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For all the dirty girls on Santa’s naughty list who dream of
being kissed under the mistletoe...

then tied up with Christmas lights and railed by three men.






SADIE

I’ve Gort three sweaters in my hands when my phone rings,
and I toss them all into my suitcase before snatching up my
phone. I don’t have time to be indecisive about what to pack.
I’'m already running late, and the impression I make on my
new employer will hardly matter in the long run.

“Hey, Mom,” I say as I swipe to answer, adding a few bras
and panties to the suitcase, then my bag of toiletries.

“Sadie!” There’s laughter in her voice, and I can pick up
voices in the background. “How are you, sweetheart?”

“Good. Just heading out the door. How are you?”

“Oh, fabulous. We’re at a holiday party some friends of
Vincent’s are throwing, and he just surprised me with the most
wonderful gift!”

I make a non-committal sound to let her know I’ve heard
without having to actually express an opinion on that, looking
around my bedroom to make sure I haven’t forgotten anything.
Luckily, Mom has always been perfectly capable of carrying
most of any conversation we ever have on her own, and she
doesn’t seem to notice that I’'m not fully attentive as she goes
on for a moment about how wonderful her current man is.

Satisfied that I’ve gotten everything I need from my room,
I tuck the phone between my ear and shoulder and grab my
suitcase.

“You won’t mind, will you?” Mom says, catching my
attention again as I head to my living room, where I left my
earbuds charging.



“Sorry, mind what?”” I ask, unplugging the earbuds. I doubt
I’ll want to socialize any more than necessary with my new
boss over the next few days, but as long as I have these and a
steamy audiobook or two, my evenings will be covered.

“Vincent 1s taking me to Bali! How romantic is that?”

“Wonderfully romantic,” I murmur, tucking the last few
items into my suitcase.

“Oh, good. I know we were supposed to spend it together,
but I fold him you’d be happy for me.”

I blink. “Of course I’'m happy for you.”

But clearly, I missed part of the conversation. ’'m about to
ask her what it was that we were going to do together, but then
the familiar sound of holiday music in the background of the
call makes it all click.

“Right. Christmas.” I sigh, although I’'m not surprised.
“He’s taking you to Bali for Christmas.”

“Yes! He’s a keeper, isn’t he?”
p

I roll my eyes and bite my tongue, not even a little bit
surprised that she’s bailing on me. It’s been like this for most
of my life. My dad left when I was young, and Mom hasn’t
found a “keeper” since then, although she’s somehow
managed to convince herself that each new man she dates
might be the one.

“I’'m sorry I won’t be there with you over the holidays,”
she goes on. “But you’ll be fine, won’t you, love?”

“Of course,” I say with a sigh. I’'m twenty-eight years old,
and I’ve been fending for myself for at least half that long. “I
really do have to go, Mom. You remember that John sold the
resort, right?”

She makes a vague sound that clearly indicates she didn t
remember, and I shake my head.

“Never mind. I hope you have a nice time in Bali.”
y

“Oh, I'm sure we will! Vincent told me about these
lovely...”



She goes on about the trip for another few minutes while I
get out the door, and by the time I’ve got my suitcase stowed
in the back of my Subaru and my sunglasses on to guard
against the snow glare coming off the mountains, I’ve got all
the details about her trip. And she’s asked me exactly nothing
about what I’ll do for Christmas without her.

We end the call as I slip in behind the wheel of my car, and
as I pull away from the curb, I call my best friend, Luna.

“Hey, girl!” she chirps warmly, answering on the second
ring. “What’s up?”

“Not much.” T huff a little laugh as I navigate the snowy
streets of Denver. “I just got off the phone with my mom, and
she’s running off with a new man for the holidays, apparently.”

“Ugh, that sucks,” Luna groans. “Why does she do this to
you every year?”

“I don’t know.” I shrug. “But at least it doesn’t take me by
surprise anymore. [ didn’t even get my hopes up, you know?”

“It still sucks.” She clicks her tongue on her teeth, and then
her voice brightens. “Hey, I’'m heading up to Big White with
my family for Christmas. Is your passport current? We’d love
to have you. And maybe I’ll finally get you on a snowboard!”

I roll my eyes, grinning. “Not a chance. Snowboarding and
I will never mix.”

We’ve been having this snowboarding-versus-skiing
debate ever since she defected to the dark side back in college.
I blame it on the guy she was dating at the time, and she
claims it’s the one good thing to come out of the two months
they dated. But I’'m still firmly Team Skiing.

“Aw, but this could be your year,” Luna says as I navigate
out of Denver proper toward the long, familiar road to
Whispering Pines, the resort I’ve worked at for the last several
years. “We really would love to have you, and with all the air
miles I have, I’'m sure I could find you a last minute fare. I’ll
even bring the Xanax.”

“No, really, it’s fine.” I smile at her offer to bring meds,
since she knows I’'m terrified of flying. “I’'m on my way to the



resort to show the new owner around right now. He wants me
up there for a few days so we can go over everything at once,
and I can already tell from the tone of his emails that it’s going
to be exhausting.”

“All the more reason for you to get away! Come join us
when you’re done there.”

I shake my head even though she can’t see me. “Thanks,
but honestly, I’ll probably just want to crash on my couch
when I get back.”

“Aww.” There’s a pout in her voice. “That’s not festive!”

“It’1ll be totally festive. I’ll order some good takeout, then
curl up and binge watch Christmas movies to my heart’s
content. Seriously, I’ll be fine.”

“Okay,” she says, still sounding reluctant. “If you’re sure.”
“Iam.”

“So do you know anything about the new guy who bought
the resort?” she asks, shifting the subject.

“Ugh.” T sigh. “Not a lot, but what I know so far isn’t
making me optimistic.”

It’s a forty-minute drive to Whispering Pines, the beautiful
and rustic old resort situated in the Rocky Mountains, and I’'m
dreading what’s waiting for me when I arrive. The place
means a lot to me, and as far as I can tell, ’'m on my way up
there to help some rich asshole destroy it.

Being the previous owner’s executive assistant was the
best job I’ve ever had, and the remote lodge is also the most
beautiful setting I’ve ever been in. Some of my best memories
were made there, and while my heart goes out to John for
having to sell the place due to his health complications, it’s a
damn shame what’s about to happen to it now that ownership
has changed hands.

I shake my head, unable to keep the frustration out of my
voice. “You know the last thing we need up there is another
fancy ski resort.”



“Damn. So it’s set in stone, then? The new guy really
wants to tear the lodge down?”

“That’s what all these wealthy billionaire investors do,
isn’t 1t?” I joke, although there’s no humor in it. “I mean, who
cares about rustic charm when there’s profit to be made?”

Luna scoffs. “So, he’s a dick.”

“Of course he’s a dick!” I scowl. “He swooped in and took
advantage of John’s health scare to snatch the place up. What
else would you call it?”

Technically, John called it a godsend, but I’'m not feeling
that charitable right now. At least, not toward this new guy
who doesn’t seem to understand or care about the heart of
Whispering Pines.

“How i1s John?” Luna asks, worry entering her voice. She
knows that he’s like family to me at this point. “Has he settled
in up in Oregon?”’

That’s where his children and grandchildren are, and I
understand why he needed to relocate, but honestly, I miss him
just as much as I’ll miss the lodge.

“He’s doing well,” I tell her. “I think the Pacific Northwest
will be good for him.”

We chat about my old boss for a few minutes as I drive,
and I try not to get emotional thinking of the way John took a
chance on me. He hired me several years ago despite my lack
of experience for the position and even invested in
accessibility technology to accommodate the challenge of my
dyslexia.

“Are you sure you really want to help this rich asshole
change everything?”” Luna asks. “I know your temp position at
the real estate office kind of sucks, but admin skills are always
in demand. Can’t you just... not?”

“John asked me to,” I tell her.

It’s true that I don’t really like the job I took once he had to
shut down the resort last fall, but even though I’ve agreed to
help the new owner out for John’s sake, I know there’s not



going to be a place for me at the resort for long. Not once the
new guy changes everything.

We hang up after a while, promising to keep in touch over
the holidays.

A few minutes later, my phone pings—but it’s not a call
coming through. Instead, I recognize the familiar sound of a
severe weather alert.

“Yeah, yeah,” I mutter, chuckling as I swipe to dismiss the
alert.

The storm they’re predicting is supposed to miss this side
of the mountain, but even if it didn’t, I wouldn’t be worried.
Whispering Pines is remote enough that I automatically put
chains on my tires every year after Thanksgiving, if not
before, and I’ve been driving in winter conditions like these
my whole life.

I tune in to the satellite radio station that plays non-stop
Christmas music this time of year and turn it up, singing along
at the top of my lungs as I watch the familiar landscape go by.
The sun glints off the snow-covered trees like each one of
them is gilded in diamonds, and the sight makes me smile.

“It really 1s beautiful up here,” I murmur, not even a little
bit embarrassed about my habit of talking to myself after all
these years. After Dad left when I was younger and Mom
started serial dating, there were plenty of times growing up
when the only company I had was myself.

A few of the dark clouds from the storm that’s hitting the
other side of the mountain peek over the top of the range after
a while, bringing some flurries with them. I don’t mind the
darker skies, since they also come with a fresh crop of pretty
white flakes to add to the landscape.

The snow gets a little heavier as I turn off the main road
onto a winding one that leads higher up the mountain toward
the resort itself. I push my sunglasses to the top of my head
and sing along with a holiday pop song, grinning as I get half
the lyrics wrong and belt the high notes oft-key.



I might not be looking forward to meeting the new owner
of Whispering Pines, but being called in to show him around
gave me a good excuse to take a few extra days off from the
real estate office I’ve been working at. It’ll be a relief to have a
bit of a break from my coworkers, several of whom seem to
think I made up my dyslexia as some kind of excuse not to
work as hard as them—totally ignoring the fact that I often
have to work harder—and always act condescending about the
workarounds I use to do my job. I definitely won’t miss any of
their snide comments while I’'m up at Whispering Pines.

My heart aches a little at the thought that this might be my
last time visiting my beloved lodge. Depending on how
quickly the rich asshole who bought it decides to start
“upgrading” things, it could be totally unrecognizable, or
completely gone, by next year.

“Just how fancy will this new ski resort be, Mr.
McAllister?” I mutter. “Are you going to take al/l the charm
out of the place, or just enough to pad your bottom line?”

I squint through the rapidly falling snow, looking ahead for
the familiar, cheerfully welcoming lights of the lodge before 1
realize I'm searching in vain. Of course His Royal
Douchebaggery isn’t going to have the lodge lit up. Honestly,
it’s early enough in the day that we normally wouldn’t have
had the lights on back when it was open either—although with
the way the snow is coming down now, maybe it would’ve
been a good idea.

I frown, glancing at my darkened phone screen, even
though I know from experience that I won’t have any
reception from now until I get into the lodge with its boosters.
Then I shake off my moment of worry. This is far from the
first storm to blow through this year, and it certainly won’t be
the last.

I slow down a little as I finally near the resort, turning my
windshield wipers up a bit as [ pass by the private log cabins
spaced out around the main lodge. When 1 drive around the
final curve in the road and am greeted by the sight of the
rustic, snow-covered building that’s both huge and cozy at the
same time, | can’t help but grin.



Being here feels more like being home than any place I’ve
lived in years.

“Worth it,” I say with a happy sigh, leaning forward to get
a better view. “Totally worth it.”

No matter what kind of crap I have to put up with from the
scrooge who bought this place, it’s worth it to be able to
escape up here for a few days. And I was wrong about the
lights. He doesn’t have all of them on, and the main lodge
definitely isn’t in its full holiday finery, but a warm yellow
glow still welcomes me as I park near the entrance and step
out of my car.

I look up at the sky, closing my eyes and feeling the
stinging patter of snow on my upturned face as I breathe in the
crisp mountain air. There’s a lot to do in Denver, but there’s
nothing in the world that can beat the smell of fresh snow up
here.

It’s also cold as all hell, so after a couple more deep
breaths, I grab my suitcase and make my way inside, stomping
the snow off my boots on the broad porch before I let myself
n.

“Hello?” I call out, setting my suitcase down just inside the
large front door and blowing on my hands as I look around the
familiar grand entrance.

It’s empty, but somehow, it still feels welcoming. The
warmth of the fire burning in the gorgeous old river-rock
fireplace that dominates the central area of the lodge probably
has a little to do with that, and I move toward it automatically,
drawn like a moth to a flame.

“Mr. McAllister?” I call out again. “Cade McAllister?”
This time, I get a response.
“Sadie Evans, I presume?”

He’s backlit by the fireplace as he steps into the room, and
his deep, rumbling voice stops me in my tracks, moving over
my skin like warm velvet. My pulse skyrockets—not just
because the hint of laughter in Mr. McAllister’s voice is far
from the cool, detached tone I expected to hear from a



soulless, profit-hungry billionaire, but also because I’ve heard
it before.

He takes another step toward me, coming fully into the
light, and my heart stops.

Holy shit.
This 1s my new boss?

“Hey, dream girl,” he drawls with a slow, sexy smile.
“Fancy meeting you here.”

I swallow hard. If this is Cade McAllister, he isn’t just my
new boss.

He’s also the mystery man I hooked up with last week.






SADIE



ONE WEEK AGO

THE Cofrree COLLECTIVE is bustling with activity when I push
the door open, the cheerful bell that announces my arrival
almost drowned out by the combined sounds of conversation,
busy espresso machines, and Christmas music.

As frazzled as I'm feeling, the cheerful chaos still lifts my
spirits. I come in here every chance I get, and love seeing the
place so busy.

They’ve been struggling lately, and I’d hate to lose my
favorite coffee shop. But hopefully the holiday rush will help
keep that from happening. The Coffee Collective is practically
a Denver institution.

I hum along with the festive pop song that’s playing as I
take my place at the back of the line, the enticing scent of
caffeinated heaven making me glad I made this my first stop
of what will be a long shopping day. I know it’s ambitious to
try to knock out all my Christmas shopping in one go, but as
long as I can fortify myself with a hot drink, I’'m confident I
can get it all done.

I go through my mental shopping list as the line slowly
moves forward, hoping I’m not forgetting anyone. I meant to
get all my Christmas shopping done on Black Friday, but Luna
talked me into a spa day instead, and now Christmas is
looming on the horizon.

“Coal for you, Luna,” I mumble to myself with a little
grin. “This is all your fault.”



“What’s my fault?” the perky barista asks with a smile,
making me realize I’ve finally made it to the counter.

“Oh, no! I didn’t mean your fault.” I flush, embarrassed
she caught me talking to myself.

“I’m just teasing.” The barista laughs as she plucks a cup
out of the stack near the espresso machine. “Pour over with oat
milk, right?”

“That’s right,” I say, grinning. I’m not quite a regular, but I
come here as often as I can, and a few of the baristas have
started to remember my usual order.

“Did you want anything else to go with your coffee?” she
asks.

“No thanks, I—"

[ frown as I reach into my bag, realizing I’m missing my
wallet. Dammit. 1 must’ve forgotten it at home. So much for
my day of shopping.

“Wait,” I tell her quickly. “Shoot, I’'m sorry. Don’t make
that drink. I forgot my wallet.”

The barista gives me a sympathetic look, but before I can
step out of the line to make room for the next person, a man’s
voice speaks from behind me. “I’ve got it.”

I turn and look up. Way up.

“Are you sure?” I say to the ruggedly handsome man
behind me, my heart skipping a beat. The guy is easily a few
inches over six foot since he towers over my own 5°6”, and he
grins down at me before turning his attention back to the
barista.

“I’m completely sure. Go ahead and make her drink.”

The deep timbre of his low voice does something to me.
Or maybe it’s the lethal combination of his square jawline,
high cheekbones, and intense green eyes as he turns his
attention back to me.

I lift an eyebrow. “I have very expensive taste in coffee,
you know.”



“I’'m good for it,” he says, giving me the kind of slow, sexy
smile that makes it feel like Christmas came early, with me on
both the naughty and nice lists.

“Okay, then. Thank you.”

His hand skims my hip, gently shifting me to the side as he
moves toward the counter. “What are you drinking?”

“A pour over with an extra shot and oat milk,” the barista
offers before I can, grinning at the two of us.

“Perfect,” my caffeine savior says, his eyes locked on me
for long enough that the barista clears her throat. He turns
back to her. “Make it two, please. I love oat milk.”

I purse my lips against a smile, since he doesn’t really
seem like an oat milk type of guy. “Lactose intolerant, saving
the environment, or do you just have good taste?”

He chuckles. “Yes.”
“That’s not an answer.”

He lightly rests his hand on the small of my back so he can
lean around me to swipe a black credit card through the
machine, then ushers me toward the other end of the counter to
wait for our drinks. “Actually, it’s three answers. But the real
one 1s that I like to try new things. How about you, Ms...?”

“I don’t mind something new now and then,” I say
playfully, ignoring his subtle prompt for my name.

I’m not sure why. He’s probably the most attractive man
I’ve had the pleasure of flirting with in ages, and the chemistry
between us feels like an electric pulse.

Our drinks are placed at the end of the counter a few
minutes later, and he picks his up, nodding toward two plush
armchairs that have just opened up near the window. “Really?
Then tell me, what’s something new you’d like to try?”

“Um, gosh. I don’t know. Waking up to a breakfast of
crepes and champagne in Paris with a view of the Eiffel
tower?”



“Ah, Paris.” He grins as we both take a seat. “Go big or go
home, 1s that 1t?”

I wince slightly. “More like stay home, if I’'m being honest.
I’m actually afraid of flying, but a girl can still dream, right?”

“And what else does a girl like you dream of?” he asks,
and I can’t quite tell if I’'m imagining the husky note I hear in
his voice. He settles back in his chair, pushing up his sleeves
to expose some gorgeous ink before taking a sip of his coffee.
My stomach flutters at the sight.

He raises an eyebrow, prompting me for an answer, and I
nudge his shin with the toe of my boot, shaking my head.
“Nope. I already went. It’s your turn. Tell me something you
dream about.”

“You mean, besides finding out the name of the woman
who’s going to get me hooked on oat milk? I’ll even go first.”
He leans forward, holding out his hand. “I’'m—"

“Nope,” 1 say quickly, batting his hand away and then
holding up mine to stop him. “No names. Let me just bask in
the fantasy a little longer.”

He smirks. “So you’re saying I’m your fantasy?”

I raise my cup toward him, enjoying how easy he is to flirt
with. “This 1s my fantasy. No one makes it better than The
Coffee Collective. I need to get as much of it as I can, while |
still can.”

“Oh? Is there an oat milk shortage I don’t know about?”

“God, I hope not.” I wave a hand around, taking in the
cozy decor around us. “But this place may not be around much
longer.”

“They’re going out of business?”

“Again, | hope not... but maybe. Is it really your first time
in The Coffee Collective? It’s been here forever.”

“I actually don’t get to Denver very often.”
“You’re from out of town?”

“That’s right.”



“And you’re here for...?”
“For a bit.”

His eyes gleam with amusement, and I laugh, but I
deserved that. I started it, after all, by withholding my name,
and the little pang of disappointment at finding out he’s not
someone I’1l ever run into again is silly.

Although, if he’s not going to stick around, I really am free
to flirt with him without any consequences. Thinking of it that
way sends a rush of exhilaration through me, and I’m suddenly
feeling reckless and bold in a way that I haven’t in a long time.

“Let me guess,” I say, letting my foot nudge his leg again.
“You’re here for the skiing.”

He laughs. “No.”

[ groan, shaking my head. “Please don’t tell me you’re
Team Snowboard.”

“Something tells me I should plead the fifth,” he says.
“But make it a fifth of whiskey, neat, and I’ll take it in the
lodge and leave the slopes to someone else.”

My breath catches, and I lean forward. “In front of a
roaring fire?”

“Is there any other way?”” he asks, leaning in to match me
with a sexy gleam in his eyes. “Ms...?”

We hold eye contact for long enough to kindle a small
flame inside me. I’'m finally the one to break the silence.

“Let’s not do that,” I say, feeling a little breathless.
His eyes drop to my lips for a moment. “Do what?”
“Exchange names.”

He doesn’t answer for a moment, taking time to bring the
cup up to his mouth, then raising one eyebrow as he stares at
me over the rim.

Finally, he asks, “Still basking in the fantasy?”

I raise my cup. “Exactly. The holidays are supposed to be
magical. Let a girl live the dream a little.”



He gives me that sexy smile again, then sits back, relaxing
into his seat and changing the subject. “Okay, dream girl, tell
me some of your favorite things about Denver.”

“Oh, that’s easy.”

We finish up our coffee while I regale him with my
favorite things about the city, and end up walking together as
we leave the coffee shop. I’'m in no hurry, since my Christmas
shopping plans have been derailed, and he doesn’t seem
rushed either.

“Are we heading the same way?” I ask as we meander
away from The Coffee Collective toward the end of Larimer
Square, in the direction of the 16th Street Mall, bumping him
with my shoulder.

His eyes flare with something that sends a little thrill
through me. “That depends. I hear there are some sights here
in Denver that are worth seeing.”

I hesitate for a moment, certain that there was an unspoken
invitation in his words. But am I brave enough to take it?

“I’m sure you’ve got other plans,” he says when the pause
stretches out too far, giving me a gracious out.

For some reason, that decides it. I don’t want an out.
I want him.

I give an exaggerated sigh. “I did. Christmas shopping. It’s
why I came downtown today. But I’'m not going to get far
without my wallet, so my plans are definitely open to... new
things.”

He grins, bumping my shoulder the way I just did to him,
then slipping his hand into mine as we keep walking.
“Christmas shopping? It sounds like you dodged a bullet. Now
you can knock it all out online without suffering through the
crowds.”

I gasp. “You did not just say that. You can’t touch anything
online!”

He tugs me against his side, moving me out of the way of a
woman walking toward us, bundled up in a ski coat with her



eyes glued to her phone.

“That’s the point,” my sexy savior says, grinning down at
me. “No getting bumped by crowds. Just tell Google what you
need, then let the magic happen. And you did say you liked a
little holiday magic.”

“I do,” I say, stopping in front of a window display that fits
the bill perfectly. It’s set up like a diorama of a winter
wonderland, and it’s gorgeous.

He leans in with a smile, then taps the glass in front of a
couple of the miniature figurines in the display. “Look at these
two though. See all the trouble they’re going through just to
lug that Christmas tree back to their cabin? They could have
ordered one online and had one delivered!”

I laugh, shoving his shoulder. “Oh, stop. There’s nothing
like the smell of real pine and fresh snow.”

“Nothing?” He smirks. “I’m pretty sure I ordered a candle
with those two scents for my mother last year.”

He keeps up the teasing as we wander through the
pedestrian-only streets of the festively decorated outdoor
mall.

“Oh, now that smells good,” he says when we pass the
Blue Agave Grill a while later, his steps slowing. “Join me?”

The fairy lights sprinkled through the trees that line the
walkways in the mall are starting to come on, and dusk is
falling. I have no idea where the time has gone, but I definitely
want more of 1t with this man, so it’s an easy answer. “I’d love
to. This is one of my favorite places to eat.”

He grins down at me, squeezing my hand. “And eating is
one of my favorite things to do.”

Mine too, and I have no qualms at all about ordering what
I want from the menu once we’re seated. I'm a curvy girl,
there’s no hiding that, and if this gorgeous man has a problem
with it, does it really matter? It’s not like I’'m ever going to see
him again.



Then again, if he had a problem with it, we wouldn’t have
just spent the day together.

I notice the sign on the table. “Oh, look! It’s happy hour.”

“Damn right it is,” he murmurs, reaching across the table
to take my hand again. This time, neither of us have our winter
gloves on, and the contact sends more of that sizzling heat
over my skin.

We keep flirting all the way through the appetizers and
drinks we share, and when we finally walk back outside, the
rush of cold actually feels nice on my heated skin.

When it starts to snow, I let out a delighted gasp.

I look up, sticking out the tip of my tongue to catch a
wayward flake, and he laughs as he watches me.

When I look back down at him, our gazes meet. The smile
has faded from his face, replaced by an expression that makes
my breath catch.

He doesn’t look away from me, and I can’t tear my eyes
away from him either. Not when a snowflake lands on my
forehead, like a kiss of ice. Not when another gets caught in
my eyelashes, or when a third lands on my cheek.

And definitely not when my fantasy man finally steps
closer, brushing that last one away and then cupping my cheek
with his large hand.

“I want to kiss you,” he murmurs. “It’s all I’ve been able to
think about since the second I laid eyes on you.”






SADIE



ONE WEEK AGO

HEAT PoOLS BETWEEN MY LEGS, and I brush a few snowflakes
off his shoulder, letting my hand rest there.

“Then what are you waiting for?” I breathe.

My mystery man’s lips curve up in a hungry smile, and he
doesn’t wait at all. As if my words are all he’s been waiting
for, he leans down and presses his mouth to mine.

Heat explodes between us like a spark igniting an inferno,
and I go up on my toes, tugging him closer, sucking on his
tongue as his hands slide down to cup my ass. It’s far too
much for a public street like this, but I don’t care. My breasts
flatten between us, and he groans again, a rumbling sound that
makes me shiver as he hauls me even closer.

Fuck, I want to climb him like a tree.

Before I can, he tangles his hand in my hair, tipping my
head back and dragging hot, open-mouthed kisses down to my
throat. “Come back to my hotel room.”

His words bring me to my senses, and I take a step back,
brushing my hands over his chest and smoothing down the
lapels of his wool coat as I try to catch my breath.

This really does feel like a fantasy, and I want more of it.
I nod, my heart pounding. “Okay.”

He groans, kissing me again before taking my hand again
and leading me toward one of the nicest hotels in the
downtown area.



“You’re so fucking sexy,” he whispers in my ear as we step
onto the elevator, pulling me against him when an older man
follows us into the small space.

“Which floor?” he asks us as the elevator doors smoothly
close, his fingers hovering over the bank of buttons. He’s
already pressed number twenty, and when my fantasy man
tells him to push number forty-five for us, I realize it’s all the
way at the top.

“The view must be amazing,” I say, leaning into him.
“It 1s,” he murmurs, staring down at me.

I squeeze my thighs together, the promises he’s making
with his eyes lighting me on fire.

As soon as the elevator doors open on the twentieth floor,
then close behind the man who’d been sharing the elevator
with us, he spins me around and presses me against the wall,
one hand tilting my chin up, and the other diving between my
legs.

He kisses me again as the elevator smoothly starts to rise,
and [ moan, grinding against his hand.

“Fuck,” he mutters against my mouth as he rubs my pussy
through the thin material of my pants. “You’re already wet for
me, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasp, letting my head fall back to allow him better
access as he scrapes his teeth down my throat.

“I want to feel it.” His fingers dip under my waistband, and
he slides the fastener open. “I want inside you.”

“God,” I moan, bucking against him. “Yes.”

He slides my zipper down, letting his fingers drag over the
front of my panties. “I want to taste this. [ want you on my
tongue. [ want you panting for it.”

I already am. I’m also vaguely aware that we’ve reached
the top floor, but I don’t care.

I buck against his hand. The elevator doors open, and I
cant care. Not with the way he’s started rubbing me over the



silky panties I’'m wearing, right over my clit.

“There, god, right there,” 1 gasp, so primed and ready for
him that I’m already teetering on the edge. “Faster.”

His mouth crashes back into mine as he gives me what I
just asked for, and the soft sound of the elevator chime is
drowned out by my moans as the doors slide smoothly closed
again.

I hitch one leg up to his hip and he grabs my ass with his
free hand, holding it there.

“You’re so fucking responsive,” he mutters, shoving my
panties aside to find my slick entrance. “Fuck, you feel
perfect.”

The elevator doors open again, and I arch into his touch,
my breath quickening when he shoves thick, callused fingers
inside me. “God, don’t stop.”

“I’'m just getting started,” he promises as that soft chime
sounds again. The elevator doors slide closed, and he pins me
in place with an intense gaze. “I want to see you come for me.
I want to feel it from inside this tight little pussy of yours.
Fuck, you feel amazing.”

“Yes,” 1 gasp, pleasure rising up so fast that I’'m almost
dizzy with it.

“That’s 1t,” he murmurs, his eyes blazing as they lock onto
mine. He fingers me faster. Harder. Rubbing against my g-spot
like he has a map. “You’re fucking gorgeous. Show me how
good it feels. Let me hear it. You’re so—"

The elevator doors swoosh open again, a well-dressed
woman with an equally well-dressed dog stepping onto the
elevator and cutting off whatever filthy compliment my
fantasy man was about to give me when she sucks in a sharp,
audible breath, tugging on her pet’s leash hard enough that it
whimpers.

“Oh!” she says, her eyes widening as they meet mine over
my fantasy man’s shoulder.



He wrenches himself away from me, tucking me behind
him to block me from her view.

“Ma’am,” he says tightly, giving her a short nod as he pulls
me off the elevator.

I stumble, my blood still humming with need, then giggle
as he swoops in to catch me.

He doesn’t let go.

The elevator doors close on the woman and her dog, and |
shamelessly wrap myself around him even tighter. “Naughty
man. You’re going to get coal in your stocking this year.”

“Fucking worth it,” he says, a playful gleam in his eyes as
his hands make their way down to my ass. “You’re too damn
tempting.”

“Do something about it,” I dare him, biting my lip when
one of his hard thighs slots between my legs.

He groans, then grabs my hand and turns down the
hallway. His room is all the way at the end, and the moment
we’re inside, he has me pressed up against the door, his mouth
on mine again.

By the time he rips his lips away from mine again, we’re
both gasping for breath. I almost melt against the door as he
starts licking, sucking, and biting his way across my jaw.
Down my throat. Along my collarbone.

“You taste like fucking heaven,” he mutters as his hard
shaft grinds against my stomach. Then he drops to his knees,
all but ripping my pants the rest of the way open. “Get these
off.”

Once they’re gone, he stares at my fabric-covered pussy
for a moment, pushing my shirt up so he can frame it with
both his hands. Then leans in and presses an open-mouthed
kiss directly in the center.

“Oh god,” I gasp, my hips bucking forward a little.

He looks up at me with a wicked grin, then opens his
mouth even wider and sucks on the tiny scrap of cotton
keeping us apart, tasting my arousal. Teasing me. Taunting me.



I dig my hands into his thick hair, panting. “Make me
come.”

“I’ve been fucking dreaming of it,” he mutters right before
he buries his face between my legs.

I shudder with how turned on I am as he breathes in
deeply, groaning with such obvious enjoyment that I almost do
come.

He lifts one of my legs, hitching it over his shoulder and
turning his head to kiss the delicate skin of my inner thigh. His
end-of-day stubble rasps against me, sending another full body
shudder through me and drawing filthy sounds from my lips.

He grins as he looks up at me. “I love how fucking
sensitive you are.”

I tug on his hair, beyond words, and his eyes flash with
heat before he dives in again, lapping at me through my
panties, pulling them into his mouth and sucking.

I cover my mouth with one hand as I cry out.

“Don’t do that,” he growls, looking up long enough to
yank my arm down. “I earned that sound. Give it to me.” I
moan, and he rewards me with a wicked grin. “Good girl.”

Then his fingers dig into my soft curves, and he’s suddenly
doing his damnedest to fuck me with his tongue, making filthy
sounds of his own as he licks my wetness right through the
fabric and tries to drill through it with each thrust of his
tongue.

“God, please, yes,” I pant, grinding against his face.
He brings me right to the edge, then backs off.
Then he does it again.

“Bastard,” 1 whisper, pulling his hair to get his attention.
To beg him to stop teasing me. To finally get him to let me
come.

“Your bastard tonight,” he says, grinning as he reaches for
my panties.



Then he peels them off my body and tosses them aside,
leaning back in to taste me with nothing between us.

He groans, licking me like he has all the time in the world
before he finally buries two thick fingers inside me, his lips
still locked tight around my clit.

“Harder,” I whisper as he pumps them in and out, working
me over with his tongue. “Faster.”

I’m trembling. Desperate. Ready to scream if he edges me
again.

But he’s finally done teasing, and this time, he doesn’t let
up.

It only takes seconds. My legs almost give out as a long,
low moan rips through me, my orgasm crashing through me
hard and fast, the waves of pleasure making me tighten around
his fingers as he keeps working me through it, pushing me
even higher.

“Again,” he demands, surging to his feet with his fingers
still buried inside me. He grips my jaw, staring into my eyes.
“Give me another.”

Pleasure rocks through me. I can’t catch my breath. I can’t
control my own body. It’s Ais, and when he growls out another
command, grinding the heel of his palm against my clit as he
pumps his fingers into me even faster, I give him exactly what
he asked for, coming again before I even know what hits me,
so hard this time that I swear I see actual stars.

He makes a low, primal sound of satisfaction, finally
sliding his fingers out of me.

“Oh god,” I whisper, completely breathless. “That was...”

“Delicious,” he finishes for me, holding me up when I
collapse back against the door with a whimper. I would slide
right down the wood and end up in a puddle on the floor if he
didn’t have me pinned here, holding me in place with his big
body as he brings his fingers—slick and wet with my arousal
—to my lips.



He pushes them inside, his other hand sliding around my
body to grip my ass as he grinds against my stomach.

“So fucking delicious,” he repeats. “Don’t you think?”

The taste of my own arousal is an illicit thrill, and I suck
hard on his fingers, looking up into his eyes to let him know.
Sliding my tongue between the thick digits as his dick throbs
against me.

“Dirty girl,” he purrs softly, pushing them deeper. “You’re
addictive.”

Then he slides his fingers out of my mouth and presses his
lips to mine again, kissing me like I belong to him.

And for tonight, I most definitely do.






CADE



ONE WEEK AGO

Fuck, this mystery woman really is the girl of my dreams.
And I don’t even know her name.

I rip my mouth away from hers, my blood on fire. “I need
to fuck you.” Her lush ass overflows my hands as I haul her
closer. “I need to be inside you.”

Her dimples pop out as her green eyes, touched with just a
hint of blue, gleam at me over her sex-flushed cheeks.

“Oh?” she asks, her arms draped around my neck as she
peers up at me through impossibly long lashes and rubs herself
against my shaft, sending all my blood south. “And what about
what I need?”

I squeeze her ass hard enough to make her gasp. ““You need
my cock.”

Heat flares in her eyes, and the wicked grin she gives me
does nothing for my patience.

“I do,” she agrees.

Her thick blonde waves tickle my hands as she tips her
head back farther to look up at me, and she’s a fucking vision I
can’t look away from.

I squeeze her ass again, just because I can. It’s like her
curves have been custom made for me, and with her silken
skin and plush, pillowy breasts, stomach, and thighs, it’s
almost as if she stepped out of one of my filthiest fantasies and
straight into my arms.



But it’s not just her looks that have me desperate to bury
myself inside her. I had fun with her today. I wasn’t
exaggerating when I called her my dream girl. All my life, I’ve
been impulsive and adventurous, and this gorgeous woman has
matched me in all of it from the moment we met. I can’t get
enough.

I start to pull her away from the door, intending to strip the
rest of her clothes off, lay her down on the king-sized hotel
bed, and bury my face in her generous breasts before I finally
bury my cock in her body.

“Wait,” she says, shaking her head. She reaches down and
squeezes my shaft through my pants. “I just told you, I need
your cock.”

I suck in a sharp breath, her touch making it jerk against
her hand. “Then let me give it to you.”

She drops to her knees, nuzzling against the outline of my
shaft as she peers up at me through those impossibly long
lashes.
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“I’m going to let you do a lot of things,” she whispers.
“But 1it’s only fair that I get a taste first, since you did, don’t
you think?”

My nostrils flare, and 1 fist her hair, using it to pull her
close. “You want to taste me?”

“Yes,” she moans, melting against me as I roll my hips.

“You want to suck my cock? Swallow it down? Choke on
it?”

“Oh god, you’re killing me,” she sucks in a breath as I
tighten my grip on her hair just to see what it does to her. “Yes.
Give it to me.”

Using my free hand, I unzip my fly. “Take it then, dream
girl, but I’ve got conditions.”

She looks up at me, her dimples popping out as she grins
up at me. “What conditions?”

Pulling myself out, I wrap my hand around my shaft and
rub the tip over her lips, painting them with the slick drops of



precum she’s already drawn out of me. “You come so fucking
beautifully, I want to see it again.”

A pink flush spreads across her cheeks, flowing down her
neck. “That’s your condition?”

“No, that’s just a fact. My condition is that you can only
suck my cock with the understanding that you’re not leaving
this room until [ come in your pussy too.”

Just saying it makes my shaft jerk against her pretty
mouth, and without waiting for her to agree, I push the head
between her lips, done teasing.

Her eyelids flutter for a moment, her tongue wrapping
around me in a way that should be illegal.

Then she sucks me deeper.
“Fuck,” I growl.

When her lips hit the first barbell in my Jacob’s Ladder
piercing, her eyes go wide in surprise as she looks up at me. I
grip her chin, holding her in place as I rock my hips, pumping
myself deeper into her mouth in short, shallow thrusts.

She moans, playing with my piercings with her tongue,
and I shove my pants and boxer briefs down to my thighs,
freeing myself completely to give her better access.

“You like that, beautiful? It’s all for you.”

She pulls off slowly, then wraps a hand around me.
“You’re pierced.”

She strokes my shaft, staring at it intently as she traps her
lower lip between her teeth. The row of six barbells goes from
my base to just under the head, and as the barbells roll under
her hand, pleasure rocks through me, making me feel a little
feral.

I tug on her hair, tilting her head back as I guide myself
back to her mouth. “Suck.”

She opens wide, her eyes locked on mine, and I groan as I
push between her lips. “You were fucking made for this.”



She makes a hungry sound, closing her lips around me and
taking me deeper, and I watch in a kind of awed fascination as
she works me over, giving my piercing exactly the kind of
extra attention that makes my pleasure shoot through the roof,
then sucking me all the way to the back of her throat.

Then she swallows.

“Fuck,” T grit out as her throat massages me. My balls
draw up and I grip the base of my cock, squeezing off an
orgasm that ’m in no way ready to allow yet.

She wanted a taste, and I’ll give it to her. This woman is
going to get every drop and then some.

But it’s too damn good to let it be over quickly.
I want her all night.

[ wasn’t lying when I said I need to know if her pussy is as
hot and wet and tight as her mouth is. I need to wreck it. In a
perfect world, I’d fill it, make it sloppy with my cum. I never
fuck bare though, so that’s one part of my fantasy that will
have to stay a fantasy.

The only part, since she’s fulfilling every single other thing
I could want right now.

“Your mouth feels like fucking heaven,” I tell her, my
breath starting to grow rough as she bobs her head. “So
fucking good, baby. Go a little deeper for me now.”

She does it, making a filthy sound of pleasure as she
follows my instructions.

“Play with my balls,” I breathe. “Good girl. Now use your
tongue again. Ahh, fuck. Yes. Just like that. Now suck.”

Her eyelids flutter closed, and I tug her hair sharply until
they pop open again.

“That’s it,” I praise her, pushing in deep and letting her
throat work around my shaft for a moment. Tears spring to the
corners of her eyes, and it only makes her even more beautiful.
“Keep your eyes on me. You feel fucking amazing, but you
look even better. Don’t deny me the sight of that.”



She moans around my shaft but does what I asked, staring
up at me as she continues to worship my cock like she really
was made for it.

“Deeper,” I demand again, watching her pupils dilate as a
gorgeous flush stains her cheeks. “God, you take me so
fucking well. Your mouth is so good for me. You look like a
goddamn dream, sucking me like this.”

She makes another hungry sound, gagging a little as she
pushes herself, taking me all the way to the root.

“Fuck.”

The feeling of her throat spasming around not just my
crown, but my whole fucking shaft, makes the curse come out
more like a growl than an actual word as her eyes flutter
closed again. If I thought her mouth was heaven, her throat
is... whatever the fuck is even better than heaven.

And I really am a greedy bastard, because all I want is
more.

I pull back, and she gasps for air, tears leaking out of her
eyes and her lips wet and swollen.

I grab my shaft, giving myself a few strokes as I drink in
the sight. Her eyes are glassy and half-dazed, and I need to see
that she’s watching me, here with me, like I need air.

I stroke her hair, pushing the blonde waves back from her
face. “That’s it. Keep looking at me, just like that. Can you
take it if I choke you again?”

“Yes,” she whispers, her voice already sounding a little
wrecked as her hands tighten on the backs of my thighs. “Use
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me.

My cock jerks, her offer almost shredding the control I’'m
struggling to hold on to.

I lean over her, letting her soft hair tickle my skin and hide
some of my ink as I take hold of the back of her neck, holding
her in place as I grip my shaft and offer it up to her.

“Open those pretty lips for me again. Open wide and stick
out your tongue. Keep it open for me.”



She does it, and I slide my cock in, back and forth over her
extended tongue, both of us groaning this time as I play with
her.

“Your mouth feels so goddamn good, you have no idea.
Now touch yourself for me. Let me see you make yourself
come. I’'ll give you the taste you’re craving, but first I want
you to get yourself off with my cock down your throat.”

Her hands tighten on my thighs, her breath hitching as her
eyes go even more fuck-drunk, and then she obeys me,
moving one hand down between her legs as she finally sucks
me into her mouth.

I let her, pushing deep as she moans.

Her eyelids flutter again, but this time, she keeps them
open, the gorgeous pink flush of arousal coloring her cheeks
turning darker as she watches me watching her. I slide deeper,
and she closes her lips tighter around me, working my
piercings over with her tongue and the gentle graze of her
teeth.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I murmur, holding her gaze as I
push deeper. “Relax. You can take me. You know you can.
Rub that little clit while you suck me. You’re perfect. Make
yourself come now. Be good and give me what I asked for.”

She makes a desperate noise, the flush spreading further
across her cheeks, and I can’t see as much as I want, but I
know she’s obeying me. Her arm moves in a quick rhythm, her
hand buried between her legs, and even though I have no
intention of coming until she gets herself there, it’s going to be
fucking close.

I bottom out, the feeling of her throat contracting around
me sending stars bursting behind my eyelids.

“Fuck,” 1 grit out, my hand tightening on the back of her
neck as I hold her there, grinding against her face. “Come for
me, baby. Do it now. Give it to me. Now.”

Her eyes roll back, her hand moving even faster, and she
starts to shake, her body shuddering as the orgasm overtakes
her.



I pull back, giving her air and watching her come apart.

The moment she can breathe again, she cries out, and the
sounds she makes as her body continues to shake are fucking
indescribable, her cries of pleasure the sexiest thing I’ve ever
heard.

When she starts to slow, her hand going lax between her
legs, I pull out of her mouth and grip her chin.

“Open your mouth.”

It only takes me three strokes before my balls pull up tight
and I paint her with my cum, striping it over her cheeks, her
chin, her tongue. It drips down her face as I wring every drop
out of my shaft, stripping it raw.

She doesn’t move, staring up at me, and if I thought she
was gorgeous before, it’s nothing compared to how good she
looks covered in me.

I pull her to her feet, then lift her hand—the one she had
between her legs, still slick with her pleasure—to my mouth.

“Swallow,” I tell her, sucking her fingers into my mouth.
Her flavor explodes on my tongue, and I groan. My cock is
already trying to spring back to life as I watch her obey me
again, licking her lips and swallowing what I gave her. Tasting
me while I taste her.

A taste, like I told her, that I’'m already addicted to.

She’s fucking perfect, and I’'m not done with her. Not even
close.
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I scoop HER uP, lifting her into my arms, needing to get her
spread out on the bed so I can put my cock back inside her.
She yelps, her arms latching around my neck.

“Stop! What are you doing?” she asks breathlessly. “I’'m
too heavy for this.”

I snort, because she’s wrong. She’s gorgeous and pretty
damn close to perfect, so I'm not even going to dignify her
ridiculous comment with a response. She feels amazing in my
arms, and the only reason I’m planning on putting her down at
all is so that I can get her naked.

I settle her on the bed, loving how debauched she looks.
Bare from the waist down, pussy wet and thighs smeared with
her arousal. Mouth swollen and cheeks smeared with my cum.

And that sweater she’s wearing. It’s clinging to her curves
like a tease, and I physically can’t take my eyes off her as I
slowly undress her, finding a sexy little camisole underneath,
and then finally getting her all the way bare. Cupping those
generous mounds and rubbing my thumbs over her wide pink
nipples until they tighten into perfect little buds.

“You know you look like a fucking dream right now,” I
murmur. “Spread your legs a little more. Let me see what I’ve
got waiting for me.”

She blushes but does it, lifting one knee and running a
teasing hand along her inner thigh, still slightly reddened from
the rough stubble on my jaw when I ate her out.



I enjoy the view as I make quick work of getting my own
clothes off, grinning as her gaze tracks over the tattoos on my
arms and chest. I love how soft and curvy she is, and I can’t
wait to feel all of her, skin to skin.

But as much as I want to fuck her, I want to worship her
more right now. To kiss and lick and nibble every inch of her
body, starting with the places where 1 already know how
fucking sweet she is.

I grab her hips, dragging her toward the edge of the bed,
and drop to my knees.

Her legs are over my shoulders in a heartbeat, her hands
buried in my hair, and I growl as I shove my face against her
pussy, burying my tongue inside her again and drinking her
down.

“You taste so damn good,” I tell her, and her whole body
shivers. “I love how you react to me.”

She whimpers, her hips bucking as I press my tongue
against her clit, then flick it hard, the way I’ve already learned
she likes.

Tasting her like this gets me fully hard again, and by the
time she comes on my tongue, my balls are aching, dying to
unload on her again.

She runs her hand through my hair as I come up for air,
giving me a gorgeous smile. She looks completely fucked out,
but I gave her my conditions and I plan on holding her to
them. She’s not leaving this room until I’ve been balls deep in
that tight pussy and made her fall apart that way.

“Come here,” she whimpers, tugging me up. “Kiss me.”

I surge up to hover over her, pinning her to the bed with
my body. I kiss her hard, then work my lips down to her tits,
squeezing them together.

“I fucking love these.” Just like her ass, they overflow my
hands. “Has anyone ever fucked them?”

She blushes, the color moving down her throat and
spreading across her chest. “No.”



“I want to.”

She nods, biting her lip, and I kiss each of her lush tits,
sucking on the nipples one by one, before moving higher on
the bed and straddling her waist.

“Hold them together for me.”

She does, her eyes glazing over and her breath hitching a
little as I guide my shaft into the tight cleavage she’s made for
me.

I start thrusting. Her skin is glowing, flushed and warm
and slick with a fine sheen of sweat from our earlier exertions.

“Fuck,” I grit out. The sight of the tip of my cock peeking
out from her tits with each thrust is almost as good as the way
it feels to push my shaft through their pillowy softness. “Look
how perfect they are. You look so goddamn good like this,
sweetheart. You’re going to make me come again. I’'m going
to get you covered in it.”

“Do 1it,” she says, the words breathless as she squirms
underneath me. Her body moving in a way that can only mean
one thing.

I’m not the only one getting off on this.
“Are you getting wet for me again?”

“Yes,” she gasps, her fingers visibly digging into the flesh
of her breasts, pushing them tighter around me as her back
arches off the bed, pushing closer to me. “Don’t stop.”

I fuck between her cleavage even harder, her words
spurring me on.

“You’re going to get another taste of me. You’re going to
lick me off your beautiful tits.”

She whimpers, her eyes locked on my cock, and the look
on her face as she watches it nearly undoes me.

“Do i1t,” she breathes. “Come on me.”

“Fuck. Look at you, you little hellion. You’re so goddamn
beautiful. Give me that tongue.”



She sticks it out for me, and I grip her jaw, holding her
steady as I shove deeper into her cleavage and pump my hips a
few more times. My balls pull up tight as I give her what I
promised, striping her neck, her collarbone, and her tits too.

She licks her lips, then relaxes back onto the bed, a
gorgeous mess.

I move off her, pushing her hair back from her face.
“Shower with me.”

Her lips tilt up, those dimples making another appearance.
“I thought you liked me like this.”

“You have no idea.” My cock definitely needs more
recovery time, but it gives a twitch of agreement anyway. I roll
off the bed and hold out my hand. “Come on.”

She lets me pull her up, then follows me into the bathroom
and lets me guide her into the shower, not protesting at all as |
take my time cleaning her up. “You smell good.”

She laughs. “I smell like you.”

[ give her a feral grin, because she’s not wrong. But
underneath that is something else. “You smell like, what is
that? Some kind of flower?”

She hums in what sounds like agreement, melting back
against me, her back to my front, as I slowly soap the cum off
her tits.

I bury my face in her hair, breathing in deeply. “No, really,
what is it?”

“I use a locally made line of bath products,” she murmurs,
tilting her head to look up at me. “They infuse them with
honeysuckle.”

“I like 1t.”
Her eyes dance. “I can tell.”
“You know what else I’d like? Your name.”

She laughs, shaking her head. “We should just leave it like
this. No names. Just this moment.”



“The fantasy?”

She turns, running her hands over my pecs as she looks up
at me. “That’s right.”

It’s what we agreed on, but it doesn’t feel like enough
anymore.

Before I can say so, she surges up on her toes, kissing me.
I grab a handful of her ass, hauling her closer. I slip my hand
between her legs from behind and swallow the gasp she makes
when I plunge my fingers back inside her.

She’s still wet for me.

“I promised you we wouldn’t be done until I buried myself
inside this sweet pussy of yours.”

I may not get her name, but no way in hell am I letting her
leave without making good on that promise.

I shut the water off and carry her back to the bed, loving
the way she laughs, the way her eyes light up, and how she
clings to me, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms
around my neck.

She feels so fucking good.

I set her down in the middle of the bed, then climb
between her thighs.

“You are fucking beautiful,” I murmur, spreading her open
and running my thumb over her clit.

She shudders, her legs falling open even wider.

It’s a clear invitation, and the only thing that could make it
better is if she called my name. Told me she knew who she
was with. Who was touching her, pleasuring her, worshiping
her.

I don’t push it though. She’s made her feelings clear.
Instead, I dip my head to flick my tongue over the swollen nub
between her legs, taking another quick taste before I pull away
to grab a condom.

I want to see her face when she comes on my cock, but
we’ll get to that. First, I want to see that plush ass. She was



driving me crazy in the shower, rubbing it against me as |
watched her.

“Turn over,” I say, rolling the condom down my shaft.
“Get on your hands and knees.”

She’s a goddess, stretched out on the bed in front of me.
Her blonde hair fanned out over the pillows, her cheeks pink
and her tits trembling with every breath. But once she does it,
rolling herself over and pushing up into the position I asked
for, then turning to look back at me over her shoulder, she’s
irresistible.

“Gonna take you hard,” I warn her, rubbing her ass and
then sliding my hand between her legs before lining myself up.
“Are you ready for that?”

“I’m ready for everything you can give me.”

I grin at her, then groan as I finally push inside her lush
body. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” I pull out, then push back in,
holding her ass wide so I can watch her body take me. “This
pussy is perfect. You’re so wet, it’s fucking dripping down my
cock.”

“Oh my god.” Her words come out in a breathy rush, her
hands clenching the sheets as she drops her head and rocks her
hips back to meet me. “Please, don’t stop. I can feel your
piercings.”

“That’s what they’re for.”
She lets out a breathy laugh. “For me?”
“Fuck yes.”

Her head drops even lower, her cheek pressed against the
mattress, and her ass lifts a little higher, her body silently
begging me for more.

So I give it to her, fucking her hard and fast the way I’ve
been dreaming of all day. Letting my balls slap against her
with every thrust. Grinding into her soft heat when 1 bottom
out. Getting her close enough that her voice starts to rise in a
rhythm I’m already starting to recognize.

She can come, but we’re not done yet.



“Fuck, that’s good. You’re so goddamn tight. Let go for
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me.
“Yes! God, yes...”

Her arms collapse, her cheek sliding over the mattress, but
her ass stays in the air as her muscles tense and contract with
her climax. I pull out, then roll onto my back, bringing her
with me.

“Ride me, beautiful. Climb onto my cock.”

She whimpers, still trying to catch her breath. Despite our
shower, she’s already a mess again, sweat-slicked, sex-
mussed, and fuck drunk from her latest orgasm.

She’s gorgeous, and she looks even better once she does
what I’ve told her to and seats herself on my shaft.

“God, you’re big from this angle,” she gasps, her thighs
trembling around my hips.

I run my hands over her curves, thrusting up into her soft
heat. “Just from this angle?”

She laughs, a sound that turns into a breathless moan when
I tighten my grip on her and drive up even harder.

“N-No,” she stutters. “Your cock is... you’re just... ah...
[...”

Her words fall off as I take control, guiding her
movements, her tits bouncing as I fuck up into her deep and
hard, watching her get lost in the pleasure all over again.
Losing myself in it a little too.

When she starts to pant, her body trembling as she tenses
up around me, I slow it down. She feels unbelievably good,
like she really was made for me.

I want to drag it out. I want to have as much of her as I can
get.

And I want to give her a night she’ll always remember.

“Come for me again,” I demand.



She throws her head back, her eyes squeezed shut as she
pants for air. “I’m not sure if I can... oh god.”

“Look at me.”

She does, the glassy, dazed look in her eyes telling me that
she definitely can, and it’s not going to take much to get her
there again.

I lift her, pulling her off my cock and flipping us again,
then slamming back into her, making her scream.

“You’re fucking amazing,” I growl, the words ripped from
me. “You can and you will.”

“Please, oh god, please,” she pants, her hips lifting to meet
mine. “Yes, like that.”

“You’re not leaving here until you do.”

She moans, and I lean forward, grabbing her hands and
pinning them above her head as I fuck her harder.

Her legs wrap around me, her body arching and her head
tipped back, and she does it, crying out and her body
squeezing mine as the pleasure overtakes her so hard that she
starts shaking.

I fuck her through it, holding on to my own control by the
thinnest of threads as I draw it out as long as I can.

“That’s it. That’s it,” [ murmur, the pressure building in my
spine and making my balls draw up. “Just a little bit more.
Give me everything.”

She shudders under me, ripping away the last of my
control when she squeezes me like a vise as she comes one last
time.

“Fuck,” I grit out, my own release rocketing through me. |
fill the condom, grinding against her, wanting to be buried as
deep as I can get it.

I kiss her, framing her face as I hold my weight off her,
slowly rocking my hips against her soft curves as my dick
starts to soften. I wasn’t planning on being in Denver any



longer than necessary, but with this gorgeous woman in my
bed, I’ve got no interest in leaving.

Eventually, I get up and get rid of the condom, cleaning us
both up a little and then tucking her against me when I crawl
back in bed. My cock is officially done for the night, but I still
want more of her.

Not more sex. Just more... her.
“Tired?” I tease when she yawns.

“Not even a little bit,” she murmurs, her eyes drifting
closed as she nestles back against me. We’re both still naked,
and I can feel all of her.

Every inch feels perfect.
“Liar,” I tease her, pressing a soft kiss to her temple.

She hums her agreement, a small smile on her face as her
eyes drift closed, just enough to give me a hint of those
dimples.

She’s the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen, and the
best fuck I’ve had in... possibly ever. Two things I plan on
telling her in the morning, when I convince her to finally give
me her name.

It’s my last thought before I drift off to sleep.

But when I wake up the next morning, she’s gone. No
note. No name. Just that pretty little camisole that smells like
honeysuckles—kicked under the bed and forgotten—for me to
remember her by.






SADIE



PRESENT DAY

I STARE INTO HIS EYES, frozen in place with shock, then bite
my tongue hard to keep from blurting out that he’s not
supposed to be here. I’'m here to work. I’'m not supposed to be
thinking about how much fun I had with him or how he made
me come more times in one night than anyone ever has. He’s a
fantasy, one that briefly came to life. A one-time thing. Not—

“Mr. McAllister?” I whisper.

“I take it we’re exchanging names now,” he says, the heat
in his eyes unmistakable as he graces me with that slow,
sinfully sexy smile again. “And you must be Sadie Evans?”

I nod, swallowing, then throw my shoulders back and
remind myself to get my shit together. No matter what
happened between us, I'm here to do a job, and I love
Whispering Pines enough to put the hottest night of my life in
the past and keep it there.

Unfortunately, Mr. McAllister doesn’t seem to have gotten
that memo.

“My first name is Cade,” he says, his voice dropping low
as he steps closer, his hand twitching like he’s going to reach
for me. “And trust me when I say that I’'m very happy to see
you again.”

“I had no idea you were... you. I mean, when we met. I
didn’t know you were my new boss.”

He smirks. “If you had, I’'m sure you wouldn’t have
disappeared on me.”



“I’d never have gone to the hotel with you in the first
place.”

I’m lying, and something in the way his eyes drop to my
mouth, then bounce up to meet mine again, flaring with heat,
tells me he knows it.

“We could have had a nice morning, you know. I am in
town for a few days, after all. I was disappointed to find you
gone when I woke up.”

The way he emphasizes the word “disappointed” sends my
mind to dirty places. Places he s occupied all week.

I clear my throat. “That would have been totally
unprofessional. I... you’ve got to know, Mr. McAll—"

“Cade.”

“Fine. Cade. But believe me, I would never have hooked
up with you if I’d known who you really were.”

“Then isn’t it lucky for me that we kept everything so
mysterious?” he murmurs with a grin, reaching out and
running the back of his hand down my cheek.

I shiver, suddenly realizing how near to me he’s standing.
Did he move closer? Or did I?

I honestly have no idea, but my body reacts to him like it
remembers every single touch, lick, stroke, and bite he gave
me.

Because it does.

1 do.

Heat pools in my core, and I swallow hard again, reeling as
I try to reconcile the hot-as-fuck hookup that’s already shot to
the top of my list of best sex of my life, with the billionaire
asshole I came here to meet. The one who’s planning on
sucking the heart and soul out of one of the places I love the
most.

That thought kills some of the sexual tension thrumming
between us.



I take a step back, giving him my blandest customer
service smile. “Well, there’s no mystery anymore, Mr.
McAllister.”

He opens his mouth, probably to correct me about using
his first name again. But I need to keep some distance between
us, to remember that we’re nothing more than boss and
employee, or else ’'m going to give in and lick the man.

“This weekend 1s about business,” I say quickly, not giving
him the chance to jump in and insist on more familiarity.
“Only business.”

“I agree, Ms. Evans.” He smirks again. “We do have
unfinished business.”

The low tenor of his voice makes my clit throb, and I
stiffen my spine, determined to ignore it. “I’m here to do a job.
I’m more than capable of keeping things professional between
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us.

Instead of getting him to back off, my words make his eyes
flare as if I’ve just laid down a challenge that he’s eager to
accept.

“Are you?” he practically growls, looking at me like he
wants to eat me.

“Absolutely,” I say, lying through my teeth again.

Of course | want him to eat me up. I dream of him laying
me out and taking me apart like he did the first time. Even
though I honestly never expected to see him again, it hasn’t
stopped me from reliving the time we spent together, over and
over, since | left his hotel. But no matter how much I enjoyed
my fantasy man, [’ve disliked this man—the faceless
billionaire property developer who swooped in to snatch
Whispering Pines out of John’s ailing hands—ever since 1
found out about his existence.

I just need to remember that, and remember what Cade 1s
really here for.

What Mr. McAllister plans on doing to the place.



“I’'m here to show you around the resort,” I remind him,
hardening myself against my attraction to him by silently
adding the resort you want to destroy in my mind. “I’m happy
to get started as soon as you’re ready.”

I hold out my hand, putting on my most businesslike
attitude, and after a moment, he shakes it. His hand doesn’t
linger, but I can feel the way his fingers are slightly callused in
a way that says that despite his billions, he doesn’t spend all
his time in a boardroom.

I remember all too well how those fingers felt on much
more intimate parts of me, and I lock those memories down
with a vengeance as | yank my hand away and step back.

He knows how he affected me, the cocky bastard, and the
appreciative way his gaze lingers on me tells me that I’'m not
the only one who’s reliving that night in my mind.

“Shall we start?” I ask, proud of the way I keep my voice
steady.

“Haven’t we already?” he murmurs, a smile hovering
around his lips.

“Why don’t I show you around the premises?” 1 suggest,
ignoring the innuendo in his words. “Have you already begun
familiarizing yourself with the property?”

He makes a non-committal sound, his heated gaze still
riveted to me as if business is the last thing on his mind, so I
take the lead.

“Great!” I say, as if he actually answered. “Then let’s start
here in the lodge.”

“Perfect.” He grins. “Show me everything.”

My stomach flutters at how suggestive he makes that
sound, but I turn away quickly to hide my expression from
him.

Honestly, I’'m so rattled that I can barely remember how to
speak, but luckily, I know Whispering Pines like the back of
my hand. I have no problem rattling off both the practical and
whimsical details of the building on autopilot as I start to



guide him through the large building, pointing out its features
and regaling him with a little of its history.

“The windows here are one of my favorite features,” I tell
him, running my fingers over the rippled glass when we reach
one of the upper floors. “The glass is antique, salvaged from a
church in a nearby town and shipped in, piece by piece. Some
of the panes are original, dating back to the eighteen hundreds.
It’s a beautiful detail. The stained glass has a kind of muted
quality that really lends a certain feeling of old-world charm.”

“Beautiful,” he murmurs, but his eyes are on me, not the
windows.

Good lord, the man is a menace.

I turn toward the stairs and continue the tour, moving us
away from the windows and showing him the rest of the top
floor as he nods along, giving me his full attention.

He’s not taking notes though, and that annoys me. Sure,
our hookup was incredible, but does he just not care because
of his plans to tear the place down? Is this level of detail
beneath him? The kind of thing he usually delegates to a
corporate minion?

“Did you bring anyone with you?” I ask, turning to face
him again.

My heart rate instantly kicks up as I lock eyes with him,
the intensity of his gaze shooting through me despite my best
efforts to keep some distance between us.

Then he grins. “Are you fishing... Ms. Evans?”

He pauses before my name, just long enough to make me
feel ridiculous for insisting on the formality. The man Aas had
his tongue inside me, after all. Among other things.

I clear my throat. “Just wondering if you brought along a
secretary or assistant to help with the transition.”

“So close to Christmas? What kind of monster do you take
me for?” he asks, his green eyes gleaming with amusement. “I
gave everyone time off for the holiday. This is really just a
chance for me to get a feel for the place, since I didn’t have a



chance to visit in person before acquiring it. I’ll start with the
real work after the new year.”

I tilt my head to the side. “If you wanted to get a feel for
the place, why get the hotel in Denver? Why not just stay
here?”

The grin he gives me is positively filthy this time. “Denver
has its perks.”

I blush. I can’t help it. But thankfully, he respects the
boundaries I’ve put up not to get any more explicit than that as
he goes on.

“Actually, that was just a convenience for the first few
days I was in town. Now that my friends have arrived, we’re
all staying here at the resort. We’ll be spending the holiday
here.”

I clear my throat. “Friends?”
“Don’t worry, | mean male friends.”
I roll my eyes. “I’m definitely not worried.”

“Two of my closest, actually,” he says, his grin turning into
something softer. “I don’t see them nearly enough, but this
year, the timing worked out for all three of us. And since one
of them actually grew up around here—"

We’ve been moving toward the large commercial kitchen
at the back of the lodge as we speak, and it’s all the warning I
get before he ushers me inside. As we step into the room, the
second shock of the day hits me like a ton of bricks when I see
the man standing at the counter, a steaming cup of coffee in his

hand.

“Sadie, let me introduce you to my friend, Dex Blaine.
Dex, Sadie—I mean, Ms. Evans—was John Nelson’s
executive assistant. She’s here to help me figure out what I’'m
doing with the place.”

Cade goes on for a second, going a little bit over the top as
he talks me up. Everything he’s saying is probably all based on
what John told him about me, but I barely register it, stunned



into silence as I stare into the all-too-familiar amber eyes of
Cade’s friend.

Better known as my ex’s older brother.

Seriously, what the fuck kind of Twilight Zone episode
have I fallen into?

Dex Blaine may be one of my fantasy-man-slash-
billionaire-boss-nemesis’s “closest friends,” but that’s not all
he is. He’s also a massive pain in my ass. One I thankfully
haven’t had the displeasure of having to put up with in years.
And I say that not just because of the unfair and entirely secret
attraction I always felt for him, but because he really is one of
the most insufferable men alive.

Dex laughs, a single harsh, disbelieving bark of sound,
holding up a hand to stop Cade. “No need to talk Sadie up so
much. We already know each other.”

Cade blinks. “You do?”

A small part of me feels a little bit smug at the surprise on
Cade’s face. It’s nice that I'm not the only one caught off
guard here. But the larger part of me is still too busy reeling
from this blast from my past.

“We do,” Dex confirms, smirking as he calmly takes a sip
of his coffee, his eyes raking me over. “She used to date my
younger brother.”






SADIE

DEex’s REVELATION makes Cade stiffen up for a moment, and
he shoots me a loaded look that’s both curious and, if I’'m not
mistaken, laced with what almost looks like a touch of
jealousy.

Before I can decide if I’'m imagining what I just saw or
not, he looks back at Dex, raising an eyebrow with a quiet
smirk. “Oh, really? Small world.”

“Damn right it is,” Dex says with the lazy grin [ remember
all too well, taking another sip of coffee. The way he leans
back against the counter says he doesn’t have a care in the
world, but his eyes stay locked on me above the rim of his cup,
his gaze sharp and assessing.

Or, if he’s anything like he used to be, sharp and judging.

My heart rate picks up, and I lift my chin, refusing to let
him get to me even if I kind of wish the floor would open
under me and swallow me whole.

“Very small,” I agree. Then, pulling on a protective cloak
of professionalism, I add, “How have you been?”

“Fine.”

Cade looks back and forth between us with interest, and I
bite back a sigh at Dex’s cryptic answer.

He’s not going to give me an inch, is he? It’s bad enough
that the memory of the best sex of my life is now tainted by
finding out it was with my new boss, the billionaire asshole set



on destroying something I truly love. But on top of that, I have
to deal with my ex’s older brother now?

Dex has never liked me.
Worse, I was never sure why.

One of the reasons it didn’t work out with his brother,
Parker, was that Parker made it clear he wished I would fall
into a more stereotypical female role. He wanted me to be his
supporter and his eye candy instead of someone with my own
opinions and ambitions. Basically, he wanted to date his idea
of me, instead of me.

I always figured Dex’s dislike of me was because he and
his brother were cut from the same cloth, but honestly, who
knows? It wasn’t like it was any of his business, and he’s still
giving me the same kind of look he used to level at me back
then—staring at me like he can read every one of my thoughts
—so0 maybe he’s just a dick.

“How’s Parker doing?” I ask, doubling down on just how
professional and pleasant I can be in the face of these
curveballs the universe keeps trying to throw at me.

“Fine,” Dex repeats, this time with a little bite to it. When
Cade’s eyebrows shoot up at his tone, he loosens up a little,
adding, “The last I heard, he was dating an Instagram
influencer.”

I make a very unladylike snort, then cover it up with a
cough.

Dex arches a brow. “Do you care? I thought you’d be over
him by now.”

The question makes me blanche. Not because I’m not over
Parker, because that is seriously old news, but because I can’t
stand the way Dex still has the power to get under my skin.

“I was just curious,” I say, giving him a tight smile. “I
haven’t talked to Parker since we broke up.”

Dex smiles, a grin with some teeth. “Good.”

Cade is watching us both as avidly as a hawk, and the
combined intensity of their scrutiny is making me feel like I’'m



about to combust. In other circumstances, I’d blame the heat
I’'m feeling on a whole different kind of emotion, but this is
definitely not the time or place for that.

Or the men for it, [ remind myself quickly.

“Should we continue with the tour?” I suggest, turning my
attention back to Cade with a bright smile.

“Sounds good,” he agrees easily.

Dex pushes himself away from the counter, draining the
last of his coffee and setting the mug down on the counter.
“I’ll come along too, yeah?”

“Sure,” Cade says.
“Why?” I ask at the same time.

Dex grins at me, clapping Cade on the shoulder. “Gotta
make sure my buddy here made a good investment.”

I bite my tongue to keep from snapping that Whispering
Pines is so much more than an investment. It’s a haven where
people make memories. But I’'m here to do a job, so I’ll do it.

“Let me show you the guest rooms next. Each one has its
own character, but the rustic theme carries through all of them.
My favorite 1s the one with the claw foot bathtub, because the
original owners of the resort had it commissioned. The feet are
actually carved to look like pine cones. You know, for
Whispering Pines?”

I lead the two men from the kitchen, telling them a little bit
more about the local artist who made it. The tension between
Dex and me eases slightly as I talk them through the rest of the
lodge, and pretty soon, I’'m caught up in some of the happy
memories I’ve made here, almost starting to enjoy myself as |
share details of the place I love with the two of them.

It takes us almost two hours to get through the entire
building, but just when we’re about to move outside to tour the
grounds, my phone sounds with a harsh, staccato alarm.

“What’s that?”” Cade asks, frowning as I pull it out.



I’ve already recognized the sound—it’s a severe weather
alert, and living where we do, it’s not the first time I’ve heard
it—but before I can tell him that, his own phone goes off, and
then Dex’s does too.

I swipe across the screen to read the alert, grimacing as I
do. The earlier forecast about that winter storm that’s barreling
down on us has been revised. Now it’s on track to hit us hard,
right here at Whispering Pines.

“Well, shit,” Dex says, frowning down at his own phone as
he undoubtedly reads the same thing.

“Nah, it’s fine,” Cade says, tucking his phone back into his
pocket. “Nothing to worry about.”

“You don’t know Colorado storms,” I tell him, starting to
freak out a little. Not because of the storm itself. I'm a
Colorado girl, born and bred. But getting snowed in here with
these two? The guy I hooked up with last week and the older
brother of my ex?

Oh, hell no.

“No, really,” Cade says with the confidence of a man
who’s used to throwing money at problems and making them
go away. “It’s not going to be a problem. I was already
planning on Dex and Noah staying here with me through the
holidays, so the place is well stocked.”

Well, that’s just great, but it’s still not happening. No way
in hell am I putting myself through that.

I glance at the alert again, then look out the window. The
snow 1s coming down hard, but I can still make it down the
mountain, as long as I leave now.

Right now.

I give Cade a bright smile. “Well, I’'m glad you two—um,
three—will be okay, but I’d better get going. I’ve got some big
holiday plans, and I can’t risk missing them,” I lie, quickly
walking toward the entrance to retrieve my outerwear and
purse. “I need to get back down to Denver before the mountain
roads become impassable.”



“Do you think that’s safe?” Cade asks, following me as he
eyes the snow-swept landscape outside.

I nod. “For now, but I'm glad you have supplies laid in.
Plowing the roads up here is already pretty low on the county’s
priority list since the lodge is so far out, so now that it’s closed
to guests...”

I shrug, and Dex frowns at me. I have no idea if it’s
because he can tell just like I can that the storm really is
coming fast and I’'m going to be cutting it close, or if he
picked up enough about the dysfunctional nature of my family
life back when Parker and 1 were dating to suspect that my
excuse of holiday plans is total bullshit.

Before he can call me out on either one, I finish buttoning
up my coat and grab my purse, fishing out my car keys. “We
can continue this after the holiday if you’d like,” I call out to
Cade as I turn toward the door. “Or I can just email you the
rest of the information you’ll need.”

I pull one of the heavy double doors open, and a blast of
cold slams into me. I lift my chin, daring it to try to stop me as
I tug on my gloves.

“The snow’s coming down pretty hard, kitten,” Dex says,
making my spine snap straight with irritation when he slips in
the old nickname he used to toss at me whenever we snarked
at each other back in the day. Which, to be clear, was basically
whenever we had to breathe the same air.

“I’'ll ' be fine. I’ve had chains on my tires since
Thanksgiving.”

“I still don’t think you should leave,” Cade says, following
me out to the lodge’s wide porch. He crosses his arms over his
chest, making his inked arms flex under the Henley he’s
wearing. | can’t see his tattoos right now, but just knowing
they’re there is enough to bring back memories of tracing
them with my fingertips.

[ turn away.

“I’ll be fine,” 1 repeat, waving them both off and heading
to my car.



I haven’t been here long, but it’s already covered in two
inches of snow.

“Shit,” T whisper, making quick work of brushing it off,
barely listening as the guys continue to call out to me. They—
along with the third one Cade mentioned—are welcome to
hole up here and enjoy all the amenities Whispering Pines has
to offer for the holidays. I’'m getting the hell out.

I wave to them again before I finally hop in the car,
squinting a little through the falling snow, then crank up the
heat and drive off.

“Well, this is fun,” I mutter under my breath, cranking up
the volume on the Christmas station I’m listening to as I try to
drown out the sound of my pounding heart.

I have plenty of experience driving in Colorado winters
and know these roads like the back of my hand, but I still
return my hands to ten-and-two and slow down until I’'m
practically crawling down the mountain, because trying to
outdrive the storm may have been a poor decision.

“No, it will be fine,” I reassure myself when I hit a patch
of ice. “It will be fine.”

I steer through it, my heart pounding, but straighten out
just fine thanks to traveling at a snail’s pace.

I laugh with relief as I regain control of the car. “See?
Totally fine. And much better than being snowed in with—oh
shit!”

The last word bursts out of me as I hit more ice and the car
starts to fishtail. Visibility is down to practically nothing, but
when the car’s front end suddenly dips before jolting to a stop
abrupt enough to lock my seatbelt, I realize I’ve gone off the
road.

“Shit,” I gasp in disbelief. “That did not just happen.”

This must be a bad dream. Because being stuck in a ditch
with my car wedged into a snowbank in the middle of a
blizzard, while listening to Blake Shelton crooning about
thanking the storm? No.



Nope.
Fuck.
Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I turn off the Christmas music just as Blake hits the chorus
with Gwen Stefani, the silence closing around me like a winter
blanket.

“Okay,” 1 mutter to myself as the initial adrenaline rush
starts to pass. “I’ve got this. It’s just a minor setback. I'm
prepared. And I’m definitely not spending Christmas in my
Subaru.”

I force myself to loosen my grip on the steering wheel,
then take another moment to psyche myself up a little more.
Then I wrap my scarf a little tighter around my neck and get
out of the car.

“Dammit,” I hiss as the cold bites right through my coat
and sinks its teeth into my skin.

[ make my way around to the trunk, clomping through the
rapidly deepening snow, and pull out the tools every good
Colorado girl keeps back there. Then, with determination and
a touch of stubbornness, I take my snow brush and start
attacking the snow piled around my tires.

But the flakes are falling so fast that it’s impossible to
make much headway before more snow piles up.

After several minutes, I stop, breathing hard.

Shit.

It’s time to cut my losses and head back to the lodge. If
there’s one silver lining to this situation, it’s that I'm cold
enough that I’'m not even worried about being stuck there for
the duration of the storm with two men who light my blood on
fire.

I toss my winter tools back into the trunk and grab my
purse and my small suitcase, then lock up the car and turn
back toward Whispering Pines. The snow is coming down
even harder now, but there’s only one road up the mountain,



and I’ve driven it so many times that I could probably find my
way back blindfolded.

At least that’s what I keep telling myself as I start to hike
back up the road.

But although the path should be easy to follow, it’s getting
really hard to see with how hard the snow is coming down. I
can’t even see my own tire tracks anymore.

Dammit. Have I gotten myself totally turned around?

I’m alone out here, and I’'m getting a little scared now. It’s
so cold that parts of me are starting to go numb, it’s getting
dark, and I’'m not even sure I’m still on the road.

Clutching my suitcase to my chest to block some of the
wind, I peer into the darkness and try to get my bearings.

“Okay,” I mutter, the words distorted by my chattering
teeth. “I think that’s a cabin over there. That means I must still
be—ohmygod.”

A figure suddenly looms out of the darkness in front of
me, a huge, shadowed shape lurching toward me out of the
impenetrable wall of snow falling from the sky.

“Ahhh!”

I scream, instinctively swinging my suitcase at it.






SADIE

THEe WEIGHT of the suitcase as I swing it makes me
overbalance, and I start to go down, my feet slipping out from
under me. But before I can fall, a massive hand shoots out and
wraps around my arm. I’m yanked against a chest that feels
just as hard as the ice I thought I was going to land on.

The figure grunts, sounding annoyed. “What are you
doing?”

“What are you doing?” I blurt, a little embarrassed that I
thought the man in front of me was some kind of snow
monster or something when he first appeared. I pull free of his

hold, peering up at him. “Who are you, and why are you up
here?”

“Noah King. Cade sent me out to look for you.”

“Oh,” I murmur, feeling like an idiot. Cade had mentioned
that a third friend would be staying with him through the
holidays. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.”

He raises an eyebrow, then reaches down and fishes my
suitcase out of the snow. “With this?”

“I did hit you with it.”

He pins me with a skeptical look for a moment, then
shakes his head and reaches for my arm again. “Come on.
Cade and Dex are out here too. Let’s get back so I can let them
know I found you.”

“Oh god.” My face heats up despite the fact that it feels
half frostbitten. “All of you? I’'m so sorry. It’s freezing out.”



“And yet someone decided it would be a good idea to try
to drive down the mountain in a blizzard,” he mutters as he all
but drags me after him, my suitcase still in his other hand.

“It wasn’t supposed to turn into a blizzard,” I say in my
defense, panting a little with exertion as I try to keep up with
him. Something that’s only possible because he still hasn’t let
go of me.

“And yet, here we are.”

“Did you see the alerts? They clearly said winter storm.
Not blizzard. No one said anything about a blizzard.”

“I’1l be sure to let Mother Nature know she fucked up,” he
says, glancing down at me, a dark shape almost obscured by
the frigid snow around us. Not falling around us. No. The
wind feels like it’s whipping it into a million icy knives.

My teeth are chattering so hard that when I laugh at his dry
delivery, it comes out more like a wheezing gasp.

He doesn’t turn around, just keeps plowing through the
frozen landscape like he really is a yeti.

I let him lead me along without any protest for a few
minutes, but then realize that ’'m actually the one who knows
this mountain, not him. And yes, I’'m exhausted and freezing
and can’t see a damn thing, but this is definitely not the
direction I was headed before he found me.

“Are you... sure... we’re going the right way?”
CGYup.ﬁ,

“We are going back to the lodge, right? You’re not a serial
killer?”

(6N0p6.7,

I dig in my feet and yank my arm out of his grasp,
shivering so hard I can barely get the words out. “We’re not
going back to the lodge?”

He turns back to me and sighs, the exasperated sound
almost drowned out by the blizz—the winter storm around us.
“Yes, we’re going back to the lodge. No, I’'m not a serial killer.



And we’re never going to get there if you don’t pick up the
pace.”

“I—ahh.”

The embarrassing sound is startled right out of me when,
instead of having a conversation about it like a civilized
person, he just scoops me up in his huge arms. Turning back in
the direction he seems so sure is the right one, he starts
carrying me along.

I cling to him, completely embarrassed that it’s come to
this, especially when I know I’'m no lightweight.

I should probably fight him on it, but it honestly doesn’t
even seem to slow him down. And since I'm a strong
independent woman who’s also so damn tired and cold that I
was apparently walking down the mountain before he found
me when I should have been heading back up, I can’t seem to
find the will to argue with the way he keeps manhandling me.

Something glimmers in the darkness ahead of us.
Whispering Pines.

“I should, um, walk the rest of the way on my own,” I
force myself to offer, my arms reflexively tightening around
his neck because now that he’s got me, slogging through the
knee-high snow is the last thing I want to do.

“NO 2

If my teeth weren’t still chattering, I might actually smile
at his high-handed grouchiness. King is a good last name for
him.

“But I’m too heavy.”

The only reaction I get is a scoff, and I bite my tongue,
holding in any further protests since it’s slightly warmer in his
arms anyway. Besides, Noah seems bound and determined to
do whatever he wants, and since that includes saving me, |
really don’t have any cause to complain.

Even if I don’t fight him, I can’t seem to stop the words
I’m biting back from rolling around in my head. Lord knows I
heard enough of them from my ex. Parker has been out of my



life for a few years now, but the disparaging remarks he used
to make about my weight have stuck with me.

He never would have picked me up. He wouldn’t even let
me get on top during sex. But this is the second time in the
space of a week that a man has lifted me up without any
hesitation or apparent strain, and a tiny frisson of warmth curls
inside my chest when I realize that.

I shake it off. Both Cade and Noah are virtual strangers
who will be out of my life again before I can blink, and
besides, it’s not like Parker was wrong. I have a mirror and am
perfectly aware of my more generous proportions, no matter
how effortlessly these two men seem to manhandle me.

We reach the lodge, all lights blazing, and Noah stops just
inside the door—still without putting me down—and flicks
them a few times.

“It’s what we agreed on to signal that we found you,” he
tells me without waiting to be asked. “Cell service is shit out
there.”

“It’s all the tall trees,” I get out, my teeth still chattering
even though we’re finally out of the storm. “We don’t have it
in the lodge either.”

He grunts in acknowledgment, then clomps through the
lobby, heading up toward the guest rooms.

This is the point where I really do need to tell him to put
me down, but even though I'm still freezing, it’s like the
warmth of the lodge has reached right into my soul and sucked
the last of my energy out.

Noah finally gets me inside of one of the bedrooms and
sets me on my feet. [ wrap my arms around myself, turning to
face him, and my breath hitches.

He was nothing more than a dark, looming shape with
indistinct features out in the darkness of the storm, so this is
the first good look at him I’ve gotten.

Holy shit. He’s gorgeous. And also Auge.



He must be a foot taller than me, maybe more. And with
the scruff on his strong jawline, dark hair worn a little bit on
the longer side, and broad shoulders that are evident even
beneath the layers of his winter wear, he has a rugged,
untamed look that makes him look like a mountain man.

He frowns, reaching for me, and it jolts me out of my
momentary daze.

“What are you doing?” I gasp, jerking backward slightly.

“You’re soaked.” His piercing midnight blue eyes drill into
me with a look of impatient annoyance. “You need to take
these layers off before they make you ill.”

“I’ll do it,” I tell him quickly, flushing as I start to unwind
my snow-encrusted scarf.

His frown eases up and I get a terse nod in response, but he
doesn’t take his intense gaze off me.

I get the scarf untangled and set it aside, making a mental
note to be sure to take care of the snowmelt later since
obviously we’ve got no housekeeping staff here at the
moment. Then I bite the fingers of my gloves, pulling one off
after the other, and start on the buttons of my coat.

It takes me a moment to realize Noah is still standing in
front of me, watching every move I make like a hawk. He
doesn’t blink. Doesn’t glance away. Doesn’t even try to
pretend he’s going to honor normal rules of propriety as I
finally get my coat off and grab the hem of my sweater with
achingly cold fingers. He just stares, unblinking.

I wait, subtle shivers still wracking my body despite the
warm room.

“For fuck’s sake, I know how to undress myself,” I say
after a moment. “You don’t need to supervise.” He’s still
staring at me, so I wave my hand at him, making a swirling
motion. “Turn around.”

His frown comes back, but he does it, turning to face the
door and giving me a view of his broad back exaggerated by
his winter coat, and a view of an ass that should honestly be
illegal.



“I don’t hear any movement back there,” he grunts.
“You’re going to get sick if you don’t get out of those clothes.
You sure you can handle it on your own?”

I yank my gaze away from his ass, embarrassment
flooding me as I realize I got totally distracted. “Yes, I’m fine.
And most people would have the courtesy to leave the room.”

“Most people wouldn’t have run out into the snow in the
middle of a blizzard,” he shoots back.

I purse my lips. “Winter storm.”
He snorts, not even dignifying that with a response.

“And I didn’t run off, I drove,” I point out, yanking my
sweater off and tossing it aside. “With chains on my tires.”

“Yeah, I noticed that when I passed your car in the ditch.”

I huff out a breath. “That wasn’t my fault. There was black
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Despite the fact that I’'m still staring at his ass—I mean, his
back—I just know he’s raising that annoying eyebrow at me
again.

I clear my throat, my nipples hardening to twin peaks
through my thin, wet bra. “You can leave now.”

“I can’t risk 1t.”

My hands pause at the waistband of my slacks. “What do
you mean?”

“Cade and Dex would be pissed if I let you run out and get
lost in that blizzard again.”

I frown, starting to wiggle out of my wet pants before I
realize I’'m not going to get far without taking off my boots
first. “You think I’'m going back out there? I’'m not that
stupid.”

“You did it once.”
“I thought I could make it.”

“You were wrong.”



I kick off my boots, then finally manage to get my pants
off and kick those away too. “Yeah? Well, you’re infuriating.”

I hear something suspiciously close to a chuckle. “I think
you mean [’m right.”

“No,” I grit out, my teeth chattering hard. “I mean—"
“Sadie?”

I jump when Cade and Dex burst into the room, my hands
flying up in an instinctive reaction, trying to cover myself. ’'m
in nothing more than my bra, panties, and thick winter socks
now, and I’m not sure what it says about me that instead of
being mortified to be on display like this, my first thought is
how horridly unsexy the socks are.

It makes my cheeks heat to nuclear levels, especially since
both men freeze the moment they see me, their eyes going
wide as they rake over my body. Heat flashes across Cade’s
face, and my body reacts just like it did the day we met. I suck
in a sharp breath, then realize he’s not the only one staring at
me practically naked.

A tingling heat gathers between my legs as my eyes fly up
to meet Dex’s. Before I can even begin to make sense of the
complicated look on his face, Noah makes an odd, animalistic
sound that pulls their attention off me, shifting his body so that
it blocks their view.

“She’s changing,” he says, crossing his huge arms in front
of his chest.

His words break me out of my shock, and I quickly crouch
down to open my suitcase, tugging on the first dry things I
find.

“I need to call and get my car out of that ditch,” I blurt, the
confused emotions swirling inside me igniting the “flight” part
of my fight-or-flight response even though I know there’s no
way any emergency vehicles are going to be able to get up
here right now.

Noah scoffs again as he turns around to face me, and Dex,
as judgmental as ever, frowns at me.



Cade is the one who points out the obvious though. “I
don’t think anyone’s going to be able to manage those roads
right now. You shouldn’t be thinking of leaving until after the
weather clears.”

Which is exactly what he told me before, even though he’s
gracious enough not to tack on an / told you so.

Dex has no such qualms. “Just like we said before, Sadie!
Goddammit, that was a stupid move. You could’ve gotten
trapped in your car and frozen to death!”

“This i1sn’t my first winter storm,” I snap, lashing out at
him because he’s right, and the thought is terrifying. “I have a
full survival kit in my trunk.”

Dex narrows his eyes. “And how much good did that do
you?”’

“To be fair,” Noah butts in. “She wasn’t trapped in her car
when | found her.”

I blink, not sure why it suddenly sounds like he’s
defending me after he basically told me that he didn’t trust me
not to run back out into the blizzard—I mean, the winter
storm, earlier.

“But I would have been in trouble if you hadn’t found
me,” I admit, swallowing my pride. “Thank you.”

Noabh stares at me hard, his face giving nothing away, then
gives a single nod of acknowledgment.

“You actually cant leave right now, Sadie,” Cade says,
breaking our stare-off. He sounds genuinely worried that |
don’t get it and might try to make a break for it again. “The
blizzard has closed all the passes. We’re stuck here together
for the duration.”

“Winter storm,” I mutter, suddenly feeling flushed and
embarrassed and off kilter around these three. But I know
Cade is right, so when he looks confused and Noah raises that
infuriating eyebrow again, | suck it up and say so. “I’ll stay
until the weather gets better and the roads clear up.”



“Good,” Cade says with a nod of satisfaction, the tension
going out of his shoulders.

I shake my head, holding in a laugh that might have come
out sounding just a tad bit hysterical if I’d let it. Good is
definitely not the word I would have chosen for this situation.
Not even close.

I’m snowed in with all three of them, and by the look of
this storm, that’s not going to change anytime soon.

Fuck.






SADIE

DEex G1ves me a look I can’t quite interpret, but it’s definitely
not neutral. Noah’s expression is much easier to read. In the
short time I’ve known him, he’s had a pretty consistent case of
Resting Annoyed Face, but whether it’s a permanent condition
with him or he’s irritated right now because he just froze his
balls off rescuing me from that storm and now I’m crashing
his holiday getaway with his buddies and about to ruin their
bro time, I’ve got no idea.

Cade, on the other hand, is grinning. “You should unpack
and get settled in.”

I look around. “Here?”

I’m not sure why Noah brought me to this particular guest
room. It’s not the closest one to the front doors, if he was just
trying to warm me up, but it is one of my favorites. I’ve
always liked the warm, inviting decor, not to mention the
custom-made clawfoot tub in its ensuite bathroom.

“Take any room you’d like,” Cade says, still the only one
of the four of us who doesn’t look like he’s sucking lemons at
the idea of me being stuck with them for the holidays.

“Not any room,” Dex says, still staring at me with an
intensity that brings back memories of how uncomfortable it
felt to be around him back when I was dating his brother.

Cade waves him off. “Any unoccupied room. These guys
arrived last night. They’ve already settled in.”

“And you?”



Cade tells me which room he’s taken, and which ones Dex
and Noah are each in, and I realize that if I do stay in this one,
I’m basically going to be surrounded by them. For my own
sanity, I should choose one in the other wing of the lodge.

“This one is fine,” I say instead.

“It makes sense.” Cade shoots me a sexy smirk. “Your
stuff is already here.”

“Right.” I swallow. “It makes sense.”

His smile grows, neither one of us pointing out the obvious
—how easy it would be to grab my single, small suitcase and
find another room.

I clear my throat. “I’1l just stay out of your hair until I can
leave.”

Noah grunts, which I take as agreement, and after getting
another inscrutable look from Dex, they leave the room so I
can unpack.

I don’t even realize how cold I still am until I start to take
my clothing out of my suitcase and find my fingers still stiff. I
shake them out, then rub my hands together before bringing
them up in front of my mouth and blowing on them.

I’d give anything for a cup of hot cocoa to wrap them
around right now, and if it came with a shot of whiskey? I’d
marry the man who handed it to me.

“Although I’d totally settle for a hot bath and a glass of
wine,” I whisper to myself, eyeing the door to the ensuite with
longing.

I’m suddenly encased in warmth, my cold hands wrapped
up in two larger ones and my back pressed against a strong,
familiar chest. “I told you, I’'m well-stocked here,” Cade
murmurs in my ear, rubbing the warmth back into my hands.
“Wine and a hot bath can definitely be arranged.”

My heart lurches. 1 thought he left the room with the
others.

“What are you doing?”’



His breath gusts against the back of my neck, sending
shivers down my spine. “You could have gotten hypothermia
out there. I’m just trying to help you warm up.”

“This 1sn’t how a boss warms up his employee’s hands,” I
point out, my heart racing now.

“Consider it part of the benefits package.” He turns me
around to face him, then brings my hands up to his mouth and
blows on them, his eyes locked on mine. “Better?”

Goosebumps race up my arms, my clit throbbing. “That’s
not what I meant.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

He hasn’t lowered my hands, and his firm lips brush
against my fingertips with each word, a tease that I know he’s
doing on purpose.

Before I can call him out on that, or even decide whether
or not I want to, he drops my hands and cups my cheek. “Why
the hell did you drive off into a storm like that? It wasn’t safe.”

“Is this the ‘I told you so’ you refrained from giving me
earlier?”

He smirks, his thumb stroking my cheek, the tip dipping
into my dimple. “Well, Dex and I did both try to stop you.”

It would be easy to joke around with him and smart to step
away. Instead, I cover his hand with mine, holding it against
me, and admit the truth. “I was trying to escape. I can be
professional. I can do my job. But this, us, it’s too awkward.
The storm was a good excuse to get away and get some
breathing room.”

“And yet, you decided to stay in the room next to mine.”
“I had no idea who you were when I showed up today.”

“I know. Believe me, I was just as surprised as you were.
Although, maybe more pleasantly so.”

He’s fishing, and I bite my lip. If I’'m talking to my hookup
from last week, to the strong, tender man I had so much fun



with, I’d deny it. Running into Aim again would be a very
pleasant surprise.

But Cade isn’t wrong. He’s not that man. Or, he 1s, but he’s
also something more. Someone whose plans for Whispering
Pines mean that his values fundamentally don’t align with
mine.

“Seeing you again, it was just too much,” I confess. “It
brought back... memories.”

He smirks, looking smug and far too sexy.

I drop my hand and smack his chest, laughing. “It made it
hard to focus.”

He rubs the spot I hit, grinning as he stares down at me.
Then he leans in, brushing my hair back from my shoulder to
whisper in my ear. “I can still remember how you taste.”

His fingers trail over my throat as he pulls back, and I
whimper, clenching my thighs together. My panties dampen
with arousal, heat thrumming through my blood with every
beat of my heart.

“Maybe [ should switch rooms,” 1 whisper, swaying
toward him.

He smiles, the same irresistible one I remember so well
from the hotel. “Maybe you shouldn’t.”

The attraction between us is making the air feel charged,
the sexual tension so high that every breath I take feels like it
might snap it.

“Cade...” I start, not sure at all where I’'m going with this.

“Not Mr. McAllister?” he teases.

I laugh, the tension easing a little but the heat rising even
higher when he takes one of my hands and brings it back up to
his mouth. He kisses the tips of my fingers, then gently bites
one.

“Shit,” T gasp, pure electricity shooting down to my core.
“I’'m just, um, just trying to keep things professional between
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us.



He shakes his head, still holding my hand. “Let’s make a
deal.”

“What kind of deal?”

“I’ve got no doubt at all that you’re excellent at your job,
but you’re off the clock now. You’re not my employee in any
capacity while we’re all snowed in here, agreed?”

My heart starts to race. “You’re firing me?”

His thumb strokes the back of my hand, and he tugs me a
little closer. “No. But I’'m proposing a free pass, for the both of
us. Just while we’re snowed in here together.”

“What does that mean?” I ask as my breasts press against
his chest, my nipples tingling at the contact.

Cade’s free hand winds around my waist to hold me in
place. “It means that whatever we do won’t count. It won’t
affect our working relationship. And we’ll both be free to
enjoy the holiday.”

The innuendo he puts on the word “enjoy” would be a little
over the top if I wasn’t so turned on, and when he grins down
at me, I’'m reminded all over again that on top of being
incredibly attracted to him, he’s fun.

“Quit being so tempting,” I say, laughing as I step away.

He lets me go, but follows after me, tipping my chin up as
he stares down at me. “There’s no way I’m quitting that. Not if
it’s working.” He pauses. Then, with a boyish smile, he
presses, “Is it working?”

I do my best to hold in the smile he’s determined to pull
out of me, but it’s a losing battle. “I need to think about it.”

He searches my face, tracing my lips as they curve
upward, then running his thumbs over my dimples. “Then
maybe I should give you something to consider while you’re
thinking about it,” he finally whispers, leaning in and giving
me a toe-curling kiss.

When he finally breaks away, I’'m panting and too turned
on to feel self-conscious about it. He smirks, then leaves the



room with a final reminder to let him know if I need any help
finishing my unpacking.

I could definitely use some help with something right now,
but it’s not my suitcase.

“Asshole,” I whisper when he closes the door behind him,
totally unable to wipe the smile off my face.

He keeps defying the idea I have of him in my head, and
I’m not sure how to reconcile that with the assumptions I made
when I walked in here this morning. Before I realized that
Cade McAllister, asshole billionaire, was also Cade
McAllister, my nameless fantasy man.

I shake my head and get on with settling into the room, my
mind racing as I pull out my toiletries and arrange them in the
bathroom. I glance at the clawfoot tub. The warm bath and
glass of wine still sound good in theory, but I know I’m too
wound up now to actually relax and enjoy them after Cade’s
kiss. Instead, I head back into the bedroom and pull out my
phone to connect to the wifi.

A quick check of the time tells me that Luna’s on her flight
to Big White right now, so I wouldn’t be able to call her even
if we did have cell service at the lodge. But I know my best
friend like I know the back of my hand, and as long as she
picked an airline with in-flight wifi, she’ll be connected and
scrolling through social media.

I fire up my Facebook messenger app.

Even with the asymmetric font I’ve got set as my default
keyboard, the one that makes it slightly easier to work out
texts with my dyslexia, I don’t have the patience for typing out
a message right now. Instead, I hit the little microphone icon
and cross my fingers that the voice-to-text feature won’t
autocorrect anything too horrendously.

ME: Hey girl, 'm snowed in at Whispering Pines
and there have been some... developments.

I stare at the small screen intently, waiting for the three
bouncing dots that will tell me she’s replying, but get nothing.



ME: SOS, Luna. I'm serious. This shit is crazy-
making. A billionaire just proposed to me.

I smirk, knowing for sure that if she is online, that little
piece of clickbait will definitely get a response. And in this
case, it’s true, even if it’s a sexy free pass he proposed and not
the kind Luna’s mind will jump to.
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SADIE

LUNA STILL HASN’T ANSWERED by the time I finish unpacking.
It’s tempting to hole up in my room and avoid the various
levels of discomfort I feel around each of my three temporary
lodge-mates, but I’m starving, and my stomach won’t let me.

I leave my phone on the charger and venture out of my
room, heading toward the kitchen. I’ve got no idea what Cade
considers “well-stocked,” but I’'m hungry enough that if
there’s anything even remotely edible in there, I won’t
complain.

And when I push open the swinging doors, I definitely find
something edible... and as soon as he looks up from the stove
and sees me, I mentally cringe for letting my mind go there.

It doesn’t matter how attractive Dex is. He’s always made
it clear that he doesn’t want me around, and not even my
growling stomach is worth dealing with his loaded comments
and judgmental looks right now.

I start to back away.

“Where are you going?” he asks sharply, eyeing me up and
down.

I raise my eyebrows, crossing my arms over my chest.
“Well, I was going to get out of your way so I didn’t disturb
you,” I say snarkily, his tone sending me right back into old
habits. “But since you asked so nicely...”

To my total shock, instead of snapping back at me, a faint
flush colors his cheeks, making him look chagrined. Or maybe
it’s just the heat of the stove.



“If you came in here, you must be hungry,” he mumbles,
turning back to stir something in the pot in front of him.
“Almost freezing to death will do that to a person.”

I don’t know what to say to that, so after a beat, I blurt out
the painfully obvious. “You’re cooking?”

He snorts. “Obviously.”

I roll my eyes. His prickly sarcasm is exactly what I’d
expect from him, and it’s oddly comforting after all the
curveballs today has thrown at me. Still, I’'m already on edge
enough from everything else that I don’t think I can deal with
my ex’s older brother and his constant animosity right now.

“Great, well, I’'ll leave you to it.”
I turn to go again.

Dex looks up. “No.”

“No?”

He clears his throat. “Stay. If you’re hungry, you should
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eat.

“Okay,” I say, feeling off kilter again. “Um, do you know
what Cade has stocked?”

Dex throws me an enigmatic look. “Yes.”

He gives the pot one more stir, then wipes his hands on a
dishtowel and heads over to the huge, industrial refrigerator.

I start to follow him, and he points to a stool. “Sit.”

“Bossy, much?” I mutter, doing it anyway as he pulls out
an assortment of colorful vegetables and other things from the
fridge.

His lips quirk up on one side, making him look unfairly
handsome. “So I’ve been told.”

He makes quick work of slicing up some of the items he
brought to the counter, and my stomach growls like an
embarrassingly noisy traitor.

“Patience, kitten,” he says with a smirk. “The actual meal
will take a bit, but these canapés will be ready for you in just a



second.”

Before I can snap at him for calling me kitten again, he
slides a plate of little snacks toward me—rustic-looking
crackers topped with some kind of herb-filled spread, along
with some sliced meats and vegetables. My mouth starts
watering too much to engage in our usual testy banter, and
since the snacks turn out to be just as good as they look, I
decide I can forgive him this once.

“What are you making?” I ask once I’ve taken the edge off
my hunger. “It smells amazing.”

He’s dicing a red pepper, the knife flying over the cutting
board at a chef’s speed that surprises me, given that I know his
career 1S in finance, not a Michelin-starred kitchen. My
question makes him pause, and he looks up at me with the
smirk I love to hate back on his face. “Was that an actual
compliment?”

I snort, waving off the snark as I pop another canapé in my
mouth. “Just answer the question,” I say once I’ve swallowed.
“Nobody’s stroking anyone’s ego here.”

He hasn’t gone back to chopping yet, and his eyes flare
with something that—if it were coming from anyone else—I
would definitely have called heat. Then he looks back down,
knife flying again. “Noted. No stroking in the kitchen.”

I choke, and before I recover, he has a glass of water in my
hand.

I glare at him as I drink it, my voice coming out with a
little croak. “Thank you.”

His lips quirk up again. “Just remember, Noah’s not the
only one who saved your life today.”

I roll my eyes. It wasn’t like he did the Heimlich. He just
handed me water.

“How’s your family doing?” I ask, falling back on polite
small talk because the weird energy between us is making me
feel on edge. But as soon as I ask, I find that I genuinely want
to know. The Blaine family has always been close-knit, and
other than this animosity that’s always existed between Dex



and I, I genuinely liked them. In fact, in retrospect, I have to
wonder if part of the appeal of staying with Parker as long as I
did was being a part of their closeness.

But for some reason, my casual question has Dex looking
up at me sharply again. “Why?”

I blink. “What do you mean, why? Um, because I want to
know how they’re doing?”

“You mean, how he’s doing?”

I stare at him, then laugh. “Who, you mean Parker?”

“Obviously.”

I snort, shaking my head. “No, Captain Obvious. Why on
earth would that be obvious? Parker and I don’t even stay in
touch.”

He huffs, a distinctly grouchy sound, and goes back to
dicing his vegetables.

I reach across the counter and steal a piece, then throw it at
his head.

He bats it away and looks back up at me.

“So?” I ask, biting back a grin at the annoyed expression
on his face. “How are they? How’s your mom? Is your dad
still collecting old vinyl?”

He cocks his head, looking at me like he’s trying to solve a
puzzle. “You really want to know?”

“Yeah, I really do,” I say softly, meaning it. “Tell me what
Isabelle and Madelyn are up to these days.”

At the mention of his sister and eight-year-old niece, his
whole body language opens up, a smile hovering around his
unfairly sexy lips.

“They’re doing great,” he says, one of his hands
unconsciously moving in front of his chest, hand flat and
fingers all touching as he brushes it over his heart a few times.
It’s the ASL sign for “happy.”

“Maddie’s in, what, third grade now?”” I ask, grinning.



Dex nods. “She’s got a great teacher who keeps getting her
fired up about learning.”

I laugh. “Isabelle must be thrilled.”

He snorts, shaking his head even as his eyes glint. “I don’t
know if ‘thrilled’ 1s the word. Maddie keeps bugging Isabelle
to take her out to see the Manitou Cliff Dwellings since
they’ve been covering a Native American unit in social
studies, and no amount of telling her it will be better if she
waits until summer will shut her up.”

It’s a figure of speech, but it makes me smile at the
memory of Maddie’s hands enthusiastically flying through
clumsy baby signs the first time I met her. It was at a family
gathering Parker brought me to shortly after we started dating,
and suddenly, with Dex staring at me so intently, I’'m swamped
by another memory from that particular Blaine-family get-
together.

One that has me stumbling over my words as Dex holds
my gaze.

“It’s good to hear that, um, that Maddie’s doing well,” 1
say, the intensity behind his amber eyes making my stomach
flutter. In fact, the look on his face is almost enough to make
me worry that he can read my mind... and to wonder if he
remembers that first time we met too.

But he’s not psychic, obviously, since that shit doesn’t
exist. And besides, there’s nothing to remember.

“Can I help you dice some vegetables?” I ask, brushing
crumbs off my fingers and collecting another cutting board
and knife.

He gives me another funny look, then makes room for me
at the counter and hands me a zucchini. “Sure.”

For a few minutes, we chop and prep in companionable
silence. It’s totally out of character for us, but nice.

I never did understand exactly why he’s always so prickly
around me, but I didn’t always think he hated me. In fact, that
family gathering he just reminded me of was the first time the
two of us met. And when we had?



For a moment, that first time, it had felt like Dex very
much did not hate me.

My breath hitches at the memory, but then I quickly
remind myself that I was obviously wrong. Whatever I’d felt
like may or may not have passed between us back then, the
truth 1s it had all been in my head. And, honestly, is probably
something I should feel a little guilty about since I’d been with
Parker at the time. But the point is, during every other
interaction with Dex since—well, every one up until today—
he’s either ignored me completely, or been gruff, sarcastic, and
sometimes downright harsh.

This odd bubble of companionable silence we’re in as we
prep food together almost makes me want to just outright ask
him about it, but I’'m not that brave and not even sure I really
want to know. Instead, I turn the subject to something I do
want to know.

“How do you know Cade?”

The smooth motion of his knife pauses for a second, and
he glances at me out of the corner of his eye. “We’ve been
friends for a while.”

“That’s not an answer.”

He grins. An honest-to-god grin that’s there and gone so
fast I almost wonder if I imagined it. There’s no way in hell I
could have imagined the way the sight of something like that
would transform his face, though... or the way it makes my
heart race.

“Fine, we met through work,” he says, which makes sense.
“The world we all inhabit can be pretty cutthroat. We started
out doing a few deals together. When those went well, we
started socializing a bit, and at some point, you find out who
your real friends are and the value of keeping them close.”

That last part is cryptic enough to ignite my curiosity. |
don’t know all that much about Dex’s personal life, other than
that he was married for a while and now isn’t anymore.
Suddenly, I find out that I want to though. I want to know what
makes this man tick.



But it’s not what we’re here for. Hell, we’re not even here
by choice. Or at least, ’'m not.

“I assume that for you, that means Cade... and Noah?”

“That’s right.” He slants me another look out of the corner
of his eye, then smoothly slides my cutting board away and
hands me a block of cheese and a grater. “How do you know

Cade?”

I flush, the question catching me off guard even though it
shouldn’t have. It’s just that I’ve been so caught up in my
complicated feelings about Dex that, for the first time all
week, my hookup with Cade had temporarily slipped my
mind.

“You know how,” I say, focusing all my attention on the
cheese. “He bought Whispering Pines from John. He’s my
boss, for now at least. I’'m here to help with the transition.”

“Right,” Dex says with a scoff, the word dripping with all
the judgmental sarcasm I’ve come to expect from him.

“It’s the truth!” I say defensively, grating a little more
furiously.

“I know why you’re here. I asked how you know him.”

“Fine,” I say, dropping the block of cheese and turning to
face him, my hands on my hips. “We have met before.
Anonymously.”

“So, you hooked up with him.”
I lift my chin. “That’s right.”

Dex smirks, but his amber eyes are hard instead of glowing
this time. “I thought so.”

He goes back to food prep while I glare at the judgy
bastard’s profile. He is unfairly handsome. He’s got the same
dark brown hair as Parker, but somehow, it looks sexier on
Dex. He’s almost a foot taller than me at 6’5, with broad
shoulders and muscular arms that, along with his chiseled
jawline, make him look like some kind of action figure come
to life. An upscale, sophisticated action figure, but still
someone who no one would bat an eye about if he suddenly



declared he’d been chosen to fight evil and protect those who
couldn’t protect themselves.

At least, not until he opened his mouth.

I kick his ankle. Lightly, but without a single ounce of
remorse.

He baited me, and now he’s ignoring me. He got away
with that shit for years while I was dating his brother, but
things are different now.

“You thought so?” I repeat when his head snaps around to
look at me in response to my kick. “What’s that supposed to
mean?”

His eyes shutter, and for a second, I think he’s going to
shut me out the way he’s done in the past. But this time, he
doesn’t.

“Cade’s been going on and on about this dream girl he
met,” he says after a minute. “He won’t fucking shut up about
her, even though she ghosted him after their night together.
The way you two have been ever since you arrived today, |
figured it was you.”

He stares at me like he’s waiting for me to confirm it, and
I’m suddenly more flustered than I can remember being in a
while. Cade talked to his friends about me?

”I... um, yes?” I finally say, stumbling over my answer as
several different emotions war inside me.

Dex’s lips tighten for a second, and I quickly look away,
snatching up the block of cheese again and violently dragging
it down the side of the grater.

I’ve got nothing to be ashamed of. It was just no-strings
sex, but it was amazing no-strings sex with a man who it felt
like really got me, and the part of me that’s been swooning
over that memory all week is dangerously touched by the idea
that Cade went “on and on” to his friends about me.

But the more cynical part of me, the part that’s been
burned by more than a few men in the past, wonders if it was
just locker room talk and male gloating.



How much did he tell Cade and Noah?
Does Dex know that Cade fucked my tits?

My nipples tighten, my core clenching as heat floods me,
but my arousal is tainted by the rush of embarrassment that
comes along with it. Worse, I’m not sure if I’'m embarrassed at
the idea of Dex knowing, of him picturing what Cade did to
me... or if I’'m embarrassed by how much that idea turns me
on.

“Kitten?”
“What?” I jerk my head up, heat rushing to my cheeks.

I’'m so distracted by my worry that he’ll somehow guess
what I was thinking that I forget what ’'m doing. The grating
blades nick my finger instead of the cheese on my next
downward pass, and I hiss out a pained breath.

“Shit,” Dex growls, grabbing my hand and dragging me
over to the industrial-sized sink. He runs it under cold water,
frowning as we both watch my blood swirl down the drain.
“You need a damn keeper. First wandering off in a blizzard—"

“It’s a winter storm.”

“It’s a fucking blizzard. And now look at you. You
practically took your own finger off.”

My lips purse. “I wouldn’t go that far.”

He gives me another one of his shuttered looks, then turns
his attention back down to my cut finger. His big hand is
wrapped so tightly around mine that 1 couldn’t have pulled
free even if I’d wanted to, and despite the fact that my finger is
starting to go numb from the cold water, I don’t think I do.

“You’re a menace to yourself,” he murmurs, his thumb
stroking my wrist as he turns my hand this way and that under
the flowing water.

“I think it’s stopped bleeding,” I say after a minute, his
touch doing confusing things to my libido.

He turns off the water and pulls my hand up in front of his
face, then gives a single nod of satisfaction. “Let me bandage



it.”
CCI Can_”

“No,” he says, cutting me off as he pulls out a first aid kit.
He looks up at me again, his lips tilting up. “Menace. I’ll take
care of it. Sit.”

I do. “Bossy.”

He holds my gaze, his smile turning into something that
reminds me of the first time we met. “I can be.”

I squeeze my legs together, my body’s reaction to him
thoroughly distracting me from the mild discomfort of the cut
as he carefully bandages it. He’s almost tender, treating me
like I’'m something precious. Treating me the way every
woman dreams a man will.

But this isn’t ‘a man.” This is Dex. And Dex and I are like
oil and water.

“I should go,” I say as soon as he’s done, slipping off the
stool and backing away from him like he’s something
dangerous. He’s not though. He’s the same Dex I’ve always
known.

It’s these confused feelings inside me that are dangerous.

He frowns, an expression that I’'m used to seeing on his
face and a good reminder that the building attraction I’ve just
been imagining between us is no doubt just as one-sided now
as it was the first time around.

“Sorry I wasn’t much help with the cooking,” I say before
he can say whatever it is that goes along with the current
frown. I hold up my bandaged hand. “I’m just going to leave it
to you before I get blood on everything.”

I don’t give him a chance to point out that [ won’t. That’s
literally what the bandage is for. I just bolt for my room,

because sometimes the only answer to “what the fuck am I
doing?” is to GTFO.
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DEX

SADIE’S MUMBLED excuse about bleeding on the food we’re
preparing is bullshit. She’s running from me. Worse, she
barely ate.

I stare after her as she goes, rubbing my fingertips
together. I can still feel the silk of her skin, and when I drag in
a breath, her familiar honeysuckle scent lingers around me.

I haven’t seen her since she broke up with Parker, and
finding her here has blindsided me.

She’s exactly the same. Gorgeous. Both soft and strong.
Funny and full of snark. I remember everything about her. The
way the dimple on her left cheek is deep enough that a hint of
it shows even when she’s not smiling, and the way the two of
them together are devastating when she does. The shifting
shades of blue in her green eyes that make them look like a
tropical sea. The tiny smattering of freckles across her nose,
barely darker than her skin and shaped a little bit like a cat’s
paw.

I’ve never told her, because I know the nickname annoys
the shit out of her, but it’s why I started calling her kitten.
That, and the fact that she’s soft and irresistible... but still has
some claws.

“I’m an 1diot,” I mutter, finally turning away from the door
she left through and grabbing my knife. I missed my chance,
and I need to live with that.

I should have reached out to her after she broke it off with
my brother. Parker would have been pissed and I know damn



well it would have violated the brotherly code to go after his
ex, but I sucked it up, ignored my feelings, and honored that
once already. The first time I met her. And what did Parker do
with my sacrifice? Showed his true colors and took her for
granted.

I was a fucking idiot for not making my move the minute
he was out of her life, and now I’ve missed my chance again,
because there’s obviously something going on between her
and Cade.

Not that Cade doesn’t deserve some good in his life. He
does. But that doesn’t do shit to calm the green-eyed monster
inside me.

I reach for another zucchini and realize I’ve already diced
all of them, far more than I need for the creamy vegetable
Alfredo dish I’'m making.

“Good thing they freeze well,” I mutter, setting down the
knife and pulling out a pot so I can start some water boiling to
blanche the extra zucchini. No sense letting it go to waste, and
I can already think of a few other meals I can incorporate it in
this week.

None of which distracts me from the fact that not only am
I shit out of luck with Sadie again, but now I know things
about her. Things that 1 deliberately kept myself from
picturing in the past. Things that Cade hasn’t been able to shut
up about ever since his mystery hookup with his “dream girl.”

No way in hell will I tell him she was my dream girl first.

And no way in hell will I be able to stop picturing the shit
he told Noah and me about now. How stunning she was in bed,
those tits of hers...

“Fuck.”

My cock twitches as I curse under my breath, but enough
already. She’s not mine, was never mine, and I respect the bro
code I’ve got with Cade far more than what I have with my
actual brother, so I need to back the fuck off and keep my
fantasies on lockdown.



I get back to cooking, the familiar process soothing me in a
way nothing else does. I’'m damn good at my job and have
made an obscene amount of money doing it, but this is my
passion. It’s something I’ll always make time for, and the
reason I’ve never hired a personal chef.

It was one of many points of contention with my ex-wife,
Anna. We married young, maybe too young, and instead of
growing together, we grew apart. By the end, I honestly think
she was only staying with me because of my money, and that
was the shittiest feeling in the world. It’s what made me come
out of my failed marriage determined to never walk down the
aisle again.

I press my lips together and get back to cooking. Those
memories are exactly the boner-killer I need to get myself
together as I finish prepping the meal. By the time it’s ready
and the four of us gather for a late dinner, I’'m back on
lockdown when it comes to Sadie.

She’s not for me, and one of these days, I’'m going to get
that through my head and stop wishing she could be.

“Is everything in good shape for us to weather the
blizzard?”” Cade asks Noah as I lay the food out on one of the
lodge’s smaller dining tables.

Noah grunts, fetching drinks for all of us when I point him
in that direction. It’s a sound that Cade and I both know him
well enough to recognize as a yes. Just like we both know that
Noah has been prowling around the resort all day, doing safety
checks.

“Good,” Cade says as Sadie looks back and forth between
the two of them with a look of confusion.

“Um, did I miss something?”’ she asks.

Noah shrugs, opening the wine I chose and setting it on the
table to breathe, and Cade and I share a look. We’re two of the
few people Noah opens up to, and we both know enough about
his history to understand why it’s so important to him to be
prepared.



We also both accept Noah’s constant vigilance and careful,
protective nature, the same way he accepts our individual
quirks. It’s what makes our friendship, our bond, so strong.

“Were you worried about the state of the resort?”” Sadie
asks Cade, turning her attention to him when she doesn’t get
what she wants from Noah.

My lips quirk up as Cade answers her. She sounds slightly
miffed, as if anyone doubting it is a personal affront to her.

“Just being thorough,” Cade says. “Noah did a perimeter
check for us.”

Sadie’s eyes widen as we all take our seats and she turns
her attention back to Noah. “You seriously went back outside?
It’s freezing!”

He shrugs. “We don’t know how long the weather will last.
Best not to be caught unprepared.”

“I guess so,” Sadie says, taking Noah’s statement at face
value as [ meet Cade’s eyes across the table.

We both know it goes a little deeper than winter
preparedness. Noah is always ten steps ahead, always focused
on predicting disasters so he can avoid them before they hit.
It’s a quality that definitely had a hand in the massive success
he’s experienced in business—he expanded the small
bar/restaurant his late father opened into a billion-dollar
franchise that spans the globe—but it also means the guy
never relaxes. He’s so tightly wound all the time that it will be
a miracle if he manages to chill out enough to truly enjoy
himself over the holidays.

But if there’s anywhere he can manage it, I’'m pretty sure
this remote getaway is the place.

“John and I thoroughly winterized the lodge before Cade
took ownership, you know,” Sadie says, a cute little wrinkle
appearing between her eyebrows. “This isn’t the first storm
Whispering Pines has had to weather.”

Noah grunts again in response, and that wrinkle gets a little
deeper as Sadie frowns at him.



I hold in a chuckle, passing around the pasta dish and
steaming garlic bread I made. She’s definitely taking this
particular quirk of Noah’s personally, and I predict that he’s
going to find out that the pretty little kitty has some claws if he
insults her efforts.

“You guys did a good job,” Noah finally says, as if he’s
just realized she’s not going to let him get away with his usual
reticence. “Firewood might be a little low though.”

“We’ve got plenty.”

He grunts. Then, when she huffs, he says, “I only saw half
a cord.”

He gestures toward the east side of the lodge, and Sadie
relaxes, her full lips pursing and her dimples deepening as if
she’s trying to hold in a smile. “Just how much wood do you
think it takes to heat this place?”

He pins her with a stern look. “It’s big. Lots of square
footage. Lots of open spaces.”

“Sure.” She shrugs. “But we’re not going to freeze before
the storm lets up. We don’t even have to heat the whole place
if it ever comes down to that.”

“You never know—"

“Actually,” Sadie cuts in. “I do know. I’ve worked here for
years. And if you’re really that worried about it...” Her
dimples appear again as she smirks. “We’ve got another three
full cords in a shed over by the utility buildings.”

He eyes her for a second, then gives her a small, satisfied
smile. “Good.”

“I told you we know how to winterize,” she says with a
little huff that’s more playful than irritated this time.

“You clearly know the place pretty well,” I say, biting my
tongue to keep from tacking kitten on at the end this time.

What I really need to do is distance myself a bit now that
I’ve made my peace with not having her for myself. But then
she grins at me, the same radiant smile she just gave Noah,



and I realize that being snowed in together like this might just
mean [’'m completely fucked.

“Whispering Pines has been my home away from home
since I was a kid. My dad used to bring me up here during the
summers before he...”

She pauses, that wrinkle appearing again for a moment as
she takes a quick bite of the Alfredo, then she skips over
whatever it was she was going to say as she goes on with her

story.

“I got a job here as soon as I was old enough, working here
for a while as one of the lower level staff, but I think John
could tell I loved it as much as he did, and eventually, he had
me managing the place.”

Noabh is steadily working through the food on his plate, but
I can tell he’s also listening to every word. Cade isn’t even
trying to pretend he’s not interested in Sadie’s stories, cocking
his head to the side as he looks at her like he’s trying to solve a
puzzle.

“You love the place,” he says.

She laughs, looking a little embarrassed as she daps a
napkin against her lips and shrugs. “So much. Who wouldn’t?”

“It’s kinda cold,” Noah says with a low grunt.

She rolls her eyes at him, obviously appreciating his dry
humor in a way that most don’t.

Cade 1sn’t going to drop it. Not when he’s been obsessed
with her ever since they hooked up.

“I meant that it’s more than a job to you, isn’t it?” he
pushes. “John Nelson spoke highly of your skills, but I'm
guessing that part of the reason you’re so good at what you do
is because of what this place means to you.”

She blushes. “It means a lot to a lot of people.”

“I'm glad,” he says, which for some reason has the
opposite effect on Sadie, leaching the color from her face as
her spine stiffens.



“Because it will be easier to market it and turn a huge
profit?” she asks, her voice hardening.

Cade’s eyebrows shoot up, then he smiles. “That’s always
smart business, but we’re on vacation, remember?”’

Noah snorts, and even Sadie looks slightly amused as she
asks, “A vacation? Is that what we’re calling being snowed in
and cut off from civilization now?’

“Tomato, tomahto,” Cade says, waving that off and leaning
toward her. “Tell me what you love about the place.”

She bites her lip, nibbling on it for a second while she
studies Cade’s face like she’s looking for bullshit. I’'m not sure
what she’s expecting, but she’s not going to find it. Sure, Cade
bought the place as an investment. And yeah, he’s definitely
going to turn a profit. That’s what he does. But his interest in
Sadie?

I fight down the beast inside me again and take a sip of
wine, almost wishing I’d skipped proper pairing and gone with
straight scotch.

I’m sure Cade will appreciate whatever it i1s Sadie brings to
her job, but that’s definitely not what he’s interested in tonight,
and I can’t blame him. Not any more than I can help envying
the fact that the warm flush in her cheeks means she’s
interested right back.

“When I came here as a kid,” Sadie starts, her voice
softening as she settles back in her seat, “every minute here
was a new memory to cherish. Telling ghost stories and
making s’mores under the starlight, learning all the myths
about what it is that the pines around here actually whisper
about, discovering the hidden details local artisans have tucked
into all the nooks and crannies of the lodge.”

“Like those carved feet on the clawfoot tub in your room?”

Her eyes get literal fucking stars in them as she gazes back
at Cade. “Yeah, like those.”

They smile at each other for a minute. A full fucking
minute. And then, when I accidentally drop my fork onto my



plate with a loud clatter, Sadie clears her throat, cheeks
flushing again, and goes on.

“My favorite part about coming here when I was a kid was
the Enchanted Forest Treasure Hunt. The resort staff would
organize this rustic scavenger hunt through the woods each
summer, complete with hand-drawn maps, hidden clues, and
little surprises for us kids to find, tucked among the trees. And
every clue meant learning a little about the history of the area
and the lore of Whispering Pines.”

“That’s how you know so much about the place?” Cade
asks.

“Well, that started it.” Her voice cools a little as she adds,
“It’s definitely not something you’ll find at some fancy,
impersonal luxury resort.”

She crosses her arms over her lush breasts, staring him
down, and Cade arches a brow.

“On the other hand, think about how many more people
can enjoy the resort you love once we upgrade and upscale it.”

Sadie gives an indelicate snort. “What they’ll be ‘enjoying’
definitely won’t be the same resort I’ve got so many
wonderful memories of.”

“Well, it’s not like we’re razing the forest. The actual pine
trees will all still be here at Whispering Pines. I’'m not going to
vacuum out all the crisp mountain air or get rid of your
clawfoot tub.”

“I’m sure you won’t,” she says sweetly, her tropical-sea
eyes sharpening enough to tell anyone who knows her well
that the kitten is about to get her claws out. “Don’t billionaire
owners generally hire other people to do all the vacuuming for
them?”

Cade throws his head back and laughs, and even Noah
looks up, a hint of a smile on his face.

“I’1l be sure to inform the housekeeping staff that the great
outdoors is off limits,” Cade promises once he stops laughing.



They keep up the banter, Sadie clearly opinionated about
Cade’s development plans, and Cade pointing out the
advantages of the renovations he’ll be making.

I do my best to tune it out and just finish the meal, not
proud of how fucking jealous I am of a man that I should only
want the best for. As I eat, I refill my wine glass, then do it
again. The sexual tension at the table only grows as Sadie and
Cade argue, pulling tight enough that I finally snap when
Sadie’s dimples come out again, directed solely at Cade.

“Are you done yet?” I ask, standing abruptly and picking
up her plate.

She looks up at me with wide eyes, her confusion over my
interruption written all over her face. “Sure. I... guess?”

Cade gives me a slight frown, and Noah looks puzzled.

“I’'m going to clean up,” I tell them, even though I seem to
be the only one who doesn’t want to linger around the table for
the rest of the night.

Well, maybe not the only one. Noah pushes back from the
table, collecting his place setting. “I can help.”

“No need.” I take it out of his hand. Then, making a small
effort not to be a total fucking asshole, I force a smile and add,
“You should turn in early. Jet lag’s gotta be hitting you the
hardest.”

Noah shrugs but stifles a yawn. “You’re not wrong.”

“I can help too.” Sadie gets to her feet. “You cooked.” She
gives me a tentative smile. “It was delicious.”

“Thanks,” I bite out. She flinches again. I fucking hate it,
but it’s for the best, so I fall back on our shared history,
pushing her away a little harder. “I don’t want your help.”

It’s a dick thing to say, especially in the sharp tone I
deliver it in, but if I'm around her for another second,
watching her light up for one of my best friends when it might
have been me if [ hadn’t been such a fucking coward all those
years ago, I’m going to do something I regret.



Something I regret even more than missing out on my
chance with her, I mean.

Cade is looking at me like he wants to have words, but I’'m
out of them, so I stride into the kitchen with the dirty dishes in
hand, leaving them to do... whatever it is they’re going to do
tonight. And if a few of those dirty dishes end up broken while
I think about that?

Just collateral damage from my own stupidity.

Kind of like my heart.
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SADIE

“Typicar,” I mutter as I head back to my room, more annoyed
than I should be about the way Dex snapped at me over
dinner.

I should be used to it. Dex blowing hot and cold is exactly
how he acted the whole time I was dating Parker. If I’'m hurt
about it happening again, that’s on me for assuming, hoping,
things might be different.

It wasn’t even that Dex and I spent that much time together
back then. Parker wasn’t as big on family as I would have
expected given how great his family is, but when Parker and I
did get together with the rest of the Blaines, Dex would either
be a complete dick to me, or... the way it was in the kitchen
between us earlier today.

That was the most confusing part of it all: the way we
clicked when we weren’t snarking at each other.

I shake my head, frustrated with myself for being so
fixated on a man who’s made it clear that he doesn’t like or
respect me.

“Let it go, girl,” T tell myself as I head up the stairs,
channeling my inner Luna. It’s exactly what she’d tell me if
she knew I was wasting my feelings on my ex’s older brother.
And don’t even get me started on what she’d say if 1 ever
confessed the part I’ve never told her—that even though I
knew Dex didn’t want me that way, my own confusion over
how he made me feel was part of the reason I finally broke it
off with his brother.



Only a small part though.

I deserved better than Parker, and as Luna still likes to
remind me, one good thing to come from that relationship was
that now I know better. I’ll never settle for someone who
doesn’t truly appreciate me again.

I drag my hand over the familiar curves and points of the
intricately carved handrail, so lost in my head about Dex that
it’s not until I reach the top of the staircase that I realize Cade
followed me out of the dining area.

His hand lands on my hip, his breath sending a visceral
thrill through my body as it tickles the back of my neck.

“You seem like you’ve got a lot on your mind. Trying to
come up with the next zinger to throw at me?” he whispers,
laughter in his voice.

I turn to face him, rolling my eyes even as my cheeks heat
with embarrassment over being caught talking to myself. But
then he presses me up against the wall, and I’'m suddenly
heating up for an entirely different reason.

“Do you know what a fucking turn on it is to see you all
fired up?” he murmurs. “You have no idea how badly I wanted
to bend you over the table and fuck you right then and there.”

My breath hitches, my core tightening in response to that
hot-as-fuck image. This man knows exactly how to get to me.
Even though it’s just a fantasy, the idea of him actually
following through with it—and how that would have shut Dex
up once and for all—is an image I’ll never be able to forget
now that he’s planted it in my mind.

Cade chuckles, low and dirty. “You’re so easy to read,
sweetheart. You like that idea, don’t you?”

I roll my eyes, hoping that will hide how much it’s true.
“I’'m sure your friends wouldn’t have appreciated that during
dinner.”

He smirks. “Don’t be too sure about that. Maybe they
would have thought of it as dessert.”



My stomach flutters, unexpected arousal blazing through
me at the images that evokes.

He runs a hand down my hair, his fingers carding through
it and sending tendrils of heat through my body as he stares
down into my eyes. “Have you decided on an answer to my
proposal?”

I hesitate. It’s completely unfair of him to ask that while
he’s pressed up against me like this, my entire body screaming
at me to say yes, desperately turned on just by his simple
presence.

Then again, isn’t that what billionaire businessmen do?
Stack the deck in their favor?

“Yes,” I whisper, giving in to what I really want for once.

But instead of ravishing me, his eyes slide down to my
lips, then back up to mine, burning with intensity. “Yes,
you’ve decided, or yes, you’re going to let me taste you
again?”

“Yes to everything.”

“Thank fuck,” he groans, his mouth crashing down on
mine and his hands sliding down to palm my ass as he grinds
against me.

“Cade,” 1 gasp when he finally lets me come up for air, his
thigh firmly wedged between my legs as he sucks on my neck.

He makes a sound of pure male satisfaction, lifting his
head and staring down at me with hooded eyes. “Finally.”

I’m so turned on I can’t think straight. “Finally what?”

He gives me a feral grin, sliding his hand between my legs
and teasing me through my pants. “I like hearing my name on
your lips, dream girl. And I like it even better when it sounds
like you’re begging me to get you off.”

“Oh god,” I moan, as I grind against his hand. “I am. I’ll
beg if you want. Just... please.”

His eyes flare with heated satisfaction, and he’s got my
pants open and his hand inside my panties before I can draw



another breath.

“Please, what?” he teases me, his fingers dipping into my
slick entrance. “This?”

His thumb rubs against my clit as his fingers plunge inside
me, and I let my head fall back against the wall with a thump,
panting as he works me up.

“Yes, that, I...”

I swallow hard, movement at the end of the hall catching
my eye.

It’s Noah.
He’s watching us.

“You what?” Cade growls, grabbing my chin and tilting
my face back toward his. “You need it? Need to come? Need
that sweet pussy of yours to soften up so it’s ready to take my
cock?”

His dirty words almost push me over the edge, my pulse
racing so hard that it feels like my whole body is vibrating
with it.

I should say something. Noah is still right there. He’s still
hovering in my peripheral vision, I can see it. His presence
looms silently at the end of the hallway, and I swear I can feel
his inscrutable gaze locked on my body like it’s a living thing.

But I don’t say a word. And when Cade kisses me again
with a filthy groan, it feels like I’ve stepped right into the
fantasy he spun for me just moments before. He’s claiming me
while one of his friends watches.

Cade’s tongue plunders my mouth as he fingers me,
holding my chin in place and grinding against me as he pushes
me closer and closer to my peak. It feels incredible, just like it
always does with him, but the idea that Noah is watching as
Cade takes me apart feels sexy and forbidden in a way that
I’ve never dared to imagine before.

“Come for me, Sadie,” Cade mutters, his voice raw with
desire. “I fucking missed the sound of it. Missed your taste.



Want you to flood your pussy so I can get in there and lap it all

up.Q‘J

He’s found my g-spot and is fucking his fingers into me in
a relentless rhythm that already has me flying, but it’s the dirty
talk that sends me over the edge.

“Oh fuck, Cade.”

“Good girl. Just like that. Goddamn, you’re stunning.” He
keeps his gaze locked on mine as I come, groaning as I give
him what he demanded. “You really are my dream girl.”

Waves of pleasure crash through me, Cade’s fingers buried
deep inside me and the heady weight of Noah’s gaze pushing
me even higher. But then Cade’s mouth is on me again, my
secret moment of exhibitionism over as he takes me into the
bedroom, kissing and groping me as we tumble inside.

He walks me backward to the bed, undressing me as we go
with his hands and mouth all over me. When the mattress hits
the backs of my knees, he turns me around to face it, my back
to his front.

“I want you,” he murmurs, lifting my hair to the side to
kiss my throat as he grinds against me. He’s still dressed, and I
can feel how much he means it as his cock strains against the
denim that traps it.

“You’ve got me,” I whisper, half expecting him to bend me
over the bed the way he threatened to do at the table and fuck
me right through the mattress.

Hell, I’'m not just half expecting it. ’'m craving it.

Instead, when he steps back and gives me a little push to
get me on the bed, I realize he has other plans.

“Crawl,” he says, giving my ass a squeeze. “All the way
up to the headboard. Then grab it.”

“I... what?” I ask breathlessly, turned on by the idea and a
bit worried too. Crawling sounds sexy as hell in theory. In
practice? I’m not sure the angle will showcase my assets in the
most appealing manner.



Cade doesn’t give me time to let those worries set in
though. He slaps my ass, then I hear the distinct chink of a belt
buckle being opened. “Get up there, beautiful. I want you
ready for me by the time I get undressed.”

I do it, my face flaming even as desire pools in my core.
My body is greedy for more of what this man does to me, even
though he already gave me one of the best orgasms of my life
out in the hall.

“Fuck, you look good like that,” he says from behind me,
the approval in his voice almost enough to overcome my self-
consciousness as I crawl across the mattress. “That’s it. Now
grab on with both hands. Spread your legs.”

“Why?” I ask, turning to look at him over my shoulder.

He’s naked, prowling toward me like a hungry predator, all
ink and muscle and green-eyed desire.

“Because I said so,” he growls, fisting my hair and tipping
my head back when he reaches the head of the bed. He kisses
me, then lowers himself to the mattress next to me. “And
because I want you to ride my face.”

My body flushes all over, that same mix of desire and
awkwardness flooding me as when he told me to crawl. “I
can’t.”

Cade lifts one of my thighs and gets between them, lying
on his back and manhandling me into the position he wants,
guiding me to straddle his shoulders. “You wanna try that
answer again?”’

It was different when we were in the hotel together. I
didn’t let myself feel self-conscious during our hookup—at
least, not too much—because I knew I’d never see him again. I
just let myself enjoy everything Cade did to me, his
enthusiasm for eating me out feeling more like a dream than
something a living, breathing man would ever actually want to
do. It gave the whole thing even more of a fantasy-like
element, but this...

“I’ll smother you,” 1 blurt, my whole body going tense
when he fills his hands with my ass, urging me down toward



his face.

Cade’s eyes blaze, his mouth curving up in a sexy smirk.
“Fucking do it.”

The heat of embarrassment floods my cheeks, even as an
entirely different kind of heat floods the rest of my body.

“Do it,” he repeats, his hands kneading my ass. “I don’t
want to breathe. I just want you.”

[ clear my throat as my legs, which 1 don’t think he
realizes really could smother him, shake. “No, really. You
don’t want me to—"

“Oh yes, I fucking do,” Cade cuts in, yanking me down
against his mouth.

For a split second, all I can think of is the way Parker
always tried to avoid going down on me, and his insistence—
those few times when he actually did—that I had to be careful
not to suffocate him with the thickness of my thighs.

But then those memories are obliterated by the
overwhelming feeling of having Cade’s mouth on me again,
and the wicked pleasure of his tongue.

“Oh god. Oh fuck,” 1 gasp, rolling my hips without
meaning to, just to get more pressure on my clit.

Cade groans, his fingers digging into my ass, and pulls his
mouth away just long enough to growl out, “There you go.
Fucking ride me.”

His pupils are fully blown out, the black almost eclipsing
the green, and the look on his face is a raw, animalistic hunger
that shatters whatever insecurities I have. I rock against his
face again as his grip, just the right side of painful, urges me
on.

“Fuck, yes, like that. So damn sweet. I could live on this,”
he mumbles, his stubble scraping my thighs as he laps at me.
He spears me with his tongue, then sucks on my clit as I grind
down against his face. His filthy mouth and even filthier words
of praise turn me into something wild. Someone I don’t



recognize at all as my cries escalate and my body races toward
a climax that feels like it’s going to wreck me.

Another orgasm rocks through me so hard that I scream,
shaking against him as I cry out. The vise-like grip I’ve got on
the headboard is the only thing that saves me from collapsing
on top of him and smothering him for real.

“Fucking perfection.” Cade groans, rolling his head from
side to side and pulling me even tighter against his face as I
ride it out. “I love that sound. My favorite damn thing. I want
to hear it again and again.”

A shudder goes through my body, my bones trying to
liquify even as my core throbs with the greedy desire to give
him even more. Finally, I start to come back down to earth.
But the moment I begin to loosen the death grip I’ve got on the
headboard, Cade stops me with another sharp slap to my ass.

He looks up at me with a feral grin. “Uh uh. I didn’t tell
you to let go. Stay just like that. I need to be inside you.”

He scoots out from beneath me and rolls a condom onto
his shaft. I can’t deny the quick pang of disappointment as I
watch the latex cover up his piercings, but I don’t have time to
focus on that for long.

He’s behind me a moment later, his hips pressing against
my ass as his cock slips between my slick thighs. He reaches
down to guide himself to my entrance, and then with a low
growl, he pushes forward and drives into me.

“Fuck,” he grits out, one hand on my hip and the other
between my shoulder blades. My knuckles are white as I hold
on to the headboard for dear life. “I thought I was imagining
it.”

“Imagining what?”’ I gasp.

He leans forward, fitting his chest against my back and
rocking into me even deeper.

“You,” he growls in my ear. “No one should feel this good.
Your pussy was made for me. I’ve been dreaming about it all
week, but didn’t think it could actually be as perfect as I



remembered.” He grinds against my ass, reaching around to
finger my clit. “And it’s not. It’s fucking better.”

I moan, my whole body vibrating with the need to be taken
by this man.

“Gonna fuck you hard,” he says as if he really can read my
mind. “I have to. Your pussy is fucking heaven. Hold on.”

It’s all the warning 1 get before he pulls back and slams
into me again. Following through on his promise and fucking
me so hard that each thrust makes my entire body light up like
a supernova.

“So fucking good,” he groans, his breath ragged as he
pounds into me. “Get loud for me. Make those filthy sounds
that tell me how much you need my cock.”

When an orgasm slams through me like a tsunami, the
sharp, mewling cries it wrings out of me seem to unleash
something in him. He palms my ass, spreading me wide
around his cock, and with three more brutal thrusts that almost
crack the headboard, he follows me over the edge, his cock
pulsing inside me as he comes with a groan.

“Milk it,” he whispers. His hips keep slowly pumping into
me after he comes as my walls continue to clench and squeeze
around him with the aftershocks of my pleasure. “That’s it.
Use that tight little pussy to get every drop. I can’t fucking
leave. You feel too good.” He slips a hand between us, holding
the base of his cock as it starts to soften so he can drive it into
me a few more times. “You’re so fucking wet. Makes me want
to get my mouth on you again. You're... shit.”

“What’s wrong?” I ask as he goes still.

I twist around to look at him as he pulls out, and when he
settles back on his heels, his hand still wrapped around his
cock, I have my answer.

“Oh shit. Did it break?”

I can see the condom still encasing his shaft, but his hand
is also pretty fucking clearly covered in cum. And I am wet.
Sopping. But there’s no mistaking the difference between my
slick arousal and his creamy white release.



A complicated look crosses his face as he carefully pulls
the condom off, then frowns down at it before heaving himself
off the bed to dispose of it.

“Can’t tell,” he finally answers, walking back toward me.
“I think I might have just overflowed it.”

I blink, then cover my mouth as a shocked laugh escapes
me. [’ve never had a guy overflow a condom with me before,
and honestly, it’s a bit of an ego boost.

“Do I get credit for that?” I ask, biting my lip.

“Fuck yeah, you do.” Cade grins, crawling back onto the
bed next to me. “And don’t worry, I’'m safe,” he adds,
brushing my hair back. “I get tested regularly, but—"

“It’s fine,” I reassure him, settling back in his arms and
then twisting half around so I can still see him. “I’m on the
pill. We won’t have anything to worry about.”

He stares at me for a moment, then smiles. “Good.”

“I’ve never seen that happen before,” I admit. ““You’re sure
it didn’t just break?”

“I’'m sure.” His cocky smirk returns. “I told you, dream
girl. I missed you. In fact, ...”

A flash of something I can’t quite name crosses his face,
and I raise my eyebrows at his hesitation. “You what?”

“I kept something of yours. From the hotel. It smells like

29

you.

My camisole. It has to be. I realized I’d left it after I got
home, but I couldn’t regret losing the scrap of satin and lace
since the trade-off had been so worth it. It touches me that he
kept it though. That he wanted to remember me, the same way
[ haven’t been able to stop thinking of him.

“Should I ask for it back?”’
“NO.”

“Why not?” I tease, my heart tripping a little at the
intensity of his gaze. “It’s mine.”



“That’s where you’re wrong,” he says, giving me that
slow, sexy smile that [ need to be very careful not to fall for. “I
licked it, so 1t’s mine.”

He pulls me closer, making me the little spoon, and I have
to bite my tongue to keep from reminding him that that’s not
the only thing he’s licked. Which is ridiculous. This is a
temporary free pass, and all I need to do is enjoy it.

But for the first time since the storm hit, I’'m in no hurry
for the weather to clear.

No hurry at all.
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NOAH

IT’s cold as fuck out here, and with the snow still coming
down hard and visibility down to almost nothing, it’s a damn
good thing Cade had the foresight to stock a fair amount of
supplies. I squint through it, sweating a little under my winter
gear as [ move through the knee-high layer of snow already on
the ground.

I’m on my way out to check on the extra stock of firewood
Sadie mentioned, out in the shed by the utility buildings. Not
that I don’t trust her, but the resort has been closed up for a
while, and who knows what could have happened since she
was last here.

It’s a thought 1 couldn’t shake as I was doing my final
perimeter check of the night. I already covered the grounds
earlier and just meant to stick to the building. Making sure the
doors are all locked for the night, everything turned off in the
kitchen, no obvious fire hazards or other threats that would
bite us in the ass if left unattended.

But fuck, I needed to cool off.

I’'m always agitated the first night I spend in a new place.
It doesn’t help that the holiday I planned on spending with the
two people in my life I can actually relax a little with, my two
closest friends, now has an unexpected fourth person added to
the mix.

Sadie.

My mind flashes with the image of her gorgeous blue-
green eyes locked on mine, pupils dilated as she came on



Cade’s fingers, and my cock instantly tries to fight off the ball-
shriveling cold and come to life.

The blizzard tames it. That’s why I’m out here. Well, part
of the reason. The unknown never sits well with me, whether
it’s an x-factor like Sadie intruding on the plans I had with the
guys, or just a new place. The need to see with my own two
eyes that we’re safe, prepared, and well-stocked would have
compelled me out here even if I hadn’t just gotten an eye-full
of live porn that I needed to calm the hell down from.

Once I reach the shed Sadie mentioned, I do a quick sweep
of the perimeter before trying the door. It’s unlocked, which
makes me frown, but when I step inside, I don’t see anything
obviously out of place. It’s fully stocked with several cords of
dry wood, just as Sadie said. There’s also an emergency
generator in case the power goes out.

I nod to myself, one worry easing. We won’t freeze, no
matter how long these conditions last.

I take a quick inventory of the tools and equipment stored
in the shed and make a mental note to talk to Cade about
locking all the outbuildings when not in use, then head back
toward the lodge.

When I come back in, I pass Dex, still in the kitchen. He’s
in a fucking mood, and though we make eye contact and
exchange silent nods, he doesn’t question why I’m covered in
snow and I don’t push him about what crawled up his ass
during dinner.

[ figure I might have an inkling anyway, what with the way
he’s been so fixated on Sadie ever since she showed up, and I
know damn well that he’ll understand what I was doing out
there.

My friends know how I am and what to expect when they
travel with me, and travel is something I do a good deal of
now that Keystone Culinary has become a massive franchise.
It’s something I never could have imagined back when I still
had to use a stool to reach the countertops at the restaurant,
while Pops taught me how to prepare our signature crab cakes.
But it doesn’t matter where in the world I end up, or how



secure the area supposedly is, I can’t rest easy until I’ve made
sure of that for myself.

I dry off and grab my laptop from my room. I’ve still got
work to do tonight. I don’t have time to waste thinking of the
past, even though of course that’s where my head goes
anytime memories of Pops sneak past my defenses and rise to
the surface.

I know where my issues come from. I know that the
trauma of losing Pops the way I did dug itself into me and left
irreparable scars. I’ve done a lot of work with a therapist to
make sure the habits I formed to protect myself because of the
past don’t become debilitating.

But I also know how fucked up it left me.

I’'m damn good at the business I built up in Pops’ memory
—the billions I’ve got in the bank attest to that—but it hasn’t
won me many friends. Most people find me cold and uptight,
or just downright intimidating.

I’m okay with that. I don’t need more than I’ve got, which
is Cade and Dex. They’re the only two people who’ve ever
been able to crack through my shell. They get me. It’s why I
said yes to this holiday trip, even though it comes right at a
critical point for my business. They’re the only ones I let my
guard down around, and I don’t care how prickly and
withdrawn Dex gets or how obsessed Cade is acting about this
woman, I’ve got their backs, fucking always.

After heading back down to the lodge’s rustic great room
with my laptop, I connect to the surprisingly robust wifi here.
It’s not like I can really blame Cade for his current obsession,
now can [? We’ve always had similar taste in women. All
three of us. So the minute Cade started going on about the
mystery woman he’d hooked up with, I knew she’d be fucking
gorgeous.

I scrub a hand over my face, trying to clear my thoughts
and get my cock back under control, since now I’'m reliving
that moment in the hallway again. An unprecedented
opportunity has come knocking on Keystone Culinary’s door,



and I need to get my head on straight and take care of
business.

I’ve been working hard on this deal for months. Now isn’t
the time to get distracted by soft curves, a perfect laugh, or a
set of dimples that have already come too damn close to
cracking through the walls I keep up between me and the rest
of the world.

Keystone Culinary finally has a chance to franchise
internationally, something that would have blown Pops’ mind.
It will mean I move to Japan for at least a year to get
everything set up, which is another reason I wanted to spend
this time over the holidays with my friends.

But if I'm going to get the deal done, I need to make sure
everything is on track. Nothing is guaranteed until everyone
signs the final contracts, and no matter how smoothly our
negotiations have gone up until this point, I refuse to leave
anything to chance.

Ever.

I push everything but business out of my head, and quickly
skim through my inbox before initiating a video call with my
assistant, Becca.

It’s late, but that doesn’t matter. She’s been with me for
long enough to know how I operate, and she’s dedicated
enough to be available whenever and however I need her. Hell,
she’s so deeply involved in managing my life at this point that
she’d probably be the one to call me if she didn’t hear from
me, wondering what the fuck is wrong.

It only takes two rings before the call connects.

“Hey, bossman!” Becca answers with her usual perky
enthusiasm, looking completely put together despite the late
hour. “I was hoping I’d hear from you.”

“Why, has there been a new development with the Eiwa
Izakaya Group?” 1 ask, mentally calculating the time
difference between Colorado and Japan. It should still be the
middle of the working day in Tokyo, so it’s entirely possible.



She laughs and shakes her head. “No, of course not. You
know I would’ve reached out to you if anything new had come
up. I just wanted to make sure your vacation was off to a good
start.”

“Tt1s.”

“Good,” she says with a grin, leaning back in what I now
recognize as her apartment. There’s a small Christmas tree
behind her, and beyond that, I can see the familiar view of the
city at night. “I’'m glad you ended up going. You needed a
break. How is it out there?”

I’m anxious to get down to work, but my assistant never
lets me get by without at least a little small talk. She says it’s
good for my social skills. Sighing, I give her a quick update on
the storm, then throw in a brief description of the meal Dex
made for us when she worries aloud about the three of us
being cut off from civilization by the blizzard.

“We’ll be fine,” I assure her again, not mentioning Sadie
despite her comment about the three of us. Our unexpected
guest is irrelevant to this conversation, and definitely not any
of Becca’s business.

“Alright, if you say so. At least you’ve still got internet
service,” Becca says. “I would’ve worried if I hadn’t heard
from you.”

“Yeah, internet is good. There’s a lot to take care of. Have
the numbers come in for the western region?” I ask, steering
the conversation toward the reason for my call. It’s one of the
last pieces of data I promised the Eiwa Izakaya Group, and

I’m counting on the growth those numbers will show to seal
the deal.

Becca nods, pulling up the information and screen-sharing
with me as we go over it together. The numbers are good.
Damn good. But good isn’t bulletproof, and there’s no way
I’'m sending this information to one of the most successful
conglomerates in the Asian markets without making sure I go
through every line myself.



“What’s going on with our franchisees in southern
California?” I ask, frowning as I notice the discrepancies for
that region.

“I think that has to do with the union strike with some of
our suppliers down there,” Becca says, pulling up another set
of reports.

As she starts to walk me through the data, a rhythmic
thumping sound starts up, coming from upstairs. Cade’s room.

Shit. I must be right below it.

The unmistakable rhythm yanks my attention away from
the matter at hand, and the faint sound of Sadie crying out—of
Sadie getting fucked good and hard by one of my best friends,
unless I miss my guess—has my cock swelling with no
convenient blizzard around this time to keep it in check.

I’'m glad Cade’s getting some, especially after the way he’s
been obsessed with her ever since their first meeting. And
having seen how beautifully Sadie falls apart, it’s damn hard
not to imagine how good it must feel to pound into her like
that.

“Fuck,” 1 mutter quietly, reaching down to adjust myself
when [ imagine it a little zoo well.

Becca pauses mid-sentence. “What was that, bossman?”

I blink, remembering where the hell I am and what I’'m
actually meant to be doing.

“Nothing,” I say briskly. “Has the refrigeration issue been
dealt with?”

She nods. “It was the first thing we told our franchise
owners to take care of when rumors of the strike started.
We’ve got far less ability to absorb losses with the deliveries
uncertain.”

I grit my teeth, wishing like hell there weren’t so many
short-sighted bastards in the world of business. In the long run,
taking care of your own damn people always pays off. But the
current strike just goes to show that not every CEO gets that.



“How can we mitigate these numbers then?” I ask,
drumming my fingers on the edge of my desk.

The question is rhetorical more than anything. It’s not
Becca’s job to figure that out. It’s mine. But she’s a good
sounding board, and with as involved as she’s become in every
aspect of Keystone Culinary’s financials, she often has
valuable insight.

She pulls up another set of reports, laying out a few
potential strategies that I’ve had her research for me in the
past, and Cade does something upstairs that makes Sadie moan
like a fucking porn star.

My blood rushes south.

“Noah?” Becca prompts. “Do you want to see the
projections?”’

CCI 2

I’m distracted again when the faint sound of Cade’s groan
filters down to me. I look up. Somehow, I managed to settle
right under an ornately covered vent, discreetly camouflaged
amongst the rustic logs that make up the big room’s interior.

The vent carries every goddamn sound those two make
straight to my ears, letting me hear the distinct sound of Cade
slapping her ass before the fucking picks back up at a pace that
makes my pants feel too damn tight.

“Shit,” I mumble, sucking in a long breath as I try to get
myself under control. Then Cade, that fucker, groans again,
sounding like he just found heaven.

The sounds are muffled enough that I’'m sure the mic on
my laptop can’t pick them up, but they’re still more than loud
enough for me to be flooded with images of what’s happening
up there. Unbidden, my mind drifts to thoughts of what it
would be like to be in Cade’s shoes right now. I bet she feels
fucking incredible.

My hand drifts down to cover my raging erection before I
can stop it as [ strain to hear even more.



Quiet murmuring is all I pick up now, then a soft giggle
that has my heart twisting in a way I’m definitely not
comfortable with.

“Noah,” Becca says a little sharply, jerking my attention
back to the screen. Her brows are drawn together. “Is
everything okay?”

“Yes.”

I take my hand off my cock, thankful as hell for the limited
shoulders-up view my assistant has with the way my webcam
is currently oriented.

“You seem distracted.” She peers closely at me, her gaze
shifting as if she’s trying to see the room behind me. “Is the
storm getting worse?”’

“It’s fine. I’'m just tired,” I lie, since sleep is the last thing
on my mind.

Becca relaxes, seeming to buy my explanation as she
arches a brow. “Well, I’'m not one to say ‘I told you so,” but I
did tell you that you should try to relax a bit while you’re out
there, didn’t 1?7

“You did.” T give her a small, wry smile. “And on that
note, I think I’ll call it a night. We can continue preparations
for the Eiwa Izakaya Group later.”

“Sounds good, bossman,” she says, resting her chin on her
hands as she smiles. “You know I’'m always here for you.
Anything you need.”

“Thanks. And goodnight,” I tell her before ending the call.

As soon as the screen goes black, I stand and stretch my
neck, ignoring my straining cock. Even down here in the great
room, I’ve got the privacy to take care of it since the four of us
are the only ones at the resort. And it would be damn easy, and
is very tempting, to handle the issue and be done with it
already.

The problem i1s, something tells me that handling it isn’t
going to make it go away. Sadie is a temptation that, when I
glance out the window to confirm that the blizzard has only



gotten worse, I know I’m not going to be able to get away
from anytime soon. But since Cade has already staked his
claim, I do the next best thing and decide to ignore it.

Quiet, unintelligible murmurs filter down through the vent,
but they’re not my business. So I open up my laptop,
download the reports Becca was referencing, and get back to
work.
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SADIE

I poN’T kNOw what time it is when I drag my eyes open,
coming out of the sexual haze Cade put me in. His arms are
wrapped around me, and the room is pitch dark, other than a
thin strip of light coming from the ensuite door.

Cade left it cracked open when he went in to clean up after
fucking the living daylights out of me, and I carefully roll to
the side so I can see his face. After making me come harder
than I knew was possible, first out in the hall and then more
thoroughly once we made it to the bed, he completely wrecked
me when we went for round two.

And yet, just the sight of him, the feel of his body next to
mine, makes me want to go again.

Cade is just as handsome asleep as he is awake, the tattoos
scrawled over his skin only making him look more
dangerously attractive.

Giving in to his proposal of no-strings sex is probably a
mistake, but right now, I can’t bring myself to care. The first
time we hooked up, it felt fun and a little reckless and so
sexually gratifying I almost worried that being with him would
wreck me for all future men. I hadn’t had any of those things
in my life for a long time, and I told myself I deserved it.

This time around, I’m not sure if it’s what I deserve, but
it’s definitely what I want. I feel powerful around Cade, sexy
and daring. He makes me feel that way, and the way it allowed
me to push my own boundaries out in the hallway when Noah



watched Cade get me off is just one more way saying yes to
Cade has let me be more adventurous than I knew I could be.

It feels naughty but wonderful, and I want more of it.

I also really do want more of his cock, and I’m almost
tempted to wake him up and take it right now, but then my
stomach reminds me just how much of a workout good sex is,
and I decide to grab something to eat before going for round
three.

Slipping out of bed, I throw on the first thing I grab out of
my suitcase, then poke my head out the door to make sure I’'m
alone. I don’t know how late it is, but the lodge is quiet and
dark.

When I sneak downstairs, heading to the kitchen, I pass
through the great room and my steps slow.

Noabh is here.

My body reacts to the sight of him with the same rush of
heat I felt when he locked eyes with me while Cade whispered
filthy things in my ear, getting me off on his fingers in the
hallway upstairs. I haven’t given a single thought to what I’d
say or how I’d act around Noah after the silent, secretive
moment we shared up there, but thankfully, I don’t have to
figure it out right now.

He’s asleep, sprawled out on one of the wide, comfy
couches I convinced John to buy for the place last year. His
laptop 1s open and dark in front of him, and I frown a little at
that. Is he really such a workaholic that he fell asleep while
doing work? Here? While he’s on vacation?

I assume he’s as rich as I know Cade and Dex are, and in
my mind, that means he should be in a position to actually take
time off. Then again, I know what they say about assuming,
and I really shouldn’t. Who knows what his situation is. I
don’t even know what he does for a living. If Cade mentioned
it, it went in one ear and out the other, and Noah himself
barely said two words when we all sat down to dinner.

I wish he would though.



I’m not sure if Cade’s just awoken my libido, or if there’s
something about Noah and his rugged silence that’s getting to
me, but [ want to know more about him. He’s sexy as hell, but
he seems closed off and rigid in a way that I might be turned
off by if I didn’t know he was friends with Dex and Cade.

There’s no way he can be that close to those two and not
have some redeeming qualities under his gruff exterior. I’d just
like to know what they are. I’d like to know why he’s so self-
contained.

And If I’'m honest, I’d like to see what happens when he
lets go of all that control.

A shudder moves through me, heat pooling between my
legs. But then I realize I’'m standing in the dark staring at a
sleeping man like a creeper and force myself to stifle my
curiosity and move on. If our roles were reversed, I’'m not sure
I’d appreciate having him loom over me while I sleep.

“Liar,” I whisper to myself at the way my body reacts to
that fantasy.

Still, the fire 1s dying down and the room is getting too
cool to stand here and explore my newly unleashed libido, so I
cover him with one of the chunky knit blankets we keep down
here and then go find myself the snack I came down for.

Noah hasn’t moved by the time I eat and head back
upstairs, but thoughts of him are still swirling around in my
head as I head upstairs, so when I hear a soft noise—a low
moan that practically throbs with sex—for a second, I actually
wonder if it was me.

Then it comes again, and I realize that one of the doors
down the hallway on the second floor is cracked open.

The room Dex took.

I freeze, knowing I should just head back to my own room.
But instead, my feet move without my permission, silently
taking me toward Dex’s door.

I peer through the crack. He’s in the attached bathroom,
and that door is wide open, giving me a clear view.



He’s naked, and he’s got his hand wrapped around his
cock, his hips flexing as he drags his fist up and down.

I squeeze my thighs together as the arousal that’s been
building in me ever since I woke up explodes into an inferno.
He’s jerking off like he’s trying to punish himself, his hand
rough on his shaft and his face set into grim, determined lines
that look closer to pain than pleasure.

He groans again, low and ragged, and the sound curls
through me.

“Fuck, kitten,” he grits out, his hand flying as his muscled
thighs tense up. “Sadie.”

Holy shit.

He’s close. He’s about to come, and he just said... my
name.

My heart flips over. I can’t look away now, completely
frozen in place as my pulse races.

“Sadie,” Dex growls again, my name sounding like it was
ripped from his throat. He slams his free hand into the wall,
holding himself up as he spills over his fist.

My heart is pounding so hard that I’m afraid he’ll hear it,
but I still can’t look away. His muscles stand out in stark relief,
his body full of rigid tension as he gives himself three final
pumps, the wet sound almost obscene.

Then he finally relaxes, leaning his forehead against the
wall he’s still got one hand splayed against as his spent shaft
softens in his grip.

I’m so turned on I almost do something stupid. My mouth
waters, and I bite my lower lip hard, almost able to taste the
salty, musky flavor of his cum. God, I can only imagine the
look on his face if I barged in and begged him to let me clean
it up with my tongue.

I can’t make sense of it though. Not with the way he’s
always treated me. So instead of throwing myself at him, I
tiptoe away as quietly as I can, my hands shaking when 1
finally get to my room.



I glance at the bed. Cade is still out cold, and while the
deep hum of arousal in my blood makes me tempted to wake
him up, I pick up my phone instead.

Taking it with me, I slip into the attached bathroom and
close the door. I’'m too stunned by the sight of Dex jerking off
while moaning my name to trust my shaking fingers and
dyslexic brain with the keyboard, so I open our chat app and
press the little microphone ic