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Winter Nights 




She's a Wild Spirt & He's Playful Flirt 


Thatcher Lewis and Jaime Roman connected through mutual friends. An intense New Year’s kiss led to intimate late-night conversations. Jaime wanted to protect her heart. Thatcher wanted her trust. Their explosive chemistry reached its breaking point during a weekend trip to the mountains. Jaime had a moment of honesty, so Thatcher backed off to respect her wishes. Jaime will make an emotional decision afterward that will prompt a trip to New York City just hours before a major snowstorm. Thatcher and Jaime will spend five passionate nights in the city during the most romantic time of the year.














  
  

Emotional Decision 


Jaime Roman 





East Falls, Philadelphia


Heavy snow was expected during the evening, and the drafty chill was a sign the temperature was dropping. I loved my trendy loft, but the climate was between not quite warm and blazing hot during the winter months. I adjusted the thermostat. A clanging sound happened when heat rushed through the vents. I kept packing 

Traveling hours before the storm wasn’t the best idea, but I hoped the drive to 30th Street Station wouldn’t take long. The room warmed. My phone chimed. British’s name was displayed. 

I answered, “Brit, cancel your open houses.”

“No. A new home is the most romantic gift someone can give. I’m making sure loving couples can buy their dream house. It’s a sacrifice.”   

I laughed, “It’s also a six percent commission.”  

“Damn right it is,” she replied. “I have a three o’clock appointment, and a condo on Broad Street sparked interest. Can you imagine your dream guy purchasing a house for Valentine’s Day?” 

“No, but I’ll show him how much he’s appreciated.” 

British laughed, “Being naughty is the best way to express gratitude. Would you sell your adorable loft?”

“No. It’ll be our romantic getaway.”  

British sighed, “It sounds perfect. I need to find the love of my life. A steamy rendezvous is overdue.”   

“Since when do you have a boring dating life?”

She groaned, “Don’t get me wrong, it’s fun, but the sex is routine. I want romance. I wanna be madly in love with a man who feels the same. My track record is outrageous, but I’m not afraid to keep trying. What time are you leaving for the station?”

“I’m calling a ride in fifteen minutes.” 

“Don’t. I’ll be there in ten,” British ended the call.

I went in the kitchen to brew fresh coffee. British would be out in the weather all afternoon. The expensive blend would help. My phone chimed again. This time, Cass was texting. We spoke earlier. She probably picked up on something. I wasn’t unhappy but kind of unbelievably moody under the circumstances. I replied but didn’t mention my spur-of-the-moment trip to New York. Cass didn’t need to stress about her best friend making an emotional decision to travel before a major storm. 

A quick email check brought good news. There were suites available due to cancellations. I confirmed my upgrade and then did a victory lap around my room. Being snowed-in at my favorite hotel was exciting. 

I stopped celebrating to look at my phone. I checked it for the one millionth time. Still nothing from Thatcher. He would normally text throughout the day and then we’ll talk before bed, well, we used to before the Pocono trip.

Texts were here and there nowadays. Thatcher was backing off. I was downright disappointed, but British’s coffee was finished. I was in the kitchen, pouring it into a thermos and wondering if I should’ve called Thatcher. Maybe making the first move wasn’t a bad idea. 

My luggage was ready in the living room. British was talking outside. Cold air swept in when the front door opened. My friend was festive in a red parka, cashmere scarf, stylish leggings, and leather knee boots. 

British pushed the door closed and kept talking, “A house is not a home until there’s love to make it that way. We’ll keep searching until we find one you can’t live without.” She ended the call. I gave her the thermos. 

 “Oh, I need extra today,” British sighed. “Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome. Your holiday gift basket was packed with gourmet coffee. Did you give it to your clients?” 

 British checked the cap on the thermos and then tucked it into her messenger bag. “Jai, I love you. I wouldn’t give away your thoughtful gift, not to mention, the cost. Please stop acting crazy.”

I laughed at the expression on her face. “I love you too, and I wouldn’t mind you sharing after a night of wild sex.” 

“Hmm. I can imagine,” British thought about it and then shook it off. “I’m not getting side-tracked. Enough of that. It’s my coffee. Share? Why and for what reason?” 

 “Because you’re caring. It’ll be a way to thank him for being a good time,” I teased her. “Breakfast in bed and wonderful coffee.”  

“The men sharing my bed are thanked before, during, and after sex. We relax the next morning with brunch or whatever, but I savor my gourmet coffee alone. It’s a guilty pleasure,” British glanced around the living room. “I was hoping for chocolates or candy. Max is serious about Valentine’s Day. Where are your roses?”

“I asked him not to buy any this year. I’ll be ready in a minute.” I went in my bedroom, hoping it would end the conversation. 

British followed me. “Valentine’s Day with Max is a tradition. I mean it’s kind of timeless. The guy is all about romance. He’ll forget your birthday and whatever else, but this holiday is never skipped. What gives?” 

I was in the process of changing my sweater and got tangled up. It took a second to figure it out. British didn’t leave. She patiently waited, not wanting to let it go. I had to say something. “The friends-with-benefits situation with Max wasn’t worth it. It was best to end it.” 

“I get that. Believe me, I do, but would you have sex with him again?”

“No,” I said without hesitating. “We’re finished.” 

British laughed, “Says you. Max would drop whatever he’s doing and whoever he’s screwing.”

There was truth to it. My on and off again thing with Max was tiring. I didn’t have the patience.

 Last-minute details were finished. My luggage and satchel were in hand while locking up. 

British fixed the lining on her hood, “It’s getting colder.”  

I nodded to agree because brisk air shocked my senses. Cold wind blew as we hurried to her SUV. I was used to harsh city winters and wore comfortable layers with a warm coat, hat, and scarf. It wouldn’t have been too bad if I planned on staying indoors where it was cozy, but traveling in the elements was a different situation. 

Relief came when we were settled. British was behind the wheel and pulling out within seconds. She turned up the heat and took off her hood. “Road work is still going on Market Street. Traffic will be insane. I’m taking I-76.”  

“Brit, you don’t have to rush. We left early.”

“I’m not. I’ll stay five under the speed limit. Will Thatcher be at the station to pick you up?”

“No,” I could’ve left it at that, but she would have another question. It was best to get it out the way, knowing it’ll sound crazy, “I didn’t tell him.” 

British focused on the road, “Thatcher showed up in the Poconos last weekend, and you’re heading to New York City before a snowstorm. What happened?”

 “Things were good. I figured we would hook-up. That didn’t happen, but we still had fun.” 

“Sounds like you’re justifying what went wrong,” British said without missing a beat. “Did you outright offer sex? Be honest.”  

My cheeks flushed in embarrassment, “Yes, we were alone and his kisses were amazing. Thatcher is super affectionate. He wanted more than random sex.”  

“So you put him in the friend zone. Did you explain?” 

“No. What was I supposed to say? You’re good enough for sex, but no thanks for the relationship? Thatcher seemed okay with it. We hung out with my friends and he slept in my room, but it’s been a week and everything feels different. We used to text all the time, now I’m lucky if he replies in two hours.” 

“Thatcher might be respecting your wishes, or he could be dating.”   

I sighed, “The possibility crossed my mind, but we talked every night for six weeks. He never mentioned anyone.” 

“Why would he? Thatcher wanted you, but it didn’t happen. It’s okay for him to have a sex life.” 

I groaned, “You’re right, but I can’t even wrap my mind around him being with another woman. I like him too much for that.” 

“You’re spoiled,” British said. “My eyes are on the road, so I don’t know if you’re staring at me, but I remember when Cass introduced Thatcher. You said he was a playful flirt, incredibly sexy, and could make you smile even when you’re having a terrible day.”

“I won’t lie. It’s true. I didn’t expect him to skip over the fooling around phase to exclusively dating. I’m not good at long-distance relationships. I tried it once, and it was a disaster. I would miss Thatcher too much and things would get consistently worse. I’m terrible at waiting.” 

“I’m impatient too, but it seems like you’re missing him already,” British said. “Go back and forth to New York. Thatcher probably won’t care if you work from his place. He might like it if you’re there and willing to please. What guy in his right mind would complain about having the woman he wanted at his fingertips?”  

I blushed, “You make it sound so dirty.”  

“Because it is,” she replied. “Jai, you always go after the things you want. Why is it different with Thatcher?”    

“I get clingy,” I admitted, “I was trying to ease into it, not wanting to go overboard, but I screwed up.” 

“Okay. What’s the plan?”  

“I’ll check into the hotel, call him, and apologize.”  

“Sounds good to me,” British hit the turn signal for the exit ramp. She eased into the flow of traffic and turned onto Arch Street. “Don’t forget to ask Cass about the candles and potpourri. The Holiday scents were great. I’m hoping she has Spring favorites.” British stopped at the curb. “Don’t overthink it.”  

“It’ll be hard not to, thanks for the ride,” I gathered my things and left the SUV. The wind seemed to be whipping in every direction, but I hurried up the wide stone steps and through the entrance. It felt ten times warmer in the station. The walk to the terminal went by at a comfortable pace. Hopefully, I would have a comfy spot to wait. 










  
  

Having Regrets 


Thatcher Lewis 





West 40th Street, New York City


My current project was put on hold to read the cost analysis for Shaun’s work in progress. The goal was to conserve the eighteenth century rowhome in Old City, Philadelphia. We’ve worked with the listed restoration company in the past. No issues there. Work was around the clock all week, and I wanted to keep at it, but even the quaint cobblestone street wasn’t a distraction from Jaime. 

We met through Vance and Cass. There was chemistry from the start, but our friends went from being engaged to married within a year. Everything was happening fast, but maybe it was an excuse not to act on our feelings. 

Jaime downplayed everything. I didn’t, but it was flirting, conversation, and wedding plans. 

The holiday season came with possibilities. Vance and Cass’s New Year’s Eve wedding was a rip-roaring good time. We kept the banter going, and it was all in fun until our first kiss. Jaime’s floral scent held a seductive hint, and her lush pout was mine for the taking, but our kiss had the potential to ruin everything. 

I ended it. Jaime was disappointed. She wanted sex, and I wanted more. There was no middle ground to be had. I offered to show her around the hotel. Jaime wanted details about my being familiar with it. I tried changing the subject, but she kept going back to it. 

A little honesty happened about my experiences at the hotel, and that’s when the sex talk started. Flirting followed. We ended our night in her hotel room locked in kisses. Jaime relaxed on the bed with her dress in waves of silk and satin. Her sweet taste was enhanced by expensive champagne. 

We shared kiss after kiss until Jaime confessed her desires between delicate moans. It sparked a deep need. Hook-up sex would’ve been fine had she been anyone else. I tried backing off. Jaime kept luring me in. A series of powerful kisses left her breathless, but one night in a lavish hotel wouldn’t matter if she had regrets. 

Jaime kept pleading for more than she could handle. I claimed her mouth in a promise of how wild things would get if she kept being so damn tempting. Jaime calmed down but kept flirting. I allowed it, knowing damn well I should’ve put my feelings out there. 

All the celebrating got to her. Jaime drifted off to sleep. I didn’t mind holding her, but it wasn’t a good idea to stay. I tried easing out of bed. She affectionately held on.

Her reaction touched my heart, but sleeping in her room would’ve changed things before she was ready. I untangled myself, wrote a note, included my phone number, and locked the door on my way out. 

Jaime texted later to thank me. I didn’t need it. I wanted her. We texted consistently until this week. Now, things were different. Some of it was my doing, but she had to know the game playing wouldn’t happen. 

I relaxed at my desk. My office overlooked Bryant Park. There was normally a flurry of activity there, but the ice-skating rink was closed due to the upcoming storm. Jaime didn’t see much of the city, so we had plans to ice-skate, and do all the things she wanted. That was before I crashed her weekend trip. A lodge, snow, and ski trails were my kind of weekend. Jaime was spending time with friends from college, but we still had a damn good time.

Our sexual tension was at a breaking point from months of flirting and weeks of intimate talking and texting. Jaime still wanted sex. I promised to please her in every way imaginable, but we couldn’t have casual sex. She needed to be mine. Jaime didn’t want that, so I backed off, but my feelings didn’t change. 

My attention to the file and Shaun’s notes. I was focused on the project until noise broke my concentration. Shaun walked into my office. “I figured you’d check it out before the weekend,” he sat in a leather chair. “What do you think?”

“The project is solid. Your numbers are on point,” I closed the file. “It’s a historical area. The restoration company will need a permit for changes to the exterior.”

“I was on the phone five minutes ago, saying the same thing. Hopefully, the adjustments to the street lights and poles will be ditched. I planned to be there in person, but we had to reschedule for the following week due to this incoming storm. Madi is disappointed about the gala being postponed. I was hoping the storm would end by Saturday, but it’s expected to last through Monday,” Shaun slumped in the chair. “I’m getting her gifts because my last-minute rush to grab flowers and jewelry won’t work this year.”  

I laughed, “Valentine’s Day is six days away. Why not order her presents and pick them up?”

Shaun glanced at me, “I like living on the edge.”   

I shook my head, “That’s why Madi gets pissed at you.”  

He grinned, “I like her angry. It spices things up.”   

I chuckled, “It does until she hurts your feelings.”

Shaun and Madison were crazy together, but she wouldn’t tolerate his bullshit. We talked about his project until Taylor knocked on the door.

“Are you guys in for Happy Hour?” 

“No,” Shaun glared at him. “My girlfriend is still upset.” 

Taylor leaned against the door frame. “Did you tell her it was a mistake? How was I supposed to know you didn’t want a lap dance? We were at a gentleman’s club.”   

“Where we meet clients after hours to discuss business. It’s downtime, but we’re working,” Shaun stressed each word. “I had to explain the lipstick stain.” 

“How’d that happen?” Taylor asked. “The dancer didn’t touch you.” 

“She probably politely suggested,” I told Taylor. Shaun cursed under his breath, not in the mood to talk about it. 

Taylor glanced at him, “Man, I’m sorry.”   

“You should be,” Shaun replied, not letting him off the hook. “Lipstick and damn perfume. My life’s not good.” 

I chuckled, “Madison treats you well.”  

“She used to treat me well. Past tense. I’ve been in the doghouse, man. No quality time. I need that,” Shaun looked at Taylor. “Why were you paying for lap dances?”

“I was celebrating a recent contract,” Taylor replied. “Thatch, are you in for Happy Hour? Drinks are on me.”  

“I’ll pass but have fun.” 

Taylor grinned, “I will. It’ll feel good to let loose. I’ve been practicing your shot glass trick.” 

“You shouldn’t be trying that. It took a year to learn. Don’t do it.” 

“I’m a quick study,” Taylor replied and ignored my warning, “I don’t have a wingman, so it’ll help.”  

Shaun laughed, “It’ll help you get stitches. You’ll be snowed in at the Emergency Room.” 

Taylor shrugged, “That could work if a hot doctor or nurse is on shift. Sounds like a good time. Thatch, congrats on the Berkman completion.”

“Thanks,” I said and laughed when Taylor told Shaun it was his last chance to get in on the action. The expression on Shaun’s face prompted Taylor to make a hasty retreat.

 Shaun shook his head, “Do you remember what it was like being fresh out of college and naïve? Two hundred dollars says Taylor will end up at the E.R. tonight.”  

I chuckled, “I can’t take the bet because he will.”  

“I hope his friends can pick him up. He better not call me. My home life is not the best right now. I’ll finish up and purchase Madi’s gifts. We’re having dinner with Kyle and Deidre tonight.”

“Nice. I hope the girls are cooking because you two will burn someone’s house down.” 

Shaun laughed, “We made reservations. They didn’t want to risk it. Thanks for checking out the job. I’ll hit you up later.” 

Shaun left. I ordered lunch and started my next project. I didn’t have plans for the weekend, and a random hookup was out of the question, so working from home was my best option. It was time to call Jaime. We needed to talk because our situation wasn’t working. 










  
  

Winter Rush  


Jaime





42nd Street & Park Avenue


Grand Central Terminal was buzzing with activity. My eyes were drawn to the celestial ceiling. There was always something so romantic about it. I was torn between browsing the shops and relaxing at my favorite cocktail bar, but a quick glance at my phone’s app put everything into perspective. My ride was arriving any minute. 

I rushed through the doors and into the fray. Traffic created a symphony of sound. I clutched my luggage and searched for white sedans in the midst of taxis and luxury vehicles. I hurried to an older gentleman holding gold cards with the letters J and R written in elegant script. “Sir, are you waiting for Roman?”

He smiled, “Yes. Jaime Roman.” 

“That’s me,” I thanked him with a smile. It was a relief to be settled. I relaxed, pushed back my knit hat, and loosened my scarf, ready to take in the view. 

The driver eased behind the wheel. He glanced in the rear-view mirror. “Miss Roman, you made it just in time. The storm will be here soon.”

“I’m glad. I would’ve been stranded if you decided to call it quits. The initials on the cards were a nice touch.”  

He chuckled, “My wife made them. She wanted to make sure my service stood out from the crowd. I’ll tell her you liked them, so the plan is to take East 45th Street to Vanderbilt and then onto 59th Street. We’ll cruise past Central Park on our way to Columbus Circle. There’s always traffic, but we’ll be there before you know it.”

“Thank you,” I didn’t say more because his name wasn’t listed on the app. 

He sensed I was having trouble, “The name’s Joe Degrassi. I’m pleased to make your acquaintance.”  

“It’s very nice to meet you as well.” 

We went on in silence. City life worked for me. I loved living in Philly. New York felt the same. I scooted closer to the window when we passed Central Park. It would be a Winter Wonderland once the snow started falling. 

We stopped near the hotel. Mr. Degrassi hurried to get my door. I was about to thank him but squealed when the wind hit my face. “Oh no! It wasn’t this cold before.” 

Mr. Degrassi chuckled, “It usually feels warmer when the snow is falling, but whatever we get will stay awhile. Enjoy your time in the city Miss Roman and keep warm.” 

 “Thank you, stay safe,” I accepted my luggage from Mr. Degrassi and hurried to the lobby entrance. The lavish space was nice and warm. I checked in and was in my suite minutes later. The windows showcased the stunning Manhattan skyline. My Central Park view was incredible. I wandered around my luxurious suite until my phone chimed. Jackson’s name was showing. He was never up this early. That could only mean one thing. 

Jackson talked to Aunt Sharie. 

The sound happened again. I bit my lip but still couldn’t decide. I could text him, but it would prompt another call. 

Jackson was my favorite cousin, well, he and his parents were the only family who truly cared. So, I guess he was my favorite by default, but Jackson meant the world to me, and I still called him by his childhood nickname. I tapped the phone to answer, "Hi Jacks."

“Why didn’t you mention being in the city?”  

“I didn’t know I had to check in.” 

“Jai, I’m not in the mood for sarcasm. There were delays and a train accident. Mom is stressing Dad out.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I’ll call.” 

“I sent Dad a text, so Mom should be okay.” 

I laughed, “You know he won’t text back.”   

Jackson chuckled, “He’ll show Mom the phone, and keep repeating, our niece is fine. Jaime is okay.”  

I sighed, “Uncle Jake is the best, now, I feel terrible.”  

“You should because he woke me up.” 

“I can tell by how unbelievably grumpy you are.”   

Jackson yawned, “I’m not apologizing for my mood. Cass and I live in the city. You shouldn’t be at a hotel.” 

“How did you know where I was staying?”  

“Dad said your hotel wasn’t far from Grand Central. I’m guessing it was your favorite from all the shopping trips and spending time ruining my plans.” 

“First off, your plans were never ruined, you love us.”  

“You and Cass are always into something. Lovable damn nuisances. She was my next call.” 

“Well, you have me, so there’s no need to call.” 

“You said it too fast. What’s up?”

“I didn’t mention my trip to her.”   

“Why is that?” 

I curled up on the sofa. I’ll tell you, so you can stop with the questions. Do you remember the guy I talked about?”

My cousin was silent, “No, not really.” 

“Really Jacks. Can you be serious for a minute?” 

“Yes. I remember. He’s Vance’s friend. The architect.” 

“His name is Thatcher. Don’t laugh.”  

“I’ll probably laugh anyway but explain.” 

“I came to visit as a surprise.”  

Jackson laughed instantly. He didn’t stop either, so my cheeks flushed. “Damn. Can you be more supportive?”

Jackson stopped laughing long enough to take a breath, “Jai, it’s not like you to leave the comfort of your loft before a snowstorm. Did you forget it’s the weekend before Valentine’s Day? Is this more than a crush?”

“Yes. I care about him. Stop judging me.” 

 “I’m not but deal with the consequences if he has plans. Under no circumstance will you call pouting about the date that never was.” 

“Aww, why not?” I teased him. “It’ll be like the time Bobby Jensen broke my heart in 8th grade. I’ll call crying and pleading for you to get me. Send a car to the hotel.”   

“No car. I’ll be there to express my disappointment at traveling to Mid-town during a storm because you made a decision to surprise your would-be boyfriend.”  

I groaned, “Never mind. I’ll hang out, have drinks in the lounge, and eat at the café. The hotel menu is good too.”

Jackson chuckled, “Figured you’d reconsider. I’m going to bed. Text your location and room number in case the power goes out. Call the house, and don’t forget to tell your best friend.”

“Cass and I talk every night. I’ll tell her.”   

“Okay. I’ll text in a few hours. Reply please.” Jackson waited until I promised to do it and then ended the call. 

I laughed. Cass and I were inseparable as kids. Jacks was five years older than we were, but it didn’t stop us from following him everywhere. He complained it was like having two whiny little sisters around all the time, well, years later, he was the one keeping tabs on us. 
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