
        
            
                
            
        

    
Coleen F. Brennan

Christmas on the Slopes


Copyright © 2025 by Coleen F. Brennan

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

Coleen F. Brennan asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Coleen F. Brennan has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Christmas on the Slopes
If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Frost & Flame Holidays
About the Author
Also by Coleen F. Brennan



Christmas on the Slopes

The argument, when it finally came, wasn’t a thunderclap but a slow, gathering storm that had been brewing for weeks, a low-pressure system of unspoken resentments and weary sighs. It broke on a Tuesday night in their city apartment, a space usually filled with the comfortable silence of two people who knew each other’s rhythms, a quiet harmony woven from the soft turn of a page and the gentle clink of a coffee cup. But lately, that silence had become something else entirely. It was fraught, stretched thin and taut like a wire, vibrating with an anxious energy that hummed just beneath the surface. It was a silence punctuated by the incessant, high-pitched pinging of Gracie’s work phone, a sound that had become the unwelcome soundtrack to their evenings, and defined by the weary, bone-deep slump of her shoulders when she finally came through the door, shedding her corporate armor like a heavy, ill-fitting skin.

Romeo had been nursing the idea for weeks, nurturing it like a secret flame in the heart of his heart, feeding it with daydreams and clandestine research. A real vacation. The words themselves felt sacred, almost foreign. He wasn’t thinking of a long weekend snatched between deadlines, where she’d spend half the time tethered to her laptop, her face illuminated by the cold, blue glare of the screen, her mind still navigating spreadsheets and conference calls. No, this was to be a proper escape, a full-scale exodus from their concrete and glass reality.

He’d found the perfect place, a discovery that had felt like uncovering a hidden treasure. It was a ridiculously charming, rustic-luxe ski lodge nestled deep in the Green Mountains of Vermont, a haven of exposed timber beams and colossal, roaring fieldstone fireplaces. The online gallery promised snow-dusted pines standing like silent sentinels, bubbling outdoor hot tubs steaming in the frigid air, and the blissful, profound disconnection that only comes from being somewhere truly remote. He’d pictured it all so clearly, the scenes playing out in his mind like a favorite movie. He saw Gracie, not the pale, stressed version of her that he saw every day, but a vibrant, revitalized Gracie. He imagined color blooming in her cheeks from the exhilarating cold, her genuine, unforced laughter echoing in the crisp, clean air, its sound as clear and bright as a bell. He fantasized about her mind being finally, blessedly, quiet, free from the tyranny of mergers and acquisitions.

The idea had taken on a life of its own, growing from a spark of hope into a blazing conviction. This would fix them. This would bring her back to him. Fueled by this certainty, he’d taken a bold, decisive step. He’d booked it. Not just a few days, but a non-refundable two-week stay, a grand, sweeping gesture blanketing the entire Christmas and New Year’s period. It was a gamble, a huge one, but he was so sure it was the right move, a romantic ambush she would adore.

He presented it to her over a dinner he’d painstakingly cooked. The apartment filled with the rich, savory aroma of a bolognese sauce he’d simmered for hours, a complex symphony of garlic, herbs, and slow-braised meat that normally would have had her closing her eyes and sighing in pure contentment. He watched her across their small dining table, the candlelight flickering and dancing in her eyes, and his heart sank. Tonight, she barely seemed to taste it. Each forkful was mechanical, a refueling exercise rather than an act of pleasure. One hand rested next to her plate, her fingers twitching restlessly against the polished wood of the table, a subconscious, phantom-typing that told him her mind was a million miles away, lost in the digital corridors of her office.

“I have a surprise,” he’d announced, his voice a little too bright, a little too loud in the tense quiet. He tried to inject a sense of occasion into the air, to force a celebratory mood. He slid the glossy, tri-fold brochure for the ‘Winter Pine Lodge’ across the table, its surface cool and smooth beneath his fingertips. The image on the front was a dusk-shot of the lodge, its windows glowing with warm, golden light against a backdrop of indigo mountains and a sky thick with stars. “Two weeks,” he said, the words tumbling out in his eagerness. “Just us. Skiing, hot tubs, roaring fires. No phones, no laptops. I already booked it.”

The reaction was not what he’d hoped for. It was, in fact, a perfect void where he’d expected delight. Her eyes, the color of warm toffee, flickered over the brochure without recognition, without any discernible spark of joy. He watched her face, searching for a glimmer of the old Gracie, but found only a mask tightening. A familiar, stubborn tension settled into the fine line of her jaw, a hardening he had come to know as her battle armor. “Romeo,” she said, her voice dangerously quiet, “you can’t be serious.”

“As a heart attack,” he grinned, a desperate, last-ditch attempt to coax a smile from her, to charm his way past her defenses. “It’s all paid for. A done deal. Think of it, Gracie. A real holiday. Remember those?”

“I can’t take two weeks off,” she said, her voice flat, devoid of any emotion except a chilling finality. She pushed the brochure back toward him with two fingers, a gesture of dismissal, as if it were contaminated, an unwelcome intrusion into her meticulously scheduled world. “You know I can’t. We’re in the final stages of the Harrison merger. It’s the biggest deal of my entire career. Christmas, New Year’s… those are just dates on a calendar for me right now. The work doesn’t stop just because the rest of the world does.”

The secret flame of his excitement, which had burned so brightly in his chest, sputtered and died, leaving behind a plume of bitter smoke. “Gracie, the work will always be there,” he pleaded, his voice losing its forced cheer. “This deal will close, and then there will be the next one, and then the one after that. It never ends. You haven’t taken a real break in three years. Not one single day where you were fully present. You’re burning out. I see it, even if you refuse to.” He could see it in the violet smudges beneath her eyes, in the way she’d started grinding her teeth in her sleep, in the tremor that sometimes appeared in her hand when she reached for her coffee.

“I’m not burning out,” she snapped, her voice sharp with a defensiveness that was as fierce as it was fragile. “I’m building a career. I’m doing what I have to do to secure our future. My future. I can’t just drop everything and abandon my team because you have a sudden whim to go play in the snow.”

The word ‘whim’ struck him like a physical blow, a stinging, targeted insult. “It’s not a whim,” he said, his own voice lowering into a gravelly, dangerous register. The easygoing charm he was known for evaporated like mist, revealing the hard bedrock of his frustration, a resentment that had been building for months. “It’s me trying to get my girlfriend back. The one I fell in love with. The one who used to laugh at my stupid jokes until she couldn’t breathe. The one who didn’t check her email in the middle of a movie. The one whose body wasn’t constantly vibrating with a low-level hum of stress as if she were about to short-circuit.”

His words found their mark. Tears, hot and immediate, pricked her eyes. They weren’t tears of sadness, but of anger and profound, overwhelming exhaustion. “That’s not fair,” she bit out, her voice trembling. “I’m still here. I’m right here.”

“Are you?” he asked, the question hanging in the air between them, heavy and sad and suffocating. “Or is it just your body, a shell of you, going through the motions while your mind is perpetually locked in a boardroom a thousand miles away?”

They’d fought then, a truly vicious battle. It wasn’t a clean fight with a clear objective; it was a messy, circular, painful argument where old hurts were unearthed and brandished like weapons. Every unresolved issue from the past six months was dredged up and thrown into the fray. She accused him of not understanding the colossal pressure she was under, of belittling her ambition and not taking her career seriously. He accused her of sacrificing their life, their connection, their future, on the cold, unforgiving altar of her ambition, of forgetting how to just be, how to exist outside of her professional identity. They hurled words at each other that couldn’t be unsaid, each one a fresh wound on an already aching heart.

In the end, there was nothing left to say. He had retreated to the living room, the bolognese growing cold and congealed on the table, the wine untouched. The silence that descended was no longer strained; it was a chasm, a vast, echoing void between them. He found her there an hour later, a solitary figure standing by the floor-to-ceiling window that overlooked the relentless, glittering chaos of the city. She was crying, but not with the anger from before. These were silent, defeated tears tracking slow, glistening paths down her cheeks, catching the myriad city lights and shattering them into tiny, broken stars.

He came up behind her, his own anger long gone, evaporated and replaced by a familiar, aching tenderness that felt like a physical pain in his chest. It was the same feeling he got every time he saw her pushing herself to the brink—a desperate urge to protect her, even from herself. He wrapped his arms around her waist, molding his body to hers, pulling her back against his chest until her head rested just under his chin. He rested his chin on the crown of her head, inhaling the faint scent of her shampoo and the unmistakable, unique smell that was just her. She leaned into him, her body surrendering its tension, and a shuddering, ragged sigh escaped her lips, a sound of utter defeat.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, her voice a raw, broken thing. “You’re right. I’m… I’m so tired, Romeo. So fucking tired.”

“I know, baby,” he murmured into the silk of her hair, his voice thick with his own unshed tears. “I know you are. That’s why we need this. Please, just let me take care of you. Just for a little while. Let the world spin without you for two weeks. The company won’t implode. The merger will still be there when you get back. Please, Gracie. Do it for me. Do it for us.”

She was quiet for a long, long time, her gaze fixed on the endless stream of headlights and the impersonal glow of office buildings below. The city lights reflected in her tear-filled eyes, making them look like shattered jewels. He could almost physically feel the war raging inside her, the crushing weight of her professional responsibility warring with the deep, bone-weary, primal need for rest. He just held her, applying steady, gentle pressure, a silent anchor in her storm. Finally, with a small, almost imperceptible movement, she turned in his arms, her face burying itself against the soft wool of his sweater.

“Okay,” she muffled against his chest, the single word so quiet he almost missed it. “Okay. We’ll go.”

He held her tighter then, a wave of relief so profound and overwhelming it almost made his knees weak. He closed his eyes, pressing his face into her hair, just breathing her in. The merger could wait. Her career would survive. But them? Their relationship? They were on life support. They needed this. He needed her back, the real her, and he would do anything, go anywhere, to find her again, somewhere amongst the still, silent, snow-covered mountains.

Now, three weeks later, the memory of that fight felt like a lifetime ago, a scene from someone else’s stressful, city-bound life, a grainy black-and-white film from a forgotten era. Romeo drained the last of his hot chocolate, a thick, decadent concoction of melted Belgian chocolate and steamed milk, topped with a mountain of freshly whipped cream and a generous dusting of cinnamon. The rich, bittersweet flavor lingered on his tongue, a perfect counterpoint to the invigorating chill that still clung to his skin from their time on the slopes. His cheeks were still ruddy and felt tight from the windburn and the cold, a pleasant sting reminding him of the afternoon spent racing down the powdery, pristine runs. He could still hear the pure, unadulterated sound of Gracie’s shrieks of laughter as she’d careened past him, a flash of bright blue ski gear against the stark, blinding white of the mountain, her form graceful and fearless.

He was sunk deep into a plush, claret-red wingback chair, one of a perfectly matched pair that flanked a magnificent, floor-to-ceiling stone fireplace. A colossal log, bigger than his thigh, crackled and spat embers in the hearth, throwing dancing golden-orange light across the room and painting the walls in shifting, warm tones. The entire suite was a masterpiece of cozy opulence. The walls were paneled with warm, honey-colored wood that smelled faintly of cedar, a thick, impossibly soft bearskin rug was spread on the floor before the fire, and in the corner, a massive four-poster bed stood like a throne, looking as if it had been built for a gentle, slumbering giant. Through the panoramic window that made up the entire far wall, the world was a painter’s dream of a winter landscape. The sun, a pale, low-hanging orb of milky gold, was beginning its slow descent behind the jagged peaks, casting long, violet shadows across the snow-laden pines and bathing the room in a soft, ethereal glow that felt magical.

He heard the soft, delicate pad of Gracie’s bare feet on the polished hardwood floors, a sound so subtle it was almost lost beneath the crackling of the fire, but it immediately drew his attention from the copy of an old, dog-eared paperback he’d found on the lodge’s communal bookshelf. She’d showered while he’d made the hot chocolates, and now she padded slowly across the room toward him, wrapped in one of the lodge’s ridiculously thick, fluffy white terrycloth robes. Her freshly washed hair was damp and hung in dark, heavy waves around her shoulders, and she smelled of the lodge’s expensive soap, a subtle blend of pine and juniper, and the clean, crisp, inimitable scent of the mountain air itself.

She came to a stop directly in front of his chair, fitting herself neatly into the space between his spread legs. Her hands came to rest on his shoulders, her cool fingertips a pleasant contrast to his warm skin as they traced the line of his collarbone through his sweater. He set his book aside on the small table next to him, his own hands finding their way from her hips to the small of her back. He slid them up and down the plush terrycloth, feeling the comforting warmth of her skin beneath, marveling at the relaxed set of her muscles.

“I’m so incredibly glad you convinced me that we should stay at the lodge for the Christmas and New Year’s holidays,” she said, her voice a low, contented murmur that vibrated through her chest and into his hands. She tilted her head back, her eyes closing as his hands continued their slow, soothing massage up and down her spine. The perpetual tension that had lived in her shoulders for so long, a permanent, concrete fixture, was gone, replaced by a languid, liquid ease. She looked younger, softer, more luminous. She looked like his Gracie again. “It’s so unbelievably convenient, being able to ski right back to our own door.”

A slow, deeply satisfied smile spread across his face. “I told you it would be perfect.” He loved being right, but he loved seeing her like this even more. The constant worry-crease that had been etched between her brows for years had vanished, smoothed away by rest and laughter. Her skin was glowing with a healthy, natural radiance, and her smile, when it came, reached all the way to her beautiful, clear-as-toffee eyes, making them crinkle at the corners. He let his palms rest on the gentle swell of her bottom, giving her a soft, appreciative squeeze through the thick robe.

He stood up then, a smooth, fluid motion that brought them chest to chest, their bodies flush against each other. The robe gaped slightly at her movement, offering him a tantalizing glimpse of the soft shadow of the valley between her breasts. He took hold of her chin with his thumb and forefinger, a feather-light touch, tilting her face upwards to meet his gaze. Her lips were slightly parted, pink and full, her expression one of utter surrender to the moment, a complete and beautiful trust. His brown eyes, usually so warm and gentle, now held a familiar, devilish glint to them, a spark of playful fire that she knew so well and loved so much. As he smiled down at her, the dimples that appeared in his cheeks made Gracie’s stomach perform a little flip, a delightful, swooning sensation that hadn’t faded an ounce in the five years they’d been together. It was the exact same smile that had first captivated her across a crowded, noisy bar, a silent promise of mischief and boundless, unwavering affection.

“Romeo,” she gasped, the single word a breath of delighted surprise and keen anticipation as he bent his knees, slid one strong arm under her legs and the other securely around her back, and lifted her effortlessly into his arms. Her arms instinctively went around his neck, her fingers tangling in the thick, shaggy brown hair at his nape, the strands soft and cool from the mountain air. She giggled, a light, carefree, bubbly sound that was pure music to his ears, a sound he had missed more than he had even realized.

He carried her the few steps over to the enormous four-poster bed, the antique wood dark and gleaming in the fading, rosy light. With a theatrical heave that was entirely for show, a playful grunt escaping his lips, he tossed her onto the center of it. She landed with a soft, satisfying bounce on the veritable mountain of pillows and the crisp, cool white duvet, her robe falling open to reveal the long, lean, elegant line of one thigh. Laughter bubbled up from deep in her chest as she lay there, sprawled among the pillows, looking up at him with her hair fanned out around her head. Her eyes were sparkling with amusement and a blooming, undeniable desire.

The look on his face shifted subtly, the warm playfulness melting away into something hotter, more intense, a look of raw, focused hunger that made her own breath catch. He started to undress, his movements deliberate and unhurried, his eyes never leaving hers, holding her captive with his gaze. Gracie watched, her pulse beginning to thrum in her throat. First, he pulled off his thick, cable-knit sweater, the heavy wool whispering as it came over his head, mussing his hair. Underneath, he wore a simple black thermal long-sleeved top that clung faithfully to the powerful musculature of his chest and arms. He peeled it off next, and Gracie’s gaze feasted hungrily on the sight of him. His torso was a landscape she knew by heart but never, ever tired of exploring: broad shoulders, a wide chest dusted with a swirl of dark hair that tapered down into a lean waist and the famed, chiseled abs that rippled and shifted with his every movement. His skin, which held a tan from a thousand summer afternoons spent outdoors, was a warm, golden contrast to the cool, stark white of the bedding.

Her own body began to hum with a low, insistent need, a pleasant thrumming deep in her belly. She was no longer Gracie the high-powered executive; in this room, in this moment, she was just a woman, hungry for her man. She crawled on her hands and knees across the vast, white expanse of the bed, the movement fluid and feline, until she reached the edge where he stood waiting. She reached for the waistband of his heavy ski pants, her fingers deft and sure as she worked the button free. The rasp of the zipper was a loud, promising sound in the suddenly quiet room, a signal of what was to come.

Romeo kicked off his pants without breaking eye contact, his powerful thighs flexing with the motion. All he had left on were his boxer briefs, a simple pair in dark grey cotton, and the thick, heavy ridge of his arousal was already straining impatiently against the fabric. With a hook of his thumbs in the waistband, he slid them down his narrow hips and stepped out of them, standing before her, gloriously naked.

His cock sprang free, half-hard and heavy, bobbing gently in the air just in front of her face. It was a beautiful sight, thick and perfectly formed, the head a deep, dusky rose, a drop of clear pre-cum already beading at the tip. Gracie knelt at the edge of the bed, her damp chestnut hair, which he’d unbraided for her after her shower, falling in soft waves around her shoulders, curtaining her face. She looked up at him through her lashes, a slow, wanton, deliberately provocative smile touching her lips before she leaned forward to claim him.

Romeo’s breath hitched, a sharp intake of air. He threaded his fingers into her silky, cool hair, a gesture that was both a silent permission and a silent, desperate plea. She took him into her mouth with a reverence that made his toes curl inside the thick wool socks he hadn’t yet removed. She started slowly, her lips plush and wet as they closed around the very tip. Her tongue darted out, tracing a slow, deliberate circle around the sensitive corona, teasing him, tasting the clean, male salt of his skin.

Then, with a soft hum of pleasure that vibrated from her throat, through her mouth, and directly into him, she began to take him in, inch by glorious inch. Her mouth was hot and slick, a perfect, velvet sheath of pleasure. Her tongue flattened against the sensitive underside of his shaft, creating an impossibly good friction and suction as she bobbed her head up and down, her pace measured and deep, milking him with an expert’s touch.

A low moan escaped Romeo’s throat, a guttural sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. He let his head fall back, his eyes closing as he gave himself over to the exquisite sensation. His hand, tangled in her hair, wasn’t guiding her or demanding more; it was simply resting there, his thumb stroking the soft skin of her temple in a gesture of profound tenderness, even in the midst of this raw, carnal act. He loved this. He loved the way she gave herself so completely to his pleasure, the quiet control she took, the worshipful, deliberate way she touched him.

After a few moments of this deep, steady suction that had his hips starting to twitch with the need for release, Gracie pulled away. The head of his cock popped from her lips with a wet, plosive sound that sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to his groin. He opened his eyes to see her looking up at him, her own eyes heavy-lidded and dark with passion, her lips slick, red, and swollen from his cock. She started to suck on just the head now, her tongue swirling and flicking across the ultra-sensitive tip, laving it with saliva until it glistened in the firelight.

Then she nipped gently, so gently, at his frenulum with her teeth, sending a bolt of white-hot lightning down his spine. She knew his body as well as he knew his own; after five years of dating, of loving, of exploring every single inch of each other, their intimacy was a language spoken without words. She knew every spot that made him groan, every touch that made him tremble, every secret pleasure point.

“Fuck… come here,” Romeo said finally, his voice a ragged, breathless growl. He couldn’t take much more of her exquisite, targeted torture without losing control and finishing right there. He needed to be inside her. He needed to feel her wrapped tightly around him. He moved onto the bed, his considerable weight sinking into the soft mattress beside her.

Gracie’s eyes were heavy-lidded and hazy with a deep, languorous desire, a soft flush creeping up her neck and across her chest, a beautiful mottling of pink against her fair skin. A deep, wet, insistent throbbing had started between her legs, a familiar ache that only he could soothe. As he began to undress her, his movements now urgent and a little clumsy, she glanced out the massive window. The snow had returned, no longer a gentle, picturesque dusting but a serious flurry. It was falling down in thick, fat flakes that swirled and danced in the wind, blurring the line between earth and sky, cocooning them in their own private, silent snow globe.

Romeo’s hands went to the tie of her robe, his fingers fumbling with the knot. He pulled it open, his knuckles brushing against the soft, smooth skin of her stomach, sending a shiver through her. He pushed the thick, heavy fabric aside, revealing her completely. She wore nothing underneath. His gaze roamed over her, adoring and hungry, drinking in the sight of her. The gentle, perfect curve of her breasts tipped with pale pink nipples, the soft swell of her belly, the dark, enticing triangle of curls at the apex of her thighs.

“I love you,” breathed Gracie, her voice thick with emotion, sounding almost surprised by the intensity of her own feelings. His fingers had found the nape of her neck, his touch gentle as he prepared to unhook a bra, only to find she wasn’t wearing one. His fingers, undeterred, traced the delicate line of her collarbone, and the simple, non-sexual touch was somehow more intimate than any kiss.

“I love you more,” he whispered back, his voice husky, raw with need. He dipped his head down, his mouth finding her breast. He licked a slow, wet, deliberate circle around her nipple before drawing the rosy peak into his mouth. A soft, breathy moan escaped Gracie’s lips as it instantly hardened against his tongue, a tight bead of exquisite sensation. He suckled her gently at first, teasingly, then more firmly, his hand coming around to cup the weight of her other breast, his thumb stroking its twin into a state of equal, aching arousal. He held her by the small of her back, arching her up into his mouth as he lavished attention on her, taking his time, worshiping her.

When he finally laid her down flat against the sea of pillows, there was a new urgency in his movements, the slow, teasing pace giving way to a more demanding, almost frantic need. He couldn’t wait another minute to have her. He tugged at the waistband of the comfortable grey sweatpants she’d pulled on after her shower, his fingers fumbling in his haste.

“Fuck, baby!” Gracie moaned, her head lolling to the side on the pillow, her hair a dark, silken spill against the crisp white cotton. She looked down to watch him, her vision blurry with desire, as he slid the soft, worn pants down her legs. He didn’t stop there. Her panties were a flimsy, provocative scrap of black lace, already soaked through and clinging to her. He hooked his thumbs into the delicate sides and pulled them down her thighs, over her knees, down her calves. She kicked them off her feet, and they flew to the end of the bed, a forgotten wisp of black against the white duvet.

No sooner had the lace left her skin than Romeo was between her thighs, his big, warm body settling in the cradle of her hips. He pushed her legs apart with his shoulders, his shaggy hair tickling the sensitive skin of her inner thighs as he buried his face against her smooth, waiting pussy. The first touch of his mouth was electric, a jolt that went straight to her core. He didn’t ease in; he dove his tongue deep into the soft, velvet folds of her, plunging into her sticky wetness with a possessive groan that vibrated against her skin. He lapped at her, tasting her, learning the unique, musky flavor of her arousal. He licked from her swollen entrance all the way up the slick channel of her slit in one long, deliberate, impossibly slow stroke that made her gasp and arch her back off the bed. After a minute of this heady, delicious exploration, his attention shifted, becoming more focused, more targeted. He found her clit, already a hard, swollen pearl, and centered his efforts there.

“Oh my god,” Gracie moaned, the words a fractured, breathless prayer. Her entire body clenched up with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her fingers fisted in the plush duvet, twisting the soft fabric into tight knots, her knuckles white.

“Yes, fuck!” His voice was a muffled, triumphant sound against her slick skin. Romeo loved this, the complete and utter undoing of her. He loved being the one who could make her scream like that, who could strip away the polished, powerful, professional woman and reveal the wanton, needy creature beneath. He settled in for the long haul, his tongue starting a firm, repetitive, circular rhythm against her clit. Steady, unwavering strokes that built friction and heat with an expert’s precision.

Gracie’s breathing quickly became shallow and fast, little pants of air that were drowned out by her own rising moans. Her hands, no longer content with the abused bedding, reached down to tangle in his hair, not to guide him, but to hold on, to anchor herself as the world began to spin out of control. She tugged on the thick strands, a desperate, primal gesture of her mounting ecstasy. He pressed harder in response, a silent acknowledgment, his own excitement mounting as he felt her getting closer and closer to the edge.

When Gracie came, it was a cataclysm. Her body lifted up from the bed, a beautiful, taut arch from her shoulders to her knees, her hips instinctively pressing her pussy harder into his mouth, chasing the friction, demanding more. A high, keening cry was torn from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated, shattering release that echoed in the high-ceilinged room.

He didn’t stop pleasuring her once the first powerful wave hit. He kept his tongue grinding over her exquisitely sensitive clit, milking the orgasm, drawing it out until she was sobbing his name, her body trembling violently. Through the curtain of his own dark hair, Romeo’s eyes looked up at her face, watching it completely dissolve with pleasure. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open in a silent scream, her beautiful features a mask of pure ecstasy. She always looked so fucking sexy when she came, so completely unguarded and raw. He knew she felt self-conscious about it sometimes, worried she was too loud, too expressive, too much. He didn’t understand it. If only she could see what he did in those moments: a goddess coming undone, a breathtaking spectacle of pure, uninhibited feeling.

Gracie’s eyes fluttered open a long time later. She was still sucking in deep, shuddering breaths, her limbs trembling with the powerful aftershocks of her release. Just as she felt her body begin to settle back to earth, Romeo shifted, his weight moving up her body. He pushed her legs back, bending her knees and settling himself between them again.

“God, you’re soaked,” he said, his voice thick and low, a mixture of awe and lust. He took the broad, slick head of his cock and slid it across her wet folds, painting her with her own essence, lubricating himself with her readiness. The friction was maddening. Gracie whimpered, a small, needy sound, her hips lifting instinctively off the bed, begging for him without words.

Slowly, teasingly, he positioned himself at her entrance. He pushed just the very tip inside her. She was impossibly tight and slick, her inner muscles clenching around him reflexively, welcoming him. A shiver of pure, unadulterated pleasure shook its way down Romeo’s back. He gritted his teeth, holding himself perfectly still for a long moment, letting them both savor the exquisite feeling of imminent connection. Then, with one long, controlled, powerful push, he slid his way into her pussy. She gasped as he filled her completely, stretching her, seating himself deep inside her until he could go no further.

He stayed there for a moment, buried to the hilt, just breathing. He watched her face, saw the dazed, star-struck pleasure in her wide eyes. Then he began to move, a slow, deep, deliberate rhythm that was more a grind than a pump. He wanted to feel every inch of her, to memorize the sensation of being inside her again. His gaze alternated between Gracie’s flushed face, her lips parted and kiss-swollen, and the stunning, profoundly erotic sight of their joining. The shaft of his cock, glistening and coated with her wetness, came out almost completely with every deliberate withdrawal before he plunged back in, the sound a wet, satisfying slap of skin on skin. The sight was primal, obscene, and utterly perfect.

“Come here,” groaned Romeo, his hard-won control starting to fray at the edges. He fell forward, bracing his weight on his forearms on either side of her head, caging her in, surrounding her with his body, his scent. “Wrap your legs around me.”

Gracie did as he said without a second of hesitation, her thighs strong as they locked high around his back, her heels digging into his ass, pulling him even deeper inside her. The new angle was devastating. He could feel the head of his cock rubbing directly against her G-spot with every single powerful movement. He cupped her face in his large hands, his thumbs stroking her high cheekbones, and he kissed her. It wasn’t a gentle or tender kiss; it was deep and ravenous, a kiss of possession and raw desperation.

Their tongues slid across one another’s, slick and searching. He explored her mouth with the same thoroughness with which he was exploring her body, and Gracie couldn’t remember the last time they had sex quite like this. It was more than just physical; it felt like a claiming, a sacred ritual, a reforging of a bond that had been strained to its breaking point. It felt like coming home.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said urgently, the words breathed directly into his mouth as he finally pulled away from her lips to gasp for air. “Please, Romeo. Harder. I need it harder.”

A low growl left Romeo’s throat, a guttural, animalistic answer to her plea. The slow, deliberate grinding was over. He bucked into her pussy harder now, his hips slamming against hers with a raw force that rocked the big, sturdy bed on its foundations. The room filled with the symphony of their lovemaking—the wet, rhythmic smack of their bodies, her breathless, high-pitched moans, his guttural grunts of effort and pleasure. The pace was frantic, punishing, exactly what she needed, what they both needed. He drove into her again and again and again, chasing a release that was building inside him like a tidal wave, hot and unstoppable.

He couldn’t believe he had such stamina, such raw power after the long, physically demanding day of skiing they’d had, their muscles screaming with fatigue only an hour before. But that was the profound effect that Gracie had on him. She didn’t drain him; she fueled him. Her pleasure was his, her surrender his strength.

Finally, he couldn’t hold back any longer. The pleasure was coiling tight in his belly, a burning, brilliant knot of sensation that demanded release now. He stared down at Gracie, his vision tunneling, his whole world narrowing to her face, her eyes locked with his in a silent, profound communication. With a final, desperate roar that was swallowed by the room, he finished, his cock twitching and throbbing deep inside her as he pumped his hot, thick release into her.

Gracie kept her legs wrapped tightly around him, pulling him as close as she possibly could, her own inner muscles clenching around him in time with his release. She cried out as his hot seed flooded her, the intense feeling pushing her over the edge into a second, shuddering orgasm that radiated from her core through every limb, making her toes curl and her back arch.

“Mmm,” she moaned into the sweat-slick skin of his shoulder, her voice drowsy and replete with satisfaction. “I love that feeling.”

Romeo’s body jerked and shook with the last of his release. He stayed buried deep inside her for a long moment, his forehead resting against hers, their breaths mingling, hot and ragged in the cool air. Finally, with a groan of supreme reluctance, he pulled out from her. He watched, fascinated, as a trickle of his milky-white cum slid out from her swollen pussy and formed a small, shimmering puddle on the pristine white duvet, a beautiful, messy testament to their reunion.

He collapsed onto the mattress next to Gracie, rolling onto his back and gasping for air, an arm thrown tiredly over his eyes. The room was silent now except for their ragged breathing and the steady crackle and pop of the fire. She giggled, a low, throaty sound of pure satisfaction, and rolled onto her side to face him. He felt her drape a leg over his, her skin still slick and warm from their exertions. He moved his arm from his face and wrapped it underneath her, pulling her naked body flush against his own. He kissed the top of her head, inhaling the intoxicating scent of her hair, her skin, their sex.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, her cheek pressed against his chest, her fingers idly tracing lazy patterns on his stomach.

“It was,” he agreed, his voice still breathless, still thick with sleep and satisfaction.

“But I hope you didn’t use all your energy for the day,” she said, a playful note entering her tone, a hint of the old, teasing Gracie. “Because we’re supposed to go ice skating tonight on the lake. They light it all up with fairy lights after dark. It’s supposed to be magical.”

Romeo shook his head against the soft pillow, a low chuckle rumbling deep in his chest. “Don’t worry,” he managed, his voice still hoarse with exertion. “I just need a quick nap. A power nap. Fifteen minutes, tops.”

Gracie smiled against his warm skin and got up, the movement slow and languid, her body feeling heavy and wonderfully used. She padded, beautifully naked, over to the mini-fridge tucked into a corner of the suite and retrieved two bottles of ice-cold mineral water. When she returned to the bed, holding one out to him, Romeo was already dozing off, his breathing deep and even, a small, contented smile lingering on his lips. She took a long drink herself, the cold water a welcome shock to her system, and then curled up beside him, pulling the thick edge of the heavy duvet over their sated, tangled bodies.

Outside the window, the snow was still falling, thick and relentless, covering the ground, the trees, and the entire world in a fresh, silent, immaculate white blanket, burying the distant city and all its worries under a world of newfound peace.
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.

[image: The Velvet Key Series]

The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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