
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_0492986-520597db-402a-439c-9f43-edddba922ab8_pYCK5q_html_m32946b03.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_0492986-520597db-402a-439c-9f43-edddba922ab8_pYCK5q_html_449c17e4.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2024 Faedra Rose

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-1054-9

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Lisa Petrocelli

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 



 


 


 


 


DEDICATION

 


This series is dedicated to all those who love spicy,
forced-proximity romances and are suckers for the beauty of winter!
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Chapter One

Danielle

 


“Oh my God…” I breathe, off-loading my bags
and stepping into the rented cabin for the first time. “This is
just adorable!” With a sigh I roll my shoulders and pull off my
coat. This is exactly what I need. It’s the perfect weekend
getaway to cozy up and get some serious writing done.

Wandering around, everything seems
self-explanatory. There’s a small kitchenette, a toilet and shower,
and the rest is an open-plan living area. There’s a fold-out sofa
bed by the fireplace, a round dining table with two wooden seats, a
soft rug on the floor, a wooden chest by the wall with extra
blankets, and a pair of plush beanbags to recline on. It’s not
much, but really, what more do you need? I brought along my
favorite rum, some hot mocha sachets, and enough junk food to give
an army of small children a week-long sugar buzz!

Pulling the curtains back, I gasp. The views
are spectacular. The dying sun shines over the valley, bathing the
snow-covered pines and mountains beyond in golden light, as it
begins its descent toward the horizon. I should have arrived
earlier so I could enjoy more of the day, but I got off to a late
start. Plus, I had to put gas in my tank and grab a bag of firewood
in case the cabin didn’t have any pre-cut. Luckily, there’s a small
lean-to filled with it, and the grate inside is piled high in
preparation for visitors. But it’s always better to be safe than
sorry, I figure! Especially when you’re a single woman out in the
elements—alone.

Untying my waist-length, platinum-blonde
hair, I let it fall around my shoulders and comb through its waves
with my fingers, relieving the tension on my scalp from the tight
ponytail. “That’s better,” I say with a smile, letting the gleaming
red ribbon fall to the countertop. It’s time to get comfortable and
settle in for some major productivity. It’ll be dark before I know
it. Winters are like that. One minute it’s late afternoon, the
next, it’s pitch black, and the temperature has dropped twenty
degrees and you’re shivering in your damn boots.

Popping my snacks into the kitchen cupboard,
I stack my hot beverage sachets by the stovetop kettle and place my
rum on the bench. A thrill of excitement ripples through me and I
grin to myself while rubbing my gloved hands together. “Now, let’s
get this fire started.” Thanks to an awesome father who always took
us camping and hiking as kids, I get the flames roaring merrily in
no time and I feel like a right Girl Scout.

I slip off my gloves and leave them on the
table by my cell phone, fill up the kettle, and turn on the gas. A
hot mug of chocolate-flavored caffeine to warm my bones and help
the ideas flow is just what the doctor ordered. Fetching my
notebooks and my lucky pen, I plop myself down onto the sofa and
wait for the water to boil. Gazing at the crackling fireplace, I
tap the end of the pen to my lips in thought.

My publisher is expecting the synopsis for
my next book by the end of the month and I’m yet to experience the
“lightbulb moment.” I just need an idea, something that sparks me
off, and sets my imagination running—the rest always writes itself.
I want to write a story that’s popular and appeals to a wide
audience but doesn’t fizzle out like a soggy firework. I need my
story to have passion and excitement! It needs to be filled with
popular tropes that capture the readers’ attention and steamy
scenes that captivate their senses. That’s not too much to ask
for, surely?

 The whistle of
the kettle fills the cabin, and I set down my pen to make my drink.
Using some of the hot water, I rinse out a mug I found in the
under-sink cabinet and mix up some instant magic. The steam of my
hot beverage whorls up from the cup, frothy and delicious. But I’m
going for decadence. So, unashamedly I add a small handful of mini
marshmallows and a drizzle of cloyingly sweet caramel syrup.
Satisfied and feeling like a queen, I settle down again.

Scribbling down whatever comes to mind, I
sip at the sweet coffee concoction, lost to my thoughts and the
overwhelming feeling of comfort that has me wrapped up like a
kitten in a fuzzy blanket. I can’t remember the last time I felt so
content and at peace. After the long drive to get out to White
Pines, coupled with the yummy hot beverage in my belly and the
delicious warmth radiating from the fire, I feel a welcome fatigue
wash over me. Pulling my legs up onto the sofa, I lay my head on
the armrest, snuggle up, and allow myself an indulgent and
well-deserved nap.

Maybe the words will come more easily when
I’m refreshed.

 


****

 


 Loud,
repetitive banging wakes me, coupled with the sound of a strong
male voice calling out. I sit bolt upright, my eyes wide, instantly
alert. Beyond the windows I see a blizzard raging, the world
nothing but an obscured vision of white. “Oh my God!” I gasp, and
without hesitating I leap to my feet. Someone is out there in
that! I rush to the door and unlock it. An icy blast of
freezing cold wind knocks me off my feet and snow rushes in.
Shielding my eyes with my arm, I scramble to my feet, but the door
is already closing as I rise.

A large man covered in snow forces the door
shut and slips the locks into place, before turning to face me,
resting his back against the wood in obvious relief. The man is
simply enormous—broad shouldered, barrel chested, and tall. He must
be at least six feet four inches, to my tiny, almost five feet one.
He towers above me like a titan, his dark-brown eyes regarding me
calmly as he takes a moment to catch his breath.

 Swallowing my nerves, I try for a smile
despite the very unexpected intrusion. “Are you all right?” I ask
hesitantly. “I’m sorry if you were knocking for some time. I was
asleep. Can I get you a hot drink, maybe?”

The man removes his scarf and beanie,
revealing a mane of luscious dark curls that spill to his
shoulders. He looks like a bloody mountain-man cover model!

My breath catches in my throat and my heart
races. Damn.

“Thank you,” he says, his voice like muted
thunder. “That would be great.”

“Please, warm yourself up by the fire,” I
suggest. I refill the kettle and turn on the stove, automatically
falling into hostess mode, ever the pint-sized people pleaser.
Then, as I’m busying myself, the reality of my situation knocks the
wind right out of me. That blizzard doesn’t look like it’s going
anywhere soon … which means I’m snowed-in with a stranger and a
drop-dead gorgeous one at that! A quiet warmth blossoms between my
thighs in response, and I bite my lip. Oh, man. I’m in serious
trouble!


Chapter Two

Jonathan

 


God damn. I sigh as I remove my
gloves and outer layers by the fire. This situation is exactly what
I didn’t want to have happen. But I’ll be gobsmacked if Danielle
isn’t the prettiest little minx I’ve ever laid eyes on in my life.
With long, bright-blonde hair all the way down to her ass, she has
kind green eyes, and a mouthwateringly curvaceous hourglass figure
for such a petite woman.

Danielle bustles across the space and offers
me a hot cup of something sweet with a coy smile. “I hope it’s
okay,” she preemptively apologizes. “It’s all I brought with me by
way of caffeine.”

I accept the steaming hot mug, and my large
fingers brush her dainty hand, sending zings of electricity through
me. “I’m grateful,” I say simply, not sure where to begin regarding
my unexpected and intrusive arrival.

The curvy blonde blushes, standing just out
of arm’s reach, and she sips at her own mug, holding it in both
hands before her in a slightly defensive fashion, almost like the
hot beverage might act as a shield between us. “So, I’m sorry I
didn’t introduce myself before,” she stumbles on. “My name’s
Danielle, but most people just call me Dani.” She reaches out a
cautious hand in greeting.

I grimace and shake her hand in return, mine
enveloping hers completely. “It’s nice to put a name to a face,” I
say. “My name’s Jonathan, but you can call me Jon.”

Danielle’s eyes widen and her mouth forms a
delightful “O” of surprise. “Jon?” she queries. “I spoke to a Jon
when I made my booking for the cabin. Do you work here at White
Pines?”

She’s quick. I run a slightly
self-conscious hand through my hair and nod, staring down at the
rug beneath our feet. “Yeah, that was me. I own the place,” I say
with an awkward smile. I’ve never really been the sort to boast or
big-note myself. I prefer a more humble, down-to-earth outlook on
life. I’ve always liked my achievements and actions to do the
talking for me.

“Oh!” she replies, her entire demeanor
warming, as if the mental barriers she’d raised in fear of my
presence are being discarded without a second thought. “It’s lovely
to meet you, too. But, um, what brings you to my cabin? I hadn’t
really expected to see anyone, to be honest.”

“I’m sorry to intrude,” I say. “You’re
actually the only person here at White Pines at the moment. There
was a blizzard advisory early this morning, and I’ve been on the
phone, calling customers all day, right up until the last minute,
to advise them to remain at home, or to find alternate
accommodation arrangements. Just as it started getting bad, I
realized I’d never gotten through to you, and you might have
already arrived. The phone reception
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