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        A Christmas getaway may be just the thing to fulfill their greatest desires.

      

      

      

      Conall Lennox is trying something new this holiday, a single’s gathering at a resort in Colorado. The woman he meets there is a breath of fresh air for him. It doesn’t take long and he’s envisioning a lot longer than the short time they have together.

      Sage Addison comes to the Village Resort to avoid the stress of Christmas with her nagging family. Still, meeting tall, dark, and handsome makes her think of spending more than just Christmas with him.

      After their time together is over will Conall and Sage learn that not all liaisons are meant to be brief but can be the beginning of something new, something wonderful?
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      Starview, Colorado

      

      Sage Addison climbed from the idling taxi and waited while the driver placed her bags on a cart beside a baggage porter. He looked sharp in his blend of red, grey, and black colors. She sighed and glanced down at her boots, they’d sunk into the snow, which fell faster than the plows or shovels could keep up. The actual walkway up to the building was salted but where she stood wasn’t under any covering.

      She tipped the man who’d brought her here, safely, from the airport and followed the one hauling her luggage inside the place she’d be calling home for the next two weeks. The Village Resort. A perfect blend of rustic and modern, she could already see the appeal it had. She was anxious to check in and go to her room so she could go hit the slopes.

      Pausing at the desk, she smiled at the man behind the counter in what she was quickly coming to see as staff colors around here. Red, black, and grey. This man wore a grey shirt, covered by a red jacket and she had noticed his black pants when he walked up.

      “Welcome to Village Resort,” he said with an easy smile.

      “Thank you.” She gave him the necessary information and waited while he confirmed her registration.

      Once she signed in, she followed the porter who led her to her room. He placed her bags down as she looked around. Damn! Okay, this was nice.

      “Where’s the lift to go up the mountain?” she asked, knowing it had to be near, based on the cables she saw on her arrival.

      “Guests at the Village Resort have access to an exclusive line. You just enter through the lobby to get there.”

      Double damn! That’s what I am talking about.

      She smiled her thanks and tipped him before swiftly unpacking. She stared longingly at the king-sized bed knowing it would feel like heaven compared to the one-inch foam mattress she’d been sleeping on. Instead of indulging herself, she pushed through the doors leading to the balcony and stared up at the snow blanketing the mountain. The crisp Colorado air made her smile and sigh with contentment.

      This will be a good Christmas. Although she’d miss her family, she just couldn’t take one more holiday where she got the third degree about her lack of dating men, no husband, or kids. The endless setups and crocodile tears from her parents who just “wanted grandkids before they were too old to enjoy them.”

      That issue led to one afternoon sitting in the main ranger station for her district—before they went out to their remote station—she had been talking with a friend who, in her opinion, spent way too much time on the internet. Jason Guestrap had told her about an ad he’d seen for a single’s only thing offered in Colorado for over the holidays. So, she’d signed up to go, just wanting a holiday where it was fun and possibly a vacation fling.

      So, she was here for two weeks. To enjoy a week before the single’s thing started then a week of it. After which she had to get back and work, so some of the others could have time off during the holidays as well. Wind whipped around her and she closed her eyes in pure bliss as it flowed over her exposed skin along with the falling flakes, making her feel alive.

      Time to hit the slopes. She’d check more out about the single’s gathering and what it offered later. Right now, something else was on her mind. She reentered her room and changed into one of her ski outfits.

      A spring in her step, she made her way down to the line for the gondola and rode it up with her skis beside her. Following the signs, she made her way to the black diamond slope. She’d go for a double black diamond run later after she got back into it and tested out the mountain, its powder, and whatnot.

      Three runs later, she was exhausted and trudged back to the resort. As she neared the entrance, she stared at the people spilling from taxis and personal vehicles. A large black suburban with racks on top—holding skis and boards—pulled up and four doors opened simultaneously.

      Four men stepped free at the same time and her breath caught. Hot damn!

      As if it came from a movie where the vehicle pulls up and on cue all the handsome men step free and the surrounding women swoon. If this was what would be showing up for the singles thing, perhaps she’d not hide from most of the activities but actually participate. Actively.

      All of them were tall and fit. All in jeans and boots with jackets on shielding them from the weather. One black man who reminded her a bit of Shemar Moore, one who looked Native American to her. The other two were white. Each one of them was gorgeous all the way around

      She wasn’t the only one who’d noticed them either. Many women were giving them an extremely thorough perusal. The man who’d been on the driver’s side rear walked around the back and paused at the end, staring at her.

      Her belly clenched and flipped around. Dear Lord he was fine. His faded medium blue jeans hugged well-muscled legs, even with his dark brown leather jacket she could see—and appreciate—the width of his shoulders and lean waist.

      His face was angles and chiseled making him ruggedly handsome. There was nothing pretty on him. His hair was black with a false disheveled look; destructured effect, layering on the sides and she assumed nape, with longer spiked strands on top.

      Goodness, she wanted to touch it. He had tanned skin and from this distance, she couldn’t tell the shade of his eyes. She wished she were closer. One of the men with him said something and he replied while still staring at her. Hell, it could be he was staring at someone past her, she didn’t know. A slight grin turned up one corner of his mouth as he walked to where the other three waited for him.

      Shaking off her feeling, she headed inside, craving a warm shower and some food. Still, as she went on her way it wasn’t easy not to turn her head for a final look. Whatever women nabbed those men were going to be some lucky ones.

      “Hell, for all I know they’re not even here for the singles thing. It is a week early after all. They could be couples or married.”

      She stripped and walked naked into the lavish bathroom. Some of the feel maybe rustic around this resort but the bathroom wasn’t one of them. She turned the water on and stepped beneath the streaming lines with a groan of relief. Good pressure and she rested her hands along the sandstone and green hue of the tiles lining the shower allowing it to work out her kinks.

      Finished, she stepped from the steamy shower and wrapped in a large robe. Reaching for her oil, she sat on the ottoman at the foot of the large bed. Popping the top, she began smoothing it on her skin. This was a specific blend one she’d had a friend make for her.

      Once that was done, she went to the clothes she’d laid out and ran a critical eye over them. No, she wasn’t vain but those four men were making her rethink the desire to snag a man. Well, not rethink, just push up the timetable a bit. Why wait for the singles thing? Especially if she could have one now.

      After her skin dried, absorbing all the oil, she dressed, refusing to change her attire and slipped on some shoes as she pocketed her keycard and some money. Then she left the room and headed downstairs to find some food.

      Striding through the lobby, she took in the lovely décor. Hands in her pockets, she headed through the doors and outside into the night. Starview was really a pretty place. She could see some definite bonuses here. Tucking some hair behind her ear, she left to do some exploring and get some food. Her stomach was not happy since it was still on the other time zone. It wanted some nourishment.

      She returned, full and content. In the lobby, she paused and walked over to a section where they had a breakdown of the Single’s-only gathering. Her gaze ran over all the offered things to do. Dog sledding. Now that sounds interesting. Maybe one day I’ll try that. Ice skating she’d do. There was also a listing of the mixers and things the hotel was throwing to get the singles together.

      A burst of laughter escaped her and she shook her head. What the hell was she doing?

      “Something amusing?” A deep voice said from her left.

      She turned and stared at the man next to her. Oh dear Lord. It was one of the hottie’s from earlier who’d gotten out of the suburban. Not just one of, but the one who’d stopped and stared at her. Up this close, she saw his eyes were a stunning pale green. Very intense surrounded by his darker coloring. On his chin, he had a small scar, like Harrison Ford had. It added to the masculinity he portrayed.

      Damn he was fine. Firm bow shaped lips, strong chin. Oh…her mind could go on and on. She refused to look any lower because she knew she’d be transfixed on his groin. Instead, she smiled.

      

      Conall Lennox felt a quiver in his gut when she smiled. She was stunning. He’d noticed her before when they’d first arrived, granted she’d been in ski clothing but yeah, he recognized her all right. Not many women had asses as she did.

      Tonight when he’d spied her he had to talk to her. Medium brown skin covered her athletic body. He could see she was very fit, he liked that. Her black hair had dark gold highlights and hung a little past her shoulders in a half long gradient cut. The uneven edges added to her allure, making her seem all the more mysterious. She had full lips, which were free of any form of gloss. Her eyes a beautiful tawny brown, had an impish sparkle to them.

      “Was something funny?” he asked again, gesturing with his chin at the board she’d been staring at.

      “Yes. I was just thinking how I’d come here to avoid my parents trying to hook me up and making me feel bad for not filling their house with grandchildren only to have complete strangers put me in a setting for meeting other potential hook ups.”

      He smiled. “So you are here for the singles thing.”

      “I am. A friend saw the ad and told me about it.”

      “Doesn’t start until next week.”

      “I can only stay for a week of it. Wanted to have a full vacation though, so I came early.” She faced him fully, her hands relaxed at her sides. “What about you?”

      He trailed his gaze over her again. She wore grey cotton pants and a black jacket over her shirt. White tennis shoes with hot pink streaks on them completed her outfit. Damn he wanted to take her jacket off and see the rest of her. Preferably naked. Along with his naked body. He inhaled sharply and reined in his emotions.

      “Sort of the same thing. My friends convinced me this was a good thing to do.” He crossed his arms. “I’m beginning to see the wisdom in their decision.”

      Another brilliant smile. “That so?”

      He nodded and held out a hand. “Conall Lennox.”

      Her grip, warm and strong, came immediately. “Sage Addison.”

      “A sincere pleasure to meet you, Sage Addison.”

      Her gaze travelled over him and she couldn’t hide the appreciation in it. Not that he wanted her to. He liked knowing she was attracted to him, as he was her.

      “Are you sure we’re allowed to talk before the singles thing?”

      He reluctantly released her hand and winked. “I’ll pretend to not know you when it starts if you like.”

      Her laughter threatened to buckle his knees. Where had she been all my life? Her eyes twinkled like diamonds. “Think they have people watching us right now? You know to make sure we don’t break any rules?”

      He leaned closer to her and inhaled. Lord, she smelled good. The only he could describe it would be bluebells on crisp air with a hint of cloves and cinnamon. He wanted to hold her closer, sink his hands into the silken strands of her hair, and ravish her mouth.

      “They may be.” He stepped closer, noting again how well she’d fit against him.

      “Conall!”

      He turned his head and bit back a scowl at the interruption. His friends waved at him. Damn it! He’d totally forgotten about dinner the second his gaze landed upon her again. Not her, Sage Addison. Lovely name for a stunning woman.

      “I take it you have to go,” she said, not at all sounding put out.

      “They’re ready to go eat.”

      “Know the feeling. I am on my way back from doing that very thing. Worked up an appetite on the slopes today.”

      “How’d you like the skiing?”

      “Very nice. Well maintained slopes. I was impressed.”

      “Great. We’re going tomorrow.”

      “Maybe I’ll see you out there.”

      He held her gaze. “I’d like that.” With a swallow, he added, “It was lovely meeting you, Sage Addison.”

      “Likewise, Conall Lennox.” She walked off with a small wave only to turn and peer over her shoulder at him. “You are staying for a while, right?”

      He nodded and felt the punch when approval sparked in her gaze. “Through the singles thing.”

      “I’m sure I’ll see you around then.” A dip of her head and she moved away and out of his sight.

      “You coming man?” his friend Steve asked, smacking him on the back. “Or are you to busy staring at that hottie?”

      “Stay away from her,” he growled the warning instantly.

      Steve drew back and looked at him with a confused expression on his face. “I thought we were here for the singles thing. Find some hot little snow bunny and go from there.”

      He nodded. “Exactly. You go get yours, Sage Addison is mine.”

      “Shit! She’s here for it and you’ve already claimed her for yourself? It doesn’t sound fair.”

      “Ask me if I give a damn.” Their other two friends joined them and Steve graciously filled them in on how he’d demanded they stay away from her.

      “You work quick,” Travis said with a smile.

      “Some things happen that way.”

      The man nodded and clapped him on the shoulder. “They do. Let’s get some food. I’m hungry.”

      Walking with his friends he thought back to the woman he’d just met. Sage Addison. Perhaps Christmas wouldn’t be so bad this year after all. Moreover, he, for one, was definitely looking forward to their next encounter.

      That next encounter didn’t happen until the following night. His friends were off at a local bar, enjoying the scene and he was walking through the town, just kind of ambling from storefront to storefront admiring the holiday displays, when he saw her exiting a store two down from him.

      “Sage!” His heart rate increased just from seeing her again. She faced his direction and awarded him a winning smile.

      “Conall Lennox.” She waited as he walked toward her. “How was your day? Did you get some time to hit the slopes?”

      He nodded taking in her jean and sweatshirt outfit. “I did, got a few runs in. what about you?”

      “I took one run, did some ice skating and spent some time sightseeing.” Another smile. “This really is a nice town.”

      He couldn’t look away from her. “So it is. Would you like to get a drink?”

      “I’d like that. At the hotel bar? Or out here in town?”

      “Hotel is fine but I’m good with whichever you prefer.”

      “Well, if we go back to the hotel, I can put my purchases in my room and not continue carrying them around.” She shook her bags.

      “Hotel it is.” He took the numerous bags from her. “Find everything you needed?”

      She laughed. “Not even close. I still have another list of things to find for people.”

      “None of this is yours?”

      “Only one bag is.” Her eyes glinted. “The one which matches the shop I just came from.”

      He glanced up and had a hard time swallowing. A shop, which had some very lovely lingerie in their window, displays.

      “Oh,” he said. In his defense, he couldn’t formulate anything else. All his brain cells were focused on the fact he was carrying some small lingerie for her to try on later. Damn it all, he wanted to see what it was.

      She began walking and he fell into step with her. “So, Conall Lennox, tell me about you.”

      He gave a rough sketch as they made their way through the snowy night to the hotel. He didn’t tell her he owned the company, just that he was in construction. Ever the gentleman, he carried her bags up to her room for her and waited outside while she set them in. Together they went back down and took a small booth in the back where they were out of the way of everyone else.

      “So you like construction work then?” she asked nursing her drink—bless the woman, she drank Irish coffee.

      “I do. I love working with my hands and being outside.” He drank his own enjoying it especially since it was made properly. “Taos is a great place to live, there’s a lot to do.”

      “And your friends? Are they all in construction as well?”

      He frowned slightly at the interest she showed to his friends. “Yes. We all work at the same place. We met in the military and just kind of stuck together after that.”

      She nodded apparently not needing to know any more than what she’d asked. So, he took a turn.

      “What about you? What do you do?”

      “I take people whitewater rafting in the summer, teaching the how to do it and all that. Then the rest of the year I work for the USFS as a forest ranger.”

      That explained her athletic build. “A ranger? Where?”

      “I live in Georgia.” Another grin, which had his body reacting immediately and powerfully. “Work there too.”

      They talked a bit more about what she did at her jobs and with each passing moment, he found himself falling a bit more for this vibrant and enigmatic woman. She had this aura about her, which called to him on so many levels.
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      Sage looked around at all the faces gathered here in the large ballroom. A lot of singles turned out for this Christmas situation away from the norm. She made her way along the table, which sat piled high with refreshments as the mixer went on. This was the second night of it and was a more laid-back gathering.

      A plate of finger foods in one hand she found a seat at a table in the back, right now, this moment, she was beginning to doubt the wisdom of having come here. Most of the year she was around minimal people. She worked in the most remote part of her forest. Only in the summer when she did the whitewater rafting was she typically around larger groups. She wasn’t a ranger who did talks, nature walks, or anything like that. She stayed farther out keeping an eye out for the animals and for fire. Bottom line she wasn’t used to so much hustle and bustle.

      The previous week had been wonderful. She had seen a lot, done a lot, and even got to spend some time with the increasingly handsome Conall Lennox. That was the real bonus in her mind. She truly liked him. He had a sense of humor and yet at the same time there was this rawness about him, which constantly had her searching for breath.

      “Hello.”

      She looked up from her musings to see a woman pulling out a chair to sit and she gave her a smile. The woman was beautiful, tall, black hair, and a rich coffee brown complexion.

      “Hi.”

      “Big turnout.”

      “Yes ma’am.” She popped a mini sandwich pinwheel appetizer. “Although to be honest, I’ve begun questioning my decision to come.” It was just a few days before Christmas now.

      “Me too. I’m Ryanne McCall.”

      “Sage Addison.”

      A few more people walked over to sit at the table, and they began talking as well. After eating the final item on her plate, a deep-fried cheesecake bite, she got to her feet, smiled at the others, and walked away. At the drink table, she filled up her mug with hot chocolate and looked around when a tingle ran up her spine.

      Conall stood near, watching her with his intense pale green eyes. That was all it took, and the rest of the room faded away, leaving only him and her. He strolled toward her; every move predatory. Their eyes locked on one another and she almost dropped her mug.

      “Hi,” he murmured pausing before her.

      Sage licked her lips, trying to formulate words to speak and not be an ass. “Hi yourself. How’ve you been doing?”

      “Not bad. Better now.”

      She couldn’t stop the smile on her face, even if she wanted to. “That so?”

      “Haven’t seen you in two days, you missed the first night’s gathering.”

      It warmed her to know he was looking for her. “Doing a lot of night runs and gone during the day for sightseeing. I figured once this thing started there would be more activities geared toward getting people together.”

      “Find someone who catches your eye?” He moved closer, taking her drink from her hand and leading her away from the table where they had been blocking it.

      “Yes.”

      He didn’t ask her to clarify just gave a sex-infused grin. “Good.”

      Hell, she felt like a schoolgirl with a crush all over again. The things she imagined doing to this man. It had been a while for her but if she was getting out of this dry spell there couldn’t be a better man to do it with, in her opinion.

      “I’m giving you fair warning, Sage,” he said. “I plan on pursuing you during this time. If you don’t want that, tell me now.”

      She glanced over the room again, her gaze landing upon the numerous single men. Very good-looking men, his friends included. It wasn’t what she wanted. There had been an instant connection between her and Conall and she wanted to explore that more. Eyes back on him she shook her head.

      “Like I said, there’s one person here who turns my head.”

      He reached out and cupped her cheek. Her breath caught at the feel of his rough fingertips and palm along her skin. This was the first time he’d touched her in the week they’d been talking and it was powerful.

      “Perfect.” He shifted closer and she thought he was going to kiss her. Instead, he removed his hand. “Want to take a night run?”

      “What about the mixer?”

      “It’s served its purpose. I met someone.” A negligent shrug. “Besides, I’ve seen some people leave already.”

      “I’d love to.”

      “Want your drink?” She shook her head and he placed it down before leading her from the room.

      “What about your friends?”

      His lips quirked. “They’re grown men. They can take care of themselves.”

      He had the right of it. They agreed to meet back at the lift in ten minutes. In her room, she stared at her reflection. Face flushed eyes bright and full of both excitement and desire. She changed quickly and risked another glance as she zipped up her coat. Grabbing her lip balm, she stuck her tongue out at herself.

      Go enjoy yourself, she admonished herself.

      This was her holiday. Hers. Keycard firmly secured in the most inside pocket of her attire to keep it safe, she headed down to meet Conall. He stood there wearing blue and white, skis in hand, and masculine approval in his eyes.

      “Sorry,” she said.

      “Worth the wait,” he replied easily. “Ready?”

      A silent nod had them heading for the lift and riding to the top. She adjusted her cap, ensuring her ears were covered. She looked up at him when he flicked her hat’s pompom.

      “Yes?”

      “Cute.” He winked and she felt that trembling in her legs again. Not good if she planned on making it back down the mountain.

      She touched the head covering. “A gift from my sister.”

      “Hot pink?”

      “What can I say, I’m the tomboy in the family. She wanted me to have something with a ‘girly’ color.” Sage shook her head. “If she had her way, my ranger uniform would be all bedazzled and bright colors as well. She thinks the green is just ‘drab’ and doesn’t at all flatter anyone who wears it.”

      He leaned closer. “I bet you wear the hell out of that outfit, drab green or not.”

      His words sent heated pulses through her and she licked her lips, suddenly feeling a bit out of her league. Their ride rocked to a stop and they exited the gondola. She smiled as she looked around at the lights illuminating the slope. Night runs were so much fun in her estimation. The mountains tended to get a different feel and had a mysticism about them.

      She snapped her boots in once they neared the point they’d begin their descent and looked over to see him ready as well. Surprisingly there were not that many people there.

      “Following you,” Conall said with a chin gesture.

      So, she pushed off and away they went. The beat of the mountain sang within her as she zipped along, creating a sense of peace within her that only came with skiing. Glancing to her left, she smiled at the sight of Conall right there beside her, matching her.

      “Hold up here!” He gestured with his pole and she veered to follow him off the main trail.

      When she turned and stopped, she saw what had gathered his attention. From their spot here, they could see the town as well as Village Resort. All decked out with Christmas decorations.

      “Beautiful,” she said. Using the opportunity of being stopped she reapplied her lip balm as she continued to observe below them. “It looks like a Thomas Kinkade painting.”

      “It does, doesn’t it?”

      His heat surrounded her and she knew without turning he’d moved even closer. She had this urge to lean back against him and initiate some touch.

      “So, you ski a lot then in Taos?”

      “When I get the chance, yes. I enjoy being on the slopes.”

      He shifted closer to her and she inhaled deeply as the scent of him rolled over her. There went her legs again. Gritting her teeth, she locked her knees.

      “What about you?”

      Cripes. His voice, low and sensual was right in her ear. He’d surrounded her with a blanket of warmth and she wanted nothing more than to sink further into it.

      She looked at him. “Never skied in Taos.” A grin. “I love skiing. Don’t get to do downhill as much as I’d like. I spend most of my days on snowshoes or the snowmobile when I’m out. Occasionally I cross-country but it’s typically the snowmobile.”

      He watched her closely and she couldn’t read his expression. “Consider this an open invitation to come skiing in my city. Let’s go,” he mumbled before backing away.

      “After you.” She needed a moment or two to regain her wits. This man had not even kissed her, and she was ready to melt with nothing more than a look from him.

      They finished the run and went up for another. Then they called it quits. In the lobby, skis in hand, he had her backed against a wall. Not that she minded being there. She stared up at him thinking about how tall and fit he was. As well as how much she’d love to stretch up and press their lips together.

      “I had fun.” His words were low and they rumbled through her, bringing her body even further along into ‘alert’ status. Her nipples beaded and tightened and there was this craving deep in her core. She licked her lips and took pleasure in noticing the flare of desire in his gaze.

      “Me too.”

      “Meet me for breakfast?”

      She stared at him, well aware of the hunger in her eyes. “I’d like that.”

      The hand he’d rested on the wall dropped and he stroked along her cheek with his knuckles. “Good night, Sage Addison.” Then he walked off, leaving her there, breathing hard and horny.

      “You okay?” a feminine voice asked.

      She looked in the direction of the question and found a woman there with dark brown hair, which hung straight to before her chin and light brown eyes. Very pretty.

      “Fine, just…” she trailed off not really knowing how to say it.

      The woman didn’t ask any more questions; in fact, she seemed to understand. She stiffened however when a male called out from behind her. “Cynda!”

      “Got to go.” She gave a wide grin, revealing brilliant white teeth. “Have fun.”

      She took off in the opposite direction the voice had come from. A man strode into view, reminding her a bit of Ryan Reynolds. His gaze skipped over her and she merely gave him a smile, taking in the typical colors of the staff, before lifting her skis again and heading for the elevator to get to her room.

      In her room, she put away her purchases from earlier after she took a shower and donned the fluffy bathrobe. When all was done, she flopped back and closed her eyes. Conall appeared before her and she moaned as she watched him strip. His hands had just undone the buttons on his jeans and started lowering them, his eyes on hers, full of desire.

      The theme from The A-Team shattered her daydream, evaporating the near naked man that she was sure would be damn near the epitome of perfection. Fuck! She rolled over, reached for her cell phone, and answered the call she really didn’t want to take.

      
        
        αβ

      

      

      Conall lounged against the wall leading to the room where a large spread had been set out for breakfast. He could see people in there mingling and chatting up one another. All good and well for it was the purpose of this singles event. However, he’d found the one he wanted. The second he’d placed eyes on her, he had wanted to know her better.

      She wasn’t the typical woman that he dated in the past. He had been more with women who cared a lot about appearance, clothing, and status. Despite being in construction, he owned the one of the largest company’s in Taos—Lennox Construction—and the surrounding area, so women went after him for that. They knew he had money. Most of his employees were ex-military.

      Sage Addison, on the other hand, seemed as though she was a woman after his own heart. She loved the outdoors and from what he’d learned about her so far preferred jeans to skirts, dirt to diamonds. Honestly, he found her refreshing and yet, still there was more to it than that. Way more. Never had he wanted a woman so bad and yet continued to wait for her to make the first move, so she didn’t think him uncouth. His friends had found it so amusing.

      Had he not been walking around with a case of blue balls since he met her, he may have found some humor in it as well. He’d never had a problem getting women into his bed, but her, Sage, he wanted more than just a quick fuck.

      “What are you doing, hanging by yourself here, man?”

      He looked to his left and found his friend Ben approaching. “Waiting for someone.”

      Ben’s eyes were full of amusement as he nodded. “Right, the cutie we’ve seen you hanging around with. The one you warned Steve away from.”

      “Not just him.”

      Ben smiled and clapped him on the back. “Don’t worry man, I’ve found a woman I like here. I was meeting her for breakfast. I don’t think Steve or Travis have even come down from their rooms yet.”

      That he could believe, when those two weren’t working they didn’t do much in the earlier hours of the day. They were night owls and he had no problem with that. He wasn’t here as their boss or keeper.

      “Who are you looking at?” he asked his friend. Ben never had any problem getting women either.

      “A cute little thing. I don’t think she even knows how to ski but,” he grinned, his white teeth brilliant against his dark skin, “that’s fine. I can ski in Taos.”

      “You are such a dog.” He laughed.

      “What? You telling me you’ve not hit that, yet?”

      “I’ve not hit anything.” Not that he hadn’t thought about it. In extremely vivid detail since the first night they’d arrived at the resort.

      Ben chuckled and smacked him on the shoulder. “Maybe you should. It would loosen you up a bit.” He straightened up. “Catch you later man, maybe we can do dinner tonight, the other two should be up by then.”

      Conall followed his line of sight and found a cute petite black woman wearing jeans and a nice blouse. He knew she was the one Ben was with; they couldn’t keep their eyes off one another.

      “Yeah, sure. Sounds like a plan. Go enjoy. We’ll meet up later.”

      Ben gave him a wink and walked across the floor to where the woman waited. He watched his friend brush a kiss along her cheek and slip an arm around her back before leading her to the restaurant to get some food. He smiled. They made an attractive couple.

      He sighed and shoved his hands in his pockets as he readjusted his stance against the wall. It didn’t take long before he straightened as Sage strode into view. She wore a University of Georgia sweatshirt, grey as the primary color and black jeans, both of which he just wanted to remove and touch what lay beneath. Her hair moved with each fluid step she took. She headed straight for him, a gentle smile curving up her lips.

      “Morning,” she said with a slight drawl when she halted before him.

      “Good morning.” He clenched his fingers into fists to keep from grabbing her. “Hungry?”

      Heat flared in her eyes briefly before it cooled. “You could say that. You?”

      Oh he definitely was. She stepped closer, eyes locked on his, and breathed deep as she tilted her head to the side. He waited but she didn’t speak.

      “What?”

      “Just wondering why you haven’t kissed me yet. Do you not find me attractive?”

      He couldn’t believe it. “Is that what you think?” He straightened to his full height, making her tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. “You think I don’t find you attractive.”

      “I’m beginning to wonder. I thought maybe so but you’ve not even attempted to kiss me.” She blinked. “And there’ve been opportunities. I just want to know, not that I’ll not stop hanging out with you but I won’t be frustrated at the end of the night.”

      He quirked a grin. “So even if I told you I was gay you’d still hang out with me.”

      “Yes.” Her answer came instantly. “I enjoy spending time with you, you’re not a dumb jock, and you’re smart and funny. I just need to know if this attraction I’m feeling is one sided.”

      “Not at all.” He reached out and cupped her face. “Definitely not only from your side. I’m extremely attracted to you. I wanted to be a gentleman.”

      Her smile heated his blood. “Gentlemen are nice and all of that, but this is no time for that. I have less than a week left.”

      He swiped his thumb along her lower lip, marveling at the softness of it. “Consider me notified.” Another pass with his pad. “And allow me to rectify one more thing.”

      Conall touched his lips to hers, keeping the contact light. Moving, he applied gentle pressure until she opened beneath him. He slid his tongue in her mouth and moaned at the contact of her tongue stroking against his.

      Her taste exploded across his taste buds. She was a mix of spice and fire and it tore through him, rapidly tearing down his control. Her body curved tighter into him and he dropped his hands to rest along the small of her back and on the swell of her ass.

      He tried to take his time, but it wasn’t easy. With a growl, he dipped, searched, and explored all he could of her mouth. He played the aggressor and loved how she followed. Her hunger was palpable. His skin heated as he envisioned stripping her bare and kissing her all over. Finally, the chatter around him reminded him they were in no way alone.

      Reluctantly, he ended the kiss. Sage had her hands clutched in his shirt on his chest. He drew back and stared down at her, her lips were shiny from his kiss, slightly swollen, and parted. Her eyes swirled with passion and desire.

      “Just to clear that up,” he rasped, willing his cock to settle down and stop trying to punch free. “I’m extremely attracted to you.”

      Her breaths came short and fast as she nodded. “Feeling’s mutual.”

      “God, I want to kiss you again.” He licked his lips searching for any final remnant of her addictive taste. “Let’s get some breakfast.”

      “Food.” She nodded. “Good idea.”

      He slipped his arm around her waist and guided her into the restaurant and to a table. As they moved, Ben caught his gaze and sent him a wink with a smile. Conall held her chair for her and brushed another kiss along the side of her neck as he pushed her in. Her shiver made him grin.

      “What do you want to do today?” he asked once they’d placed their order.

      “The dog sledding looked interesting to me for today earlier then the snowshoeing. What about you?”

      It took a great deal of willpower not to say what was on the very tip of his tongue. He nodded as he thought about the things listed for them that were part of the singles package.

      “The spa?” He laughed at her expression. “Sorry,” he said holding up his hand. “It’s just that, wow, you looked like I just kicked your puppy.”

      She ducked her head as a blush heated her cheeks. He liked the look on her; anyone who said black people couldn’t blush didn’t know what they were talking about. “Look,” she said meeting his gaze again. “Have fun at the spa but that’s never been my kind of thing.”

      “No massages for you?”

      Her eyes darkened. “Not at a spa, I’d be more than happy to get one,” she paused, “or give one.”

      His cock pulsed again, and he fought the urge to shift on the chair. “What about the trip in the aerial cable car?”

      “That does sound interesting.”

      “Honestly, I was going to say snowshoeing. I’d like to be outdoors as much as I can myself. That and snowmobiling.”

      She thanked the server who set their plates down before refocusing on him. “Christmas eve isn’t that far away so let’s see how much we can get done before then.”

      “You’re leaving when?”

      “Day after Christmas. I have to get back so some of the others can get some time off.”

      He didn’t want her to go. Instead of saying anything, he nodded and poured syrup over his pancakes. Lifting his gaze, he watched her curl her lip over the butter, which had come to the side of her pancake order and set it aside. That distaste vanished the second she dipped her finger in the whipped cream on her hot cocoa and licked it off.

      A groan threatened to escape as he thought about her lips stretched over his cock thrust between them. Oh, he wasn’t getting up from the table anytime soon. Not with this rod in his pants.

      They kept the conversation light as they ate, talking about their families and life where they lived. He didn’t know anyone in Georgia other than her and in the back of his mind wondered how he’d find a way out to visit her. Their time together wasn’t even over and he was already trying to figure out how to get it to continue.

      Two hours later, they were getting lessons on how to harness and handle the dogs. Personally, he would have been fine with just getting the ride, but Sage had wanted to learn. So she was; he was more observing her than anything. Arms crossed, he watched her as she spoke with the musher.

      He was figuring her out. She threw herself wholeheartedly into what she did. He had no doubt she was an excellent ranger and guide. He’d follow her anywhere. Right now, however, he wanted nothing more than to pick her up and carry her to either of their rooms. Her skin bore the flush from the cold and yet she looked perfectly content.

      Thinking of her reaction when he mentioned the spa, he realized he couldn’t see her there. She wasn’t one who liked to sit back, she was hands-on. Her smile made her face shine brilliantly and he could feel her excitement for this. It fed his own. The musher was a good-looking man and yet he didn’t experience jealousy with the two of them so close together. He noticed the difference when she looked at that man versus when she stole a peek at him. Almost had him puffing out his chest but he controlled himself.

      Not too much later and they were out on the trails. They were side by side in their respective sleds.

      “What do you think?” he called out over the yipping and barking of the dogs.

      “I think I’ve found a new sport.” She grinned at him.

      God she was beautiful. She positively glowed. The lurch of his heart caught him unexpectedly and startled him. So much so, he focused forward for a moment. When had this gone from unattached flings to something more?
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      Sage rolled her shoulders as she sat on the idling machine. After returning from dog sledding, they’d grabbed some lunch then headed back out to do some snowmobiling. She looked up at the clouds and knew they were in for more snow soon. Readjusting her 180’s, she rubbed her lips together checking the amount of balm that remained, ensuring she didn’t need more. An instinctive move for sure but this time she was thinking she didn’t want chapped lips when she kissed Conall. That wasn’t a typical thought. Just a very nice one.

      She glanced over her shoulder and watched as Conall approached, sitting with ease on the snowmobile as it raced over the snow. Her belly clenched all over again as she recalled the kiss he’d laid on her this morning.

      Dear Lord he knew what he was doing. She wanted to get him back to a room and just follow her primitive need. One this man had awakened with a vengeance. This had to be her strangest “fling” ever. She’d known him for over a week, was highly attracted to him, and had yet to do more than share one kiss. Well, on the physical side. They did a lot of things together and she truly liked him as a person.

      He halted beside her, his gaze full of mischief. “You okay?”

      She nodded. “I was just waiting on you. I have something I want to go see.”

      His grin made her almost say fuck it and turn around to head back. Ignoring her throbbing slit and overly sensitive breasts, she pointed in the direction to go and headed off. She stopped and shut off the motor. He followed suit.

      “Where are we going?”

      “We’re here. Come on.” She led the way through a few more trees and halted. Beside her, Conall let out a low whistle. She agreed. Before them stood a large herd of elk. They moved slowly through the deep snow, foraging for anything to eat.

      “How’d you know they were here?” he whispered in her ear as he stood behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and tugging her to lean against him.

      “Saw the signs earlier. Not exactly something we have where I’m at. Deer yes, herd of elk like this, no.”

      “Will they make it?”

      She nodded. “I believe so. If the winter gets really severe, my guess is they’d air drop in hay for them to eat. We’ve done that for deer.” Turning in his embrace, she slipped her arms about his waist and stared up at him. The look in his eyes had her knees trembling. She licked her lips and he groaned.

      “You are killing me here, Sage.”

      He swooped in and kissed her. Hungrily. Possessively. Amazingly.

      She melted into him on a moan of surrender. His was a taste she could easily get addicted to. Hell, she already was more than not. Her core temperature skyrocketed as his tongue plundered her mouth. Needing to be closer, she wrapped her arms around his neck. His strong arms banded about her, pressing her flush.

      Her nipples tightened and her slit was wet, desperate for him to be inside her. Back and forth, their tongues dueled and danced with one another, mimicking the actual act of sex. His hands clenched her snow outfit and she wanted to feel him with nothing between them.

      Conall drew back and stared down at her. His pale green eyes had darkened with passion and she could see flecks of gold in them. Damn, he was gorgeous. His thick slashing black lashes gave him even more of a sensual and hooded appearance. It was also incredibly intense.

      “Wow,” she muttered, slowly lowering her arms.

      “You called it.” He rested his forehead on hers and they stood there for a moment, struggling to regain their breath. “Just so you know, Sage Addison, I’m seconds away from laying you down on this snow and making love to you.”

      “I think we should go then.” The passion cooled in his eyes and he began to back up. She grabbed the sides of his jacket, anchoring him there. “Because I don’t want frostbite.”

      The left side of his mouth quirked. “Let’s get to it then.”

      They jogged back to the machines and quickly turned them over, taking them back to the resort. Her body continued to hum as the snowmobile shot across the pristine wilderness. They made it back in record time, yet it felt way too long.

      As they entered the lobby, he took her hand and spun her toward him. She blinked up at him, waiting for whatever he had to say.

      “Whose room?”

      “Yours is fine by me, unless you’re sharing with someone.”

      “Nope, we all got our own rooms.” He began walking again. “Mine is fine.”

      She couldn’t have agreed more. His was definitely fine. Moreover, she couldn’t wait to see the rest of him. In the elevator, he stripped off his coat and gloves. She stepped closer and wrapped her arms around his waist, leaning her cheek against his sweater-covered chest.

      It wasn’t fair for a man to smell so good. Truly, it wasn’t. The elevator doors slid open and he ran two knuckles down her cheek before guiding her out. At his side but no longer touching him, they walked to a room. She briefly noticed it was quite similar to her own domicile. However, that focus didn’t last long. He was kissing her the moment he released the door.

      The simmering heat between them exploded in a breath. Clothes were torn, boots kicked off. It didn’t take long and yet seemed to long before they pressed against one another, naked.

      Christ, he was hot. Hard, muscled, and hot. Their lips meshed as he moved them back. She ran her hands through his hair, keeping him close. They stumbled over the mattress and fell, his erection long and thick pressed into her. Her body responded. His chest hair brushed against her nipples sending points of pleasure cascading through her.

      He levered up over her and stared into her eyes. In his, she could see her own hunger mirrored. One callused hand cupped a breast and she gasped at the wonderful friction his skin created against her own. He touched her nipple and rolled it as she wriggled beneath him. His heated breath covered the turgid tip seconds before he took it in his mouth.

      Her scream echoed through the room, followed by a gasp of raw pleasure when he sank inside her with one smooth stroke.

      “Conall!”

      He vibrated her peak as he hummed his response. She shuddered as the orgasm washed over her. He stretched her so full; her body was almost on overload. She closed her eyes and gave in to the waves of pleasure, which poured through her.

      His mouth left her breast and she opened her lips when he nibbled on them.

      “Look at me.” His order was firm yet spoken softly.

      It took some doing but she managed to drag her lids up. His pale green gaze waited for her. Passion swirled in them and she almost shuddered again from it.

      “You’re so tight, baby. I want to come inside you right now. Give me a second and I’ll move.”

      Words escaped her so she nodded. He moved his hands up and sank them into her hair on either side of her head. His warm breath fanned her face and she wanted to melt. He placed small nibbling kisses all along her lips before actually capturing her mouth in a kiss.

      She arched into him as his tongue slid past her lips. Simultaneously, he began to move his hips, stroking her with his thick cock. Goose bumps exploded all over her. Shit! She’d not expected it to be like this. Hyperaware and extremely sensitive to every move he made.

      Back and forth, starting slowly, he built up he need until all she could do was hold on for the ride. Up and up he’d send her, only to hold off and not let her spill free, then he’d begin the build up again. She felt him everywhere.

      She lost track of time. All she knew were the feelings coursing through her were uncharted and scary yet, so worth it. He released one hand from her hair and settled it upon her hip, encouraging her higher. They broke apart and held each other’s gaze.

      Hooking her legs around his waist, she purred as he had new depth. They didn’t talk, but she didn’t need him to fill her head with words. This was what she needed. His touch conveyed more than any words could. His clenched jaw combined with the beads of sweat on his face told her how much he strived to remain in control. Right then, she didn’t want control. She wanted all he was willing to give her.

      With one hand, she reached up and dragged her short nails along the back of his head, even as she tugged him closer. Latching onto his firm lips she kissed him again as she tightened her internal muscles.

      His deep-throated groan was like a lover’s caress. Faster he thrust, harder he drove, until she came apart with a cry of release, back bowing with the intense pleasure. He drove into her a few more times before he echoed her on cry with one of his own. His release filled her, covering her deeply and she came again.

      Heart thundering, she held him close, burying her face in the side of his neck, inhaling the potent compilation of man, sweat, and sex. He lowered his large body on hers, pressing her further into the mattress. She liked him over her like this. When he went to move, she tightened her legs indicating silently she wanted him to remain. He complied.

      For a few moments, they remained like that until he drew back and looked down at her. “I’m too heavy to stay on you like this.”

      “No, you’re not.”

      He gave her another grin, which didn’t help her heart slow its pace any. Before she recovered from that, he’d rolled them over so she laid completely on him, his cock still deep inside of her.

      “This work?”

      She nodded, sighing contentedly when he flipped part of the comforter over her bare backside. Sage kissed his jaw before nuzzling close to his neck and shutting her eyes. She was so comfortable. Warm, toasty, not to mention sexually satisfied.

      “Five minutes,” she muttered before closing her eyes. This was the first time since she’d arrived here at Village Resort that she’d been so relaxed.

      “No rush, Sage. Stay as long as you want. I very much like having you naked in my arms.” His whisper escorted her into slumber.

      

      Conall knew the moment she fell completely asleep. Lord help him, being with her had been an experience he’d never had before. He’d damn well been ready to tattoo her name over his chest, more specifically, his heart.

      She amazed him. There was a new feeling coursing through him since he’d met her. Yes, they’d only known one another for a short time but while it may be cliché, he truly felt as if he “knew” her. He knew about her family: size, their professions, and where they lived. And she knew his. The only thing he’d not told her way he owned the construction company he worked at. Part of him wanted to tell her but he still refrained.

      Untangling their limbs, he walked to the bathroom. Once finished in there he made his way back to where she still slept. She lay mostly on her stomach and the blankets had been kicked off. Bending to drawn them back over her, he paused.

      A tattoo?

      Obviously, other things had been pressing when they’d torn off their clothes. He’d not noticed the paw prints inked on her skin. It looked as if a feline had walked along her. Left hip, across the small of her back to her right hip, flowing flawlessly with her body’s natural curves.

      She shifted with a moan and he saw another mark fully emblazoned on her right hip. Intrigued, he trailed the marks and rolled her more to see it clearer.

      Damn. The sight took his breath away. Like a big cat sliced her hip open and had hid inside of the wound. A pair of watchful eyes stared out at him. It wasn’t grotesque, it was done incredibly well.

      “Full of surprises,” he muttered tucking the covers over her. He drew on some sweats and sat in a chair watching her sleep. As he waited for her to wake, he went over the possible ramifications of not having used protection.

      He’d not done that before. He’d never before been so drunk on his craving for a woman he forgot to cover up. Raking a hand through his hair, he closed his eyes and groaned.

      “Regretting it already?”

      He jerked and glanced up to find her still lying on her belly but had her head turned toward him, eyes open. Surrounding her was an aura of sexual contentment and he nearly preened smugly, satisfied it was there because of him.

      “Are you?”

      He rose and walked to sit beside her on the bed. Reaching out he drew back the covers, exposing her body to the swell of her ass. He stirred again as his fingers connected with her silken skin.

      She gave a moan and put her arms beneath the pillow supporting her head. Up and down, he ran his touch along her spine. She was so reactive and her purrs and groans were about to drive him insane.

      “If I say yes will you try to change my mind?”

      A grin spread across his face. Leaning down, he whispered in her ear, “Say it. See what happens.”

      She did. And he did. Repeatedly.

      A knock on the door woke him. Immediately he checked the woman who lay curled tight about him. She was still out. He slid from her warm embrace; snagged his sweats he’d discarded again earlier, and drew them on before opening the door in the other room.

      “Yes?”

      His three friends stood there. Steve took in his dress, or lack of, and grinned. The others followed.

      “Guess you’re not coming to dinner then?” Steve smirked.

      Hell, he’d forgotten all about that. Scratching his bare chest, he sighed. Before he could say anything, a tingle skated up his spine, moments before he spied her in his periphery. Sage totally dressed and put together brushed against him.

      “I had a great time,” she said with a smile. “Gentleman.” She nodded at his friends who parted so she could walk through and down the hall. All of their expressions, he knew, mirrored his own. He stared after her until she got in the elevator.

      Male laughter snapped him from his trance. They stood there with questioning expressions on their faces.

      “Was that the one from earlier?” They asked all together.

      He felt extremely territorial all of a sudden and had to fight off a snarl. “No one you need to concern yourself with.”

      They shared a look amongst themselves. Then as one, they all burst out laughing again. “Good luck with that,” Ben commented offhandedly.

      Travis gave him a wink along with a smile. “Come on, dinner was your idea. We all managed to get ourselves here. Go get changed.”

      So he did and they went to a restaurant in Starview. He enjoyed his friends, truly he did, but right now he wanted to track down Sage and pick up where they left off.

      “Who’s Sage?”

      He snapped up in his seat. “What?”

      Ben at some fries. “Sage. You just said the name. On some kind of breathy sigh. I take it she’s the woman we saw leaving your room. The same one who you warned all of us away from?”

      Shit! “Yes. Let it go.”

      Steve shook his head and raised his beer bottle. “A toast. To our friend, Conall, who finally found a woman and did what we all have been saying to him for a while. That he needs to get laid.”

      Even he couldn’t stop the laughter this time. It was true; they had been saying such a thing for quite a while. It wasn’t as if he had a bad experience with a woman who soured him. He was just extremely busy with his work and quite honestly none of the women he saw did anything for him. At least not until he laid eyes on Sage Addison. So, he too, lifted his bottle and clinked theirs.

      “To our vacation.” He took a drink. “Away from nagging family, cranky crowds, and headaches none of us need.”

      “Here here.” The others echoed Travis’ cry.

      Conall got one more bite of his steak in before the question came. “So who is this Sage woman?”

      Later that night, after he finished eating out with his guys, he strolled through the lobby and wondered how he would find Sage tonight. He looked at the list of activities they were throwing and instead of going to any of them; he headed up to her room.

      He knocked on her door and waited, hands in pockets, to see if she was there. It swung open and he smiled at her only to pause when he noticed the expression on her face. Stress. She held her phone to her ear and gave a half grin. Still, she waved him in and gestured it would only be a few minutes. Then she walked away continuing with her conversation and he shut the door.

      Her drawl got thicker and he had a hard time understanding the words she spoke. Her frustration level wasn’t hard to figure out at all, however. He walked to the couch, lowered himself on it, and watched her pace back and forth out on the balcony. She seemed oblivious to the cold for she only wore a sweatshirt and jeans, no coat.

      She eventually shoved the phone back in her pocket and he chuckled when she kicked at something only she could see on the floor of the balcony. Then she walked back in and gave him a strained smile.

      “Hi.”

      He pushed up from his seat and walked toward her. “Hey, yourself. Everything okay?”

      “I should have left my phone in the ranger cabin so they couldn’t get a hold of me. That was my mother who felt it a good time to berate me for not being home for the holiday. Then we went through the whole, ‘I want grandkids’ spiel. That lovely conversation was followed up with the one in which she told me she had invited my ex for the meal and he was excited to see me again.” She threw up her arms. “Of course he is, I broke it off with him, but my parents like him, so I must be a fool to have done such a thing.”

      He reached for her and drew her near before kissing her. A gentle kiss, he took his time, tasting and teasing her lips until she opened beneath him. Then he slipped his tongue in and sought out all he could find in the wet cavern of her mouth. He licked the sides and top before stroking along her tongue. When she melted against him, he drew back.

      “I should probably say something helpful here,” he muttered. “But all I can think of is you saying she wants you with your ex.” He shook his head. “I’m not that much of a gentleman, to wish the woman in my arms back with her ex.”

      “Don’t bother trying to be. He was an asshole of a royal caliber. Probably still is one, I don’t see him changing. But my parents are snowed by him.”

      “Want me to add him to the foundation at one of our building sites?”

      Laughter exploded out of her and he had to catch his breath at the pure entertainment at his comment. Lord help him, she was beautiful.

      “No, thanks but that won’t be necessary. Besides, now you’ve told me I can’t claim plausible deniability.”

      He pursed his lips. “Good point but considering all I was truly after was a smile on your face, I’m good.”

      She ducked her head while shaking it. He brushed a kiss over her forehead, led her back to the couch, and encouraged her to sit with him. Sage kicked her feet up and rested her head in his lap, looking at him.

      He threaded his fingers in her hair as she lay there, just enjoying the silky feel of it. Whoever said a person of color’s hair was coarse hadn’t felt Sage’s.

      “Do you want to talk about it?” he asked.

      “No, just wish my parents would learn that he’s not the one for me.”

      “They like him that much?”

      “We were in high school together, and college. Hell, before I graduated high school, they had us married with children. They got to see his good side. I, however, was always exposed to his dark.”

      He wanted to beat the man for that alone. His thumb stroked along her full lips, reveling in their softness. She just had no idea how much he wanted to kiss her again. So he told her.

      “Why don’t you then,” she replied.

      Instead of making him come down to her, she got up and straddled his lap before joining their mouths. He closed his eyes and enjoyed how this woman felt in his embrace.
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      Sage looked around the resort. It was Christmas Eve and the place was rocking. She loved it. This was the most relaxed she’d felt at a holiday for a long while. And she knew a huge reason for it—okay the reason—was Conall Lennox.

      She was going to miss him at the end of her time here, which let’s face it, was really one more full day being as she was leaving the day after Christmas. A lot more than she cared to admit. Perhaps in the future she’d have to give this singles mixer type of thing more of a chance. This one surely worked out for the better.

      Swirling her drink around, she readjusted where she leaned against the wall and continued to watch the crowd. She recognized a few of the other singles she’d taken the time to get to know. On the slopes or at a meal. She hadn’t been a complete recluse even if she did prefer to be in a quieter setting than a party all the time. Nevertheless, tonight was all about fun.

      “He should be down soon.”

      She looked to her right at the statement, not at all surprised to see Ben standing there. She’d gotten to know his friends a bit as well. Ben was the one who reminded her of Shemar Moore. A whole lot of hot ass man, right there.

      “Good evening to you as well,” she said with an easy smile.

      He flashed a grin. “Sorry, just thought you might want to know he wasn’t standing you up.”

      “Actually I was thinking this wasn’t such a bad thing for me to come to after all. Kind of figured he’d be down when he gets here.”

      “You are definitely different than the women he usually dates.”

      “Is that a good thing?” She sipped her drink. The peppermint hot chocolate they served here had quickly become an addiction for her. Those and the Irish coffee.

      “Yes. Normally the women around him are money-grubbing bitches who think nothing past how much of his money he can spend.”

      She wasn’t sure what to say to that so she merely nodded.

      “I mean, sure he owns the company and it’s one of the largest in the area, definitely the most reputable, but they wouldn’t dream of actually getting dirty or going outside. Fragile little Barbie dolls they are.”

      Her insides clenched. Owned? Conall was the owner of his company? Why hadn’t he told her?

      “Well, I’m definitely not a Barbie. I love the outdoors.”

      “I can see that. You’re one hell of a skier. How long have you been skiing?”

      “About the age of three or four I think my parents first put me on them.” Her mind drifted back to Conall until she ripped it away. “What about you? I didn’t see you on the slopes much except with your board.”

      “I don’t ski very well. I can board but something about skiing makes me feel out of control.” She gave him an odd look and he laughed which made her follow suit. “I know, it sounds weird but there we have it.”

      “There we have what?” Conall questioned.

      She tore her gaze from Ben and put it on Conall. Damn him for looking so hot. She just wanted to crawl up on him and have him hold her tight. Ignoring the bit of her mind, which told her to demand why he didn’t tell her about his business, she gave a smile.

      “Ben was explaining to me how he prefers snowboarding to skiing.”

      She watched a look pass between them. It was brief but potent. Ben cleared his throat and gave her a wink.

      “I’ll see you around, Sage. Conall.” Then he walked off.

      “You okay?” she asked, noting the terseness of his posture.

      “You know the call you had the other day?” When she nodded, he continued, “I just had mine.”

      “Ahh, then you need a drink.”

      “A big one.”

      She needed something big too but, now wasn’t the time to say that. “Want me to get you one?”

      He stepped closer to her and settled his palm against the side of her cheek. “A kiss? That would be perfect.”

      “I meant a drink, but I can do that.” She pushed up on her toes and kissed him. It wasn’t easy to stop when all she wanted to do was increase the intensity of said kiss. Still, she ended it and pressed one quick on to his cheek. “Come on, let’s get you a drink.”

      There would be time later to ask about the company he didn’t just work for but owned. Arm in arm she led him to the bar and waited for him to get his drink. Then they walked off to grab a table in the back of the room. Numerous couples sat together, heads together and looking as though they were enjoying themselves.

      “They really throw a good party here,” she said leaning back in her chair.

      “Yes.”

      She saw him watching her instead of looking around. There was an almost thoughtful expression on his face. “What? Do I have whipped cream on my mouth?”

      He leaned in. “Let me see.” The kiss was like all of the others, amazing. “Nope, none there.”

      “Then why the look?”

      He reached out and smoothed some hair back from her face. “Do you have any idea how beautiful you are?”

      She shook her head. The intensity of his gaze made her a bit uncomfortable. Yes, she knew she wasn’t ugly but beautiful? No, not how she would classify herself. She dipped her head allowing her hair to drape forward and hide her from his stare.

      “Look at me,” he commanded.

      She followed it and soon his pale green gaze had snared hers again. His hand slid around and gently cupped the nape of her neck, drawing her closer. She almost held her breath in anticipation of his kiss.

      “Absolutely gorgeous.” His tone was one of unadulterated conviction.

      She closed her eyes and moaned at the comforting caresses from his touch on her neck. It would be no problem at all to simply melt into him and allow him to do whatever he wished. The man had magic hands. Wasn’t all he had magical on him though.

      “Can we join you?”

      The masculine voice pulled her eyes back open. She found Travis standing there with a cute woman on his arm. Sitting up more, she held still when Conall’s hand tightened on her skin. She got the message, he liked touching her.

      “I don’t mind.” Conall waved his hand and they joined them.

      “This is Conall and Sage.” Travis pointed to the woman beside him. “Guys, this is Kristen.”

      Conall tugged her closer as she gave the petite woman a smile. “Nice to meet you, Kristen.”

      “You too.” Her eyes moved to Conall and she said, “Travis tells me you own Lennox Construction.”

      He stiffened beside her and in her periphery, she saw him shoot a glare at Travis before nodding. “I do.”

      She gave a wide smile and glared at Sage with a calculating gleam in her eyes. “Is that why you’re with him, because he owns a company?”

      Sage felt as if she’d been slapped in the face. It was her time to stiffen. “Nope,” she said through gritted teeth. “Until recently, I didn’t even know he owned one.” Dislodging his hand from her, she moved to the edge of the booth seat and got to her feet. “Excuse me.”

      Drink behind along with the trio at the table she strode for the door. Conall caught up to her four steps away from reaching it. Surprisingly he didn’t stop her; no instead, he propelled her along through those entering the room out into where it was a bit quieter in the hall before the doors. He continued to guide her until he got them to a small place by a large pillar, pressing her between his unbending body and the wall.

      “Where are you going?”

      She inhaled sharply and immediately regretted it as his scent swamped her senses. There had to be something wrong with her to be so intently focused on sex when he was around.

      “Didn’t think I would want to stay around when I’m being accused of being with you for something—based on you not telling me—I shouldn’t even know you had, did you?”

      He flushed before shaking his head. “Can we talk?”

      “Isn’t that what we’re doing right now?”

      “That’s not what I mean and you know it.”

      “I’m off to see the lighting of the tree. If you’ll excuse me, I’ll leave you to get back to your friend and his woman.” She tried to pull free. “Maybe she is more your style of woman. No need to wonder what she’s after.”

      He didn’t back off. Thunderheads grew in his eyes and he lowered his head closer. “Really? Do you think I’d rather be with a ditz who thinks only of herself or the money in my wallet as opposed to you, who genuinely liked me even without knowing my financial worth?”

      “How would I know? You didn’t tell me. So, to me I am not important enough to tell you don’t just work for this company but you own it.”

      She shrugged determined to ignore the pain leeching through her. It shouldn’t bother her, she knew beforehand, thanks to Ben’s slipup. It was however, so different to have some woman accuse her of doing such a vile thing. Yes, she knew there were women like that in the world, hell, men too. Not her. Not even close. If she were, she would be with Charlie still to this day for he had money. Lots of it. More than she could even deign to spend in a lifetime.

      “A mistake on my part. I just…wanted you to like me for me.”

      “Part of you,” she countered. “Not all of you.”

      “Wrong. All of me, Sage. All. The money is not me, I’m not a man who wears expensive suits, drives fancy cars, or lives in a gated community. I dress like this, drive an older Dodge, and live in a house on the outskirts of Taos. An older one I purchased and am fixing up when I get time.” He cupped her face. “I’m really sorry I didn’t tell you. I have people who try to sabotage me, part of what the call was I dealt with. I didn’t want to bring that on you. On us. I wanted to be able to enjoy my time with you. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you.”

      “Your life, Conall. We’re just having a thing now, you have the right to share what you want and not what you don’t. I just don’t like being taken by surprise as she did. Let’s forget it.”

      

      Forget it. Not fucking likely. Conall wanted to kick his own ass for his complete and utter stupidity. He’d seen the fury in her gaze before she eliminated it. Therefore, while she uttered her words in an attempt to keep him at a distance, he knew it bothered her. He wasn’t even going to address the “having a thing now” statement because to be completely honest he didn’t know if he could do so without losing his cool. He wanted more than just right now with Sage. Hell, he was envisioning introducing her to his parents and family. That’s not all you’re envisioning, his brain chimed in.

      And it was true. He had her married, pregnant, and his forever. Right, nothing like a little possessiveness. He gentled his touch on her face, smoothing his thumbs along her lips.

      “I should have told you.”

      She gave a small shake of her head. “Not my business, Conall. I’m going to the tree lighting.”

      He could sense it. She had withdrawn into herself a bit with her declaration. Releasing her, he slid his arm around her waist and guided her to the elevators.

      “Where are we going?”

      “Get coats.”

      Honestly, he thought she was going to protest but she didn’t say anything at all. He stopped at her floor and left her with a kiss and a promise to be back for her. In his room, he berated himself all over again for doing something so stupid, which could have cost him a woman he had never really thought of as a scratch for his itch. There’d always been something more. From that very first moment, he laid eyes upon her.

      Shoving into his leather coat, he checked his phone and shoved it in the inside pocket as he walked back toward the elevator. He went to her room and knocked on the door.

      “It’s open,” she called out.

      He pushed through and watched her finish applying her lip balm then don her black and white Obermeyer St. Tropez insulated jacket. It was the one she wore skiing. Pretty much everything she did outside she wore it.

      Lord help him, he couldn’t be around her and not be aroused. Even thinking of her tended to do that to him. With a deep breath, he shoved his hands in his pockets to make sure he kept them to himself and they actually made it to the tree lighting. Instead of his scenario in which they lost all their clothes and made a mess of the bed. He’d prefer his.

      “Ready?”

      He smiled at her in response as she neared. Her plump lips were taunting him, calling to him. He offered his arm and she rested her gloved hand on it as they left her room. The ride down was quiet as was the walk to where the tree was.

      After they found where they wanted to stand, he slipped off to get them each a drink. Travis met him at the long table filled with drinks and snacks.

      “Man, I’m sorry about earlier with Kristen.”

      “Let it be, Travis.” He fixed two hot chocolates.

      “I didn’t think…well, I’d hoped she would have behaved herself.” He shifted his feet. “I knew she was after money and I told her about Lennox Construction. She’s great in the sack but not so smart anywhere else.”

      That was putting it mildly. “Not unlike a lot of other women you’ve dated, Travis. Same goes for all of us. I just…it was my fault for not telling Sage before.”

      “I still feel bad, and just so you know, I saw Sage and apologized to her as well.”

      “You did?” He looked at his friend after putting lids on the drinks. “Why?”

      “We all see how you look at her, your expression when you talk about her, I’m not fool. I know this woman means something to you. And as much as I love women you know how I am about putting you guys first. Bros before—”

      “I get it, Travis. No need to finish that.”

      “I’m not saying Sage is one, I just want you to know I wouldn’t ever purposefully do anything to ruin your shot with her.”

      He nodded. “That obvious?”

      “A blind man could see it.” Travis fixed himself a drink. “I’m happy for you man, truly. We all are. The rest of us found a woman for the moment, however the way you look at Sage tells you’re thinking much longer in terms of time.”

      Wasn’t that the truth. He merely grunted and turned from the table and skimmed over the milling crowd. Deliberately he left the area where he’d left Sage for last. When he finally regarded that section, his heart kicked up a few paces when he decried her. She stood there talking to another woman, hands in her pockets with an amused smile on her face.

      “I am. I can’t explain it, Travis but there is just something about her that makes me want to lock her up where she can’t get away. I actually want to take her to my parents’ house and introduce them. Last night…” he trailed off.

      The smirk on Travis’ face told him the man knew where he was going with it and for the moment had granted him a reprieve. He damn well knew it wouldn’t last forever. There would be teasing later. Much teasing.

      “Where’s your woman?” he asked needing the focus off himself.

      “Off reapplying her makeup.” Travis rolled his eyes. “Lovely outside package, great in the sack, but I truly don’t know what possessed her to come to a mountain lodge. She spends her days at the spa and doesn’t like dirt.”

      “Yet she is with a construction worker.”

      Travis flashed a grin. “I’m just that good.”

      “Your ego needs no help.” He blinked and watched Sage some more. He couldn’t explain it but she captivated him. When she pulled her phone out of her pocket, he frowned at the resignation on her face. “I’ll see you, man.”

      Travis said something but he didn’t register it. All his attention on the woman who’d managed to steal his heart. He stumbled a bit at that realization. No way. He’d not gone and fallen in love with a woman he’d not even known for two weeks. Nope, not believing it. Just like. Serious like.

      He stopped at her side and handed the drink over. The woman beside her did a slow perusal of him but he barely afforded her a glance. Not that she wasn’t attractive, for she was; he just had eyes for one.

      “Merry Christmas, Ma,” Sage said before ending her call. She slid the phone back in her pocket and introduced him to the woman she’d been chatting with.

      “I have to go find my friend. Great to meet you, Sage. And you, Conall. I’d like to see more of you.” His name was spoken on a long-drawn-out purr before Mary walked off.

      He shook his head only to find the same look of amusement on Sage’s face.

      “Sorry,” he began only to halt when she waved him off.

      “No need to be. I’d have done the same thing in her place. Well, perhaps not as obvious but I sure as hell would have checked you out.”

      His lips curled up in a satisfied smile. “You have no idea how much that appeals to me.”

      She shook her head with an amused expression on her face. He loved how she didn’t hold a grudge to what happened between them. She had been upset, dealt with it, and moved on. There was nothing in her attitude that told him she hadn’t moved on from it.

      He held her close during the tree lighting ceremony and kissed her after the night exploded with the amazing display. She snuggled into him, her arm rested easily around his waist and her head settled against his chest. Lowering his head, he pressed a kiss to the top of her head, inhaling the aromatic scent of bluebells.

      Eventually the wound their way back inside to the massive party that was going on. Claiming a table, they sat and ordered some Irish coffee from a passing waiter. He watched her as she observed the people who took turns singing karaoke. Her face was so expressive he loved it. There was almost no hiding her emotions, she loved life, and it showed in everything she did.

      “Do you like to sing?” he asked over the applause as the man left the stage with a big grin on his face as he accepted the accolades.

      “Like? Yes. Am I any good? Not on your life. I’m worse than a tone-deaf cat in a bucket. Not a pleasant sound at all.” She shrugged and took a long drink. “Thankfully I spend most of my time alone so the only ones who really suffer are the animals.”

      He chuckled envisioning her out in the middle of nowhere with animals hiding and wishing they could cover their ears. “Surely it can’t be that bad.”

      “Oh, it can. I was asked to leave the church choir when I was six because of it. Still love to sing but I know it’s best not to do it around other human beings.” She jerked her head toward the stage. “What about you?”

      He felt his cheeks heat a bit. “I’ve told I have a passable voice.”

      She faced him completely ignoring the next person on stage. “Passable. Sounds like code for someone who can sing but isn’t a huge fan of it. Are you shy, Conall Lennox?”

      “When it comes to some things.”

      Sage leaned forward and rested her chin on folded fingers. “So, what’s a woman got to do to get you to sing a song for her?”

      Look at him as she was doing, and he’d sing anything she wanted. The sparkle in her eye and the excited parting of her full lips had him damn near ready to give her the keys to his vehicle and deed to his house.

      He cleared his throat. “You want me to sing for you?”

      Her tongue snuck out and swiped along those damn tempting lips before she captured the lower one in her teeth. “Only if you want to.”

      To keep that look on her face there was no limit to what he would do. Lord help him he was a sap. And a goner.
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      Sage was in a bit of shock when Conall pushed back his seat and walked through the loud crowd to the man running the karaoke machine, ensuring people got the turns they wanted. She watched him speak to the man and sit down near him. When the next person finished, Conall strode up to the stage and readjusted the microphone.

      She bit her lower lip as the beginning strands of music flowed through the room. Unlike the majority of previous songs, this one was slow. She shuddered at the sound of his voice as it flowed over her. Smooth, resonant, and sensual his voice reverberated through the room as he sang Toby Keith’s “Shouldn’t Kiss Me Like That” and the room slowly fell silent.

      By the time the final note faded from the air, it was obvious he had everyone’s attention. They erupted with applause and she joined them. Damn, he was good. He nodded to everyone as he jumped down and headed back through the tables to where she waited.

      She looked up at him in amazement. “That was way more than passable singing. You were incredible.”

      He gave her a smile as he sat right beside her and leaned in to kiss her. “Thank you.”

      Conall had her chair flush against his as they stayed for a while longer and listened to the others who went up on stage to sing for the crowd. Truth be told, she didn’t quite hear them all, she was still reeling from his song and the intimate feeling it created within her. It had been as if he sung it for her and her alone.

      She didn’t object when he drew her to her feet and led her from the room toward the elevators. He kept his arm draped around her as they ascended to her room. When he plucked the key from her fingers, she didn’t object.

      The moment the door closed behind them, his lips captured hers and she opened them with a welcome sigh, sliding her arms up and around his broad shoulders. Being pressed against him was a feeling she wouldn’t ever forget.

      His tongue dipped and swirled within in her mouth, stroking and rubbing along her as his hands held her tight. Against her belly sat his rigid erection, tempting her beyond all she believed possible.

      He undressed her slowly, his lips following along where seconds before her clothing had been. Fire sang in her blood but still, he proceeded as if he had all the time in the world. Murmuring little words of appreciation as he exposed her body to his eyes and touch. Lying there across the large bed, she squirmed in an effort to get him closer.

      “No, hold still.”

      How was she to do that when he was doing such things to her? Up and down her body he moved, lapping, nipping, and teasing her until she no longer muffled her cries. He settled between her legs and the moment his tongue touched her slit she arched off the bed, crying his name.

      Conall laid an arm along her midsection, holding her in place as he licked at her pussy. First one then two and finally three fingers thrust up within her as he sucked her clit. Stars flickered behind her lids as she came in a rush.

      “Conall!”

      He never relented, continuing to stimulate her through her orgasm. She dug her fingers into his head, holding him to her as she rode out the waves of pleasure coursing through her. She’d barely caught her breath when he rose above her and slid inside with a single smooth stroke.

      Their mouths melded with the same heated passion in which he took her. She held him tight, as tight as she could while he stroked within her. Back and forth, they moved together. She hooked her leg around his waist and angled her hips allowing him to drive further and deeper within her.

      More. She wanted more. Needed it. Craved it. Burned for it.

      He knew. Somehow, he knew what she needed and gave it to her. He slid his arms under her shoulders and rolled them so they were on their sides. She moaned in ecstasy as he continued to power within her. Sage broke the kiss and buried her face in the side of his neck in a weak attempt to muffle her cries of pleasure.

      Conall continued moving them and soon she was on top, his pale green eyes watching her as she sat up with a groan as she sank fully onto his shaft.

      “Ride me.”

      She tossed her hair and settled her hands on his solid chest before doing just that. Her lower lip captured in her teeth as she rolled her hips and set her own pace. Conall held her gaze as she worked on him, his hands alternating from her hips to her breasts and back. Pleasure shot throughout her as she catapulted closer and closer to the orgasm she craved.

      Silent, he took her hands from his chest and put them to her own breasts. She got the message and began tweaking her own nipples, her moans growing even louder as his free hand slipped between them and fingered her sensitive clit.

      “Come for me.”

      He delivered the command with a pinch to her nub and she shot over the edge, her internal muscles clamping down on his cock as it moved within her. The fingers on her hip tightened as he thrust up faster and faster, still stimulating her pussy with his free hand, until he came with a shout. The force of his release triggered another within her and she bowed her back, a wordless cry pouring from her mouth as she shuddered before she sank, spent, against his sweaty chest.

      They lay in silence, his fingers moving lightly up and down the ridges of her spine. From where she lay, she could see out the large windows, past the balcony to where snow fell in large flakes. Beneath her ear, his heart beat a fierce staccato. Matching to the rapid rhythm hers put out.

      “Merry Christmas,” he murmured after a while.

      “What?” She reluctantly lifted her head to peer into his eyes.

      A small smile turned up his bow-shaped lips. “Merry Christmas.” He gestured with his head to the digital readout on the bedside clock.

      Sure enough, it was five minutes into the twenty-fifth of December. She gave him a small smile and laid her head back down to watch the falling snow.

      “Same to you.”

      “What are you thinking?” His touch lingered on the claw mark part of her tattoo.

      “How nice it would be to go skiing if I only had the energy.” She felt him turn his head as well. “Looks like it would be a nice run.”

      “I hear they do the night runs with sparklers to ring in the New Year.”

      “You staying for that?” She circled his nipple with one finger before moving on to explore along his rib cage.

      “No. We’re here for a while more but not that long.”

      “What are you thinking?”

      “Two things.”

      He didn’t say anything other than that so she prompted him. “Which would be?”

      “That I don’t want you to go tomorrow.”

      She smiled and pressed a light kiss to his torso. She felt that way herself, wishing they had more time together. “And the second?”

      “That this is the second time we’ve made love without using protection.”

      Ah shit!

      

      Conall worried his lower lip as her entire body stiffened. Perhaps he shouldn’t have said that. However, it was the truth; he had been thinking a lot about that after the first time, so when it happened again he had really begun to wonder what a child with this woman in his arms would be like. Not how his life would change, he didn’t mind, he was ready for a family, he wasn’t ready however for the depth of his feelings for Sage.

      Would they have a little girl who looked like her or a boy like him? Perhaps twins? One of each. That would work. His house in Taos had eight rooms in it, so there would be more than enough room.

      Hell, he was getting ahead of himself now. Not to mention, Sage was about to panic. Her heartbeat had accelerated, and her breaths had changed from slow and easy to sharp and shallow.

      Tightening his grip when she began to move away, he brushed his lips along the shell of her ear. “Stay.”

      Slowly she settled back against him and relaxed. He closed his eyes and buried his nose in her hair, inhaling deep. There was something about this woman that soothed him. Made things right and his life seem on the right track.

      “Would that be a bad thing?” he whispered, fingers stroking along the bare skin of her exposed arm.

      “A kid?”

      He could hear it in her voice, the strain and the cracking. “Yes. A baby.”

      “Um, not something I think I’m ready for at this moment.” She rotated in his embrace until they were face to face. “Why? Do you feel otherwise?”

      He was amazed she hadn’t run, not with the way she’d tensed. In her voice, it wasn’t difficult to pick up the amazement at the thought he wouldn’t be upset with a child as a result of their union.

      “I won’t lie and say things wouldn’t change but it is also something I wouldn’t be running for the hills from.” He tucked some wayward hair back behind one of her ears. “I know we haven’t known one another for a long time, Sage, but honestly, having a child with you makes me smile, not panic.”

      “I’m panicking.”

      “I have more than enough room. My house is large and is on a decent sized piece of property.”

      Her eyes widened and he realized he just said something he probably shouldn’t have. She drew back and sat up, holding the sheet over her nakedness like a shield.
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