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Excerpt:

I’d been married for about thirty minutes and already I felt like killing my husband. “Get married in the snow,” he said. “I’ll teach you to ski,” he said. “I’ve found us a beautiful, remote cabin.” I was seduced by thoughts of log fires and hot tubs steaming into the snowy night.

Stupid of me, because I’m a Summer Fae. Snow and me are unmixy things.

But he doesn’t know that. He thinks I’m human.

The cabin was so damn remote we had to use a Skidoo to get there, which didn’t precisely go well with my wedding dress. It was freezing out there. It was below freezing. My eyelashes were stuck together. My heartbeat was slowing down. I don’t do cold.

Then, just as the practical, sensible, human love of my life was building up the log fire -- because the heating was damn well broken, and we were six thousand feet up in the French Alps -- a huge chunk of snow just decided to descend on the cabin, burying the Skidoo, breaking off the phone line, and effectively cutting us off.

All right, so I have wings. But he doesn’t know I have wings. Dammit.

“Well, at least we’re private,” he said, and I snarled at him, because my suitcase with all my clothes, toiletries, and my beautiful wedding night lingerie, was still back at the hotel. My perfect day was going down the crapper.

“I could warm you up,” he offered, eyes dark and hot.

“Touch me and die,” I said, and stomped off to see if the hot tub on the roof deck -- the only bit not buried by snow -- worked.

It did. Lord-a-mercy, it did. Clearly it wasn’t heated by the same system as the radiators. I left the dress and the horrible padded ski jacket on the bed, tripped out there in my furry boots, and stepped out of them into the steaming water.

Well, this was better. The hot jets of water pummeled my frozen skin, defrosting me. Thawing me. One in particular was doing some nice work in the region of my inner thigh, and I shifted a little so it hit me dead center.

Oh yeah. That was much better.

I moved my legs apart, letting the force of the water hit me where I needed it. They say wedding days are tense, but how many people get avalanched? My white wedding was very nearly a white-out.

Look at me, Summer Fae, sitting here in the snow. Damn, it must be love.

The jet of water caressed my clit, and I bit my lip, breathing harder. Yep, I was definitely getting warmer now. Definitely getting a little more relaxed. Maybe I might let him touch me. The avalanche wasn’t his fault, after all. The hot jet pulsing against my pussy was good, but it wasn’t filling me, wasn’t taking me over, wasn’t making me lose my mind.

I moved my hips in a little circle, and the water hit something so good I let out a little moan.

“You okay out there?” he called

 “Sure! Great!” I gasped. My hands moved to my breasts, rolling my nipples between thumb and finger, my hips bucking as the pressure built stronger inside me. Then it burst, a small orgasm that sent little waves of pleasure lapping through me. Not huge waves. Just little ones.

Just enough to leave me wanting more.
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