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A New Year Surprise

The tradition had started seven years ago, a spontaneous celebration on the first New Year’s Eve after they’d bought the house. Julian, ever the magnanimous host, whose generosity was as much a part of his persona as his tailored suits, had insisted they fill the grand, echoing rooms with friends and laughter and the warm pulse of life. The cavernous spaces, still smelling of fresh paint and new beginnings, had seemed to demand it. Eleanor, his wife, had agreed with the quiet, placid grace that had come to define her every movement, her every word. It was a grace born of confidence, of a life insulated from all but the most pleasant of turbulence. Now, their annual party was an institution, a coveted fixture on the social calendars of their carefully curated circle. It was a night of tasteful, meandering jazz from a three-piece band tucked into the curve of the grand staircase, of vintage champagne that fizzed with promises of prosperity, and of conversations that skimmed the shimmering surface of life like polished stones on a calm, deep lake.

Julian moved through the throng of guests, the stem of a Bordeaux glass cool and delicate between his fingers, a charming, effortless smile affixed to his lips. He was in his element, the ringmaster of this elegant circus, a maestro conducting a symphony of polite society. The air was thick with a mélange of expensive perfumes, the smoky aroma of the crackling fire in the hearth, and the subtle, buttery scent of the hors d’oeuvres circulating on silver platters. He exchanged a well-practiced pleasantry with a senior partner from his law firm, their words a comfortable and meaningless volley. He shared a brief, knowing laugh with Eleanor’s brother, a sound calibrated for camaraderie, their conversation a well-worn path through the predictable terrain of the stock market’s recent volatility. As he passed his wife, he placed a gentle, proprietary hand on the small of her back, feeling the smooth, cool silk of her gown beneath his palm.

She turned, her pearl earrings catching the soft, golden light refracting from the tiered crystal chandelier, and gave him a smile that was both deeply fond and achingly familiar. It was the smile of a woman who knew her husband was, without fail, the most popular man in any room he occupied, and who took a quiet, unshakable pride in that fact, as if his social wattage were a direct reflection of her own good taste.

“Everything is simply perfect, darling,” she murmured, her own hand briefly covering his on her back, a fleeting gesture of connection, a subtle reassurance. Her skin was soft, her touch light as a whisper. “Mrs. Gable was just holding court by the fireplace, saying she’s never seen so many peonies in December. She was utterly baffled.”

“Only the best for you, my love,” he replied, his voice a low, practiced purr, the timbre honed over years of public speaking and private reassurances. He leaned in and kissed her cheek, the gesture as automatic as breathing. The scent of her expensive French perfume, a complex bouquet of gardenia and amber, was a familiar anchor in his life, one of the many sensory markers of his well-ordered world. But as he pulled away, his gaze, as if pulled by an invisible string, drifted past her shoulder towards the large picture window that framed the snow-dusted front lawn. For a fleeting, almost imperceptible second, his practiced smile faltered, a tiny crack appearing in the polished veneer.

His mind was not on peonies or fluctuating portfolios. It was miles away, across the sleeping city, in a small, book-cluttered apartment that smelled of aging paper, brewed coffee, and her. It was with her.

Chloe.

He had not seen her in ten days. An eternity. It felt like a decade, a barren expanse of time that had stretched his nerves taut. The holidays, with their relentless cheer and mandatory festivities, had erected an impenetrable fortress of family commitments and stifling social obligations around him. There had been a few furtive texts, digital whispers exchanged in the dead of night when Eleanor was a warm, still presence sound asleep beside him, her breathing a soft, rhythmic counterpoint to the frantic beating of his own heart.

The blue light of his phone had cast him in a ghostly glow, a man living a spectral second life in the shadows. I miss the way you look right before you laugh, he’d typed two nights ago, the words a desperate, inadequate vessel for the ocean of his longing. Her reply had come instantly, a flare of light in the oppressive darkness. I miss the weight of your hand on my hip. The simple, visceral truth of it had made him ache with a physical intensity that had stolen his breath.

He took a large, thoughtless swallow of his wine, the rich, tannic liquid doing nothing to quench the profound thirst that truly plagued him. The memory of their last meeting assaulted him with an almost painful clarity, a high-definition replay in the cinema of his mind. It had been in a hotel room downtown, a place chosen for its stark anonymity and its transient nature. She had been wearing a simple gray sweater, the wool soft-looking, a cozy shield against the world. Her blonde hair had been pulled back in a messy bun, artless and perfect, with stray tendrils escaping to frame a face scrubbed clean of makeup. He preferred her that way. Raw and real, stripped of all artifice.

They hadn’t spoken much that afternoon. Words had felt clumsy and insufficient. Instead, their bodies had communicated a desperate, elemental language of their own, a dialogue of skin and breath and shared heat. He could still feel the phantom sensation of her nails, short and unpolished, tracing the taut muscles of his back, each line a fiery script of possession. He could still summon the taste of her on his tongue, a mix of mint and coffee and her own unique, intoxicating flavor. He could still hear the sound of his name whispered against the sensitive skin of his throat, not as a word, but as a prayer, a breathless invocation.

Chloe was the chaos to his relentless order, the vibrant, unpredictable slash of color that bled joyfully into the monochrome, meticulously composed painting of his life. He had met her at a mind-numbing charity auction nearly a year ago, an event shimmering with forced smiles and the dull gleam of old money. He’d been propped against a cold marble column, feigning interest in a watercolor landscape of some pallid, uninspired coast, bored to the point of physical discomfort.

Then he heard it: a laugh that cut through the polite, insipid murmur of the room like a shard of crystal. It was a genuine, unrestrained peal of mirth, utterly out of place and therefore utterly magnetic. He had turned, his head moving as if on instinct, and had seen her. She was arguing playfully with the sommelier, her hands gesturing with exuberant life as she debated the merits of some obscure vintage. Her eyes, the impossible, startling color of a summer sky just after a rainstorm, had been sparkling with a vitality that seemed to have been bled from everyone else in that stuffy, overwrought room. They had caught his stare across the polished floor, and instead of looking away demurely as any other woman there would have done, she had held it, a slow, audacious smile spreading across her lips, a challenge and an invitation all at once.

That night had ended with a shared taxi ride, the scent of wet pavement and exhaust fumes mingling with her intoxicating perfume. It had progressed to a stolen, breathless conversation on a rain-slicked sidewalk, the city lights blurring around them into abstract streaks of neon. It had culminated in a first kiss under the indistinct halo of a streetlight, a kiss that had felt less like a conscious choice and more like a collision of fates, a planetary alignment that could not be denied. It had been reckless, suicidal, and more necessary than his next breath.

Now, standing in the heart of the beautiful, gilded cage he had so carefully constructed, he felt like a fraud. He tasted the lie on his tongue, mingled with the expensive Bordeaux. He was a man split in two, a walking paradox. One half was Julian Blackwood, respected attorney, devoted husband, gracious host, a pillar of his community. The other half was just… Julian. The man who belonged to Chloe. And that man, that essential, ravenous part of him, was withering from starvation.

He glanced at the ornate grandfather clock in the corner of the room, its brass pendulum swinging in a slow, judgmental arc. 11:15 p.m. Another forty-five minutes of this performance. He could do it. He was a master of endurance, of maintaining a calm façade while his insides churned. He just had to get through the countdown, the clinking glasses, the toast, and the obligatory, chaste kiss with his wife. Then he could retreat to the leather-and-mahogany sanctuary of his study, pour a stiff, smoky Scotch that would burn all the way down, and lose himself in the memory of the one person he truly wanted to usher in the New Year with. The one person who could never, ever be here.

And then, the doorbell rang.

The chime, a melodic but forceful sequence of notes, cut through the gentle hum of the party, sharp and insistent and utterly unexpected. A few heads turned, their conversations faltering for a beat. Julian, ever the attentive host, whose role it was to smooth over any disruption, raised his voice over the saxophone’s silken melody. “I’ll get it,” he called out, his tone infused with a theatrical ease, a casual welcome. This was no surprise to the assembled guests. He was the master of the house and its most social inhabitant. It was a safe, logical assumption that he would be the one to go and welcome more friends into their quiet little party, even at this late hour. Perhaps it was the Hayworths, notoriously, fashionably late for everything.

He set his half-empty wine glass down on a passing caterer’s tray and made his way towards the grand foyer. The air grew cooler and thinner as he left the cocooning warmth of the crowded living room. The jazz melody softened, its vibrant notes replaced by the crisp, solitary sound of his own polished leather shoes on the black-and-white marble floor. Each footstep seemed to echo in the sudden emptiness of the hall. As he approached the heavy, carved oak door, he racked his brain, mentally scrolling through the meticulously planned guest list. No one was missing. He glanced at his wrist, the Breguet watch a familiar, solid weight, its finely wrought hands ticking away the seconds of his life. 11:20 p.m. It was absurdly late; they would be gathering for champagne and the countdown any moment. Who on earth would be arriving now?

He pulled open the door, a welcoming, slightly bemused smile already forming on his face, a mask ready to greet whoever stood on the other side. The smile froze, cracking like a pane of thin ice subjected to a sudden, violent blow. The cold night air rushed in, a physical slap against his face, carrying with it the clean, sharp scent of snow and pine, and something else. Something that was uniquely, intoxicatingly, catastrophically her.

It was her.

She stood on his doorstep, a vision framed by the swirling, silent snow, which seemed to slow its descent around her as if paying homage. It was the woman who occupied his waking thoughts and haunted his dreams, not merely welcome, but essential, his sweet, illicit treasure. His secret. HIS SECRET! Julian’s mind short-circuited, the fuses of logic and reason blowing out in a shower of sparks. His face, usually a canvas of masterful control, ran the gamut of emotions in a single, silent, drawn-out second: from the purest, sharpest shock that made his heart seize in his chest, to a profound, heart-stopping joy, which was immediately, brutally trampled by a tidal wave of sheer, unadulterated alarm.

Her blonde hair, usually the color of pale, liquid honey, was dusted with crystalline snowflakes that glittered like a thousand tiny, scattered diamonds under the warm glow of the porch light. They melted against the heat of her skin at her temples. Her cheeks were flushed a brilliant, healthy pink from the biting cold, and her sky-blue eyes, those eyes that held entire galaxies of mischief and unspoken promises, were fixed on his, alight with an exhilarating, terrifying audacity.

Before he could form a word, before his paralyzed lungs could remember their function and draw a proper breath, she put a single, black-gloved finger to her lips in a universal sign for silence, a gesture of playful conspiracy that made the whole surreal situation feel even more like a fever dream. Her other hand held out a small, spiral-bound notepad. Her handwriting, a familiar, elegant script full of confident loops and sharp angles, was scrawled across the page in dark, decisive ink.

It read: “Tell them it was a pizza delivery and that they had the wrong address. Meet me in the upstairs guest bathroom in 5 min.”

He read it once, his eyes scanning the words without comprehension. He read it a second time, his brain struggling to process the sheer, glorious insanity of her command. A pizza delivery. The guest bathroom. Five minutes. It was a script from a mad play. He watched her watching him, her lips twitching with a suppressed grin, her whole being radiating a palpable energy. She was thriving on this, on the high-wire tension she had single-handedly created.

Then, with a boldness that stole the very air from his lungs, she brazenly stepped past him, a wraith of dark wool and intoxicating perfume. Her slim body brushed against his as she slipped through the doorway, the brief, electric contact sending a jolt through him that was both exquisite and agonizing. He caught the full, undiluted scent of her perfume, a subtle, forbidden mix of vanilla and something wild and floral he could never name, and then she was gone, a dark blur moving with the silent, predatory grace of a cat up the grand, curving staircase in his front hall.

He stood frozen for a long moment, the heavy door still open in his hand, the cold wind swirling around his ankles. His mouth was agape, his body stunned, a battlefield for the thousand warring emotions that continued to bombard him at once. Joy wrestled with terror, lust grappled with logic, and underlying it all was a bewildering sense of awe at her sheer, unmitigated nerve. He recovered with a shuddering gasp, his years of training as a performer in his own life finally taking over.

He closed the door, the solid, definitive thud echoing the frantic, panicked hammering of his heart against his ribs. He glanced up at the now-empty staircase, the runner of deep crimson carpet seeming to hold the ghost of her footsteps, a vibrant scar against the pale wood. He looked again at his watch. The second hand was sweeping with agonizing, mocking slowness. He reflexively adjusted the front of his trousers, a sudden, powerful thickness there making the fine wool fabric uncomfortably, revealingly tight. One key element surfaced from the swirling chaos in his brain, a lighthouse in the storm of his panic: 5 minutes.

Returning to the living room felt like walking a plank over a chasm of ravenous crocodiles. He could feel the curious gazes of his guests on him, pricking at his skin. He forced another easy, relaxed smile onto his face, praying it looked convincing.

“Just a mix-up,” he announced to the room at large, his voice miraculously firm and steady, betraying none of the seismic upheaval within him. “Pizza delivery for the house at the end of the block. This happens all the time.”

The lie was accepted immediately, without a single second thought, swallowed whole by the placidly convivial atmosphere. The flimsy excuse even sponsored a round of benign, middle-aged discussion on the many changes to modern life. “Who orders pizza delivered anymore?” mused Arthur Gable from the depths of his favorite wingback chair, his voice a gravelly rumble. “With all those apps, you can get a seven-course tasting menu from Le Cirque brought right to your door on a silver platter.”

Julian nodded, his head feeling disconnected from his body, and tried to remain aware of the conversation eddying around him, offering a noncommittal hum of agreement where it seemed appropriate. But another part of his mind, the real part, the only part that mattered now, raced with this extraordinary, calamitous, wonderful development: His mistress was hiding upstairs somewhere in his house, his house, where his wife was at this very moment playing the perfect hostess, where their friends were blissfully, ignorantly sipping champagne, less than an hour from the beginning of the New Year. She was upstairs. In his guest bathroom. Waiting for him.

His mind’s eye had captured every detail of her standing on the front step, and he reviewed the image now with the obsessive focus of a forensic investigator. The snowflakes had glinted like scattered jewels, like frozen starlight, on the pale silk of her blonde hair. The mischief had glinted in her eyes, a clear and thrilling promise of the delicious trouble she courted, that she created out of thin air.

She had been wearing makeup; she didn’t often, and the rarity of it made it all the more potent, a secret weapon deployed for a special occasion. A subtle glitter on her eyelids had shimmered, mirroring the snow in her hair. And her coat. A dark, long, dramatic coat, wool or cashmere, he couldn’t tell in the low light, that fell nearly to her ankles, concealing everything and promising everything. And boots. He’d only caught a fleeting glimpse of them as she’d ascended the stairs, but the impression was one of black leather, high heels, disappearing under the hem of the coat. The entire image was seared into his memory, a brand of heat and exquisite promise.

“Julian, darling, you seem a million miles away,” a voice cooed beside him, syrupy and intrusive. It was Eleanor’s friend, Beatrice, a woman whose primary hobby was collecting and disseminating gossip with the earnestness of a botanist collecting rare specimens.

“Just thinking about a closing argument for a case I have next week,” he lied smoothly, the falsehood slipping easily from his tongue, a well-oiled part of his social machinery. “The work never stops, I’m afraid.” He gave her a charming, apologetic smile that worked every time, a disarming blend of professional dedication and personal regret.

It must have been more than five minutes, he thought, a fresh jolt of mingled panic and anticipation running through him like an electric current. He looked at his watch again, his hand trembling slightly this time. It had only been three. Three minutes that had stretched into an agonizing geological age. The ticking of the grandfather clock in the corner seemed to mock him, each ponderous second a tiny hammer blow against his sanity, a countdown to a detonation only he knew was coming.

His mind, feverishly working, concocted a plan. He needed a plausible, unassailable reason to leave the room. Doing a small, deliberate circuit of the living area, he moved with renewed purpose, the charming host once more. He topped off Mrs. Gable’s chardonnay with a flourish, offered a fresh napkin to Eleanor’s brother with a solicitous murmur, and then gathered a few empty dishes and discarded, lipstick-stained cocktail napkins from a side table, giving himself a clear and logical reason to head back towards the kitchen. The maneuver was flawless, a piece of social choreography he had perfected over countless years of hosting, of pretending.

He pushed through the silently swinging door into the vast, gleaming, stainless-steel kitchen. The air here was hotter, thick with the smells of roasting garlic and thyme. The catering staff, a flurry of efficient white jackets, nodded at him respectfully as he entered their domain. He deposited the dishes on the cool, solid granite of the island, emptying his hands, and then, in a single, decisive motion, he emptied his glass of wine down the drain of the prep sink. He needed a clear head for what was to come. Or perhaps, more accurately, he simply needed to get the taste of propriety and obligation out of his mouth to make room for her. He carefully, quietly, made his way out the other door, the one that led into the back hallway, a less-trafficked, utilitarian route that ran parallel to the grand foyer.

This was the house’s secret anatomy, its hidden passages. It brought him to the base of the servants’ staircase, a narrower, less ostentatious twin to the grand, sweeping one out front. He gazed up the shadowy steps for a long moment, his hand resting on the smooth, cool, dark wood of the newel post, savoring the thought, letting it sink into his very bones: She is up there. The thought had a physical weight, a gravitational pull.

He barely kept himself from taking the stairs two at a time, his polished shoes making soft, urgent, rhythmic sounds on the worn wooden treads. Every single step was a drumbeat of anticipation, a note in a rising crescendo of desire. He emerged on the second-floor landing, the muted sounds of the party below—the low thrum of conversation, the lilt of the jazz trio—seeming to come from another world, another lifetime. The hallway was dimly lit by a single, ornate sconce, casting long, dancing shadows that seemed to writhe with his own internal turmoil. He moved silently down the plush runner of the hall, his heart a frantic, wild thing hammering against the cage of his ribs.

And there it was. The guest bathroom door. It was closed, with a thin, bright, tantalizing line of light glowing from beneath it. He reflexively glanced over his shoulder, a hunted animal even in his own home, down the long, empty corridor, ensuring the coast was clear. All quiet. All still. He reached out, his hand slightly unsteady, and knocked twice, a soft, coded rap of his knuckles against the painted wood.

There was a moment of charged silence, a held breath, and then he heard her voice, muffled but unmistakable, a low, husky promise that vibrated through the wood of the door and straight into his bones. “Come in.”

He turned the heavy crystal knob, the mechanism clicking with a sound that seemed impossibly loud in the profound silence. He stepped in, quickly shutting the door behind him, his fingers fumbling for a moment like a nervous teenager’s before they found the small, cool brass of the lock. He turned it, the decisive, metallic click severing them from the world outside, from his wife and his friends and his life. He leaned his back against the solid wood of the door, his shoulders slumping in a wave of overwhelming relief, and finally allowed himself to truly look at her.

It was surreal.

Her.

Here.

Now.

In this temple of domesticity and good taste.

She was grinning from ear to ear, a triumphant, wicked expression that made his blood sing, that lit up her entire face with a devilish glee. She was thriving on the intrigue, on the glorious, heart-pounding danger of it all. She was enjoying watching his carefully controlled, perfectly curated world tilt precariously on its axis. And he could see it in the flushed skin of her throat, in the slight, suggestive parting of her lips as her tongue darted out to wet them, in the predatory, possessive gleam in her eyes; she was already aroused and ready for him.

She was perched on the edge of the marble vanity counter, just to the side of the pristine porcelain sink, still wearing her heavy boots and her long, dark coat. The sight was a study in exquisite contrasts: the dark, heavy wool of her coat against the pristine, veined white marble, the rugged, scuffed leather of her boots against the delicate, polished chrome of the faucet. Her hair, now free of snow and drying in the warm air, was a glorious, untamed tumble of blonde waves around her shoulders.

Before he could say anything, before he could ask the thousand frantic questions swirling in his mind, How? Why? Are you completely insane? She lifted her hands to the front of her coat. Her gloved fingers moved with a deliberate, tantalizing slowness that was pure performance. She undid the first button near her throat, her eyes never leaving his, holding him captive. Then the second. He watched, mesmerized, his own breathing suspended, as she undid all of them, one by one by one, a slow, decadent striptease of pure intention. With the final button freed, she simply shrugged, her shoulders rolling in a languid, cat-like motion, and let the heavy coat fall open, sloughing off her shoulders to pool in a dark, amorphous mass around her waist on the counter.

She was naked under the coat.

A soft, guttural oath escaped his lips, a sound somewhere between a curse and a prayer, torn from the deepest part of him. His body, which had been humming with a low-grade current of desire since he’d first seen her on the porch, leapt in an instantaneous, powerful response. The erection he had been fighting to keep in a manageable, partial form sprang to furious, demanding life, pressing hard and demanding against the fine, unforgiving confines of his tailored trousers. Her body was a masterpiece of pale curves and soft shadows in the warm, flattering light of the bathroom. Her breasts were full and high, tipped with pale pink, her stomach soft and curving invitingly into the dark blonde nest of curls at the juncture of her thighs.

She saw the immediate, undeniable effect she had on him, and her grin widened into something even more victorious. With a slow, deliberate movement that was pure, calculated provocation, she spread her legs, her booted heels resting on the higher edge of the counter, the leather creaking faintly. The posture was wanton, graceful, and utterly commanding. An invitation and a demand all in one glorious, breathtaking gesture.

He inhaled softly, a sharp, ragged sound in the small, quiet, steam-warmed room. She continued to grin, the undisputed victor of a battle he hadn’t even known they were fighting. Then, she simply held her arms out to him. And without a single moment’s hesitation, without a single thought for consequence, he walked directly into them.

Their mouths crashed together. The kiss wasn’t tender or gentle; it was ravenous, a frantic, hungry collision fueled by the illicit thrill of extreme danger, by the profound shock of her surprise appearance, by the ten long days of agonizing, soul-crushing separation. It was a kiss of possession, a branding, a staking of a claim. His hands, freed from their paralysis, roamed over her curves, mapping the familiar, beloved territory of her body with a desperate, frantic energy. He cupped her bare bottom, the skin unbelievably soft, lifting her slightly, pressing her more firmly against the cold, hard marble edge. His fingers found their way to the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, traced the soft swell of her hips, the delicate, elegant dip of her spine.

While his mouth plundered hers and his hands rediscovered her form, her own hands were busy, purposeful, and expert. She deftly undid the buttons of his starched white shirt, her gloved fingers nimble and sure against the fabric. With his shirt gaping open, she went for his belt, the heavy brass buckle clicking open with a sound of sweet, final release. Then his pants, the button, and zipper gave way under her determined, single-minded assault. In moments, she had opened an accessible path from his throat to his groin, her touch a trail of searing fire on his skin.

He broke the kiss, gasping for air, and buried his face in the warm, fragrant curve of her neck, inhaling her. It was vanilla, wild flowers, and the unmistakable, musky, primal aroma of her arousal. She was already hot and wet and waiting for him. He was already painfully, gloriously hard. A low growl rumbled deep in his chest, a primitive sound he couldn’t contain. He pulled back slightly, his eyes half-lidded with a lust so potent it was dizzying, and slid his hand between her thighs. Her heat enveloped his fingers, a slick, welcoming sheath. She was dewy, ready. He teased her for a moment, circling her swollen clit with the pad of his thumb as he bent his head to her chest. He took one rosy, expectant nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, laving it with his tongue, drawing it deep.

She moaned, a sound caught deep in her throat, almost under her breath, a perfect, private symphony of pleasure meant only for him. She arched her back, a reflexive, beautiful movement, leaning away from him so that her head and bare shoulders were pressed against the vast, gilt-edged mirror that covered the entire wall behind the vanity. The mirror. His eyes sprang open. The sudden shift in perspective was like a physical blow. He could see them, a tableau of illicit, breathtaking passion. His dark suit jacket, a symbol of his other life, against her pale, luminous, naked skin. The reflection of his mouth, dark and wet, on her breast. Her head thrown back, her blonde hair fanning out like a halo over the cold, silvered glass. The reflection of her eyes, closed in pure ecstasy. He filed new, incendiary ideas away for another time, a catalogue of future sins. Another time! The thought itself was an act of profound, defiant optimism. He was already picturing her return visit, a future in a present that felt like it could shatter into a million pieces at any moment.

He knew her body as well as he knew his own legal precedents. He knew its secrets, its triggers, its silent, desperate language. He had her groaning and begging in moments, his fingers pressing all the right buttons, finding all the right angles and rhythms. He slid two fingers inside her, the slick, tight heat of her a welcome, grounding shock. She gasped his name, a fractured whisper, her hips beginning to move in a desperate, seeking rhythm against his hand.

“Julian…” she breathed, her voice thick and clouded with need.

He replaced his thumb with the heel of his hand, pressing down with a firm, steady pressure that he knew drove her wild, while his fingers moved relentlessly inside her, a steady, building, merciless rhythm. Harder… just a little faster… Her breath hitched. The muscles of her inner thighs began to tremble uncontrollably. She bit down hard on her plush lower lip, her teeth sinking into the flesh to contain her cries as he felt her internal muscles begin to clench and flutter around his fingers. He pushed her over the edge, a final, deft, knowing movement that caused a small, silent fountain of her essence to gush out of her, a wave of clear, liquid heat that slicked his hand, ran in shining trails down her inner thighs, and was lost in the dark, mysterious folds of the coat pooled around her waist.

She went limp against the mirror, her body shuddering with the violent, rippling aftershocks of her release. Smiling up at him, her eyes floaty, blissed-out, utterly content… she looked like a fallen angel who had just discovered the profound joy of sin. She scooted her body forward on the counter, a fractional, deliberate movement. She reached down with both hands, closing her fingers around his rigid, waiting length, and guided him to her still-pulsing, wet entrance. Then she wrapped her leather-booted legs around his waist, the cool, smooth, unforgiving material of the boots a startling, thrilling contrast to her hot skin, and pulled him closer, locking him in place, her heels digging into his back.

They both watched in the mirror as he slid into her. The sight was primal, breathtaking, pornographic, and beautiful. The reflection showed his hand braced on the cold marble beside her hip, his body covering hers, the moment of their joining stark and elemental. Her head fell back against the glass again as she reveled in the glorious, overwhelming sensation of being filled by him, a soft sigh escaping her lips. He continued to watch their entangled reflection as he pulled back slowly, deliberately, torturously, until just the very tip of him remained inside her, then pressed in again, sinking himself to the hilt with a single, smooth, powerful stroke. Out… and in again. Each thrust was a reclamation, a statement.

You are mine.

Here.

Now.

In this house.

You are mine.

She was expending a visible effort to hold herself still, to relinquish all control and let him lead the rhythm. It was a game they played, a subtle, intoxicating dance of dominance and surrender. He could already feel the fine tremors beginning to move through her again, the promise of a second, deeper, more shattering climax building within her. He watched the blood flush down her skin, a rosy tide that started at her throat and spread like a sunrise across her chest as her arousal built once more. This was his art, the pleasure of this woman his singular masterpiece.

Perfection would have been staying inside her until midnight. Perfection would have been his first act of the New Year, being to push her to the absolute, dizzying height of sexual pleasure that she was able to bear, and then joining her in that sweet, sweet, obliterating release. He pictured it with a painful clarity: the distant, muffled sound of cheering from downstairs, the celebratory pop of corks, while he was buried deep inside her, their bodies slick and unified in the dim, secret light. However, life is rarely interested in perfection, and his prolonged absence from the centerpiece of the event, his own event, would become too obvious, too difficult to explain away with a casual lie. He closed his eyes for a brief, painful moment and sent a short, silent, futile wish out into the universe that the world was different, that their lives were different, that he was free to love her out in the open, in the light.

When he opened his eyes again, he saw her looking back at him in the mirror, her own gaze meeting his reflection with an expression of perfect, heartbreaking, silent understanding. She knew. Of course, she knew. She always knew.

She kept their eyes locked in the reflection as she brought her hands up, not to his body, but to his face, her palms cupping his jaw, her touch a tender anchor in the storm of their passion. She brought her mouth to his. She communicated all her wishes, her hopes, her dreams for them… and her lucid, painful awareness of their bitter, immutable reality… in a single, deep, soul-searing kiss. Then she broke the kiss, her eyes still holding his in the mirror, and began to rock her hips against him, taking control, a silent signal that time was running out.

A switch flipped inside him. The suffocating constraints of time and secrecy, and consequence fell away like shackles. He became like a man driven to succeed at an impossible, glorious, desperate task. He held her close, his arms wrapping tightly around her, lifting her from the counter as his thrusts became deep, powerful, and frantic. He was throwing off the immediate bonds of reality for just this brief, stolen, perfect moment in time. He would take them both to a height that they would remember, at midnight, and throughout the long, lonely coming year. He took her, on this cold marble countertop, in his beautiful house, with his elegant wife and oblivious friends a single floor below, with a wild, primal abandon and a focused, desperate purpose.

The sounds were no longer contained. Her breath came in ragged, helpless sobs, his name a broken mantra against his ear. His own harsh, strained gasps filled the small, hot space. The wet slap of their bodies together was a wild, primitive, urgent rhythm. In the end, she could not keep herself from screaming. As he felt her inner muscles begin to convulse violently around him, she buried her mouth against his shoulder and cried out into the expensive fabric of his suit jacket, the sound muffled but still piercing against his skin. He knew he made out his muffled name, a desperate, final plea.

He felt her body convulse inside and out, a cataclysmic, beautiful storm of pure sensation. For him, time did stand still for that one, perfect, eternal moment. The blistering, white-hot sensation of his own release radiated out from his core, an explosion that shot to the tips of his fingers and toes, to the tip of his nose, as his entire being vibrated with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, all for her. For a perfect, timeless moment, she clung to him as he stood completely buried deep inside her. Perfectly, impossibly joined.

She shuddered as she came down off the dizzying high, her body going boneless in his arms. She slumped into him, and he held her lovingly, his own legs trembling from exertion and release. He pressed his lips to her temple, whispering sweet, nonsensical things in her ear, words of love and adoration that he could only speak in secret rooms and stolen moments like this one. When he knew she was almost back to normal, her breathing evening out into soft sighs, he murmured an apology against her skin for her coat, which he could see was now irrevocably stained with the glorious evidence of their passion. He slowly, reluctantly, pulled out of her. He laid her back gently against the mirror, and, grabbing a plush, folded hand towel from the stack, made quick, efficient work of the cleanup, so far as he was able to, dabbing at her skin, at the marble, at himself.

He regretted doing it, but his eyes flickered once more to his watch. 11:48. He had been gone for nearly half an hour. An eternity in party-time. Explanations would have to be made, but he knew the approaching midnight frenzy would be his salvation. His absence would soon be forgotten as the countdown began and champagne was poured in a flurry of activity.

He looked back at her. His wonderful, radiant, impossible treasure. Blissed out on his bathroom counter, her body glowing with a post-coital sheen, her lips swollen and red from his kisses. He couldn’t imagine a more perfect being, a more perfect way to end the year. And yet… duty, that cold, demanding, other mistress, called to him from downstairs.

She smiled up at him, a soft, languid smile of deep, bone-deep satisfaction, and nodded. She understood. She reached her hand up and he caught it in his, bringing her glove-clad fingers to his lips. He kissed each knuckle through the soft leather, then turned her hand over and kissed her palm. He trailed a line of soft kisses down the inside of her arm, over the delicate skin of her wrist, making her laugh softly, a sound that was pure, joyful music. Then he captured her mouth one last time, pouring so much emotion and longing and gratitude into the kiss that he took her breath away all over again. When he broke away, she lay back against the mirror, dazed and beautiful and utterly his.

“Go,” she said, her voice a husky, contented whisper. She knew he had to.

Such torture to leave her, but he must. It was the price they paid for these exquisite, crystalline moments.

One last, quick, pecking kiss on her lips, and he turned. He unlocked the door, the small click now sounding like a mournful finality. He exited, and with a last, lingering, hungry look at her, he pushed the door closed softly until it latched shut. Outside the door, in the silent, shadowed hallway, he took a moment to compose himself. He carefully ensured his buttons were fastened in the correct order, his belt re-buckled, his pants straightened. He ran a hand through his hair. He took a long, deep, steadying breath, pulling the mask of Julian Blackwood back into place. And then, despite everything, he grinned. A wide, secret, triumphant grin.

Returning to the party felt like re-entering Earth’s atmosphere after a trip to the sun. He blinked against the bright lights and the loud, cheerful cacophony. He spun a tale involving a spilled glass of red wine on his trousers during a trip to the coat room and a frantic cleaning attempt in the downstairs powder room; no one noticed, or cared, that he was wearing exactly the same thing. As he had suspected, a few moments later, no one gave a single thought to the time he had been missing from his own party. All focus in the room was now on the grandfather clock, its long, golden hands converging on the number twelve. The very air in the room crackled with anticipation. Corks began to pop with festive, muffled thuds around the room.

Eleanor appeared at his side as if from nowhere, handing him a tall, slender flute of bubbling champagne. “There you are,” she said, her brow furrowed with mild, wifely concern. “I was about to send out a search party.”

“Wardrobe malfunction,” he said with an easy, practiced wink. “All handled.”

“Ten! Nine! Eight!” the crowd began to chant in unison, a happy, slightly drunken roar.

He put his arm around Eleanor’s waist, the familiar gesture feeling both comforting and strangely hollow. He pulled her close. He looked at her, his wife, beautiful and elegant and entirely, blessedly unaware, and felt a sharp pang of something he refused to name. Guilt? Regret? He pushed it down.

“Three! Two! One! HAPPY NEW YEAR!”

Confetti popped, showering down in glittering clouds. Streamers flew through the air like colorful serpents, and people cheered, hugged, and kissed. He leaned down and kissed Eleanor. It was a fond, familiar kiss, a kiss of shared history and comfortable, stable partnership. It tasted of champagne and the years they had built together. But as his lips met hers, his eyes were open, scanning the joyous, oblivious crowd, searching the periphery of the room. He was thinking of a new year of fresh possibilities. He lifted his glass slightly in a silent, private toast to the many, many hopes and dreams and illicit desires that he looked forward to exploring this year. Many of them, if he had his way, were hidden beneath long, dark coats and held in the brave, reckless arms of an adventurous, outrageous, insatiable blonde woman.

He wondered where she was at that exact moment of midnight. Was she slipping silently out his side door into the cold, snowy night? Was she already in a cab, a fleeting dark shape hurtling through the empty, sleeping streets? Was she smiling?

He never saw her leave. He suspected that she slipped down the servants’ staircase, through the now-dark and empty kitchen, and out the garage side door as he had imagined. Throughout the slow winding down of the party, as guests collected their coats and offered their thanks, he had kept the grand front hall in his peripheral vision, a subtle, constant surveillance. But there was no sign of her. She had vanished as quietly and mysteriously as she had appeared.

Hours later, when the last guest had finally departed and the catering staff had packed up and gone, leaving behind only the scent of beeswax and tidiness, he stood with Eleanor in the quiet, debris-strewn living room.

“It was a wonderful party, Julian,” she said, leaning her tired head on his shoulder. “A perfect start to the year.”

“It was,” he agreed, his voice quiet, distant.

After they had gone upstairs together, and Eleanor, exhausted from her hostess duties, had fallen almost immediately asleep, Julian lay awake, staring at the dark, unforgiving ceiling. The silence of the house was immense, a vast, echoing void. Finally, unable to bear the stillness, he slipped carefully out of bed. He walked back into the hallway, his bare feet silent on the thick carpet, and paused before the closed guest bathroom door, a silent monument to his secret, searing joy. For a brief, wild, hopeful moment, he entertained the fantasy of her waiting for him in his guest bed, a final, audacious surprise to cap the night. But when he pushed the door open and the light from the hall spilled in, the bed stood as it had been left by the housekeepers. Neat, tidy and painfully empty.

He closed the door and walked back to his own bedroom. Still, he had the memory to warm himself against the chill of his reality. The memory of her on the countertop, vibrant and alive in his sterile home. The memory of her taste and her scent. The memory of her body convulsing around his. The memory of when, as far as he was concerned, his New Year had truly, ecstatically begun. And in the silent, opulent darkness of his perfect house, that memory was everything.
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About the Author

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.
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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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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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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.

[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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