

    
        
          Snowbound Submission: A Steamy Sapphic Age-Gap Romance

        

        
        
          Kira Osbourne

        

        
          Published by Xenia Flame Press, 2025.

        

    


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying or recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted in writing from the publisher. Requests for permission should be addressed to  ariaashbourne066@gmail.com

First edition. December, 2025

Copyright © 2025 Kira Osbourne

Written by Kira Osbourne


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Ice and Steel

Chapter 2: The Snow Cage

Chapter 3: Fire and Silk

Chapter 4: The Inspection

Chapter 5: Only One Bed

Chapter 6: The Silk Trap

Chapter 7: The Right to Warmth

Chapter 8: A Ritual of Fire and Water

Chapter 9: Hunger and Sharks

Chapter 10: New Regulations

Chapter 11: Hidden Defect

Chapter 12: The Art of Obedience

Chapter 13: Sugar and Glass

Chapter 14: The Taste of Power

Chapter 15: Quenching the Thirst

Chapter 16: Cold Start

Chapter 17: Alien Hands

Chapter 18: The Seal on the Glass

Chapter 19: Phantom Touch

Chapter 20: The Glass Tower

Chapter 21: Silent Night

Chapter 22: Black and Emerald

Chapter 23: The Glass House

Chapter 24: Awakening

Chapter 25: In the Lion's Den

Chapter 26: The New Contract

Epilogue: One Year Later

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Ice and Steel
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The digits on the monitor shifted to 5:45 PM, marking the end of the workday—and for the rest of New York, the beginning of the Christmas holidays. But here, on the fifty-second floor of Stone Enterprise Tower, time flowed differently. It had frozen in the vacuum silence of the cavernous open-plan office, abandoned by the staff over an hour ago.

Maya Lewis sat at her desk, reading the same report for the umpteenth time, though the letters were already swimming before her eyes. Beyond the panoramic windows, a white void raged: a snowstorm that had swallowed Manhattan, turning the city into a washed-out watercolor and erasing the outlines of the neighboring skyscrapers. The hum of the climate control system felt deafening in this emptiness, but Maya wasn't in a hurry to leave. She was waiting.

She nervously tugged at the itchy collar of her sweater. Emblazoned on her chest was Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer with a sewn-on red pom-pom for a nose—an ironic gift from her sister. At home, it seemed cute, but here, in this sterile kingdom of chrome, glass, and impeccable Tom Ford suits, it looked like an act of aesthetic terrorism.

Maya felt like a foreign body. A smudge of cheap wool on the perfectly polished mechanism of Stone Enterprise.

She cast a panicked glance at the heavy oak doors of the CEO’s office.

Not now. Please, God, let her be busy with a call to Tokyo. Let her stay inside until I can hide this monstrosity under my coat.

To be seen by Victoria Stone in this getup was equivalent to showing up at a royal reception in pajamas. Victoria did not tolerate visual noise. She could destroy someone with a look for a poorly knotted tie; for this reindeer, she might incinerate Maya on the spot.

“Maya.”

The prayer didn’t work.

The voice didn’t come from behind the door, but from right behind her back—low, velvet, with that signature chill that sent shivers down the spine. It hit the assistant’s nervous system like a starter pistol.

She straightened sharply, nearly knocking her cold latte onto the cursed reindeer, and spun her chair around, feeling her heart perform a traitorous, frightened somersault.

Victoria Stone stood in the doorway of her office, leaning her shoulder against the frame, looking like the embodiment of icy perfection. Her white bespoke pantsuit fit her tall figure flawlessly, emphasizing sharp shoulders and endless legs, while her platinum hair was pulled back into a severe, sleek bun with not a single strand out of place. Her cold blue eyes looked at the assistant with a familiar expression of demanding expectation that made Maya’s throat go dry.

“Yes, Miss Stone?” Her voice trembled, giving her away completely.

“Why have I not yet received a notification that the car is waiting?”

Victoria slowly, with the mesmerizing grace of a predator, pulled on her black leather gloves. The leather tightly hugged her long fingers, concealing the paleness of her hands, and Maya caught herself unable to tear her gaze away from this simple yet hypnotic action.

“The car?” she asked, blinking in confusion. “But, Miss Stone... Today is Christmas Eve. The drivers were released one hour ago per the general directive. The office is closed. I only stayed to finish the summary for...”

“I don’t recall giving a directive to end my workday, Maya.”

Victoria stopped adjusting her glove and raised a perfectly arched eyebrow. This microscopic gesture, capable of crashing stock prices during morning trading, made Maya shrink into her chair.

“The deal for the chalet in the Catskills is still up in the air,” Victoria continued, enunciating every word. “The owner flies to Zurich tomorrow morning. I need to personally inspect the property and close the deal today. Now.”

“The Catskills?” Maya shifted her gaze in horror to the window, where the wind was hurling handfuls of snow against the armored glass. “Miss Stone, there’s a storm warning. The news said roads north of the city could be closed at any moment...”

“I don’t care about the weather, Maya. I care about results.”

The click of stilettos on the parquet tore through the silence—slow, rhythmic, relentless. Victoria approached the assistant’s desk and stopped, looming over her. Maya was enveloped in a cloud of her scent—a complex, expensive composition of frosty freshness, bergamot, and heavy musk notes. The scent of power that made her head spin.

Victoria’s gaze slid down, lingering on the bobbing red nose of the reindeer on the brunette’s sweater. Her lips, painted a blood-red shade, curled into a barely perceptible, condescending smirk.

“Charming wardrobe choice,” she said, her tone dripping with undisguised sarcasm. “I hope that underneath this... nightmare, you are wearing something more appropriate to the concept of business ethics. Because you are coming with me.”

The assistant’s heart skipped a beat, then hammered in double time.

“Me? But I have plans... My family is expecting me for dinner...”

“Double time,” Victoria cut in, brooking no objections. She leaned closer, bracing her gloved hands on the edge of the desk, invading Maya’s personal space so unceremoniously that Maya felt the heat rise in her cheeks. The Boss’s face was frighteningly close—perfect skin, the cold gleam of her eyes. “And a bonus. A very generous bonus if we close the deal before midnight. Or, of course, you can go to your family, Maya. But then on Monday, your pass card will flash red. I need an assistant ready to work, not celebrate.”

The fragile subordinate flashed her green eyes and swallowed convulsively.

The choice was obvious, and it wasn’t just about the money or the fear of being fired. Deeper, beneath the layer of professionalism, lived a dark, irrational desire to be near this woman, to obey her impossible demands, to be useful to her.

“I’ll drive,” she exhaled, surrendering. “My SUV is in the parking lot. Your sports car won’t make it through the snow.”

“Naturally.” Victoria straightened up, instantly restoring the distance and turning back into an unreachable statue. “You have five minutes to get ready. I’ll wait by the elevator. And, Maya?”

“Yes?”

“Take off that ridiculous sweater. It offends my aesthetic taste.”

The Iron Lady turned and headed for the exit without waiting for an answer. Maya watched her go, her gaze following how perfectly the trousers sat on her hips, feeling a tight, hot knot of carefully concealed, vague desire tying itself in her lower belly.

Leaving with this woman into a night storm?

The evening was definitely going to be very long.
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Chapter 2: The Snow Cage
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An hour later, the world outside the SUV’s windows ceased to exist, dissolving into white chaos. The snow no longer fell—it flew horizontally, creating a dense prison wall that cut them off from reality, turning the car’s cabin into the only point of stability in the universe.

It was stuffy inside, yet Maya was shivering. She gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white, her forearm muscles aching from the tension: keeping the heavy vehicle on the icy highway was becoming increasingly difficult. Beside her, in the passenger seat, Victoria Stone maintained an inhuman, terrifying calm. She stared out the window, though almost nothing was visible but the swirling haze, and her silence pressed on the ears harder than the howling wind.

Maya stole a glance, taking advantage of the darkness. In the ghostly light of the dashboard, her Boss’s profile seemed carved from marble—sharp, predatory, flawless. She had removed her blazer, tossing it onto the back seat, leaving her in an ivory silk blouse. The thin, expensive fabric softly hugged her high breasts, and Maya felt the metallic taste of desire fill her mouth. She knew that type of silk—slippery, cool, the kind you desperately want to touch to feel the warmth of the skin beneath.

“You missed the turn,” Victoria’s voice sliced through the silence like a scalpel, making Maya flinch.

“The GPS isn’t working, ma’am,” she muttered defensively, casting a quick look at the black screen. “No signal for the last ten miles. We’re flying blind.”

“I don’t need excuses, Maya, I need the chalet. Turn here, we’ll take the detour.” Victoria finally turned her head. Her gaze, heavy and piercing, slid over the assistant’s tense hands on the wheel, lingered on the pulse fluttering in her neck, and rose to her eyes. “You’re nervous.”

“The road is solid ice, visibility is zero...”

“Don’t lie to me,” she interrupted softly, but with that specific intonation that sent goosebumps racing down the spine. “You’re not nervous because of the road. Perhaps you’re nervous about something else?”

It was a statement of fact, spoken with a slight tinge of satisfaction, as if Victoria was enjoying her influence. She slowly peeled off her right glove—the leather sliding off her fingers with a quiet, intimate creak—and placed her bare palm on the center console. Just an inch from the girl’s thigh.

Maya nearly swerved into the oncoming lane. The proximity of Victoria’s hand was felt almost physically, like heat radiating from it.

“There,” the Boss pointed with an elegant finger tipped with a dark manicure, straight ahead into the white veil. “ The entrance. I recognize the pillars from the dossier.”

Maya sharply cranked the wheel. The car, growling heavily and slipping, began to carve a track through the deep, untouched snow. They climbed the winding path toward the secluded house on the cliff. The forest around them looked like a black and ominous skeleton, but ahead, through the blizzard, the outline of a massive chalet made of dark wood and stone finally loomed, looking like an abandoned castle.

As soon as Maya killed the engine, the deafening silence of the forest crashed down on them. All that remained was the distant hum of the wind and their own breathing, far too loud in the confined space.

“We’ve arrived,” Maya exhaled, feeling the adrenaline recede, replaced by fatigue.

But Victoria was in no hurry to get out. She slowly unbuckled her seatbelt—the click sounded like a gunshot—and turned her entire body toward Maya. The cabin filled with the scent of bergamot, suddenly thick and intoxicating.

“Excellent,” the Boss whispered, looking straight into the assistant’s dilated pupils. “I hope you’re ready to assist me as more than just a driver, Maya. Because judging by how the road is being buried, we won’t be getting out of here until morning.”

She threw the door open, letting a freezing vortex of snow into the warm cabin, and stepped out into the night, making Maya shudder from a mix of piercing cold and sudden heat.

Very interesting. I’m going to be stuck with Victoria Stone herself, god knows where in the woods, until morning? I never would have believed it, raced through the young woman’s mind.
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Chapter 3: Fire and Silk
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The heavy front door slammed shut behind them, severing the howl of the wind, but the last crumbs of light vanished with it. Inside, the chalet was dark and cold, like a crypt forgotten centuries ago. The air was stale, saturated with the smells of old pine needles, dust, and that specific, piercing chill found only in uninhabited houses in winter.

Maya fumbled for the switch on the wall and flicked it. Once. Again.

Silence. No hum, no flash of light.

“The generator is supposed to start automatically. The main fuse must have blown,” Victoria’s voice rang out in the darkness—sharp, tense. “Here, the breaker is right here.”

A sharp click, and deep within the building, the generator began to hum barely audibly. Lamps in the adjacent room flooded the space with cozy, warm light.

A smartphone screen flared up, snatching the CEO’s pale, focused face from the gloom. She stabbed her finger furiously at the screen as if she could force the technology to work by sheer will alone.

“Not a single damn bar,” Victoria hissed. “‘No Service. This is impossible. I have satellite roaming. Seems like the storm density is too high for a signal.”

She pressed the phone to her ear, listening to the dead silence of the speaker, then looked at the screen again. The message in the messenger hung with a red “Not Delivered” icon.

“Damn it!” Victoria slammed her palm, phone still clutched in it, against the back of the nearest armchair. The sound echoed through the empty house. “We’re cut off. Completely.”

Maya walked to the window, trying to see anything at all through the glass.

“Victoria... look.”

The Boss walked over and stood beside her. The beam of her phone’s flashlight hit the glass but didn’t penetrate more than a foot. The snow was burying everything. Their SUV, left by the porch just minutes ago, was already buried under a heavy blanket of white. The tracks they had made were gone.

“We’re walled in,” Maya stated quietly, feeling a chill run down her spine. “We’re not getting out of here, even if we wanted to.”

Victoria slowly lowered the hand holding the phone. The light hit the floor, casting long, grotesque shadows. She took a deep breath, forcing her flare of anger back inside, under the armor of self-control. When she raised her eyes to Maya, the panic about the connection was gone. Instead, a cold, calculating glint appeared.

She realized the outside world had ceased to exist. Only these walls remained. And the two of them.

“Since we can’t leave,” she said, her voice dropping lower, acquiring a dangerous edge, “we’ll have to survive here. And the first rule of survival is warmth. I’m cold, Maya.”

She turned toward the dark maw of the massive fireplace in the center of the room.

“Start a fire. Now.”

Ten minutes later, Maya was still fussing by the hearth. Her hands, red from the frost, trembled treacherously as she tried to arrange the logs into a proper pyramid. The lithe brunette assistant was on her knees on the pelt of some unknown beast thrown on the floor, and this posture—a pose of forced servitude—now, in total isolation from the world, took on a new, slightly frightening meaning.

Her boss stood behind her, wrapped in her cashmere coat, watching. She didn’t even think of helping.

Maya felt that gaze on the back of her head, on her shoulder blades, on every vertebra. Physical pressure, heavy and assessing. She heard the click of Victoria’s heels on the wooden floor—the slow, measured steps of a predator circling its new territory, testing the boundaries of the cage.

“Fire, Maya,” Victoria’s voice was quiet, but in the absolute silence of the house, it sounded like a clap of thunder. “I need heat. And I need it now.”

“I’m trying, Miss Stone,” Maya mumbled, striking another match that broke in her clumsy fingers. “The wood is a bit damp, the draft is poor...”

“Try harder, darling. We won’t get warm without fire.”

Finally, the dry bark caught. Timid, orange tongues of flame licked the wood, reluctantly growing, and a warm, living light illuminated the room, casting long, dancing shadows on the log walls. Maya exhaled in relief, feeling the heat touch her face, and was about to rise from her knees to brush off her jeans when Victoria’s heavy hand landed on her shoulder, pinning her in place.

“Stay like that,” Miss Stone ordered. The firelight reflected in her platinum hair, pulled back in its tight bun.

Maya froze. Her heart seemed to slam against her ribs and get stuck somewhere in her throat. She was still on her knees, back to her Boss, staring into the fire that was burning brighter, but now the whole world had narrowed down to the weight of that palm on her shoulder.

“Ma’am?” her voice was barely audible over the crackling logs.

“Turn around. But don’t get up.”

Maya slowly, fighting internal resistance and a strange, viscous desire, turned on her knees. Now she was looking up at Victoria, and this angle changed everything, distorting the usual perspective. Victoria seemed like a giantess, an ancient goddess descended from a pedestal to punish or pardon. She had already removed her coat, remaining in that ivory silk blouse. The top button was undone, revealing the flawless hollow between her collarbones, where life pulsed in the firelight.

In her hand, Victoria held two glasses and a dusty bottle of red wine she had obviously found in the bar while Maya wrestled with the fireplace.

“Good girl,” she said, her voice dropping into velvet, enveloping tones.

At this simple, almost training-like praise, everything inside Maya clenched, and a treacherous heat spread low in her belly—heat that had nothing to do with the fireplace.

Victoria held out a glass. Maya reached for it, but her fingers faltered as they brushed against her boss’s cool ones. The electric shock was so strong that both froze for a split second.

“Your hands are freezing,” Victoria noted, but didn’t pull away. Instead, she seized the girl’s wrist, gripping it firmly, dominantly. Her fingers were hot, strong, contrasting with Maya’s icy skin.

The Director took a step forward, unceremoniously invading the assistant’s personal space, forcing her to lean back slightly onto her heels to keep her balance. Victoria’s legs, in severe office trousers, were right in front of the green-eyed subordinate’s face. The scent of expensive wool, a woman’s body, and tart wine hit her nostrils, intoxicating her more than alcohol ever could.

“Do you know what I was thinking while I looked at that useless phone?” Victoria asked quietly, taking a sip of wine without taking her eyes off Maya’s dry lips.

Maya shook her head, unable to squeeze out a sound. She was hypnotized by the movement of Victoria’s throat as she swallowed.

“I was thinking that there are no shareholders here. No lawyers. No rules...”

The owner of Stone Enterprise slowly lowered her free hand onto Maya’s chest, right over where the panicking bird of her heart was beating beneath the ridiculous sweater. Through the thick wool, the thuds reverberated into Victoria’s hand—thump-thump-thump, a frantic, ragged rhythm.

“You’re trembling, Maya,” she stated, tilting her head to the side and studying her subordinate
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