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Chapter 1: The Ride

The airport pickup lane was chaos-horns, exhaust, holiday travelers dragging overstuffed suitcases through slush. Susan checked her phone for the third time. The taxi was three minutes late. Brittany stood beside her, arms crossed against the wind, blonde ponytail whipping sideways. “He’s probably lost,” Brittany muttered. “Or he saw two women and decided to ghost.” Susan rolled her eyes. “It’s Christmas week. Everyone’s late. Relax.” 

Their flight from Denver had landed twenty minutes early, which meant they’d beaten the worst of the storm forecast. The plan was simple: taxi to Susan’s parents’ house two hours north, crash for the holiday, eat too much pie, survive family questions about dating. Brittany had tagged along because her own family was in California and she hated flying alone. A black SUV rolled up-clean, recent model, tinted windows. The driver’s side opened. Steve stepped out. Tall-six-three at least-dark hair pushed back, jaw sharp enough to cut glass, black coat open over a fitted gray Henley that showed every line of muscle in his chest and arms. Tattoos peeked from the cuffs and collar. He looked like he belonged on a magazine cover, not behind the wheel of an taxi.

He glanced at his phone, then at them. No smile. “Susan?” “That’s me,” Susan said, stepping forward. “And Brittany.” Steve nodded once, popped the trunk, and started loading bags without another word. Brittany raised an eyebrow at Susan. Susan shrugged. They climbed into the back seat. The interior smelled like leather and faint cedar. Steve got behind the wheel, adjusted the mirror, and pulled out. “Two hours to your drop-off,” he said, voice low and clipped. “Highway’s already backing up. Storm’s moving in faster than they said.” Brittany leaned forward. “You always this chatty with passengers?”

Steve’s eyes flicked to the rearview. “Only when they ask stupid questions.” Susan felt Brittany tense beside her. She put a hand on Brittany’s knee-calm down. “We’re just trying to get home for Christmas,” Susan said evenly. “No need for attitude.” Steve’s jaw ticked. “I’m getting you there. That’s the job.” Silence settled. Heavy. The snow started falling harder-big, wet flakes that stuck to the windshield. The wipers thumped rhythmically.

Brittany broke it first. “You always drive like you hate your life, or is this a special holiday edition?” Steve’s knuckles whitened on the wheel. “You always talk this much, or is the silence too much for you?” Brittany laughed-sharp, surprised. “Wow. Okay. Grumpy and hot. Classic.” Susan elbowed her. “Brittany.” “What? He is.” Brittany leaned forward again, meeting Steve’s eyes in the mirror. “You know you’re stupidly good-looking, right? 

You could probably smile and make bank in tips.” Steve’s mouth twitched-almost a smirk, gone in a second. “I don’t do tips for compliments.” Susan felt heat crawl up her neck. She looked out the window. The snow was coming down faster now, visibility dropping. The highway signs were starting to blur. “Road’s getting bad,” Steve said, voice quieter. “Might need to pull off soon.” Brittany sat back. “Great. Stranded with Mr. Personality.” Susan shot her a look. Brittany shrugged. The SUV slowed. Traffic ahead was crawling, then stopping. Red brake lights stretched into the whiteout. Steve cursed under his breath. “This is gonna get ugly.” 

He took the next exit-barely visible-onto a two-lane county road. The pavement vanished under fresh powder. Trees closed in on both sides. “Where are we going?” Susan asked. “Shortcut. Or it was.” Steve’s eyes were on the road. “Cabin up ahead. I know the owner. We wait it out. ”Brittany leaned forward again. “You’re taking us to a random cabin in the woods? During a blizzard? With a guy who hates us?” Steve glanced at her in the mirror. “You got a better idea?” Silence.

The cabin appeared through the trees-small, dark, single-story, chimney cold. Steve parked as close as he could, killed the engine. “Stay here,” he said. “I’ll check it.” He got out, coat flapping in the wind, and disappeared toward the door. Brittany turned to Susan. “He’s an asshole.” Susan watched Steve’s silhouette against the snow. Broad shoulders, long legs, the way he moved like he owned the storm. “Yeah,” she said quietly. “But he’s not wrong about the road.” Steve returned a minute later, key in hand. “Power’s on. Heat’s working. One bed, couch, fireplace. We’re here till morning at least.” Brittany groaned. “One bed?” 

Steve’s eyes flicked between them. “You two can fight over it. I’ll take the couch.” He turned and headed back to the cabin. Susan and Brittany exchanged a look. Brittany whispered, “He’s still an asshole.” Susan watched him go-tall, dark, disappearing into the swirling white. “Yeah,” she said. “But he’s also the only thing standing between us and freezing to death.” They got out, grabbed their bags, and followed him inside. The door shut behind them. The storm howled. And the night was just beginning.

Chapter 2: Under the Covers

The cabin smelled like pine, dust, and the faint metallic bite of cold air seeping through the cracks. One main room: small kitchenette, stone fireplace, sagging couch, single bedroom door cracked open to reveal a queen bed with a faded quilt. No second bed. No pull-out. Just one mattress and a pile of blankets that looked like they hadn’t been touched in years. Steve dropped his duffel by the door and went straight for the thermostat. He cranked it to 72, flicked the lights on, checked the breaker box in the hall closet. Everything hummed to life-baseboard heat clicking, fridge kicking on, a single bulb glowing above the kitchen sink. Susan stood in the middle of the room, arms crossed, watching him move like he owned the place. “You’re really comfortable breaking into someone’s cabin,” she said. Steve didn’t turn around. “Not breaking in. Key was under the mat. 

Owner’s an old hunting buddy. Told me years ago to use it if I ever needed.” Brittany snorted, kicking off her boots. “Convenient.” Steve finally looked at them. “You want heat or you want to freeze?” Susan opened her mouth, closed it. Brittany rolled her eyes but didn’t argue. They spread out. Susan claimed the couch, dragging a blanket over her legs. Brittany paced, then flopped into the single armchair by the window, glaring at Steve like he’d personally invented the storm. Steve ignored both of them, crouched by the fireplace, stacking logs, striking a match. Flames caught quickly. The room warmed fast. For twenty minutes the only sounds were crackling wood and wind rattling the windows.

Then Brittany spoke.“So what’s your deal, Steve?” she asked, voice sharp. “You always this charming with passengers, or do we just bring out the best in you?” Steve poked the fire with a metal rod. “I drive. I don’t babysit.” Susan laughed-short, bitter. “Wow. You really are an asshole.” Steve’s shoulders stiffened, but he didn’t look up. “Call it what you want. You’re warm. You’re safe. That’s the job.” Brittany leaned forward. “Safe? We’re stuck in the middle of nowhere with a guy who looks like he could snap us in half and has the personality of a brick wall.” Steve finally turned. His eyes were calm, almost amused. “If I wanted to hurt you, I wouldn’t have brought you here. I’d have left you on the side of the road.”

Susan felt a shiver that had nothing to do with the cold. “That’s comforting.” Steve shrugged. “Truth usually is. ”Brittany stood up. “You know what your problem is? You think being hot gives you a free pass to be a dick.” Steve’s mouth twitched-just a fraction. “I don’t think about being hot. I think about getting paid and getting home.” Susan stood too. “You’re infuriating.” Steve looked between them, still crouched by the fire. “And you two are loud.” Brittany laughed again-angry this time. “Oh my god. You’re impossible.” Susan stepped closer. “You could at least pretend to be human.”

Steve rose slowly, unfolding to his full height. He towered over both of them, but didn’t crowd. Just stood there, hands loose at his sides, eyes steady. “I’m not here to entertain you,” he said quietly. “I’m here to keep you alive until the roads clear. If that makes me an asshole, fine. Call me whatever you want. Just don’t expect me to grovel.” Silence. Brittany’s cheeks were flushed. Susan’s breath came faster. Then the lights flickered. Once. Twice. Gone. The firelight was the only thing left. Brittany cursed. 

Susan wrapped her arms around herself. Steve didn’t flinch. “Power’s out,” he said, like he’d expected it. “Generator’s probably buried under snow. We’re not getting it back tonight.” He grabbed a flashlight from his bag, clicked it on, swept the beam across the room. “Bedroom’s got the thickest blankets. Couch is too short for any of us. We share the bed. Body heat. No bullshit.” Brittany laughed-high, nervous. “You’re joking.” Steve didn’t smile. “I’m not. It’s twenty below outside. Wind chill’s worse. We sleep separate, someone gets hypothermia. We sleep together, we stay warm. That’s math.”

Susan looked at Brittany. Brittany looked at Susan. Then at Steve. No one argued. They filed into the bedroom. Queen bed. One lamp on the nightstand-still glowing from some battery backup. Steve set the flashlight upright like a lantern. Susan kicked off her shoes. Brittany peeled off her hoodie, leaving just a thin tank top and leggings. Steve stripped to a black t-shirt and boxer briefs-muscles shifting under the fabric, tattoos dark against his skin. They climbed in without speaking.

Steve took the middle-broad shoulders, long legs, radiating heat like a furnace. Susan on his left, Brittany on his right. The mattress dipped. Blankets settled. For a long minute, no one moved. Then Brittany shifted. Her thigh brushed Steve’s. She didn’t pull away. Susan felt the heat of his arm against hers. She swallowed. Steve’s voice came low in the dark. “If anyone gets uncomfortable, say so. We stop.” Susan’s heart slammed against her ribs. “Okay.” Brittany whispered, “Okay.” No one said anything else. But no one moved away, either. Under the covers, fingers brushed. Thighs pressed. Breath mingled. The storm howled outside. Inside, something else was starting to burn.

Chapter 3: Heat Rising

The bedroom was dark except for the flashlight beam Steve had propped on the nightstand like a lantern. The wind screamed outside, rattling the single window. Inside, the bed felt smaller with every passing minute. Susan lay on her left side, facing Steve’s back. Brittany was on his right, curled toward him. No one had spoken in twenty minutes. The only sounds were breathing-three sets, uneven, thickening. Susan shifted first. Her knee brushed the back of Steve’s thigh. She froze. He didn’t move away. Brittany noticed. She slid her hand under the blanket, fingertips grazing Steve’s arm-light, testing. He exhaled through his nose. No protest. 

Susan’s heart slammed against her ribs. She pressed her palm flat against Steve’s lower back, just above the waistband of his boxer briefs. His skin was hot, muscles tight under her touch. He let out a low sound-not words, just air. Brittany mirrored her. Her fingers traced the line of Steve’s shoulder, down his bicep, then back up. She leaned in, lips brushing his neck-soft, tentative. Steve tilted his head, giving her more room. Susan’s hand slid lower, over the curve of his ass, squeezing once. Steve flexed under her palm. Brittany kissed the side of his throat-open-mouthed, slow. Steve turned his head, caught Brittany’s mouth in a kiss that started gentle and turned hungry fast. Susan watched them for half a second-lips sliding, tongues visible-then leaned in and kissed Steve’s shoulder, then his neck, then found his mouth when Brittany pulled back for air.

The kiss was messy, urgent. Steve’s hand came up, cupped the back of Susan’s head, fingers threading into her hair. Brittany’s hand slipped under his shirt, nails raking down his abs. Steve groaned into Susan’s mouth. Clothes came off in a rush. Steve’s shirt hit the floor. Susan’s tank top followed. Brittany’s leggings and hoodie were gone. Panties were shoved aside, not removed. Hands were everywhere-Steve’s palms sliding over Susan’s breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until she whimpered; Brittany’s fingers dipping between Susan’s thighs, finding her already soaked.

Brittany moaned. “Fuck, you’re dripping.” Susan gasped. “So are you.” Steve rolled onto his back, pulling both women with him. Brittany straddled his thigh, grinding down, coating his skin with her wetness. Susan straddled his other thigh, rocking against the hard muscle while she kissed Brittany-deep, open-mouthed, tongues sliding. Steve watched them, eyes dark, hands roaming-cupping Brittany’s ass, squeezing Susan’s breast, thumbing both their nipples in rhythm. Brittany broke the kiss, leaned down, took one of Steve’s nipples into her mouth-sucking hard, teeth grazing. 

Steve hissed, hips bucking. Susan mirrored her on the other side, tongue flicking, biting lightly. Steve’s hands slid lower-between their legs. Two fingers found Susan’s clit, circling slow and firm
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