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Chapter one

Awkward Intrusion





Mia

I freeze in the doorway of our luxurious Edbrooke Loft, my hand still on the door knob. The scene before me sears into my mind: Grace, my best friend of fifteen years, is half-naked, straddling her shirtless boyfriend, Max, on our couch.  

Max's fervent kisses trail down Grace’s neck to her collarbone. She throws her head back, a soft moan escaping her lips as his hands remove her bra, caressing her bare skin. Grace’s fingers tangle in Max’s hair, pulling him closer, offering herself to him. 

I'm rooted to the spot, my heart pounding, breath caught in my throat.

I am transfixed as Grace rocks her hips in earnest, eliciting a muffled groan from Max as his tongue licks my best friend’s nipple. His hands move from her shorts to her thighs, fingers digging into soft flesh.

“You taste so good, G.” 

They're lost in each other, oblivious to the world around them. Oblivious to me.

Finally, I manage to step into the room. They don't notice me. Thank God for small mercies. Although, judging by how into each other they are, a marching band could've paraded through, and they wouldn't have noticed.

I tiptoe to my room, feeling like a ninja in a romantic comedy. As I quietly close my bedroom door, I lean against it, letting out a shaky breath. The image of Grace and Max replays in my mind, stirring something deep within me. A longing. An ache.

From the living room, I hear muffled giggles and the soft thud of more clothing hitting the floor. Oh Dio! They're not stopping.

I should put on my noise-canceling headphones. I should start packing for our month-long trip to Breckenridge. I should do anything but stand here, listening to my best friend and her boyfriend auditioning for a leading role in "Fifty Shades of PDA."

But I can't move. My body feels flushed, my skin hypersensitive. At twenty-two years of age, I've never been kissed that way. Never been touched like that. My Italian ex-boyfriend, Luca Moretti, initiated a few times, but I always held back. That’s probably why he cheated on me. And… the fact that I am too tomboyish for him. Now, I wonder what I've been missing. Probably a lot, judging by the symphony of sighs and moans coming from the living room.

A particularly loud gasp from Grace makes me jump. I stumble to my bed, flopping face-first into my pillow with a groan. "Get it together, Mia," I mutter. "You're a strong, independent woman. You don't need a man. You need... earplugs. Really good earplugs."

And an orgasm, I think to myself. 

My body comes alive as arousal floods me. Heat pools low in my belly, and almost without thinking, my hand slides down. My fingers slip into my pants, feeling my own wetness and my body starts moving against my fingers… 

This feels so good. A moan escapes from my lips. I wiggle out of my clothes quickly.  I hear my friends’ grunts through my closed bedroom door, and I focus on my own pleasure.

I spread my legs open again, the cool air on my heated pussy, bare and smooth, feels so good. I reach down, gently rubbing my fingers over the outside of my lips. Then my middle finger curls and dips in. I shudder, my wetness coating my finger, as I gyrate and rock against it.  

With my other hand, I reach for my large breasts. I pinch my nipple lightly, enjoying the sensation. The image of Max sucking on Grace’s nipple comes to my mind, and I pull harder at mine, the way I like it. I twist my hardened nipple, imagining teeth grazing and biting it.

I let out another soft purr as both my hands work on my body furiously. Deeper and faster.  My eyes close. I slide my fingers in and out of my wet pussy, imagining the day when a man is eating me out, and thrusting against me. 

I am already on the edge of pleasure’s peak when I hear Grace’s screams over Max’s shouts, “You want it harder, don’t you, baby!?” 

I start coming…    

Later, flushed, fully naked and breathless, I stare at the ceiling while on my bed. This is just what I need to release some of the leftover stress from my college finals and going through my graduation ceremony without my Italian parents four days ago. 

I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror across the room. I get off my bed and stand in front of the full-length mirror. 

My long, straight golden hair is a tangled mess around my face. My big green eyes look wider than usual, pupils dilated. My sun-kissed skin is flushed, my natural double-D breasts bouncing with my nipples still erect, and I can see my full red lips are slightly swollen from where I've been biting them during my self-exploration. And my shaved pussy, still pulsing deep inside. 

Smiling at my own reflection, I move my hands to squeeze my boobs, palming gently at my taut nipples. I love my large, natural breasts and how sensitive they are.  My eyes are glued to my own reflection as I trail my fingers to my small waist, and then back to lifting my boobs up with my hands, feeling their weight, and watching them bounce and shake. I made a half turn to assess my perky butt. I think my best features are undoubtedly my enormous green eyes, my large DD breasts, and the general golden glow I have, thanks to my blonde hair. 

"Ma va’!" I’m half-laughing at myself as I run my hand through my full head of hair. I look like I have been hanging upside down in a wind tunnel. "You're a mess, Mia. A cute, hot mess, but still a mess."

Shaking off the lingering heat in my body, the sounds from the living room have finally quieted down, but the memory lingers. I need a distraction. Packing. Right. Grace and I are leaving for Breckenridge tomorrow, and I haven't even started!

As I begin pulling clothes from my closet, my hand brushes against something soft and worn. I pull it out—one of the few old jerseys Grace's brother, Yohan had asked her to throw away months ago. I‘d snagged them when Grace was helping him clean out his loft—the loft that is directly opposite ours. He's never been home the past whole year since I’d been in America. He had enlisted Grace’s help to do some minor housekeeping in his absence. And now, his old jerseys are my favorite ensembles to wear at home, braless. 

I run my fingers over the faded number 8, wondering about the man who used to wear it. Grace talked about Yohan all the time over the past fourteen years of us being pen pals between Italy and the United States. But I've never met him, not even in the last year since I have moved to the US. Sure, we have seen each other’s family photos, but I am not one for details. All I know is that he's currently a newly retired NHL player from the Oregon Orcas, and he’s on his way home to Colorado. Grace heralds him as Breckenridge's Favorite Son. There is no question, Yohan is her sibling, even if he’s ten years older than us. 

For a moment while I slip on the jersey I have in my hand, and a pair of clean underwear to cover myself, I consider leaving the rest of the jerseys behind. But then, I think about how comfortable they are, how they are perfect for lounging around during our vacation. Plus, they make me look like I actually know something about sports. So before I overthink it, I quickly fold two more of Yohan’s old jerseys into my suitcase.

As I continue packing, I try to focus on the excitement of the trip ahead. A whole month in Breckenridge with Grace's family. A whole month to figure out what I want to do with my life now that I've graduated with a BA in Business Administration from the University of Denver.  Do I go back to Italy, or start looking for a job in the United States?

Those thoughts swiftly vanish as a flicker of the memory of what I saw between Grace and Max flashes through my mind again.  A small part of me can't help but wonder—when will I experience that kind of passion, that kind of desire? Mio amore eterno? My true love?

Surely, I am not doomed to be the girl who gets more action from her hiking boots than from a man?

I shake my head, trying to dislodge the thought. That's not what this trip is about. I'm here to relax, to spend time with my best friend and her family, to figure out my next steps in life. 

A knock on my door makes me jump. "Mia?" Grace calls. "You in there? Or did you escape out of the window to avoid the awkwardness?"

I laugh despite myself. "Yeah, no escape attempts yet. Come in!" I call back, hastily zipping up my suitcase.

Grace peeks her head in, her cheeks still flushed. "Hey, I thought I heard you come in earlier. Did you, um...?"

I feel my face heat up. "Oh, yeah, I... I didn't want to interrupt your, uh, cardio session."

Grace's eyes and smile widen with glee. "Oh Mia, I'm so sorry. We thought you'd be out longer. I promise we’re not usually that enthusiastic."

I raise an eyebrow affectionately at my best friend. “Uh-huh, And I’m secretly a professional ballerina.” I wave my hand dismissively, trying to act nonchalant. "Don't worry about it. I should have texted."

She laughs at my lame joke. “Okay, okay, I deserved that. How's the packing going?"

"Just finished, actually," I say, gesturing to the suitcase. "I can't believe we're leaving tomorrow!!" I add in a half squeal.

Despite the awkwardness, the embarrassment, and the lingering questions about my own love life (or lack thereof), I can't help but feel excited about the adventure ahead.

Grace grins. "I know, right? A whole month in Breckenridge. It's going to be amazing. My family can’t wait to spend time with you!"

I nod enthusiastically. "SÌ!, it'll be great to finally meet your whole family!"

As Grace leaves, I turn back to my suitcase, double-checking that I have everything. I've never been the type of girl to get hung up on relationships or lack of sex. I've always been more comfortable on a hiking trail or a volleyball court than on a date. But lately…

Forget about it! I shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts. This trip is about figuring out my future, not my love life.

Still, as I zip up my suitcase for the final time, I can't help but feel a flutter of excitement. A month in Breckenridge. New people, new experiences. Who knows what might happen?

I catch my reflection in the mirror one last time. My dimples deepen as I smile, a mix of nervousness and anticipation swirling in my stomach. Whatever happens in Breckenridge, I have a feeling it's going to be an adventure.








  
  

Chapter two

Mountain Reunion 





Yohan

I settle into my first-class seat on the direct flight from Portland International Airport in Oregon to Denver International Airport in Colorado. As I adjust my 6'6" frame, a flight attendant approaches, her smile a little too bright. 

"Mr. Bennet? Can I get you anything before takeoff?"

I flash her my most charming grin. "Just a coffee, thanks."

She leans in, her perfume wafting over me. She slips a piece of paper into my hand. "My number, in case you need... anything else during your stay in Denver."

I accept it with a wink, knowing full well I won't be calling. "Thanks, but I'm headed home to Breckenridge."

Her eyes light up. "Ah yes! I read in the Denver Post, ‘Yohan Bennet, Breckenridge’s Most Eligible Bachelor’!" she coos breathily.

I chuckle, shaking my head. Leave it to the local paper to come up with that ridiculous title. "Guilty as charged." 

As the flight attendant sashays away, I can't help but smirk. It's flattering, sure, but it's nothing new. Being Breckenridge's most eligible bachelor—not to mention a newly retired NHL star—means I'm used to this kind of attention. It's fun, but lately, it's been feeling a little... empty.

I pull out my phone, tapping on the video that's been on replay these past five weeks. I can't tear my eyes from the screen, watching myself in that final, glorious moment. There I was, number 8, streaking across the ice like a man possessed. God, was I really that fast? The way I weave through the defense is beautiful—almost balletic.

I hold my breath, even though I know the outcome. The replay zooms in as I wind up for the shot, determination in my eyes. Then—bam! The puck flies, a blur of black against white ice. The goalie never stood a chance.

My thumb hovers over the replay button, tempted to watch it again. But I don't need to. I can feel it all: the chill of the Moda Center rink, the roar of the Portland crowd, the bone-deep satisfaction of that perfect shot. I set the phone down, a bittersweet smile tugging at my lips. What a way to end a career with the Oregon Orcas.

As the plane takes off, I find myself reflecting on the whirlwind events during the past five weeks since my last game with the Oregon Orcas. The rush of that final goal at the Moda Center still sends a thrill through me.

Amid the chaos of media appearances and fan events, one moment stands out: visiting four-year-old Caleb, a pediatric cancer patient through the Make-A-Wish Foundation. The kid's face lit up when I walked into his hospital room, and I'll never forget the joy in his eyes as we rode the Zamboni together. It's moments like these that make me grateful for my career, and I'm determined to continue this kind of work even in retirement.

The plane touches down at DIA, and as soon as I step into the terminal, I'm mobbed. Fans press in from all sides, waving jerseys and pucks for me to sign. I paste on my media smile, scrawling my name and posing for selfies.

"Yohan! Over here!" A young fan calls out, and as I turn, my elbow catches a passing traveler's coffee. The hot liquid splashes across my chest, soaking through my shirt.

"Whoa, there," I laugh, trying to lighten the mood as the mortified man apologizes profusely. "No harm done. Are you okay? Didn't get any on you, did I?" I wink, and the tension dissolves into giggles.

Finally extricating myself from the crowd, I make my way to the parking garage. My rental Range Rover is waiting, a sleek beast that purrs to life under my touch. As I pull onto I-70, heading west towards the mountains, I feel the weight of the city falling away.

The familiar peaks of the Rockies come into view, and my heart rate picks up. Mount Evans looms majestically as I pass Idaho Springs, its perpetual snow-capped peak a beacon of home. The Eisenhower Tunnel swallows me briefly before spitting me out into the breathtaking vistas of Summit County. The Tenmile Range unfolds before me, Quandary Peak standing proud among its siblings. As I drive further, the rugged beauty of the Gore Range captures my attention.

Two hours later, the familiar skyline of Breckenridge comes into view. My excitement builds as I pull up to our family mansion, a sprawling log cabin-style home that's been in the family for two generations. As I kill the engine, I can hear laughter drifting from inside.

Grabbing my bags, I head inside, my coffee-stained shirt sticking uncomfortably to my skin. I hurry to my room, hoping to change and make a grand entrance.

As I peel off the soiled shirt, I hear movements in the next room. A mischievous grin spreads across my face. Little Gracie must be unpacking.

I tiptoe to the doorway, seeing a petite figure with a baseball cap bent over a suitcase.  Perfect. I creep up behind her. Time for a sneak attack! 

My arms shoot out around her suddenly in a bear hug and peppering the back of her neck with rapid, loud brotherly kisses.

"I gotcha, Little Gracie!" I crow triumphantly. "Did you miss your favorite brother?"

But the figure in my arms stiffens, and I realize too late—this isn't my sister. The girl turns in my arms, and I find myself staring into the biggest and greenest eyes I've ever seen. For a moment, we both freeze, my arms still around her, her face inches from my bare chest.

"Um," she squeaks, her voice barely audible. "You're not Grace."

I can't help but laugh, releasing her and stepping back. "And you're definitely not my sister. Unless she got a serious makeover since I last saw her."

The girl's face flushes a charming shade of pink as she looks up at me. Way up. Then her eyes widen as they trail from my face down to my bare torso and up again, and I have to resist the urge to flex. Just a little.

"So," I say, crossing my arms and leaning against the doorframe, "do you often unpack in strangers' houses, or is this a special occasion?"

She sputters, her blush deepening. "I'm not, I mean, I'm Mia. Grace's best friend from Italy? And college? The same friend living with her in the Edbrooke Loft, directly opposite yours!”

Recognition dawns. "Ah, the famous Mia. Of course." I extend my hand, grinning. "Yohan Bennet, Grace's infinitely cooler older brother."

Mia takes my hand, and I'm struck by how small it is in mine. "Nice to finally meet you," she says, a hint of sass creeping into her voice.

As Mia reaches up and pulls off her baseball cap, I'm caught off guard. Her golden locks cascade down, falling in a silky waterfall past her shoulders. The sight hits me like a body check on the ice, knocking the breath right out of me.

For a moment, I'm transfixed. The late afternoon sunlight streaming through the window catches her hair, turning it into a halo of molten gold. It's a stark contrast to her green eyes, which seem to sparkle with a mix of embarrassment and... is that a hint of mischief?

I feel my throat go dry, and I have to resist the urge to run my fingers through those silken strands. Get it together, Bennet, I chide myself. But damn, if this isn't the most beautiful sight I've seen since coming home.

"Wow," I manage to croak out, before clearing my throat and trying for a more casual tone. "I mean, uh, that's quite the hair you've been hiding under there."

I'm acutely aware of my bare chest and the way Mia's eyes keep darting down before snapping back up to my face. The room suddenly feels a few degrees warmer.

"Thanks, I think?" she murmurs, a blush creeping up her cheeks again as she tucks a strand behind her ear.

It takes every ounce of my self-control not to close the distance between us and smell her and see if her hair feels as soft as it looks. Instead, I force myself to take a step back, running a hand through my own hair in a nervous gesture I thought I'd left behind in my rookie days.

I feel my own face heat up slightly again. "I swear I'm usually smoother than this. Though I have to say, not many people can say they've been kissed by Breckenridge's Most Eligible Bachelor within seconds of meeting him."

Mia rolls her eyes, but I catch the hint of a smile or a smirk on her full lips. "Lucky me. Does that line usually work for you, bro?" She punches me on the elbow.

"Usually," I admit with a forced wink. She just threw me off my game with her casual punch and calling me “bro.” Man, is she that unaffected by me? 

As our chuckles subside, I find myself studying her. She's cute in an unconventional way, all big eyes and dimples, with a voluptuous figure that even an oversized jersey can't quite hide. And she felt good in my arms.

Wait a minute. That jersey looks familiar.

"Is that... my old jersey?" I ask, gesturing to the faded number 8 on her chest.

Mia glances down, tugging and pulling at the hem of the thin jersey self-consciously. "Oh, yeah. Grace said you were getting rid of them, so..."

Uh-oh. Pretending not to notice her obvious assets on display, I just realize Mia is braless under my old jersey!

It's hard to ignore the way her full breasts are bouncing, and the outlines of her areolas and hard nipples through the thin jersey.

Holy hockey sticks! My pulse quickens, and heat travels down…

With every fiber of my being, I rein in my reaction before I embarrass myself.

I coolly say, “So you decided to rescue them from the donation pile?”

Mia grins and nods.

"I'm touched. Though I have to say, it looks better on you than it ever did on me."

Mia rolls her eyes again. "Flatterer. Seriously, does THAT line ever work?"

"Usually," I admit with a wink.

I try to regain my usual swagger. "Well, I should probably go put on a shirt before I cause any more misunderstandings."

Before she can respond, a blur of motion catches my eye. Suddenly, I feel a weight on my back as Little Gracie launches herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck.

[image: image-placeholder]

"Yohan!" she squeals, her legs half dangling around my waist as she clings to me like a koala. "You're here!"

I laugh, reaching back to ruffle her hair. "Hey there, Baby Sis. Still haven't grown an inch, I see."

She swats at my head playfully. "Not all of us can be giants like you, you know. Some of us are perfectly happy being fun-sized."

I spin around, making her shriek with laughter. "Fun-sized, huh? More like travel-sized. I could probably fit you in my carry-on."

As I set Grace down, I catch Mia's eye. She's watching us with a soft smile, but there's something else there too. A flicker of... longing?

Grace notices my distraction and grins wickedly. "Oh, I see you've met Mia. Did you try your lame pickup lines on her yet?"

I gasp in mock offense. "Lame? I'll have you know my pickup lines are legendary."

Mia snorts. "Oh yeah, real smooth. Nothing says 'legendary' like mistaking someone for your sister and kissing their neck."

Grace's eyes widen comically. "You did what?!"

As Grace and Mia dissolve into fits of laughter, I find my gaze drawn towards Mia.  She's quite different from what I imagined her to be over the years. I know of her from Little Gracie’s pen pal chatters. Yet, here before me, Mia seems super friendly, rather daring even. Her gestures can be considered unladylike if you call her extra playfulness that. And there's an intensity, a kind of spunk about her that intrigues me. I have a feeling this summer is going to be more fun and interesting than I anticipated.

"Earth to Yohan," Grace says, snapping her fingers in front of my face. "Are you listening? I said we're having dinner at Hearthstone tonight to celebrate your homecoming."

"Sounds perfect," I say, tearing my eyes away from Mia. "I'll just go take a shower, and finish unpacking. Wouldn't want to distract the entire restaurant with these abs, right?"

As I head back to my room, I can't shake off the image of Mia's laughing green eyes and flushed cheeks in my jersey. I've always prided myself on my focus, my ability to keep my eye on the goal. But something tells me that my self-control is about to be seriously tested.




      [image: image-placeholder]Dinner at the Hearthstone Restaurant proves to be the ultimate test of my self-control. 

This high-end, fine dining establishment is a well-loved local dining spot despite its premium reservation and prices. It is rumored to have once been a “palace of ill repute,” a Victorian-era brothel, in the 1800s. This juxtaposition only aids in its charm and allure.

The way the building was preserved and restored to its original footprint means there is barely enough space to squeeze all eight of us on the first level of the restaurant. 

It's like a clown alley piling into a tiny car, except instead of clowns, it's a family of giants trying to fit into a dollhouse.

"Ahem!" Little Gracie clears her throat dramatically, tapping her glass with a spoon. "I want to remind everyone that thanks to me... and Mia, we are able to fit our entire family around the table tonight to celebrate our prodigal son's return!"

She pauses for effect, a mischievous glint in her eye. "And you're welcome!” She bows, knowing full well this is going to start a teasing war.

James starts off at once, “Sure, sure! Accidental Baby! If Mom and Dad had stopped at Yohan, we wouldn’t have known of our great grandmama’s Sardinian genes!” He reaches over to ruffle Gracie's hair, nearly knocking over three water glasses in the process.

"Hey!" Gracie protests, swatting James’s offending hand away. "At least I don't have to duck through doorways like a giraffe with a stiff neck!"

Mom and Dad, tag-teaming in perfect parental sync, quickly come to Gracie's rescue. "You were never an accident, baby!" Mom insists, while Dad adds, "More like a... surprise blessing. Like finding an extra fry at the bottom of the bag!”

My turn, "Or like when you think the game's over but there's still overtime. Surprise! There's more!"

Amelia, not to be outdone, chimes in, "Please, we all know Gracie was Mom and Dad's attempt to grow their own armrest."

Alex, always the analytical one, “Oh, that’s a little cold, Big Sis!!”

The table erupts in laughter. A fork clatters to the floor, followed by an "Oops!" and a muffled thud as someone bumps their head trying to retrieve it.

Mia, caught in the crossfire of our family banter, looks around with her big green eyes, unsure whether to laugh or hide under the table.

Here’s my chance, “And you, young lady, are the perfect size.” I hope my voice carries some warmth and a smidgen of seduction across the table. "Welcome to the Bennet madhouse!"

Later on, when Amelia leaves her seat next to Mia to make a call, I find myself getting up and pretending to stretch my legs while walking around the table. I slide onto Amelia’s vacated chair like a cool cat, right to Mia’s side. Thankfully, I catch myself just in time before I do a “Joey Tribbiani’s “How You Doin’?”

“Hey there!” Mia turns her face and looks up at me. Our faces are so close, I can see the flecks of gold in her green eyes, and smell the subtle scent of her perfume and the subtle fruity wine note on her breath. My heart races.

I gulp, realizing the cat’s got my tongue for a change.  

“Welcome home, Yohan! Are you having fun, bro?” she asks with a big smile as we click our wine glasses. There's a hint of amusement in her eyes, like she's enjoying seeing the big shot hockey player at a loss for words. 

I take a deep breath, trying to regain my composure. "Yeah, absolutely," I manage to say, "Even more so now," my voice a little huskier than I intended. “By the way, you clean up nice, bella." My heated gaze appreciating the way the exquisite short black dress hugs her curves. 

Mia shifts in her seat, and her knee brushes against mine under the table. The contact sends a jolt of electricity through me, and the last shreds of my self-control fly out of the window. 

"Careful there, bro. Your Italian is about as smooth as your dinner table acrobatics."

Rather than being discouraged by the “bro” status she endows me with for the umpteenth time, I quickly ask, "Teach me Italian, then? I promise I'm a quick learner." 

"Oh really?" Mia's eyes gleam with challenge. Suddenly, she grabs my face and pulls it towards hers, and slowly says, "Okay, repeat after me: 'Sono un idiota adorabile.'"

My mind blanks out at the warmth of her hands and the proximity of our faces. I want to close my eyes, lean in and kiss her, but too late because she has already cast a spell on me with those lyrical sounds coming out of her full lips. I watch and follow her lips and try to mimic her slow, sexy drawl, mangling every other word. When I finish, Mia bursts into laughter.

"What?" I ask, suddenly suspicious. "What did I just say?"

“That you're an adorable idiot,” she hoots. 

I can't help but laugh along with her.

As our laughter mingles, I realize I haven't felt this light, this genuinely happy, in a long time. And something tells me it has very little to do with my retirement and being back home with the family, and everything to do with this young, bewitching, witty Italian sitting beside me. 
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