too good for her is a goddamn joke.
I stalk across the room and stand close to her, so close that I can dimly hear the hiss of the blizzard even through the sound-proofed glass. Her cheeks blossom red as she gazes up at me, biting her bottom lip, a picture of desire made flesh.
“Um, am I in the way?” she asks, with that same unsure peal of laughter.
“No,” I growl. “You’re right where you need to be. You’re perfect, Winter.”
Her mouth falls open in shock.
I take my chance.
A gentleman wouldn’t do what I’m about to do, but there’s something about Winter that turns me full on possessive savage.
I grab her by the shoulders and push her up against the reinforced glass, holding her there for a fraction of a moment, staring into her eyes as she gazes back at me, her lips quivering, her eyes disbelieving.
“I’ve wanted to do this all fucking day,” I growl.
I lean forward and crash my lips against hers, pressing my body against hers, feeling the way her breasts flatten against me and her body tenses.
And then she relaxes into the kiss, and I smooth my hands down her body, my manhood becoming fire-hot, as I slide them over her curvy hips and then down to her ass.
Fuck.
Her ass feels as voluptuous as it looks, so squeezable I know I could spend several hours on her ass cheeks alone. I could strip her bare and massage oil into them, and then slowly slide my fingers between them and find her hole, my eyes locked on those perfect, smooth, round globes.
She groans as I push her cheeks together, opening her mouth and letting out a muffled whimper as our tongues meet in a sultry flare of sensation.




CHAPTER FIVE

Winter
There’s a small part of me that’s stunned I’m kissing Wayne Wakefield, CEO of one of the biggest companies in the world.
I know that he’s a billionaire, one of the richest and most powerful men alive.
I know there have been whispers about him entering politics.
I know that kissing him is a big deal, and that there are a lot of people who would see this as their meal ticket to wealth.
But the thing is my mind doesn’t hone down on that.
My mind spirals into the kiss, savoring the roughness of his tongue, the way his lips captivate and guide mine.
I feel my body pressing against his, my nipples pricking and getting hard. The warmth of the room seems magical with the relative coolness of the glass against my back, and the blizzard just beyond it, so close and yet impossibly far away.
I hesitantly smooth my hands over his back, feeling the taut toughness of his muscles through the fabric of his shirt. I feel his muscles pulsing and twitching as he grinds against me.
Oh, heck.
His manhood brushes against my belly, a solid outline in his pants, impossible to ignore.
My sex aches and twitches and something deep inside of me screams that this is right, this is so freaking right. Nerves try to invade the moment, warping the closeness and intimacy, but I force them back, batter them with desire-made hands.
Wayne breaks off the kiss and leans back, staring at me, his lips red from the searing contact.
“I need to taste your pussy,” he growls, sounding like a starving man who’s finally found a meal.
And I’m his meal.
Fuck, it feels beyond good when he gazes at me like that, pure animal attraction.
“T-taste?” I whisper.
Stop stuttering, a voice hisses in my mind. You sound like a dork.
Oh sassiness, where art thou when I really need you?
But my clit feels too tight and hot for me to let my sassy tongue flare.
The moment has me in its sinful, heavenly hands.
“Taste,” he confirms with a snarl.
I let out a squeal when, for the second time today, Wayne picks me up as though I weigh nothing. He floats me across the room and to the desk, setting me on the end away from the computer, pushing me softly so that I lie back with the wood resting against my shoulder blades.
The desk is so large, there’s more than enough room for me to lie back.
Warmth quivers all over my body as he grabs the sweatpants and starts peeling them down my legs. I glance down at him, his lips set firmly and his eyes fixated on my thighs as he reveals inch after inch of them.
I half expect him to turn away in disgust once he’s pulled them all the way off, leaving me in just my panties.
But instead of gagging at the sight of my shapely thighs, his eyes widen in hunger and he buries his hands in them, squeezing and rubbing. Tingles dance at his fingertips inches closer to my sex, closer, and then his fingers brush against my clit through my panties and I have to bite down before I let out a scream.
“Fuck,” he whispers. “When your body shakes like that, it drives me insane. I need to make you tremble until you can’t stop. I need to make you quiver so that your juices gush into my mouth. I need to fucking taste you.”
I gasp as he suddenly grabs my panties and wrenches them down.
He tosses them to the floor and then kneels down at the edge of the desk, pulling me toward him. I open my legs and hold them up, instinct guiding me, as though my womb is sending me silent instructions.
He kisses up my inner thigh, making beastly noises like a bear nuzzling his mate, growling and grunting and groaning as he gets closer to my bare sex.
And then he kisses my hole.
My whole body seizes up. I find myself clenching my fists so hard my nails bite into my palms. My legs quiver and then start to tremble like crazy as he drags his tongue up and down my lips.
“You smell fucking perfect,” he sighs, holding his face so close his breath paints hotly over my pussy, my soaked, needy pussy. “Better than any perfume. Better than any scented candle. You smell tangy and sweet, Winter.”
“It feels so good when you lick me like that,” I whisper shyly, hoping I don’t sound silly.
“Like this?” he growls.
He drags his tongue up my lips and then to my clit, and then – when I make a gasping high-pitched sound – he circles my clit faster and faster, brushing it, teasing it, dominating it.
“Y-yes,” I whimper. “Oh, God. Yes, yes, yes.”
He grips my thighs harder and then pushes his face right up against my hole.
He freaking consumes me.
He opens his mouth wide so that my entire pussy is in his mouth and then attacks my clit with his tongue as he kisses and sucks on my lips, all at the same time, an attack of sensation that causes my world to swirl like the blizzard outside.
The desk has turned into a magic carpet and I’m floating toward the ceiling, and then the wintry sky.
Suddenly, all my self-consciousness melts away and I’m free to just focus on the moment, on the way his tongue scorches against my clit, setting it ablaze.
He makes growling noises that push me over the edge, as though he’s enjoying giving me this ecstasy as much as I enjoy greedily taking it.
He grinds his hands up my thighs and then slides them under my ass cheeks, wedging them between me and the desk and then lifting me up slightly so that he can grind and massage my ass as he licks me.
I squirm in his clutches, grinding my hips against him as the pleasure gets higher and hotter and closer.
Closer.
I surge through the orgiastic blizzard, not giving a damn how curvy I am, or how loud I scream, or anything.
“Now,” I croak, my voice seeming quiet against the rush of my euphoria. “I’m—oh, fuck, I’m, I’m …”
“I can taste it,” he snarls. “I can taste your sweet fucking come. Give it to me, Winter. Give me every last drop. I need to drink it. Fucking come and squirt for me right fucking now. Now.”
I twist my fingers through his iron hair and arch my back, grinding my lips against his mouth.
The orgasm releases a boiling ball of tension from deep inside of me, pleasure-tinged hands spreading out and making me burn as I buck and twitch against his hands, his powerful dominator’s hands still gripping greedily onto my ass cheeks.
Wayne makes gulping sounds, swallowing everything I have to give him, staring at me from between my legs with his intense eyes as I scream with the release.
“Fuck,” he pants afterward, leaning back with his lips glistening. “You gave it all, didn’t you? You gave me every last drop.”
“Hmm,” I moan, sitting up, my breath coming frantically. “I had to. You were too freaking hot, Wayne.”
“No,” he says, with a shimmering smirk. “That’s you. But now I need to feel you. I need to feel how tight that pussy is around my cock. I felt it just now, I felt how tight and needy your hole is—what? Winter?”
I realize I’ve jumped off the desk and wandered to the window, snatching up my sweatpants on the way.
I clutch them to me, standing there bottomless, the ever-present hissing of my nerves returning now that the orgasm has passed.
I stare out at the frozen lake, through the abstract art of the blizzard, spying a few glinting spots here and there where the ice shines brightly.
“Winter?”
“I … there’s something you should know.”
I sigh.
“I’m a—”
Why is this so hard?
“What, Winter?” he says, walking up behind me. “You’re what?”
I spin on him, feeling suddenly ridiculous, as if I could ever be what this man wanted me to be.
“I’m a virgin, Wayne.”




CHAPTER SIX

Wayne
A thunderous wave crashes through my body, pounding into every part of me with the certainty that this is it, this is the moment I’ve been waiting so long for.
My mouth falls open and I suck in a bolstering breath, staring at Winter as she wriggles into the sweatpants and then gazes at me. The way she bites her lip sends signals right to my manhood, no deeper.
To my seed.
It roars at me to take her, to explore her tight wet heat for the first time, to be the first man ever to experience just how gloriously perfect and beautiful she is.
“I know that probably changes a lot,” she mutters. “And I mean, fine, right? Fine. I get it. You expected some nympho. It makes sense. What sort of woman would just come back here and let you do that to her? So you thought to yourself, okay, this woman’s a complete slut. She’ll know all the moves in the bedroom. But the truth, Wayne, is that I know no moves. None at all. And I realize that—”
She breaks off, spins back to the window and walks over to it, full of restless energy.
“Winter,” I growl, finally finding my voice.
I stalk across my office toward her, the scent of her creamy essence still warm in the air, pricking my nose with the undertone of her womb and just how fertile she is. I can smell her fertility, the way her body will sprout and grow when my seed takes its rightful place deep inside of her.
“You’ve just given me the best news I ever could’ve fucking asked for.”
The blizzard has thickened now, making it so that we can see our partial reflections in the darkening glass. She pricks her eyebrows up and her lips twitch sideways, a half-smirk.
“Yeah, right,” she says sarcastically.
“Did you really think I just want to fuck you?” I place my hands on her shoulders and lean close, whispering in her ear, feeling a tremor move through her. “It’s my fault. I let my desire for you run away with me. But how couldn’t I? You are desire, Winter.”
“What do you mean?” she whispers.
“I don’t just want to fuck you. I want to put a baby inside of you. I want to shoot my seed inside of you and watch my baby grow in your womb. You’re mine. I knew it the second I saw you standing in the snow, like a goddess from a goddamned fairytale. You’re mine and you’ll always be mine. Nobody else – ever – gets to fucking touch you. That’s what I thought the second I saw you.”
She spins and her eyes widen, her jewel-green eyes pricking with curiosity, with fear, with need.
“What sort of game is this?” she says in a hushed tone.
“Game?” I laugh grimly. “I couldn’t play games with you even if I wanted to. You’re too … ah, Jesus Christ, you’re too right, Winter. It’s difficult to explain. I’ve always wanted children, especially a child who could take over my business one day. My board of directors – all boards of directors – they try to be good people, but all they care about is the bottom line. They don’t see the big picture. Blood, family, that’s what matters. But I knew I’d never settle for just anybody. And then I saw you, and my whole world changed. I know it’s fast. I know it doesn’t make any sense—”
“Shouldn’t,” she whispers, in that same wanting-to-believe tone. “It shouldn’t make sense. And yet it feels like it does. But … You know what, Wayne? This is really hard for me.”
I wrap my arms around her waist and pull our bodies together, as though they could be in any other configuration, as though Winter and Wayne belong anywhere else but pressed close with the sultry heat of our inexplicable and definitive need burning between us.
“I know,” I whisper. “But this isn’t a trick, Winter. I never thought I’d feel like this, so quickly. I never thought this kind of primal need existed. But it does. When I look at you, I know I’d do anything to keep you mine. And when you told me you were a virgin, that just confirmed it. You’re mine, only mine, and no other man is ever going to get to feel that perfect hot, tight, pink pussy of yours.”
“I feel the same,” she says, hugging even closer to me, her body so hot I can feel her own need scorching through her skin. “But you’re right. It makes no sense. Jeez, Wayne, if I was writing this in a story, I’d find it so freaking difficult to believe, you know? But I feel it. I feel this … I feel something inside of me, something so real it aches, my whole body aches. I want to be claimed by you. But what if you’re lying? Huh? Because that could be true.”
“I’m not,” I growl with passion. “I’d never lie to you, Winter. What we have – this crazy, amazing thing between us – it’s too real to mess it up with lies.”
I slide my hands down her body, grabbing onto that ass again, that round fucking ass.
“Damn, you’re so curvy,” I snarl, my manhood throbbing with deafening need. “Your body is perfect, Winter. Curvy in all the right places. So much to hold onto, to massage. Jesus, that ass. I’m willing to wait until I slide into that hot pussy. I might be a savage, but I can do that. For us. But I need to see what that ass looks like slathered in my come.”
She gasps and leans back in my embrace, watching me.
“What do you want me to do?” she whispers.
“That’s a dangerous question to ask me, my virgin queen,” I growl. “Because if you give me permission to use your untouched body, I’m going to grind my cock between those ass cheeks and then come all over you.”
She nods, a subtle twitch of the head, her nerves making her bite her lip.
“I want it,” she says quietly. “Oh, God, do it, Wayne. I want you to feel what I felt.”
Something snaps inside of me, my primality unleashing as I grab her and bend her over the desk.
She squeals as I yank her sweatpants back down, revealing the round bulbs of her ass, as creamy as her offering and so juicy I can’t help but spank her a couple of times, lightly.
“Jesus, the way your ass shimmers when I do that,” I growl.
“Wobbles, you mean,” she sighs.
“No,” I snap, leaning over her and spanking her again. “Fucking mesmerizing. Now back it up. Reach back and pull your ass cheeks apart. Make a place for me to slide my cock.”
I watch in wonder as she does what I ask, part of me wanting to hold back until her precious pussy is mine.
But even if I’m a billionaire, even if I’ve been called ‘one of the most powerful and influential men in the modern world,’ I’m just flesh and blood. And I can’t hold myself back any longer.
Gazing at her fingers digging into her cheeks, I grab her and slide my cock up and down, grinding my shaft against her cheeks, my precome making them slick.
Minutes pass as my animal side emerges like a werewolf breaking out of my skin, my jaws growing tense, everything grows tense as I slide along her bountiful ass and squeeze her cheeks around my throbbing cock, and then—fuck, fuck.
My seed surges like lava up my shaft, squirting all over her back, painting her as I keep rubbing faster and faster.
I massage her back, rubbing it into her ass cheeks, causing them to glisten as I keep pumping my hips as more and more of my seed gushes onto her skin.
“Fuck,” I growl, laughing as I stumble back. “Jesus Christ, Winter, you’re perfect. You’re just fucking perfect.”
She turns, her cheeks red, her lips playful as her eyes flitter to my come-wet manhood.
“So that’s two firsts today, then,” she whispers. “The first time I ever had an orgasm, and the first time I’ve ever given an orgasm.”
If I thought my manhood would go soft when I was done, her words prove me wrong.
I harden.
My balls ache.
This woman is mine.




CHAPTER SEVEN

Winter
I wake the following morning with Rusty sitting at the end of my bed, his tongue hanging from his mouth and his ears pricked. In the doorway, Wayne stands, filling the frame with his irrepressible seven-foot form.
My mind swims with memories of last night, with the closeness in the office, and the cuddling on the giant couch in front of the blazing, crackling fire.
I remember how easy and natural it felt, reclining in his arms, settling against his rock hard torso and thinking, over and over, He’s mine and I’m his, he’s mine and I’m his.
We belong to each other.
I called Anna last night and told her I’d met a man, and that I really liked him, and honestly trying to find words to fit what’s happening into any sort of order was impossible.
It just feels right.
Like—click, everything slotting into place.
Like—this way please, here’s the man you’ve been waiting your entire life for.
“The blizzard has finally let up,” Wayne says, steel hair wet and slick from the shower. He’s wearing a thick jacket and faded blue jeans, with his boots chunky. “I was thinking of taking Rusty for a walk, if you want to join me?”
“Oh, so you’re a nice and polite gentleman this morning, are you?” I tease, sitting up.
“I try to be,” he grins, wolfish, eyes glimmering as they drink in my bare chest, the blanket pulled up to cover my breasts. “You don’t have to come, but I think Rusty might resent it if you didn’t.”
“Ooh, emotional blackmail.”
“Yep,” he laughs savagely. “I’ll see you in the kitchen. How do you take your coffee?”
“With cream and two sugars.”
He bows melodramatically. “Ma’am.”
“Such a gentleman,” I giggle.
He smirks. “I try to be.”
He leaves, but Rusty stays, padding at my feet as I walk into the sleek marble ensuite, brush my teeth and splash some water on my face. I get dressed in some of the clothes Wayne left for me. Any second now, I expect to wake up shivering in my car at the side of the road, discovering that this was all a cold-induced hallucination.
But when I lean down to stroke Rusty behind the ears, his grinning face is all too real.
“What do you think, boy?” I say. “Is this crazy? Or is it the best thing that ever happened to me? Or is it both?”
He yips and noses toward the door, clearly eager to get going.
“He’s getting used to the snow, I think,” Wayne says as I walk into the kitchen, the room modern and ultra-cool, with its marble island and its extractor fan that looks like it belongs in a sci-fi flick. “Or maybe you’re just changing his life as much as you’re changing mine.”
“Okay, cheesy,” I giggle.
“Careful,” he growls, smirking. He picks up a spatula from the hanging display and gestures with it. “These are good for more than flipping eggs, beautiful.”
“You’re an animal,” I whisper, a shiver moving hotly through me.
“And you wouldn’t have it any other way,” he snarls.
He hands me a Thermos of coffee and then kneels down and starts getting Rusty into his padded harness. I sit down on the chair next to the door and pull on the boots Wayne left for me, wondering if this is it, the moment when my eyes jerk open and I stare at the blizzard through my car window.
But no, it’s real, and as the three of us head toward the front door and out into the snow, I try to tell myself that second-guessing all of this will only lead to me not experiencing it fully.
I can’t be the shy withdrawn girl for the rest of my life, using sarcasm as a defense so I never have to feel anything.
Or maybe I could, if I really wanted to. But with Wayne, I don’t want to.
“This place is incredible,” I whisper, my eyes roaming over the miles and miles of unbroken snow, the forest rising up around the lake with jagged spindly leafless hands. “Just look at it.”
“Feeling inspired, my little writer?” Wayne says, wrapping his arm around my shoulder and leaning down to plant a warm kiss on my cheek.
I shiver, leaning close to him, feeling his body all around me, his heat enveloping me. It feels so freaking right. It’s difficult to think that up until yesterday I’d never even met this man.
He was a cover in Time.
He was just another celebrity.
He was a billionaire who I never dreamed I’d actually meet, touch, kiss, taste.
“Maybe a little,” I admit. “I guess it’s just nice not to have angry customers shouting at me because their lattés are cold. And then when I go out to collect them, what do you know, they’re not cold at all? Sorry. Ranting about work is hardly sexy, is it?”
“Everything you do is sexy,” he whispers, kissing me behind the ear.
I feel my sex pulse, and my womb scream at me to drag him back inside and take everything he has to give. Last night, when his long, thick manhood was grinding between my ass cheeks, I wanted to reach back and inch it down, let him find my hole and ease it open with his blistering length.
“Yeah, sure, Romeo,” I laugh, giving him a playful shove.
He smirks at me and takes a few steps backward.
“I don’t want any trouble, Winter,” he says. “You’re clearly a very fierce lioness, aren’t you?”
“Oh, you don’t even know the half of it,” I giggle. “I’m actually a secret cage fighter. If you try any of your perverted moves again, I’ll—Hey, what the heck do you think you’re doing?”
He starts to pack snow into his gloved hands, his eyes glimmering as he packs it tighter and tighter, reaching down to add more snow to it.
“What?”
“What do you mean, what?” I giggle. “If you think you’re going to get away with throwing a snowball at me just because you’re this big, impressive billionaire, you’ve got another thing coming, okay?”
“I wouldn’t dream of it,” he smirks. “I just wanted to show you something. Rusty.”
We turn to find Rusty running around the edge of the frozen lake, pawing at it and then leaping away. At the sound of Wayne’s voice, he turns and jogs back toward the house.
“Catch, boy,” he says.
Wayne glances at me, this hulking bear-like giant of a man, with a playfulness in his expression I’m guessing was never there before.
He looks freer than the stern man staring from the cover of Time.
He looks, how I feel, as though he’s been waiting a long time for something and it’s finally here.
“This hasn’t worked yet,” he says. “But I’m hoping your presence will give him some confidence.”
I laugh and move closer to him, looking at Rusty, feeling so much like a couple as I stand shoulder-to-shoulder with Wayne and gaze down at the terrier.
“Good boy, Rusty,” I say, as his eyes go alert and his tail pricks, his entire being focused on the object in Wayne’s hand. “You can do it, boy.”
Rusty backs up and then Wayne throws.
The tightly-packed snowball sails throw the air and then – snap – Rusty leaps up and snatches at it with a quick gnashing of his teeth.
It explodes in a shower of powdery white and then he grins, teeth coated with snow, running around and around as he tries to paw at the remains of the snowball.
“Good boy,” I yell, laughing, feeling like I’m floating on air, delirious with happiness.
This is real, I assure myself. Wayne is yours. And you are his.
“See,” Wayne says, hugging me close to him again. “Even Rusty knows how important finding you is.”
I wrap my arm around him and rest my head against his lower chest, not on his shoulder, because he’s so freaking tall. But cuddling close just feels too good.
“And tonight,” Wayne whispers in my ear, “I fucking need you. I want to be a gentleman. I want to wait. But I need your sex, your womb, your everything. Will you give it to me, Winter? Will you be mine in every single way?”
Anxiety tries to get involved.
Nerves hammer a frenetic beat in my chest.
But my womb screams at me to ignore all of that, that this is my man, that this is right.
“Yes,” I whimper, my body shivering in recognition. “I want it, Wayne. I want you.”
Rusty barks at the air and then starts back down toward the lake. Wayne smooths his hand down my arm and then we interlock fingers, and even that small gesture sends shooting stars of desire up my arm and into my body. I feel my sex tingle with the motion of my footsteps, our gloved hands clasping tightly, as though we never want to let go.
I met this man yesterday.
I don’t want to be apart from him.
Ever.
Even if it makes no sense, those two sentences side by side, I don’t care, not with Wayne. With him, life isn’t about what makes sense.
Life is about the gorgeous quirk of fate that led him to me in the middle of a blizzard that opened the snowy door to the rest of our lives.
We walk through the world of glistening whiteness as the sun emerges through the clouds.




CHAPTER EIGHT

Winter
“Winter, are you coming?”
I stand just out of view at the rear of the house, my heartbeat hammering in my chest as I stare at myself in the full-length mirror. When Wayne suggested that we relax in the hot tub before dinner, I agreed readily enough, but now that I’ve caught sight of myself in the bikini second-guesses swarm my mind.
Even getting the bikini all the way out here was a minor miracle, but I guess that’s what happens when you’re as wealthy as Wayne Wakefield. He made a call and then a freaking helicopter landed on the pad on the roof and, voila, a suitcase was carried down by a man in a black suit with aviator sunglasses on. He dropped it off and then flew away, helicopter blades slashing at the icy air.
I stare at it, green fabric clinging tightly onto my breasts, my belly hanging over my bikini bottoms a little bit.
The urge to turn and run back to my bedroom is almost overpowering, my legs twitching with the need to hide myself, to stop humiliating myself and just get the heck out of here.
The room is a sort of den, with three plush faux-fur-covered couches, a bar in the corner, a giant TV the size of a pool table and a floor-to-ceiling glass door that opens onto the enclosed porch and hot tub area. The porch is surrounded by more glass, the wooden decking heated against the cold of the world beyond. But Wayne told me that the heating can also be disabled, so that the warmth of the hot tub contrasts with the cold of the winter.
Wayne thinks I’m sexy.
I try to hammer that thought into my mind as I walk to the ajar door and stand there, staring at Wayne as he reclines in the hot tub.
It’s just the two of us with Rusty napping in his own blanket-heavy nook inside the house.
Water drips down Wayne’s muscular body, his chest heaving, droplets insinuating themselves down between his abs and toward his manhood, a V shape leading to his groin that is all tensed power.
He turns at the sound of my footsteps.
Here it comes, the moment his face drops, the moment he truly sees my body in all its not-really-glory.
“Fuck,” he growls, standing up out of the hot tub.
All around us light snow falls behind the glass, looking almost unreal in its beauty. The porch area is built to overhang the rock formation, so it’s like we’re suspended in midair. The frozen lake glistens behind him in the light of the emerging stars and moon.
And yet none of that is as powerful as the way his eyes glimmer as he consumes me with them.
He steps out of the tub, water sluicing down him, and prowls across the heated decking toward me.
“Fucking hell, Winter,” he snarls. “I knew you were going to look damn perfect in that bikini, but this is something else.”
“Really?” I say. “Because, honestly, I was thinking I looked like a whale.”
His expression shifts, looking almost wounded.
“You’re curvy body is perfection made flesh, you’re a plus size goddess, Winter. Don’t ever forget that. In fact, if you keep talking about yourself like that, I might have to punish you.”
My body tenses, and my clit tingles. Goosebumps prickle my skin despite the heat and I feel my nipples harden, and Wayne must notice, too, because his eyes flit to my bikini top.
“Punish me?” I whisper.
Be brave. This is it.
“Why do you say that like it’s a bad thing?”
He makes an animal groaning sound as he surges forward. I gasp as his hands grab onto my shoulders as he guides me to the edge of the hot tub. I squeal and grip the edge, leaning forward instinctively as he moves up behind me and slides his hands up my thighs, gripping harder the closer he gets to my sex.
“That ass,” he growls, sounding fascinated and horny at the same time. “Jesus, I need to see how it bounces when I take you. I need to bury my cock deep inside of you. Fuck, I can’t be strong. I can’t tease you. I need to feel you now.”
He yanks down my bottoms and I step out of them, ignoring my nerves, ignoring my doubts.
I want this.
My womb is screaming at me to take him, all of him, everything he has to give.
I look over my shoulder and see the need in his eyes, the way his manhood pulses in his grey swimming shorts, a solid outline of thick meaty lust that trembles and shifts around in the fabric enclosure.
“Stick your ass out,” he groans. “I need to see that pussy.”
“Like this?” I whimper, my body guiding me.
My heartbeat is still thundering in my chest and my mouth is dry, but I push past it.
I focus on Wayne.
I focus on his large body, every inch of him heaving and taut, the veins in his forearms standing out as he strokes his hands over my ass cheeks.
All around us the world is a blanket of snow and ice, and as I stick my ass further and further out toward him, I feel like the old Winter is getting sucked up into the world, whooshed away, and a new woman has taken her place.
A better woman, one who doesn’t always have to live in a prison of self-consciousness.
“Look at you,” he breathes. “A sweet wet treat just for me. Are you going to be a good virgin and cream on my fingers before I slide into your tight fucking hole?”
“Y-yes,” I whimper, as he circles my hole with his middle finger, his other hand stroking his manhood up and down the entire length.
I hear my voice rising, quivering into the air when he slides his finger inside of me, a smooth motion that feels creamy as he slides deep inside of me, his knuckles pressed against my ass cheeks as he begins to move his finger in small circles around a searing spot within.
“Oh, Jesus,” I whisper. “You’re stroking some—something, Wayne. Oh, God.”
“Like this?” he snarls, moving his finger quicker, tickling and teasing a deep spot inside of me.
“Y-yes,” I cry, vision blurring as I turn to the wintry wonderland and push back against his hand, pinned against him.
“You need to cream for me,” he growls. “I can’t look at you, fucking feel you, much longer without losing control on that virgin pussy. Cream for me, Winter. Cream. Now.”
I gasp as his words trigger something inside of me, an effect I never would’ve guessed at, a waterfall of sensation flowing through me and gushing all over his hand.
I realize I’m crying out, loudly, my voice like the whistling winter wind outside the enclosed window, my body so hot I’m shocked the frozen lake doesn’t melt and flood the clearing.
My legs tremble and my hole goes tight as I squeeze my legs together, trapping him deep inside of me
“Jesus,” he groans. “Your come is spilling down your legs. You look fucking perfect. I can’t stop myself any longer. You’re too goddamn tight and sexy.”
I turn my head to look at him again.
Through the haze of my orgasm, I can make out his hands tugging at his shorts.
He peels them down and then his manhood springs up, a huge pole of flesh with a dollop of shiny precome glistening at the end like a melting snowdrop.
His body is rock-solid, as though he’s carved from ice, and his eyes are captivated as he guides the tip of his engorged manhood toward my entrance.
He tickles it against me, causing my body to twitch and writhe with the force of his touch.
“Oh, God,” I whimper. “You’re such a dirty freaking tease, Wayne.”
“Why?” he smirks, voice deep, clearly loving every sinful second of this.
He paints my pussy with his precome, skirting around my hole and then up and down my lips. He brings himself closer to me, nearly plunging right up inside of me that my womb starts to scream for him to do it, to do it freaking now.
“You—know—why,” I say, struggling to force the words out.
“You want it,” he snarls. “Don’t you, Winter?”
“Yes,” I wail.
“Then tell me,” he growls, his beast unleashing, everything in him raging like an inferno. “Tell me how badly you want my cock, my seed.”
“I want it so freaking bad,” I moan. “I want to feel you in my virgin pussy, Wayne. Only you.”
I lick my lips, wondering briefly if I sound ridiculous.
But then Wayne makes a groaning noise and I know he wants me to go on.
I can read him right now, our bodies not the only thing naked and bared to each other.
“I want to feel your seed pulsing deep inside of me. I want you to make me pregnant. Oh, God, I don’t care if it’s crazy. I don’t care if it doesn’t make any sense. My womb is begging for your—Ahhhhh.”
I have to bite down as he drives his cock deep inside of me, falling forward so that his abs press flatly against my ass cheeks, causing me to push back and feel the tensed muscles of his body so close to me.
I bite down even harder as his cock inches deeper inside of me, more and more, until for a moment I’m not sure I can take him. My pussy screams at his irrepressible size, bulging against the walls of my pussy.
“God, you’re so big,” I gasp.
“And you’re so tight,” he snarls, leaning over and biting my neck softly. “You’re my tight little virgin, my curvy queen, and in a second you’re going to open for me and I’m going to take you hard, Winter, fuck you raw, because you bring out the beast in me.”
As if his words are magic, a second later I feel my pussy opening for him, and then all the discomfort melts away and a fiery warmth washes through me, captivating my pussy as his cock pulses inside of me.
“I can feel you opening for me,” he snarls.
“Yeah, yeah,” I moan. “I can take you, Wayne. I want it.”
He grabs my shoulders and pulls back, then starts to thrust inside of me. I stay as I am for a minute, easing into the motion, feeling his engorged, throbbing head pumping against a spot deep inside of me. It feels sweet and tingly every time he touches it, as though he’s battering against the walls of my orgasm and willing it to come out.
Then I grab the edge of the hot tub with more conviction and start pushing back against him, arching my back and sliding down the length of him in time with his powerful motions.
“Oh, fuck,” he growls. “You look so sexy when you arch your back like that. Fuck, keep doing that, keep twerking that big juicy big ass like that. Yes. What a curvy queen you are.”
His words spur me on and I start pumping my hips, not caring when I hear my ass cheeks slapping together, focusing instead on his carnal groaning and the sound of his manhood grinding up inside of me.
The pulsing and the slap of our bodies giving into each other, the scent of my juices in the air, his lust, all mixes together into a cacophony of euphoric indulgence.
He leans down so that his belly is flat against my back, his pectorals between my shoulder blades. He reaches around and yanks down my bikini top, playing with my breasts, cradling them and pushing them together at the same time.
He rubs my nipples between his thumb and forefingers, snarling in my ear.
“I’m going to drink all the milk you have to offer one day,” he groans. “I’m going to suck on your nipples until they’re red, gulping down every last drop. I need to feel you cream on my cock now, Winter. I need to see your white thick cream all over my shaft. My seed—fuck, fuck, my seed needs to shoot inside of you.”
“I’m—close,” I whimper, my voice catching as we sink into an unstoppable rhythm.
He pommels into me harder, gripping onto my nipples and tugging them softly. The onslaught of sensations is like being in a giant bubble, warmth surging through every part of me, my belly getting tingly as his cock seems to grow inside of me.
I sit back against him, his balls slapping against my clit as he takes me hard.
We’re devouring each other now, pounding our bodies together in a symphony of release.
And then it all pauses, as though we’re standing atop an iceberg that’s suddenly come to a stop.
I realize I’m holding my breath and then let it out in a rush, and the sensations pick up, stampeding through me as my center pulses and I feel my womb sending thick white come down his shaft.
“Oh, oh, oh,” I moan, struggling to form words.
The orgiastic release flows through me, capturing every part of me as Wayne pumps his hips and hammers his massive dick into my tight wet pussy.
I push back, my ass cheeks slapping against his belly, more and more white cream gushing out of me as I turn my head over my shoulder and see that Wayne is close, too.
I can read it in the twist of his lips, in the way his eyebrows shoot upward as though in shock.
“Come in me, Wayne,” I moan. “Please, please, come in my pussy.”
He lets out a primal roar as he pumps into me one last time, grabbing my ass cheeks and staring down at them, his entire being focused on his cock plunged inside of me, filling me with his seed.
I reach back and clutch onto his abs, clawing my fingernails across his skin.
He collapses forward, grunting, heaving in giant breaths as both of our bodies quake and tremble in the aftershocks of our shared pleasure.
“Jesus, that was perfect,” he whispers, sliding out of me but still hugging me close to him.
“That’s funny,” I say, twisting around to find his lips in a brief brushing moment of affection. “I was just thinking the exact same thing.”
We stand up and then I spot it on the decking, a blot of crimson proclaiming my taken virginity. We both look at it and a blush rises on my cheeks, but then we meet each other’s gazes and share a private moment of satisfaction.
He doesn’t need to say it.
I can read it in his eyes.
He’s glad I waited for him.
And I am, too.




CHAPTER NINE

Wayne
I lean back on the couch with Winter in my arms, smelling the fresh scent of her shampoo and the sweetness of her shower gel, though that does little to mask the tangy, sweet scent of her womb.
She settles against me and I wrap my arms around her belly and pull her as close as two people can physically get – and even that’s not enough – I imagine that my child is already taking root inside of her.
The fire crackles and hisses and outside the snow falls through the night, the security lights illuminating it in stark yellow swirls that turn it into a magical display.
Rusty is asleep on his back, his paws twitching every so often as he sprints through his canine dreams.
“You really love him, don’t you?” Winter murmurs.
I nod, kissing her neck, and then force myself to stop before I lose control like I did back at the hot tub. She triggers something inside of me, an atavistic desire that goes far past pedestrian want.
“I inherited him from my mother six years ago, when he was two. I never thought I’d be much good with dogs. I’ve never had pets. I thought I’d be too busy with my business. But, well, dogs have a way of making you not care about the complications. At least, Rusty did. He’s become a fixture at Comet, following me from my office to boardroom meetings, riding with me wherever I go.”
“That’s so cute,” Winter smiles. “How come your mom didn’t want him anymore?”
“She passed away,” I say.
“Oh, I’m sorry.”
“No, no,” I assure her quickly, smoothing my hand up her body so that I can slide my fingers through her silky golden hair. “It’s okay. It was a sudden heart attack. She didn’t suffer. And my old man… well, I don’t want to unload on you, Winter.”
“Unload on me?” she wriggles so that she’s facing me.
I brace her back to stop her from rolling off the couch, her features even more attractive in the flickering firelight, her cheeks shadowy with her back turned to it.
“Um, I’m pretty sure you have unloaded on me, not to be the grossest person ever. No, seriously, I want you to be able to talk to me, Wayne.”
“I don’t … talk,” I say, laughing grimly. “Not about my feelings, if you can call them that. Or my personal life. But with you, yeah, I should make an exception. You’re right. You’re going to be the mother of my children and I want to be honest with you.”
“That means a lot to me,” she whispers, leaning close and pecking me on the cheek.
It’s a small gesture, but I can tell by the way her eyes twinkle that it means a lot to her, that she had to overcome a lot of inner defenses even to do that.
It makes sense, because she doesn’t have the mind-blotting fuel of our sexual lust to stifle her anxiety.
I know how it feels with her, to completely lose my head, to not even be able to pause long enough to think.
But this warmth, with the fire crackling off behind her, it’s different.
I feel something loosening inside myself, like a bolt screwed tight finally easing open and spinning freely.
“He has dementia,” I murmur. “He’s in the best facility money can buy. I tried to take care of him for a while, Winter, I really did. But it was impossible. With my work and his needs…well, he’s getting all the care he needs now. He recognizes me sometimes, but not very often. It’s—well, it is what it is. There’s nothing I can do to change it.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, Wayne,” Winter says, nuzzling closer to me. “That must be so difficult for you.”
“Yeah,” I say. “I guess it is. I try not to think about it.”
“Because you’re too macho,” she teases, her hand trying to tickle my abs.
I grab her wrist and smirk.
“No way, Winter. You’re not getting away with that.”
If it wasn’t for Rusty, I’d take her again right now, but then the moment passes as she pouts and snatches her hand away.
Later.
I’ve got the rest of my life to pump my seed into her, even if holding back is one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.
“What about you?” I ask, to distract my dirty mind. “Are you close with your parents?”
“They passed when I was six,” she says. “A car accident. Nobody’s fault, really, just one of those horrible things that happens. My sister, Anna – she’s great – basically raised me from then. We had to live in an orphanage until she was old enough to leave and support us, but then I lived with her. That’s why I’m here. I’m staying with her over the holidays to start my Great American Novel.”
I sense the self-deprecation in her voice and hug her tightly, nuzzling my lips along her neck.
“You’re going to be one of the biggest writers in America,” I tell her.
She giggles, shaking her head.
“Wayne, you’ve already gotten into my pants. Why the sudden flattery?”
I give her a squeeze.
“I mean it,” I say. “I can sense how determined you are. I can sense how fierce you are. Just let the world try and stand in the way of you, Winter, and you’ll tear all your obstacles down one by fucking one.”
“I hope so,” she whispers, leaning closer and closer until our lips touch, our noses touch, and our eyes sear into each other.
“I believe in you,” I tell her firmly.
“Can I tell you something really weird?” she whispers.
“Always.”
“I sort of want to melt into you right now. Just close my eyes and melt into you, feel you all around me. Sink into each other. I know it makes no sense, but, yeah, I guess it was a weird thought.”
“It’s not weird,” I say, passion flaring in my words, in my chest. “I feel the same. You’re … you’re everything to me, Winter. And tomorrow, I’m taking you into town, I’m treating you like the lady you are. But for now, let’s just lie here. Let the outside world be cold and distant and …”
“Like a dream?” she whispers when I trail off.
“Yeah,” I say, lips twitching upward. “Let it all just fall away.”
“I’m so glad you found me in that storm.”
“I don’t think it was an accident,” I murmur. “I know how it sounds, and I’ve never believed in this sort of thing before, but I think it was fate. I think I was, don’t laugh, but I think I was destined to find you.”
She blinks and I see tears shimmering fire-yellow on her cheeks.
“Me too,” she says, voice low and quiet.




CHAPTER TEN

Winter
The cold air rushes past me as we speed on the ATV along the snowy road, plowing through, the engine growling each time Wayne adds more pressure to the throttle.
I laugh like a loon and cling onto him, squeezing onto his solid belly as we bob along, cutting a path through the winter, the snow-heavy trees watching us from either side of the road.
When I first saw that we were taking this four-wheeled bike into town, I laughed and shook my head, thinking he was joking. But then I saw that he was deadly serious in the borderline sadistic twist on his lips, his dark eyes glimmering impishly.
“What?” my seven-foot CEO growled. “Don’t think you can handle it?”
And of course, there was no way I was going to back down after that.
We set Rusty up in his little nook, giving him a bone to gnaw on and more blankets than he could possibly need. Before we left, Wayne knelt down and let him lick his face, and told him, “Out, boy, we’re going out. We’ll be back soon.”
That satisfied the caramel-colored terrier, and he trotted off to bed to work on his bone.
Soon, the town of Snowy Crescents emerges from the world of blanketed white, the forest falling behind as the land drops and dozens of lights flash into the night like fallen twinkling stars.
Wayne pulls the ATV over so we can look over the town, a picture-book winter world of wonder.
“I hope you’re hungry,” Wayne says, his voice mixing with the winter wind swirling icily all around us.
“I’m starving,” I say breathily, laying my head against his back. “But you know I’m going to order a salad. I want you to think I’m one of those girls who eats a salad and then puke it up later anyway. I’m going to be a size zero by Christmas, Wayne. I promise.”
He twists in the seat, smirking at me, his face half-shielded by the angle.
“Winter, if you ever think about losing those curves, I won’t be responsible for the savage spanking I’d punish you with.”
A surge of warmth rushes through me, belying the surrounding cold.
“Okay, so you may have just given me the only motivation to diet I’ve ever actually experienced. Bravo.”
He chuckles deeply and then starts the decline toward the town. I expect him to head toward the center, but he veers off into a partially wooded area.
We disappear into darkness, the engine hot beneath us, and when we emerge I have to blink to convince myself that I’m not hallucinating.
The igloo is carved of sleek ice, glistening in the fairy lights that are strung up all around it, suspended on invisible wire so that it appears as if they’re floating. A plush deep brown rug leads up to the entrance, and within I spot a glistening diamond-encrusted table and chairs, a candle burning in the center. I peer closer and see that the candlestick is also carved of ice, steadily melting.
“Woah,” I say, as we both climb from the ATV. “This might be the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Wayne. No, scratch that. This one hundred freaking percent is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”
“You like it,” he says, sighing with relief. “I’ve never done anything like this before. I wasn’t sure you would.”
“Are you crazy?” I giggle. “It’s amazing.”
Wayne smirks and gestures toward the igloo’s entrance.
“After you.”
I step ahead of him and then, whack, he spanks my ass lightly. I spin on him, ready to do some serious damage, but the look in his eye has my laughter rising like a soul-soothing balm in the air.
But then somebody clears their throat behind us and I turn to find a stiff-backed man with a stuff mustache standing respectfully off to the side. Wearing a full suit and a top hat, he bows and nods to both of us.
“Sir, madam,” he says, his accent so British it’s one step away from caricature.
“Hello, Jarvis,” Wayne says warmly. “Thank you for arranging this.”
“Of course, sir,” Jarvis says. “Would you care to take a seat?”
Wayne grins mischievously, but still with a savage capability glinting in the wintry depths of his eyes.
“You’re the boss,” he says.
Jarvis’s lips tick and then he shakes his head.
Wayne loops his arm around me, hugging me intimately to him, and I can’t help but let the little spanking war drift into the background as we walk into the igloo and take our seats at the table.
“Oh,” I yell, leaping up from the diamond chair.
Except it’s not a diamond chair.
It’s ice.
“You,” I laugh. “You could’ve warned me.”
“Where would the fun be in that?” Wayne chuckles. “Jarvis, if you wouldn’t mind bringing my lady a blanket?”
His lady.
I could get used to that.
“Of course, sir.”
“Thank you,” I tell him, as he drapes a heavy blanket over the ice chair.
“Any drinks to get started with?” Jarvis asks.
“I’ll have an orange soda, if you have it,” I say. “Anna always used to give me orange soda when we were kids. Well, when I was a kid. I guess it was Mom’s favorite drink and I always asked for it when I was upset and … okay, sorry, I didn’t need to tell you my whole life story then.”
“I’m interested,” Wayne says with passion. “Always. Jarvis, two orange sodas, please.”
Jarvis bows and then retreats from the igloo. I look across the flickering candlelight at Wayne, feeling a fuzzy contented heat infuse me despite the icy surroundings.
“When did you arrange this?” I ask.
“Last night,” he says. “It was worth it to see your face light up like this, Winter. You look so goddamn beautiful when you smile.”
I feel myself blushing and then reach across the table, running my thumb along his knuckles, feeling like I know this man even better than myself despite the short time we’ve known each other.
There’s something about our closeness that defies time, that defies logic.
When it works, it works.
And this more than works.
“Wayne, this is for real, right?” I whisper.
“What do you mean?”
I sigh, squeezing his hand harder.
“I mean I’m not going to wake up one day and find out that this was a trick, that you did this for some sick sadistic reason, a joke, a prank. I don’t know.”
“Do you really think I’d do that to you?” he asks.
“No,” I say. “No, I don’t.”
“Good,” he growls. “Because I’d die – I’d kill – before I let anybody hurt you like that. If the assholes in your high school never realized how perfect and beautiful you are, Winter, then I wish I could shake every one of their hands and thank them. Because it left you for me. And you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. That’s the goddamned truth.”
I love you.
I bite down, killing the words, the silly too-soon words.
But then, what the heck does too soon mean with me and Wayne?
“So, what do you think you want to eat?” Wayne asks.
“Where are the menus?”
“There aren’t any,” he says. “You can have anything. Any dish you can think of, and it’s yours. I don’t want you to think a CEO’s life is all wanton indulgence, but fuck it, this is a special week, and I think I’m entitled to spoil my queen a little.”
“Okay, Wayne,” I say, grinning. “I’ll do you a favor and let you spoil me.”
He smirks and my smile widens, and a drop of melting ice shimmers in the candlelight.




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Wayne
With a steak settling nicely in my belly, I hold onto Winter’s hand as we walk through Snowy Crescents.
The small New England town has put up a few decorations for the holiday seasons, lights strung up across Main Street, red and green and yellow, glittering.
But nothing is brighter than the feeling whelming in my chest when I look at Winter, her blonde hair poking out of her winter hat, her cheeks ruddy from her burger and the cold.
Watching her eat was damn sexy, and I don’t care if she doesn’t believe me.
Watching her fuel her body so that she’s strong and sturdy and ready for when our children come made my manhood twitch like a fucking beast, and I was glad Jarvis was there so I didn’t sweep the table clear and place her down, treating her like the sexy fucking goddess she is.
There isn’t much to do in Snowy Crescents, but the walk around the edge of town is quiet and oddly peaceful with the stars watching from the clear sky.
I feel as though something is changing within me, a shift of character I never anticipated before.
I love this woman.
The truth of it thuds into my chest and I almost blurt it out right then, as we walk through the snow to the edge of a park, and then through the ice-coated gate and down the blanketed path.
But something stops me, an inner roadblock I didn’t anticipate.
We’re moving fast and that’s good.
No, fuck that, it’s great.
But I’ve never said those words to anyone before, let alone actually thought about saying them, and the last thing I want is for her to tell me I’m moving too damn fast and scare her off.
I hold her hand tighter as we move deeper into the park, under the shadows of some trees where my desire overwhelms me and I spin to her, smoothing my hands down her body and pulling her close to me.
Her lips are soft and warm and sweet as I crush mine into hers.
Her tongue is even hotter, and when she moans through the kiss I have to forcibly remind myself that we’re in public.
Then I hear a deep-throated laugh coming from behind me, the sort of noise that reminds me of certain members of my board of directors, cruel men who are soon going to be shunted from my business.
I break off the kiss and turn to find five men standing as shadowy silhouettes in the darkness, with five matching bottles of liquor in their hands.
The man at the front steps forward, wide and tall, around six-five.
All of them are tall and strong-looking, the sort of men who hit the gym regularly and most likely hit the illegal enhancements, too, to get an unfair advantage.
The leader of this rabble has a bald head, turned crimson with the cold, and when he speaks his voice is clear despite the liquor.
“Ain’t you that rich fella?” he snaps, as though this is in itself a crime. “I swear I saw you on TV once. You are, ain’t you? That high-and-mighty motherfucker who likes to pretend he don’t screw his workers over like the rest of them?”
I sigh and subtly move Winter so she’s standing behind me.
“Why don’t we both just mind our own business?” I say coldly.
“And by the way,” Winter snaps from just behind me, “he’s not pretending to be a good person. He actually is one.”
“Hmm,” the man says, moving something around his mouth. He spits and an inky blot splatters the pathway. Chewing tobacco. “I see you’re into those special types of whores, those… Those shapely fucking cunts.”
I feel something jagged lance through my veins, like knives are sluicing through my body.
“Apologize,” I say flatly.
“What?” he laughs, and his four buddies laugh with him in a way that tells me they think I’m scared of them.
It’s dark.
They outnumber us.
I’m big, but they’re big too, and they clearly hit the gym and the drugs regularly.
They think all of this gives them an advantage.
Stupid pricks, yapping and thinking they’re tough.
“I told you to apologize,” I say. “I won’t tell you again.”
The man holds his free hand up, grinning in the dark.
“Okay, okay,” he says. “I’m sorry that your tastes are so fucked up that you had to choose the girl who ate all the pies—”
I move forward like vapor, my rage making my movements quick, but somehow I keep them controlled.
I step right up to him so that I can see the fear quivering in his eyes, but he’s a drugged-up asshole and he has his friends at his back.
He’s not going to back down.
I see the bottle-swing coming from a mile away, but I don’t let him know that.
I duck at the last second and then hammer him in the stomach.
His friends leap at me, all of them growling and yelling like that’s going to make any damn difference.
I slide silently away from their wild swings, ducking and spinning, coming up with savage strikes that leave them breathless.
Glass shatters loudly and one of the men screams when I elbow him across the jaw, a punishment for trying to throw the damn bottle at my head.
The only thing that stops me is the whimpering noises they all make when I have them laid out on the ground, all five of them holding their injuries, shivering on the glittering glass-laden earth.
I stand up, heaving in a breath, letting the red rush of rage fall away from my vision.
“Now, why the fuck did you have to do that?” I snarl, staring down at them. “Was it going to make you feel tough, eh? Bothering my woman? My fucking woman.”
I kneel down and place my forearm against their leader’s neck, and then grab his head in my palm and force him to look at Winter.
“I won’t tell you again,” I snap.
“I’m s-sorry,” he whimpers. “Oh, Jesus Christ, I’m sorry. Okay? Please. Please. Don’t hurt us anymore.”
I stand up, unclenching my fists with an effort.
“Asshole,” I grunt, walking over to Winter and wrapping my arm around her.
“I’m sorry,” I say, when we’re at the park’s exit. “I don’t usually lose my cool like that. But those men don’t have any right to talk down to you like that, especially about your size. It’s just … it’s just wrong, Winter.”
She looks up at me with teary eyes, and a shaky smile on her lips.
“That’s the first time anybody’s ever stood up for me to those jock types, Wayne,” she whispers. “Thank you. Thank you so much.”
“Always,” I growl, hugging her to me, feeling her heart hammering against my chest. “I’ll always protect you, Winter.”




CHAPTER TWELVE

Winter
During the ATV ride home – and calling it home somehow feels fitting after our blizzardy, stormy closeness – I wrap my arms tight around Wayne and let the affection flow through me.
As the world of white hissing snow whooshes past, I think about the park, the way Wayne sprang into action to defend me.
Perhaps it says something about me that my chest filled with approval when he flew into the physical defense, but I’ve had so many snide comments over the years, so many cruel pranks, so many jibes about being nerdy and not the precise shape or size a bunch of jock douches seem to think I should be.
When I saw how far he was willing to go to make it so I never had to feel like that again, yeah, it meant a lot, it meant the freaking world.
Wayne guides the ATV through the forest pathway and up the small hill that leads to the clearing. The house comes into view, after a time, looking like a magical castle as it exudes the light of the moon and the stars.
I tell myself that the tears pricking my eyes are from the wind blasting us as we surge toward it, and not the surging emotion hammering into me firmer and deeper each moment.
Wayne drives the vehicle into the garage and the doors close automatically behind us, and then we both step off, breathy and red-faced.
Deeper in the house, Rusty must hear the vehicle or catch our scent, because the terrier starts to yip, his barks filling the air surprisingly loud considering how ginormous this house is.
Wayne turns to me with his lips lifting upward, something like a real smile on his face, not a smirk or a wolfish grin.
I see genuine affection in his eyes – love, love, a voice hisses – and all of a sudden it’s so easy to imagine him as a father, a husband, an everything.
“What?” he asks.
“What?” I echo, pouting at him, surrounded by sports cars and motorbikes, but none of it seems as important as the look in my lover’s eyes.
He loops his arm around my waist, the most natural gesture in the world now.
I almost let out a laugh of disbelief as the thought slams into me.
It feels natural to have Wayne Wakefield’s hand squeezing onto my hip, his eyes looking into me, and accepting it all, all of my imperfections and my inadequacies.
“It’s just this,” I whisper. “It all feels so right. I never thought I’d get that or that I even deserved it.”
“Why wouldn’t you deserve it?” Wayne says, voice husky.
Just then, the half-open door squeaks open all the way and Rusty bounds in, his face receptive and happy, his tongue lolling and his tail wagging frantically.
I laugh and kneel down, letting him jump up on my winter jacket and lap greedily at my face. I giggle as his rough tongue licks the snow from my cheeks.
“Winter,” Wayne says, watching me as he reaches down to ruffle Rusty hello.
I sigh, stand, and fold my arms across my middle.
“My parents were coming to pick me up the day they got into that car crash. I was at a friend’s house and—Jesus, I’m sorry.”
I turn away, tears coursing down my cheeks, no idea why this memory has so jaggedly reared its head now.
Wayne wraps his arms around me, his body a reassuring presence against my back as he leans down to talk quietly in my ear.
“You were a child,” he says. “It was an accident. It’s not your fault. But I know that Anna must’ve told you all of this before. So all I can say, Winter, is that I’ll be there for you every goddamned time that memory tries to make you it's prisoner. Every time that guilt touches you, I’ll be there, okay?”
“Thank you,” I whisper, coughing back a sob. “I’m sorry. I’m ruining our night.”
“No,” he growls, taking me by the shoulders and turning me so I’m facing him. “This isn’t pretend. This isn’t a staged performance where you have to put on a show for me. I’ve had enough people try that with me over the years, trying to be who they thought I needed them to be, for my money, for my name. But not you. You’re the realest, best person I’ve ever met, and I’ll always be here for you.”
I smile and laugh and sob at the same time, a strange combination.
“You know, Wayne,” I whisper, laying my cheek against his chest. “For a seven-foot giant billionaire, you’re actually pretty freaking romantic.”
His hand smooths through my hair as Rusty yips at our feet, grinning.
“Don’t let word get out,” he says, and when he bends down to kiss the top of my head I can feel that he’s smiling.




CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Wayne
Anna is a tall woman with high cheekbones and a friendly smile, but as the four of us sit around her welcoming dining room table to eat dinner, I can see the note of suspicion behind her hipster-framed glasses.
She can’t be that suspicious, of course, otherwise she wouldn’t have said yes to the most important question I could’ve asked her.
But it’s there and I wouldn’t have it any other way.
I’m glad that Winter has an older sister like Anna, a woman who will look out for her no matter what happens, a woman who regards her with the same iron loyalty as I do.
Her fiancé has long brown hair worn in a man bun and wears a baggy T-shirt with a cartoon of a superhero on it, and as he and Anna exchange glances over dinner, I can tell how much they care about each other.
I see the same certainty in Mark’s eyes as he looks at Anna that I feel blazing in my chest, always, a fire without end, a fire that could melt the miles and miles of snow stretching from this two-bedroom New England house all the way to New York City.
“This is delicious,” Winter says, taking a bite of the home-cooked chicken. “Really, Anna. I mean, you’ve always been a good cook, but this is something else.”
“Thanks, sis,” Anna smiles. “It helps having a proper oven, and not that freaking monstrosity we had to put up with in our first apartment.”
Winter giggles, the sweetest sound in the world.
“Oh yeah,” she says. “Those were the days, holding the thing shut when the door broke. Oh, sweet memories.”
“Yeah,” Anna says sarcastically. “Sweet freaking memories. How’s your story coming along, by the way?”
“Can’t you tell?” Mark says, grinning at me. “They’ve written their own story, Anna.”
I smile across the table at Winter, looking like a resplendent empress in her off-white shirt, the top button undone to show a glimmer of her smooth skin. Her hair falls like melting snow around her shoulders and her pine-green eyes blaze with nerves and excitement, clearly hoping that this unlikely meeting goes well.
“Mark,” Anna chides. “Don’t embarrass my little sister.”
“I’m not embarrassed,” Winter says, meeting my eye. “I’m proud. He’s right. We did write our own story, and even if it’s the craziest thing that could’ve happened, it’s—Hey, what the heck is that?”
Outside, the blades of the helicopter cut at the air, making loud whooshing noises.
Anna smiles knowingly and nods at her little sister.
“I have a feeling that might be for you.”
“What? What’re you talking about?” Winter says.
“They’re early,” I mutter. “But that’s fine. Let’s finish our dinner. Then, Winter, if you’ll come with me, I want to take you for a ride.”
She bites her lip and I can see the nerves dancing across her face. I spoke with Anna earlier about taking care of Rusty for a few hours, anyway, which she was glad to do, since the little happy-faced terrier took an instant liking to her.
And asked her something else too.
Permission.
“Of course I’ll come with you,” Winter says after a moment. “You don’t even have to ask. You know that.”
    
“You didn’t mention you had a pilot’s license,” Winter giggles in my headset as I guide us across the skyline, heading toward the Comet headquarters in New York, the chopper gliding smoothly toward the helipad under my steady control.
“Nobody likes a boaster,” I chuckle. “What do you think of the view?”
“Oh, I’m sure it’s lovely,” she says. “Yes, I’m sure if I were to look at it, you know, if it was a picture or a screensaver or something, I’m sure it’d be freaking perfect.”
I laugh again, feeling lighter and more carefree than I can remember ever feeling.
I land us softly and then wait for the blades to stop chopping at the air.
Then I leap from the pilot’s seat and walk around to the back, offering Winter my hand as she grins from ear-to-ear. I can tell she loved it even if she whooped and hollered more than once.
“You do know how mysterious you’re being right now, don’t you?”
The afternoon is white-clouded and yet glowing with a steady brightness as I lead her across the roof, right to the edge so that we can look over the city.
A fine mist has settled over the city, making it look ghostly and surreal and beautiful.
Not as beautiful as Winter, of course, but that’s a hard feat to aim at.
“Are you going to tell me what we’re doing up here?”
“Take these,” I say, reaching down to the nook where Jarvis promised he’d hid them.
As usual, my butler hasn’t disappointed me.
I stand back up with the binoculars in my hand and then direct her to a building a few blocks down from where we’re standing.
“The one with those gorgeous white flowers out front?” she says.
“Do you like it?” I ask, heart hammering crazily in my chest now.
“Well, yeah … duh.” She laughs. “It’s beautiful. Look at that door. It’s so Victorian. And those hanging baskets are just adorable. It looks out of place, but sort of magical, too, if that makes sense.”
“It’s your office,” I say, taking a step back, and then another, reaching into my suit jacket pocket and closing my hand around the most important item I’ve ever held.
My heart thumps and pommels and beats at my ribcage like it’s trying to break free.
“It’s where you’ll write your bestsellers. Because I love you, Winter, and I want to support you. Now and for the rest of our lives.”
“My office,” she whispers, her voice quiet with the backdrop of the whispering winter wind. “Wait a second … you love me?”
She turns and her mouth falls open, crystalline tears springing to her eyes as her hands fly up to try to catch her gasp. But it’s too late and her breath makes dragon plumes in the air.
“Oh my God, oh my God,” she says, staring at the glittering diamond ring as I open the ring box.
I purposefully had it designed so that it mimicked the effect of ice, the way it catches the light, the white teardrop jewels like small encrusted snowflakes.
She lets her hands drop and stumbles forward as though she’s in a dream.
“I love you,” I say, in a firm voice now, the look on her face making me feel like a fool for ever doubting myself. “I loved you the first night we spent together. I loved you the first time I saw you scratch Rusty behind the ears. I loved you the moment I held you as the wind howled outside on that frozen lake, Winter. You mean everything to me and I can’t wait to have our children together. I want – no, I need – to be with you for the rest of my life.
“Winter Reed, will you make me the happiest man in the world and marry me?”
“I … I love you,” she whispers, as she closes the distance between us. She stares down at me with her wide tear-filled eyes. “I love you so much, Wayne. I was scared to say it. It seems silly now, but I thought it might freak you out.”
“It doesn’t matter anymore,” I say. “All that matters is us. Our future.”
“Y-yes,” she stammers, as though struggling to get the words out. “Yes, yes, a thousand, a million, a gazillion times yes, Wayne. Of course I’ll marry you, you giant, handsome lug.”
“Hey,” I laugh, sliding the ring onto her finger where it settles perfectly, a slice of winter for my Winter. “Is that really how you want to address your fiancé?”
She throws her head back and giggles, and then squeals in delight when I jump up and sweep her clean off her feet. I cradle her to my chest, holding her the same way I did that first afternoon we met, when I would’ve dreamt up any reason to have her pressed close to me.
“I’ve spent my whole life working, striving,” I say, staring down at the city that has given me so much, the mist settling like a diaphanous sheet. “And yet right now, Winter, standing here with you, I feel more accomplished than I ever have. I can’t wait to spend the rest of our lives together, to grow, to fucking—to conquer, Winter.”
“Me neither,” she whispers. She kisses my cheek, then grazes my lips. “I feel like I can finally let go with you, Wayne. I feel like I don’t have to be so freaking self-conscious anymore.”
“I love you.”
“I love you. I love you. I love you.” She laughs. “How long before you get bored of me saying that, huh?”
I laugh. “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe in a thousand, a million, a gazillion winters.”
She laughs with me, but then I cut it off with a kiss, and we sink into our lust and love, keeping the cold at bay with our irrepressible warmth.




EPILOGUE



ONE YEAR LATER
Winter
I sit back in my quite frankly heavenly office chair and stare at the computer screen, my completed manuscript gazing back at me.
I can’t help but let a smile lift my lips as my eyes roam over the windows that look out onto my enclosed office garden. A light snow is falling over the city, which seems pretty freaking fitting to me.
“What do you think, boy? Will my readers like this one?”
I look down at Rusty, curled up at my feet with his head resting on his paws. He blinks and his tail waggles a little in a dreamy affirmation. I grin and stand up, walking to my kitchen corner and brewing myself a hot cocoa.
This winter is set to be dark and cold, which is fine by me. There’s nothing better than hugging up close to the fire with Wayne, my husband, my freaking husband.
The weeks after our marriage I had to keep pinching myself to remind myself that it was real, but then life did another amazing somersault and Andrew came, our perfect Andrew, named after Anna.
Anna-Andrew.
“It does make sense, right?” I asked Wayne the evening we learned his gender.
“What do you mean?” he smiled, grunting a little as he completed another set of sit-ups.
We were in our Manhattan penthouse apartment. Wayne had been working late and I was working on my first book, so it made sense for us both to stay in the city and not our suburban mansion. It still feels slightly unreal sometimes, when I think about being able to flit between the city and the countryside so seamlessly.
I’m lucky.
I’m so incredibly, unbelievably lucky.
“Do you think people are going to refuse to call him Andrew because they don’t think it’s similar enough to Anna, is that it?” he teased.
“Ha, ha,” I grunted, picking up a pillow and miming that I was going to launch it at him.
I return to the desk just as Rusty’s ears perk up and his eyes open.
I glance across the wide open-plan office to the tall Victorian-style door, easily wide and tall enough for two normal-sized people, or one and a third Wayne Wakefield.
Rusty yips merrily as my husband pushes the door open, Andrew cradled in his arms. He smiles at me over the top of our sleeping son’s head as I walk toward him, taking Andrew and inhaling his scent, his sweet, wonderful scent that somehow never gets old.
Having just come from the office, Wayne is still sheathed in a suit of silver, his top button undone to show a slice of chest. His arms press against the jacket of his suit as his neck pops from side to side, sighing.
“It’s done?” I ask, reading him.
Reading him is easier than reading a book these days.
“It’s done,” he says with satisfaction. “I’ve finally cleaned up Comet. For once and for all. No more pulling teeth every time I want to make an ethical decision. What about you?”
“It’s done,” I smile. “The second book is completed. Well, the first draft.”
“I know it will be as loved as the first,” he says. “How couldn’t it be? I’m married to a genius. Hear that, Andrew? Your mother is a certified writing genius.”
I blush, my heart feeling floaty and warm as Wayne kneels down to play with Rusty. With my son close to my chest and my husband wrestling with the terrier, I feel like I could float, higher and higher, right through the roof and into the sky.
Then, crazily, I feel tears fill my eyes, freaking tears for no reason, drifting down my cheeks.
Wayne hugs Rusty close to him and looks up at me, smiling, just smiling.
Because he knows without having to ask that they’re tears of happiness.




EXTENDED EPILOGUE



TEN YEARS LATER
Wayne
“So you met Mom here?” Andrew asks, carving a fine line on the ice with his skates as he darts ahead of me.
I grit my teeth in a smile as I struggle to keep up with him, the skates feeling ungainly on my feet even after wintering here for the last seven years. It’s almost as though being seven foot and over two-hundred and seventy pounds makes it difficult.
But it’s worth it to see the smile on Andrew’s face, his hair the same deep brown mine was before it turned the silver of fading snow.
He smiles as he stops in a whoosh of ice, and gestures to the house, the cabin built into a rock formation, the place that will always hold a special place in my heart.
“In a way,” I tell my son. “Down the road. But this is where we fell in love.”
“You know that’s gross, right?” he grins, and then mimes sticking a finger down his throat. “Love. Ew.”
“If I could catch up with you, little man, I’d make you pay for that.”
“Dad,” he groans. “I haven’t been ‘little man’ since I was like six.”
“You’ll always be a little man to me,” I smile. “Even when you’re old and gray, I’ll see you as the little baby who still needs his diaper changed.”
This makes him laugh even if he thinks being ten makes him too cool to laugh at his old man’s jokes.
I turn at the sound of more skates to find Winter sliding over with Hope and Jessica trailing behind her, the six year old twins pictures of their mother with their long blonde hair and bright green eyes.
Winter still takes the cold breath from my lungs, guiding herself on the ice steadily, her body honed and yet still curvy after years of childbirth and ice-skating and life.
She has her hair tied up in a ponytail and it lashes behind her, her pale blue winter coat doing nothing to hide the beauty of her body beneath, a body that, even after four children, is the sweetest fucking thing imaginable.
“He’s finally asleep,” she says. “Jarvis is with him. And the nanny.”
“Mommy, you don’t have to feel bad for skating for a little bit,” Andrew says, ever the perceptive one.
More and more lately, Andrew has been asking questions about the business, asking me if he can skip school to come to the office. I tell him no, of course, and impress upon him the importance of education. But the way his eyes light up at the idea of making a positive difference in the world touches my soul.
“I don’t feel guilty for that,” Winter says, exchanging a look with me, and my chest threatens to explode all over again at the sassy look in my wife’s eyes.
“What then, Mommy?” Jessica smiles up at her. “Cause I’m never guilty. Nah uh. Like the time Hope-Pope ate the last cookie and said it was me.”
“Nah uh,” Hope says. “It was you and you know it was.”
“Girls,” I laugh, skate-walking over. “We caught you eating one half of the cookie each, remember?”
They giggle in their secret identical-twin way, exchanging looks that are so secretive they make confidence and security bloom inside of me.
Whatever happens, Hope and Jessica will always have each other’s backs.
“Where’s Mommy?” Andrew mutters, and then we all turn to find her skating toward the other end of the lake.
“This is why I felt guilty,” she yells over, breathless and vivacious and just goddamn perfect. “Because the last one to the other side doesn’t get any pie later.”
Oh, shit.
I can only walk awkwardly up the lake as Jessica and Hope surge forward like sprites, moving slightly like nervous deer, and yet light enough that they can skim across the ice. Snow swirls and dances in the air around Andrew as he confidently cuts across the lake.
And then something clicks, and I smile.
This happens every so often on the ice.
I’ll find my stride and suddenly feel weightless.
I glide toward my family, letting my daughters’ proud giggles guide me, following the sound of my wife’s encouraging yells.
When I reach her – last, but not by much – I drag her into my arms and kiss her on her winter-cold lips, ignoring the ews and grosses of the children.
“I guess this means I don’t get any pie, eh?” I say.
She loops her arms around my shoulders and leans close, whispering so the children can’t hear, a quiet, angelic voice just for me.
“You’ll get more than pie later,” she says. “You know I can never say no to you.”
I feel a stirring inside of me and have to step away so that I don’t lose control.
“What’d you say, kids?” I smile. “Round two?”
I duck my head and skate down the lake.
And my family skates behind me.
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