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A Christmas Present

The scent of woodsmoke and pine hung heavy in the crisp Vermont air, a unique alchemy of fragrances so deeply, almost cellularly, entwined with Claire’s memories that breathing it in felt like a physical weight settling in her lungs. The air itself seemed thicker here, colder, carrying with it the ghosts of winters past. Every year, she made the pilgrimage, a reverse migration from the perpetually drizzly, tech-saturated landscape of Seattle back to the profound, snow-dusted stillness of her hometown. It felt less like a vacation and more like a necessary annual calibration. It was a ritual of regression, a deliberate and careful shedding of the self she had so painstakingly constructed over the past decade, the competent, unflappable Senior UX Designer, to find the girl she’d left behind, the one who dreamt of art and read poetry under maple trees.

This year, however, the familiar ache of nostalgia felt sharper, honed to a finer, more piercing point. It was a bittersweet thrumming that had begun as a low hum during the long, sterile flight and had since settled deep in her bones, a persistent, hollow longing. She felt it as she watched the urban sprawl of Sea-Tac give way to a blanket of clouds, and she felt it even more intensely when the plane descended through them, revealing the familiar patchwork of dark green conifers and white-capped mountains. Five years. A half-decade. It had been five years since she’d seen him, a period that felt both impossibly long and frighteningly short. And ten years since she’d felt the ghost of his touch, a sensation so faint yet so indelible it was like a phantom limb, an ache for something that was no longer there.

Paul had been the sun around which her teenage world had breathlessly, joyfully orbited. He was the gravitational center, the fixed point in her adolescent universe. They were a local cliché, a trope lifted straight from a small-town romance novel: the clever, quiet girl with ink stains on her fingers and the handsome, startlingly blue-eyed boy who saw past her stacks of books to the flicker of fire within. He’d seen the sharp wit she hid behind shy smiles and the passion she poured into her charcoal sketches. Theirs was a love forged in the uniquely sacred spaces of youth: in the worn, fabric-scented backseats of beat-up cars, windows fogged against the cold night air; on soft, plaid blankets spread under the vast, diamond-dust spray of starry summer skies, the chirp of crickets their only soundtrack; and in hushed, stolen whispers during the droning silence of study hall, their hands secretly clasped in the space between their desks.

Together, they had mapped out a future, not with the vague idealism of teenagers, but with the earnest, detailed precision of architects. It was a sprawling, beautiful, magnificent thing, full of shared dreams scribbled on diner napkins and cross-country adventures traced on a worn-out road atlas. They would live in a city with four real seasons, in an apartment with a fire escape she could fill with plants. He would support her art, and she would celebrate his successes. It was a future that felt as solid and real as the ground beneath their feet. But life, with its casual cruelty and utter disregard for meticulously drawn blueprints, had other plans. A prestigious, once-in-a-lifetime internship in London had beckoned to Paul, an unmissable opportunity in the cutthroat world of international finance that was the first, essential rung on a tall, glittering ladder to a life she couldn’t quite imagine. Simultaneously, as if by some cosmic joke, Claire had been offered a full scholarship to a leading design program on the other side of the country, a validation of her talent she had never truly believed she would receive.

Their breakup hadn’t been a dramatic, cinematic explosion with slammed doors and screamed accusations. It was something far more agonizing: a slow, painful erosion, like a cliff face worn away by the relentless, indifferent tide. It was a series of increasingly strained, tearful late-night phone calls across impossible time zones, the awkward digital delay a constant, frustrating reminder of the physical miles separating them. His morning was her middle of the night. Her afternoon was his exhausted commute home. The conversations grew shorter, the silences between them longer, heavier, filled with the crushing weight of unspoken truths and the things they were too heartbroken to admit even to themselves. They were too young to ask the other to sacrifice a dream, too ambitious to give up their own, and too damn far apart to hold on to something that was starting to feel more like a memory than a relationship. Right person, wrong time, they had told each other, a comforting, simplistic lie that felt good to say but did little to soothe the raw, gaping wound of their separation. So he went to London, and she went to Seattle, and the years stretched between them like a vast, empty, storm-tossed ocean.

Claire hadn’t, for a single second, expected to see him. She had steeled herself against the possibility, treating it like a phantom threat she could ward off with sheer force of will. The small-town grapevine, efficient and merciless as ever, channeled through her mother’s weekly phone calls, whispered that he was still in the UK, a high-flying, bona fide success story who rarely made the long trip back. She had prepared a mental fortress for a Christmas of polite, surface-level conversations with her parents’ friends, of expertly dodging the inevitable, well-meaning questions about her love life, “Still single? A pretty girl like you!” of walking with her head down past all the old haunts, the diner, the movie theater, the lookout point on Miller’s Hill, that still screamed his name in silent, echoing refrains.

And then she had walked into the Hendersons’ annual Christmas Eve party. The moment she stepped over the threshold, she was hit by a wall of warmth and sound and scent that was a complete sensory assault. The house was a riot of festive life and light, smelling overwhelmingly of hot mulled wine simmering with cinnamon and cloves, of freshly baked gingerbread, and of the sharp, clean perfume of pine from the garlands draped over every available surface. The air was thick with cheer, a chaotic symphony of booming laughter, clinking glasses, and a tinny speaker playing “Have Yourself a Merry Little Christmas.” She was halfway through a painfully stilted conversation with an old high school acquaintance about user interface design, nodding and smiling while her mind was a million miles away, when she felt it, a sensation so specific and sudden it was like a physical touch. A prickle on the back of her neck, the unmistakable, magnetic pull of a familiar gaze she hadn’t felt in a decade, but that her body recognized instantly.

Her breath hitched.

The air in her lungs seemed to freeze.

Slowly, fighting against the sudden, irrational urge to run, she turned. And there he was. Leaning with a casual, almost lazy grace against the massive stone fireplace, a glass of amber whiskey swirling in his hand, he looked both exactly the same and entirely, devastatingly different. The boyish, easy charm was still there in the familiar crinkle at the corners of his eyes, but it was overlaid now with a new, weary-edged confidence, the posture of a man who was used to being listened to. His shoulders were broader in a finely tailored dark shirt, his dark hair was a little shorter, neatly styled, but his eyes… his eyes were the same. They were the same brilliant, startling, impossible blue that had haunted her daydreams and broken her heart, the same blue that she saw sometimes in the sky over the Puget Sound on a rare, clear day and felt a pang of loss so sharp it stole her breath.

Their gazes locked across the boisterous, crowded room, and the world tilted on its axis. The cacophony of the party, the music, the laughter, the chatter, faded into a dull, distant, underwater roar. It was as if someone had thrown a thick blanket over the entire scene, muffling everything but the frantic, deafening drumming of her own heart. A slow smile spread across his face, not the polite, social smile he’d been wearing a moment before, but one of pure, unadulterated shock and a delight so profound it seemed to light him up from within. He murmured an excuse to the person he was talking to, his eyes never leaving hers, and began to move toward her. He was a man on a mission, a ship charting a direct course to its harbor, and the bustling crowd seemed to sense it, parting for him as if by some unspoken command. Claire’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, wild bird throwing itself against the bars of its cage. Every single step he took toward her was a step backward in time, rewinding a decade in a matter of seconds.

They made small talk for what felt like an eternity, a clumsy, awkward dance of catching up that skirted the edges of everything that truly mattered. They spoke of careers and cities, of promotions and apartments, of mutual friends who had gotten married or had children, of the relentless, baffling passage of time. They constructed a flimsy bridge of safe topics to span the ten-year chasm between them. But beneath the surface-level pleasantries, the polite questions and careful answers, a powerful, undeniable current thrummed between them, an electrical charge that made the air feel thick and heavy. With every shared laugh that felt like a secret echo of their past, with every accidental, fleeting brush of their hands as they reached for a drink or gestured to make a point, the atmosphere grew denser, charged with the immense weight of everything left unsaid, all the apologies and regrets and confessions that hung in the space between them. He had broken up with his long-term girlfriend six months ago. She had been single for the better part of a year. The universe, it seemed, had a wicked, almost cruel sense of humor.

“My parents decided to go to midnight mass,” Paul said eventually, his voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur that seemed to bypass her ears and vibrate directly in her chest, effortlessly cutting through the persistent party noise. It wrapped around her like a warm blanket. “The house is completely empty. Want to get out of here? It’s… It’s so loud.”

It wasn’t really a question.

His tone made it clear.

It was a plea, an invitation, and a dangerously beautiful promise, all rolled into six simple words. He was offering her a sanctuary, a quiet space where the ghosts of their past could finally speak. Claire could only nod, her throat suddenly too tight, too constricted with a decade’s worth of emotion to form words. They slipped out the back door like teenage conspirators, the sudden, violent blast of frigid December air a welcome shock to their overheated systems, snapping the world back into sharp focus. The short, silent walk to his parents’ house next door was punctuated only by the rhythmic, percussive crunch of their boots on the hard-packed snow, a sound that seemed to echo the pounding of her own heart.

Now, hours later, Claire still couldn’t quite wrap her mind around the reality of it. Even with Paul’s face only inches from hers, his familiar features softened and haloed by the gentle, multicolored glow of the Christmas tree lights, she couldn’t fully believe he was really here, solid and warm and real. The living room was a perfect yuletide diorama, a curated scene of holiday comfort: a magnificent, roaring fire in the hearth, its flames dancing and casting dynamic shadows on the walls; thick, woolen stockings hung from the heavy wooden mantelpiece, their names stitched in faded gold thread; and the magnificent fir tree, a giant breathing entity in the corner, casting a shifting kaleidoscope of colored light across his handsome, beloved features.

When she had booked her flight back to her small Vermont hometown for the holidays, she had braced herself for loneliness and nostalgia. She had never, in her wildest, most secret fantasies, expected that her first love, the man who was both her greatest joy and her deepest regret, would be there. Paul had moved to London five years earlier for work, an entire ocean away, and Claire had taken off to Seattle, a continent away. Now, improbably, impossibly, they were together, both single and aching for each other with a decade’s worth of pent-up, unspoken, desperate longing.

The silence that had settled in the room was no longer the awkward, strained silence of the party, but one that was heavy and thick with anticipation. It was a living thing, pulsing with unspoken desire. He lifted a hand, his movements slow and deliberate, and his fingers hesitated for a barest fraction of a second in the air between them before they brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The touch was electric, a single, tiny spark that ignited a fuse that had been lying dormant, buried deep inside her, for ten long years. His gaze, an intense, searing blue, dropped from her eyes to her lips, and she saw the question there, the raw, undisguised hunger he was no longer even trying to hide. In response, she gave the faintest, almost imperceptible nod, a tiny movement that felt like the most momentous decision of her life.

That was all the permission he needed. His lips pressed against hers for the first time in over a decade, and the kiss sent a dizzying cascade of chills up and down Claire’s spine, a shockwave that radiated out to her fingertips and toes. This wasn’t the tentative, exploratory kiss of their youth, full of gentle questions and shy uncertainty. This was a kiss of reunion, of desperation, of a thirst so profound it felt like it might kill them if it wasn’t finally, immediately quenched. It was rough and needy and consuming, his mouth slanting over hers, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her, to reclaim her, to possess her. She met his raw fervor with her own, her pent-up loneliness and longing surging to the surface.

Her hands came up, not to gently cup his face, but to clutch the front of his soft, expensive shirt, her fingers twisting in the fabric as she pulled him closer, closer, until there was no space, no air, no time left between them. The taste of him was a heady, intoxicating mix of peated whiskey and crisp winter air and pure, unadulterated want. She felt her body melt against his, a response so instinctual it was like coming home, every cell remembering the precise and perfect way they fit together, two puzzle pieces finally clicking back into place. He broke the kiss only to rest his forehead against hers, their breath mingling in ragged, smoky puffs in the cool air of the room.

“This is seriously the best Christmas gift I could possibly want,” Paul whispered, his voice thick with an emotion so raw and sincere it made her heart physically clench in her chest.

They were completely alone in the warm, cocooning quiet of his family’s living room, with gentle, instrumental holiday music tinkling softly in the background from a small speaker on a cluttered bookshelf. Everything about the scene felt impossibly festive, cozy, and breathtakingly intimate. The world outside, with its separate lives and demanding careers and the vast continents lying between them, simply ceased to exist. There was only this room, this fire, this man. Emboldened by the kiss, by the ferocity of need she saw reflected in the dark, dilated pupils of his eyes, Claire felt a surge of confidence, a desire to erase the last ten years of passivity. She took control. She reached for his hand, her fingers trembling slightly as she laced them with his, and led him toward the large, plush sofa that faced the crackling fire.

Claire moaned softly, a sound of pure satisfaction, as she pulled herself into Paul’s lap, straddling his thighs and wrapping her arms tightly around his neck. The position was bold, demanding, a clear and unambiguous statement that left him in no doubt as to what she wanted. With a gentle but firm pressure on his shoulders, she pushed him back, forcing him to lean against the soft leather back of the sofa, to surrender to her. Her hips rocked forward instinctively, a small, grinding motion against the undeniable hardness she could already feel growing beneath her, a direct and thrilling answer to her own burgeoning arousal.

“Claire,” Paul muttered, his voice a strained, low groan that was half protest, half prayer. His bright blue eyes widened in a mixture of shock and awe as Claire reached for the hem of her cashmere sweater. He watched, utterly transfixed, as she pulled off the soft wool in one fluid, graceful motion, tossing it heedlessly onto the floor beside them. The cool air of the room kissed her skin, raising a shiver of goosebumps along her arms, but the searing heat of his gaze was a furnace, warming her from the inside out. He inhaled sharply, a ragged, desperate sound tearing from his throat, at the sight of her breasts, cupped and lifted by a sheer, cranberry-red lacy bra. It was an exquisite, frivolous piece she’d bought on a whim in Seattle, a secret indulgence for herself, never for a moment imagining that he, of all people, would be the one to see it. The colored lights from the tree played over the delicate, intricate fabric, making it seem as though tiny, shimmering jewels were scattered across her skin.

He reached out his hands, his movements achingly slow, almost reverent, as if he were afraid she might be a mirage, a figment of his desire that might disappear if he moved too quickly. His palms were warm and slightly rough from the cold outside as they covered her breasts completely, his thumbs stroking lazy, hypnotic circles over the delicate lace. He squeezed her gently, pushing them together, his gaze locked on the sight as if he were memorizing it. A low, possessive growl rumbled deep in his chest before he deftly, expertly unhooked her bra from the front. The fabric fell away, and her breasts, pale and full and tipped with tight, pink buds, spilled free into the warm, fire-lit air. He leaned forward, his warm breath ghosting over her skin like a phantom touch for a heart-stopping second before he took one of her cute pink nipples into his mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming, an explosion of pure pleasure that short-circuited her brain. He sucked on her with a hungry, possessive pressure, his tongue laving the incredibly sensitive peak until it was a hard, aching pebble. Claire’s head fell back against the soft sofa cushions, a strangled, helpless cry escaping her lips. She threaded her fingers into his thick, soft hair, not to guide him, but to hold on, to anchor herself as the world spun away. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same devoted, meticulous attention, sucking and licking and teasing until she was writhing in his lap, her world narrowing to the exquisite, radiating pleasure that his mouth was creating. He slowly slid his tongue across the valley between her breasts, connecting them with a wet, hot trail of saliva that glistened in the firelight as Claire shifted with a desperate, burgeoning arousal in Paul’s lap.

She needed more.

She needed all of him.

Paul watched in stunned awe as Claire pulled away from him, the loss of her warmth a sudden, sharp pang. She dropped down to the floor then, her knees sinking into the thick, soft fibers of the rug between his spread legs. She reached up to unbutton his pants, her fingers fumbling slightly in her haste, a small tremor of eagerness running through them. The rasp of his zipper was a deafening, electrifying sound in the quiet room. They held each other’s gaze, a silent, intense communication passing between them as Claire hooked her fingers into the waistband of his dark jeans and boxers, pulling them both down his thighs together in one smooth motion. She freed him, and Paul’s cock sprang forward, thick and heavy and deeply flushed with blood. It was bigger than she remembered, almost impossibly so; a long, thick, powerful shaft with a prominent, purple-hued head and a complex network of veins tracing its impressive length. A single, perfect, crystalline drop of precum glistened at the very tip, catching the kaleidoscopic light from the Christmas tree like a tiny, brilliant diamond.

“Mmm,” Paul moaned, his head thrown back against the cushions, his hands gripping the sofa arms on either side of him with white-knuckled intensity. The sound was pure, primal satisfaction, a visceral expression of pleasure. Claire leaned forward, her long hair brushing like silk against his inner thighs, and her hot breath washed over his straining erection for a tantalizing moment before she flicked her tongue out to lick the head, tasting the salty-sweet, slick drop of his arousal. She swirled her tongue around the hypersensitive corona and then slowly, deliberately, worked her way down his cock, painting a wet, shimmering stripe from tip to base. His entire body shuddered, a violent, involuntary tremor that shook the sofa.

She took him into her mouth, a little shyly at first, then more boldly, trying to take as much of him as she could. He filled her completely, the thick, smooth head pressing insistently against the soft tissue at the back of her throat, a challenging, overwhelming presence.

“Fuck, you’re big,” Claire gasped as her mouth popped off his cockhead with a wet, satisfying, suctioning sound. “I missed it,” she added, her voice breathy. She looked up at him through her lashes, a curtain of dark hair framing her face, and saw the raw pleasure and intoxicating power etched on his handsome features.

A slow, predatory smile spread across Paul’s lips as Claire resumed sucking him, but this time her movements were sloppy and fast, driven by a raw, animalistic need that had been buried for a decade. She bobbed her head with frantic energy, taking him deeper with each determined pass, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. Every time she brought her face all the way down to the base of him, her nose brushing against the crisp, dark tangle of his pubic hair, she couldn’t help the small, choked gagging sounds that left her throat. She wasn’t fighting it; she was reveling in it, in the overwhelming, magnificent reality of his size, in the total, blissful surrender of taking all of him. The choked, wet noises she made seemed to drive him even wilder, his hips beginning to thrust upward off the couch, meeting her mouth in a desperate, frantic rhythm.

“Come here,” Paul said finally, his voice a raw, ragged command. He was unable to resist Claire for another second. He had wanted to take his time, to savor every single, precious second of this impossible reunion, but her mouth, her unbridled enthusiasm, the sight of her kneeling before him in the magical glow of the Christmas lights—it was becoming too much to hold back. He reached down and tangled his hands in her silky hair, gently but firmly pulling her up from the floor.

He lay Claire down on the couch, her head sinking into the plush leather cushions, her hair fanning out around her. In one swift, efficient movement, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her leggings and pulled them off, taking her thin, practical cotton panties with them in the same motion. She instinctively lifted her hips to help him, and then she was utterly naked, completely exposed to his hungry, adoring gaze. Her body looked amazing, slender and strong and smooth in the colorful, twinkling lights from the tree. Her skin was flushed a rosy pink, her stomach muscles were tight and defined, and between her legs, she was already slick and glistening with a pearlescent sheen of desire.

“Wait,” Claire breathed, the single word a small puff of steam in the cool air. A sudden, cold flicker of real-world panic momentarily threatened to douse the roaring flames of her lust. “Your family… they won’t be back anytime soon, right? Are you sure?”

“I promise,” Paul said, his voice a low, reassuring rumble that soothed her instantly. He was already kneeling on the floor in front of the couch, gently pushing her legs apart and settling himself between them. “They went to the all-night vigil at St. Mary’s. My father considers the tenor section a religious experience in itself. He never leaves early. We have hours.”

She let out a long, shaky sigh of relief, which quickly morphed into a shaky whimper of pure arousal as Paul began to stroke her pussy. Her dark hair was splayed out beautifully around her head on the dark leather, the ends dangling off the edge of the couch like a silken waterfall. Her eyebrows were drawn together in concentration as Paul’s clever fingers glided over her soft, exquisitely sensitive skin. He took his time, as if he were re-learning her body, memorizing her all over again. He traced the delicate shape of her outer lips, his touch as light and gentle as a feather, before parting them to reveal the slick, pink flesh within. A small, neat landing strip of dark hair stretched across her mound, and Paul fingered that too, his thumb pressing down gently, sending delicious, electric shivers through her entire body.

“Open your eyes,” he commanded softly, his voice husky. She did, her lashes fluttering open, and found him watching her, his expression one of intense, unwavering concentration and pure adoration. “I want to watch you.”

Claire moaned louder now as Paul dipped a single, long finger inside of her pussy. He was met with an immediate, welcoming flood of her wetness. He remembered, with a sharp pang of nostalgia, how much Claire loved being fingered, how she would writhe and beg for it in the backseat of his car all those years ago. He wanted to pleasure her like that now, to make her come before he took her for himself, to give her everything. He slipped a second finger in beside the first, stretching her gently. Once his fingers were buried deep inside her, he hooked them in a slight “come-hither” motion and moved them back and forth in a deep, hard, stroking rhythm, rubbing directly against the textured, sensitive wall of her G-spot.

She reacted almost instantly, her body knowing exactly what it wanted. Her back arched sharply off the couch, her hips lifting instinctively to meet his rhythmic thrusts. Her hands reached back over her head to desperately grasp the arm of the sofa, her knuckles turning white from the force of her grip. The pleasure was sharp, almost painfully so, coiling low and tight in her belly, a gathering storm of sensation that was quickly spiraling out of her control.

“Yes, baby,” Paul muttered, his voice a low, husky growl of encouragement. “That’s it. Let yourself go for me. I’ve got you.”

Claire stared at Paul as he fingered her relentlessly toward her climax. His blue eyes, dark now with concentrated lust, never left hers. The connection between them was so intense it was almost painful, a circuit of pure energy flowing between his hands on her body and her eyes locked on his. This was everything she could have possibly hoped for when she came back to Vermont, and then so much more. It was a fantasy coming to life, more vivid, more raw, more real than anything she had allowed herself to imagine in ten lonely years. The pressure continued to build, and build, a crescendo of sensation, until she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but feel.

“Fuck!” she cried desperately, her voice cracking with the intensity of it all. “Oh god, Paul… I’m so close…”

Deeply in the throes of pleasure, her head was tilted all the way back, her throat exposed and angled up at the ceiling. The long, elegant muscles in her legs quivered and locked. “Paul…!” she screamed, his name a ragged plea.

He growled, a deep, guttural, triumphant sound of pure satisfaction. He loved hearing her scream his name. He loved feeling her pussy tighten and clench violently, uncontrollably against his fingers as the first powerful wave of her orgasm crashed over her. Paul kept fucking her with his fingers even as she came, driving her higher, pushing her over the edge again and again into another, smaller crest. Her whole body convulsed, her toes curling as a torrent of pure, unadulterated pleasure ripped through her. She was soaked now, with her wetness dripping out of her pussy and onto Paul’s hands, slicking his wrists and fingers with the evidence of her release.

“Holy shit,” Claire breathed as the last exquisite aftershocks finally faded. Her body was limp, boneless, utterly and wonderfully spent. Paul withdrew his fingers from her, and she whined at the sudden loss, a small, bereft sound. The cool air felt cold on her swollen, hypersensitive flesh. She opened her heavy-lidded eyes and looked at him. He was still kneeling before her, his own magnificent erection pulsing, slick and shining with a mix of his pre-cum and her juices. The desperate, urgent need came rushing back, fiercer and more demanding than before.

“Paul, fuck me, please,” she begged, her voice raw and pleading, stripped of all pride. “I can’t take it anymore. I need you inside me. Now.”

Paul acted almost instantly, his own control utterly shattered by her plea. He surged up from the floor, positioning himself at her slick entrance. He pressed the thick, blunt head of his cock against her wet, open folds, rubbing it back and forth in a slow, torturous motion, tormenting her. She whimpered, lifting her hips off the couch, trying to take him in, to impale herself on him. He chuckled, a low, dark sound of amusement and power, and then he finally sank his cock into her pussy. It was a single, deep, breathtakingly intense thrust that buried him to the hilt.

He filled her completely, stretching her, and the sensation of being so utterly possessed by him, of being so completely claimed, was enough to make her see stars. He then fell forward on top of her, his weight a comforting, possessive pressure. He braced himself on his elbows, cradling her face in his large, warm hands. They kissed again as Paul stroked back her sweat-damp hair, a kiss that was different from all the others, slower, deeper, full of a decade of unspoken emotion, regret, and relief.

There was a deep, profound, almost sacred emotion swirling between them as Paul began to grind slowly into her wet, welcoming slit. He moved deliberately at first, establishing a languid, sensuous rhythm that was both tender and dominant. He would withdraw almost completely, an agonizing tease, before sinking back into her depths, letting her feel every single magnificent inch of his length. Claire’s legs splayed out wide for him, her ankles hooking around his strong calves to pull him even deeper inside her, wanting more, wanting all of him.

“I still love you,” Paul whispered, his lips right against her ear, the words a hot, shocking breath against her sensitive skin. “I never stopped loving you, not for a single day.”

A sob caught in Claire’s throat, a wrenching sound of overwhelming relief and impossible joy. She moaned and buried her face into the warm, solid curve of Paul’s neck, inhaling his scent, a mix of his cologne, clean sweat, and something that was just fundamentally him. His admission cracked open a part of her heart she had thought was sealed shut forever, a room she had boarded up and refused to enter. She whispered the same words back to him, her voice muffled against his skin, the confession tasting like salvation on her tongue. “I love you, too.” Her entire body tingled with both a dizzying romantic vertigo and a sizzling physical desire, the emotional and the carnal blending inextricably into one perfect, all-consuming, transcendent experience.

His confession seemed to unleash something primal, something long-caged within him. Paul sat back, shifting his weight onto his knees without breaking their connection, and pulled her hips to the very edge of the sofa. He gripped her thighs tightly, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh, and fucked Claire faster now, with a new, driving urgency. He watched her body rock gently as he bucked his hips forward, his powerful thrusts sending his cock deep into her welcoming wetness again and again. The sound was obscene, a wet, percussive, slapping rhythm that echoed in the quiet, fire-lit room, punctuated by her escalating cries of pleasure. Her full, rounded breasts bounced slightly with each jarring, deep thrust. Paul watched his own length spread open the delicate lips of Claire’s pussy, the sight of his thick, slick cock disappearing into her over and over again driving him absolutely mad.

Claire’s second orgasm began to build again, quicker this time, sharper and more intense. Every powerful thrust sent a jolt of pure lightning straight to her core, lighting up every nerve ending in her body. Paul could feel her inner walls beginning to clench and pulse around him, milking him, and the incredible sensation was his undoing. Paul’s breath caught in his throat. His smooth, steady rhythm faltered, becoming harder, deeper, more frantic and desperate. His fingers pressed hard into Claire’s legs, leaving faint red marks on her skin, as his face became tense with overwhelming sensation, his jaw tight. He was about to come. He could feel the unstoppable, volcanic pressure building at the base of his spine.

He only just managed to grit out, his voice a strained rasp, “Claire… where do you want it, baby?”

“Inside,” she sobbed out instantly, desperately. “Come inside me, Paul. Please.” She had been fantasizing about this very moment, about feeling him fill her up, for so long it felt like a dream she was afraid she would wake from.

Paul did as she asked. With a final, guttural roar that seemed torn from the very depths of his soul, he pumped his hot, thick load of cum deep, deep into her pussy while he groaned and shuddered violently above her. He drove into her one last time, burying himself as deep as he could possibly go, his whole body seized by the violent, convulsive spasms of his release. His eyes were closed tight against the overwhelming pleasure, and when he finally opened them, blinking, Claire was staring up at him, her lips swollen and red, her eyes hazy with pleasure and love, biting her lower lip as she felt the final pulses of his climax deep inside her.

He stayed inside her for a long, quiet moment, their bodies still intimately connected, their hearts hammering in a frantic, perfect unison. Finally, with a sigh of utter, bone-deep contentment, he pulled out and sat up on the edge of the couch, brushing his fingers back through his sweat-soaked hair. She sat up too, a little dazed, and pulled a plush throw blanket from the back of the sofa to cover their naked, cooling bodies. The fire crackled softly in the hearth, the Christmas lights twinkled their silent, jeweled song, and a comfortable, utterly sated silence settled over them.

It was broken by a sound from outside—the distinct, unmistakable crunch of tires moving slowly up the long, private, snow-covered driveway.

“Shit!” Claire said, her voice a sharp whisper, her eyes wide with adrenaline. Paul’s head snapped toward the front window, his body going rigid. They both perked up at the sound, frozen like startled deer, the magical spell of their secluded, private world shattering into a million pieces.

“They’re early,” Paul hissed, a look of panicked amusement flickering across his face.

What followed was a frantic, whispered, almost comical scramble. Claire leaped off the couch, the blanket pooling around her feet, and began frantically gathering their clothes, which were scattered in a haphazard trail from the front door to the sofa. They got dressed with lightning speed, fumbling with buttons and zippers, their movements clumsy and rushed in the sudden, urgent silence. As Paul pulled on his jeans, wincing as the rough denim scraped his still-sensitive skin, he caught her eye, and a giddy, conspiratorial smile lit up his face. Claire couldn’t help but smile back, a genuine laugh bubbling up in her chest. They had done something reckless and impulsive and wonderful, and they had almost gotten caught, just like in the old days.

She was just pulling her sweater over her head, her hair a static-charged mess, when the front door opened, letting in a gust of frigid night air. They were standing by the fireplace, a meticulously respectable distance apart, looking for all the world like two old friends who had just been catching up over a quiet, civilized drink.

Of course, the future loomed ahead of them, a complicated, messy, terrifying question mark. They would soon need to figure out what to do as they both prepared to return to their normal lives in Seattle and London, on opposite sides of the world, separated once again by an ocean and two very different futures. But as Claire met Paul’s sparkling blue eyes over the rims of their hastily refilled whiskey glasses, she saw a promise there, a new beginning. She knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her soul, that the future was a problem for next year. For tonight, for this one magical, life-altering Christmas Eve, he was hers. And that, after ten long years of waiting, was more than enough.
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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.

Coleen F. Brennan
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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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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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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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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.
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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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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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