
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Fireside Heat at Christmas

        

        
        
          Shoshanna Black

        

        
          Published by Jessica M. Kirkpatrick, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FIRESIDE HEAT AT CHRISTMAS

    

    
      First edition. November 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Shoshanna Black.

    

    
    
      Written by Shoshanna Black.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Summary


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


A snowy cabin. Four friends. One weekend that changes everything.

Lena Matthews never expected a simple winter getaway with her three closest friends to ignite a fire she couldn’t ignore. Ethan, steadfast and protective; Noah, playful and daring; and Kai, confident and irresistible—each one draws her in, and each one sparks a desire she never imagined.

What starts as cozy nights by the fire and playful blanket forts quickly turns into a tangled web of laughter, teasing touches, and impossible choices. With hearts and hands entwined, Lena must navigate her feelings, and the three men must confront theirs, discovering that love doesn’t always fit neatly into a single box.

In Fireside Heat, passion, friendship, and affection collide in a winter wonderland, and sometimes the best choice is having it all.
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​Trigger Warnings
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This novella contains themes and situations intended for mature audiences, including:


●  Romantic and sensual content between multiple consenting adults




●  Polyamory and consensual non-monogamy




●  Emotional tension, jealousy, and group relationship dynamics




●  Alcohol use (social)




●  Winter storm isolation
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All intimate scenes are consensual. Please read responsibly.
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​Dedication
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For those who have ever found warmth in unexpected places, and for every heart that refuses to fit into one box. 
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​Chapter One — Lena
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The heavy thrum of the black SUV’s engine, a familiar, comforting ballast during the long drive, finally softened, dissolving into the satisfying, almost orchestral grind and seismic crunch of its aggressive all-terrain tires. They methodically carved four pristine, deeply defined tracks into the thick, immaculate carpet of the snow-packed driveway, announcing our definitive arrival. With a final, almost reverent gentle lurch, the vehicle settled, its powerful hum fading entirely into the sudden, thick, and profound quiet of the winter wilderness, broken only by the faint, insistent metronome of cooling metal contracting in the frigid air.

Beyond the expansive, slightly fogged windshield, the scene unfurled with breathtaking clarity, a perfectly composed tableau that seemed lifted directly from a high-end holiday greeting card. The cabin, a vision of rustic, defiant elegance, rose majestically from the unbroken, shimmering expanse of the white landscape. Its dark, heavy wooden beams, weathered to a deep, resonant walnut, were beautifully framed by contrasting dollops of freshly fallen snow, clinging to every ledge, window sill, and shake roof eave like delicate, luminous icing. A slender plume of pale, cedar-scented smoke spiraled lazily from the massive stone chimney, a comforting promise of immediate, enveloping interior warmth rising against the deepening, vivid sapphire blue of the late afternoon sky. And encompassing it all, a generous, broad wraparound porch, dusted with a fine layer of sparkling, crystalline powder, beckoned irresistibly, practically begging for the satisfying stomp of snow-laden boots and the echo of unadulterated, unrestrained laughter.

“This place is absolutely insane,” Noah breathed, his voice laced with genuine, almost childlike awe. He had leaned so far forward from the back seat that his chin was almost resting on my shoulder, his eager gaze riveted on the sight. A small, ephemeral cloud of his hot breath instantly bloomed and vanished on the cold glass, a fleeting testament to the biting chill seeping in even through the sealed windows.

Ethan, with the decisive snick of an ignition key turning, killed the remaining internal electrical systems, plunging us into an abrupt, absolute silence broken only by the faint, rhythmic tick-tick of cooling metal. He turned, his gaze meeting mine, and a slow, utterly infectious grin spread across his face – the kind that crinkled the sun-weathered corners of his eyes and sent a warm, familiar flutter through my stomach, instantly neutralizing the external cold. “Perfect spot to completely hibernate for a few days, wouldn't you say?” he murmured, his voice low with shared anticipation, the look in his eyes promising cozy evenings by the fire.

Kai, ever the pragmatic, logistical counterpoint to our dreamy wonder, had already reached for the stout door handle, his focus already on the task at hand. With a crisp, definitive thunk and a subsequent whoosh of instantly frigid, arctic air, he pushed his door open, the sound echoing unnaturally loud in the silence. “And get a good dose of frostbite if we don’t start unloading this vehicle exceptionally fast,” he quipped, his tone a dry blend of necessary warning and wry amusement.

A genuine, bubbling laugh escaped me as the uncompromising rush of arctic air immediately slapped my face, the shock stinging my cheeks a vibrant rose but simultaneously invigorating and sharpening every cell in my body. The air tasted... electric. It smelled undeniably sharp, clean, a crystalline blend of pine needles, damp earth, and the unique, sterile, mineral scent of fresh snow – a smell that always, to me, signified new beginnings and untamed, boundless possibilities. Four friends, one utterly remote cabin cocooned in a perfect blanket of winter, an entire long weekend stretching before us, a blissful, necessary reprieve before the inevitable, delightful chaos of the approaching holiday season. What, truly, could possibly go wrong with a setup this flawlessly perfect?

A flurry of immediate, coordinated activity ensued as we wrestled duffel bags heavy with thick wool sweaters, coolers packed with unnecessary amounts of comfort food, and unwieldy ski equipment from the back of the SUV. The frigid air still clung tenaciously to our clothes and hair as we hauled everything inside, performing an obligatory, satisfying ritual of stomping snow vigorously and loudly from our boots onto the heavy, braided welcome mat just inside the grand, solid oak door.

The cabin’s interior was an immediate, stunning embrace of physical warmth and rich, enveloping rustic charm. Every surface seemed to glow with the soft, rich, honey-colored warmth of polished wood, from the wide, sturdy floorboards beneath our feet to the soaring, vaulted cedar ceiling beams high above. The air inside held a complex, intoxicating scent—a grounding mix of burning cedar, old leather furniture, and a surprising, faint hint of spicy cinnamon. Dominating the main living space, a magnificent, floor-to-ceiling river stone fireplace was already crackling merrily, a small, controlled inferno whose welcoming, immediate heat radiated outward in soft, palpable waves, instantly chasing away the lingering vestiges of the extreme cold clinging to our skin. And through the expansive, floor-to-ceiling windows that faced the forest, the world outside offered a mesmerizing, constantly shifting tableau of large, lazy snowflakes drifting silently earthward, painting the landscape in ever-deeper, textural shades of white and muting all external sound.

We shed our heavy winter armour—parkas piled onto a bench, gloves tossed near the hearth—a collective sigh of relief passing through the group. Noah immediately commandeered the kitchen, already demanding hot chocolate ingredients, while Kai efficiently began unpacking the groceries, sorting them into the expansive pantry. Ethan crossed the vast Persian rug and gently stoked the fire, transforming the gentle crackle into a confident roar.

A profound, anchoring sense of contentment settled over me, so potent it felt like a visible, physical presence. My heart didn't just swell; it felt like it was expanding to fill the entirety of this perfect, cozy, magnificent space, brimming with a quiet joy that felt both rare and utterly deserved. In this isolated moment, cocooned in pervasive warmth, surrounded by my dearest friends, and lulled by the soft, steady hush of falling snow, everything, finally and completely, felt precisely, wonderfully, irrevocably right. We were home, if only for the weekend.
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​Chapter Two — Noah
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Snowball fights. They always seemed like such a brilliant, innocent idea at the outset. A perfect way to embrace the crisp, invigorating winter air, to transform the world into a vast, sparkling white playground. The sheer joy of it, the freedom of a clean slate beneath a sky that promised nothing but blue and crystalline frost. But, invariably, they devolved into something far more chaotic, more intimate, more exhilaratingly dangerous than mere sport. A bad idea, perhaps, born from a childlike whimsy that quickly matured into something unpredictable. Or, as I was beginning to suspect, the greatest one I'd ever stumbled into, a doorway to an unexpected revelation.

Lena’s shriek, a vibrant, piercing burst of pure, unadulterated indignation and joy, echoed across the hushed, snow-laden clearing. It was a sound so sharp and sudden that the resident robins in the nearby pines took startled flight, a flurry of crimson wings against the white boughs. My perfectly packed snowball, a dense, spherical missile crafted with an almost surgical precision, had found its mark with an audible thwack, exploding gloriously on her left shoulder. A miniature cloud of fine, crystalline powder erupted, shimmering like shattered diamonds, dusting her vivid scarlet coat and catching in the strands of her auburn hair. She spun, a whirlwind of furious energy, her movements as sharp and quick as a winter gust. Her cheeks, already rosy from the cold, now bloomed a vibrant, almost defiant, rose, matching the tips of her ears. Auburn strands of hair, freed from the confines of her forgotten wool hat, danced wildly around her face as she bent, scooping up a double handful of virgin snow with an intensity that was almost terrifying. Her eyes, usually a soft, warm hazel, were blazing now, a fierce, emerald sparkle in their depths.

“You’re going down, Carter!” she yelled, her voice promising swift and icy retribution, a playful menace that sent a shiver down my spine – one that had nothing to do with the biting cold. It was a thrill, a spark of anticipation, that suggested this wasn't just about snow.

Beyond our rapidly escalating duel, the rest of our small group unfolded like a living tableau. Ethan, bless his meticulous, engineer's heart, was painstakingly attempting to construct a formidable fortress, muttering to himself about structural integrity and optimal compaction as he packed snow brick by careful, deliberate snow brick. Off to the side, Kai simply watched, a faint, knowing smile playing on his lips, shaking his head with the weary patience of the responsible adult he so diligently pretended to be. He’d probably warned us about this very outcome, about the inevitable slide from civilized play to glorious, frosty anarchy. But Lena wasn't watching anyone but me. Her aim was true, her vengeance swift; a second, larger projectile, a lump of snow the size of a grapefruit, slammed squarely into my chest. The impact wasn't painful, but it was startlingly cold, a burst of icy dampness soaking instantly through my thick wool sweater. I staggered back dramatically, clutching a hand to my heart, feigning mortal injury with a theatrical gasp. “Betrayal!” I choked out, my protest dissolving into a breathless, exhilarated laugh.

Minutes later, the clearing was a veritable warzone of flung snow, exhilarating shouts, and breathless dodges. We were a tangled, breathless mess of laughter and icy powder, our skirmishes moving faster than the eye could follow, a blur of motion against the stark white backdrop. Our boots churned the pristine snow into a pockmarked battlefield, littered with the craters of exploded snowballs. It was in the throes of this joyful chaos that it happened, an abrupt shift in the playful violence. One moment, I was narrowly dodging a barrage aimed squarely at my head, the next, my feet betrayed me, finding a treacherous, hidden patch of ice camouflaged beneath a thin, deceptive layer of fresh snow. I felt myself falling, a sudden, dizzying loss of balance that stole the air from my lungs. Instinctively, my arms flew out, seeking purchase, an anchor, anything to prevent the inevitable. And found Lena.

We collided with a soft thud, a shared gasp escaping both our lips simultaneously. My arms wrapped around her, a desperate, involuntary embrace born of pure reflex, and she, equally unbalanced by my unexpected lunge, tumbled with me. Our combined momentum sent us sprawling onto a soft, untouched bank of pristine snow, her body pressed flush against mine. The contact was jarringly sudden, yet strangely soft, a paradoxical collision of cold exterior and burgeoning warmth. The rough, satisfying texture of her winter coat was against my cheek, and the faint, clean scent of pine, mixed with something uniquely Lena – perhaps her shampoo, or just her own natural perfume – filled my senses, making my head swim. Despite the biting air that still nipped at our exposed skin, a heat, startling and undeniable, bloomed between us, a radiating warmth that defied the sub-zero temperatures. For one elongated, suspended half-heartbeat, everything stilled. The raucous shouts of Ethan and Kai, the crunch of snow underfoot, the very world, faded into a distant, muffled hum. The chill of the snow beneath us, the lingering dampness on my chest, even the frantic drum of my own heart, all receded, becoming secondary, distant. There was only the sudden, intense awareness of her weight across me, the whisper-soft brush of her breath against my collarbone, the unexpected, breathtaking intimacy of our pressed bodies. Time itself seemed to hold its breath, caught in our shared, hushed space, a fragile bubble of unspoken connection.
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