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To my Nonna Maria and my nonno Gino. I miss you.
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CINDY’S LITTLE FACE opens up in the sweetest smile I’ve ever seen as I step into her room and look into her crib.

“Are you hungry, baby?”

I coo, bending down to pick her up and inhale that sweet baby scent that all babies have and I can never get enough of.

I set Cindy down on her changing table, to check her diaper and my mom’s voice almost makes me jump out of my own skin when she asks me if we’re ready, literally materializing behind me without making any noise.

“Dude! You’ll have to start wearing a bell around your neck or something, Mom! You could’ve made me drop the baby!”

Mom giggles, seemingly unconcerned and asks me if I’m ready.

I can see the excitement in her eyes and I smile, happy to see her happy after how miserable she’s been last year.

“I was gonna change Cindy’s diaper and then I’m all ready to go.”

She places an affectionate kiss on the top of my head and then begins shooing me away.

“It’s fine, I got it. The guys are downstairs and your dad is grilling Allan about his driving precautions in the snow.”

We eye-roll in sync: Dad seems to enjoy making Allan squirm by being stern around him and I know it’s just an act, but my boyfriend doesn’t and he’s convinced that Dad hates him.

I know for a fact that that’s not the case, or my father would’ve definitely said something about my dating him,

But he caught me making out with Allan in his car and in a few more compromising positions at times when Allan and I thought we were alone but we obviously weren’t, so he enjoys scaring my boyfriend any chance he gets.

“Ok, I better go save Allan. For some reason, Robyn and Dylan always side with Dad. Are you sure you guys will be all right riding by yourselves?”

Mom smiles and explains that with the baby they’ll probably have to stop a little more frequently and the hour long trip might end up taking twice as much.

“You guys go ahead and I’ll text before we show up, so you can make sure that your dad doesn’t catch you doing stuff that should be done in private. I’m sure your boys have some Valentine’s Day surprises in store for you.”

She winks and I mentally thank all the gods that Mom loves my boys and has no problem with the fact that I’m dating all three of them and I’ve no plan to choose.

My dad’s a whole different story, I’m afraid.

I haven’t told him about our unconventional arrangement and Mom says to let him figure it out by himself and I admit that it’s kind of funny seeing the boys compete to become my dad’s favorite.

I tease them constantly about that but they know that with me it’s a completely different story: they’re all so different and yet I love each of them equally because each of them is a part of me.

I’ve known Robyn and Allan forever, since we all grew up in Silver Springs.

Dylan is Robyn’s cousin and he moved to town last summer to attend his senior year at Stone Hill High while his parents are stationed in Korea with the Army.

And between Dylan and I, it has been immediate, searing hot attraction so I was quite surprised when he told me that he wants to ‘woo me’ and basically court me.

He has that bad boy aura about him, so I’d have expected a completely different behavior from him.

But I can’t say that I mind how considerate and romantic he is, how much thought he puts into every date, every phone call, every text.

I only ever admitted it with my bestie Holly, that every time my gaze meets his gorgeous hazel eyes and I see that constant fire lurking beneath the surface, I wonder when we’ll share more than a kiss on my doorstep.

We had a very hot moment at the beginning, when we first started dating: we went clubbing and we made out outside the club, in a dark alley.

After that time, Dylan realized that his feelings for me were growing and he decided that we had time for physical intimacy, that we needed to get to know each other better first.

I understand that he feels at a disadvantage because Robyn and Allan have known me for years, but I confess that keeping my hands to myself is becoming harder and harder with each passing day.

“Hey sweets!”

Robyn envelops me in his arms as soon as I appear downstairs and Dylan winks at me with a smirk on his perfect features and a nod towards Allan and Dad, who are still engaged in one of their exchanges.

I go save my boyfriend by hugging my dad good morning.

“Dad, Allan is a really safe driver. I promise that we’ll be fine.”

Dad narrows his eyes and shoots one last glance at my blond, gorgeous boy.

“Yeah, you better keep your eyes on the road and your hands on that steering wheel. Are we clear?”

Allan goes deep red and stutters that he’ll be on best behavior while Dylan and Robyn chuckle and usher me outside and into the SUV parked in the driveway.

“Your luggage is already in the trunk baby.”

Allan says jogging toward me to open the passenger door and brush a soft kiss on my lips.

And of course my dad followed him, so we hear him clear his throat.

“Before you go, I just wanted to check that you have the rings with you?”

I reassure Dad that the wedding rings were the very first thing I packed last night and we’re off to Snow Creek under my father’s watchful eye.

“I’m sorry that my dad’s always so hard on you, Allan. I promise that he likes you.”

Dylan chuckles from the backseat.

“Yeah, he sure does! He had a cop friend of his run Allan’s license plate to check that he didn’t have any speeding tickets or any infractions on his license.”

Allan sighs, his intense brown eyes shadowed by worry.

“At least your mom likes me.”

Dylan continues taunting him.

“Unless they’re playing good cop–bad cop.”

I turn to glare at Dylan.

“You’re funny but this isn’t the time.”

Then I look at Allan, so gorgeous while he concentrates on a busy intersection on our way out of town, on this cold Friday morning.

“Honey, he loves you. He just likes to make you squirm because he always seems to catch you with your hands or your lips on me. He just pretends to be strict because he’s my dad and he thinks you guys should fear him.”

His shoulders relax only a fraction but his comment makes me smile.

“If he’s pretending, maybe he should pursue an acting career. He’s sure succeeding at being scary AF.”

Allan and Robyn have always wanted to be actors and they’re president and secretary of Stone Hill High Drama Club.

“Trust me, honey. If he didn’t like you, you wouldn’t have been invited to their wedding. I can guarantee you that.”

That seems to work in settling his nerves and as we drive through to grab breakfast and get to the highway, his spirits seem much higher.

We’re driving one hour north, close to the border with Canada, to a little ski resort called Snow Creek.

Mom and Dad met there over twenty years ago during winter break: Mom was a high school senior on vacation with her parents and Dad was paying for college by working at the resort as a ski instructor.

As the story goes, it was love at first sight, so it’s super romantic that my parents are re-tying the knot in the place where they first met.

The last twelve months have been a real emotional roller coaster for my family: my parents marriage came crashing down in a blaze of glory two Christmases ago, when Mom walked in on Dad cheating on her with her boss at the Silver Springs Gazette.

That caused them to get a divorce but when helping me go through a breakup last spring, they hooked up and Mom got pregnant with my baby sister Cindy.

At first, expecting a new baby didn’t mend their relationship and I was really worried about what kind of environment Cindy would grow up in but in the very early hours of Christmas Day, a real miracle happened.

Mom decided to forgive Dad and my parents are getting married again.

I smile thinking about Cindy: she’s the sweetest happiest baby in the world and if that weren’t enough for me to adore her, she brought my parents back together by giving my mom the most troubled pregnancy ever, thus giving Dad the chance to prove himself to her.

We spend the rest of the way to Snow Creek playing car games: we play ‘slug bug and PT bruiser’ which gives the guys the excuse to beat the shit out of one another every time we see a Volkswagen Beetle or a PT Cruiser.

But obviously the three guys refuse to punch me, so I feel a little excluded and decide to introduce my own vehicle: every time we see a Mini Cooper, I yell ‘Mini Kiss!’ and jump around in my seat kissing the first of them that I can manage to grab.

I’ve just kissed the tip of Robyn’s nose and I’m trying to escape Dylan’s lips when he demands a kiss too.

“Come on cutie, that’s not fair! I’m sitting right behind you and I never get a kiss!”

Allan barks out a laugh.

“Well what about me? I’m driving and I think I’m owed some serious kissing, when we get to Snow Creek.”

Dylan and Robyn don’t skip a beat.

“Aww, are you all jelly? Ok sweetie, we’ll all kiss you when we get there!”

He laughs again, this time it’s almost a snort.

“I meant from Onyx, you dorks! She’s not kissing me like she did you two to avoid making me crash the car, but as soon as we get there, I call fucking dibs!”

I listen to my boys’ playful banter and yawn happily, settling back in my seat and closing my eyes just to rest them for a second.

I woke up at four am to feed Cindy and give Mom four uninterrupted hours of sleep and the early start is now catching up with me, so the boys’ laughs, the car’s smooth cruising and the filling breakfast have the best of me and I slip into a peaceful slumber.




2.

Do You Wanna Build A Snowman?
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ALLAN STOPS THE CAR in front of the huge cabin that Onyx’s parents rented for the wedding.
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We aren’t the only ones staying here: Mr. Mancini’s parents are coming from New York City and picking up Mrs Mancini’s mom and dad who live in England and are landing in New York any minute now.

They decided to wait to come and meet their new granddaughter when they heard that there’d be a wedding.

The guys and I are delighted to having been included, we’re the only non-family members who made the cut, so to speak.

When we don’t see Onyx move, we all look at the front seat and see our girlfriend sleeping peacefully.

She’s been so taken with helping her mom with Cindy that I know that she’s been waking up at night to feed her or change her whenever we don’t have school and she’s also kept her job at Jewels Cafe, so our girl has been very busy.

“Isn’t she beautiful?”

Dylan says with his eyes fixed on her and I don’t miss the awe in his voice.

My cousin only met Onyx last September, when he came to live with me to attend his senior year at Stone Hill High while his parents are stationed in Korea.

So while Allan and I have known Onyx practically forever, he met her on the first day of school.

I have to admit that at first, when I caught wind of Dylan’s interest in Onyx, I was really worried.

Not only because Allan and I were both crushing on her and had made a deal to stay away to protect our friendship from a rivalry that had already threatened to destroy it, but because Dylan is ... Dylan.

My cousin’s always had all the girls swooning for him: that bad boy look with the dark hair falling over his forehead, the leather jacket and the defiant smile he constantly wears is every girl’s dream.

And Dylan definitely had his fun and didn’t mind the attention and the countless hookups at his old school.

He never really did relationships, preferring to change girl as often as the average guy changes clothes and when he expressed interest in Onyx, both Allan and I freaked out.

Especially when Dylan had the idea to share her time and not ask her to choose among us.

But if I was worried that this was just a game for my cousin, I was pleasantly surprised by his behavior toward the girl of my dreams.

I know for a fact that Dylan and Onyx haven’t slept together yet and that it’s mainly because Dylan asked Onyx to take things slow and get to know each other first.

That made me gain a lot of respect for my cousin, not only for wanting to do right by her but also for considering how breaking her heart could affect each of our individual relationships with our girlfriend.

So I smile when I see the warmth in Dylan’s eyes and I don’t stop him when he leans toward her with the obvious intention to kiss her.

“Hey, dude! I thought I called dibs!”

They start arguing in hushed voices about who gets to kiss Onyx, and I don’t miss the opportunity to scoop her out of the front seat and carry her to the cabin’s front door, paying attention on the icy driveway.

I hear Dylan and Allan run and catcall behind me, slipping on the ice and their voices wake Onyx up as I approach the front door.

Her green eyes are darkened by sleep but a smile blooms on her lips when her gaze focuses on me.

“Hey ...”

I kiss the tip of her nose while I ring the doorbell: the cabin has been rented fully staffed to make sure that everyone enjoys the wedding festivities.

“You can put me down, you know?”

I smile and whisper to her that one day, I’ll carry her through the threshold of our home on our wedding night.

“Oh, Robyn.”

Her smile makes me feel warm and excited at the same time but those two doofuses catch up with us and mock me.

“Ooh Robyn! You’re so awesome! I love you!”

Allan’s voice is full of barely contained laughter.

“Yeah, it doesn’t matter that you have the smallest cock out of the three, I still love you.”

I narrow my eyes at Dylan, ready to retort but Onyx beats me to it.

“Is that supposed to be me? No, because if it is, Robyn doesn’t have the smallest cock. And I can’t judge since I haven’t seen all three.”

Dylan blushes to the roots of his hair but he doesn’t get a chance to respond to Onyx’s taunt because the door opens and a serious looking, older gentleman greets us rather solemnly.

“Good afternoon. Can I help? This is private rental accommodation and I’m afraid that we’re fully booked for the weekend. If you need a room, I can give you directions to the hostel down in Snow Creek.”

Allan explains that we’re part of the wedding party and the old man’s attitude changes immediately from the cold tone of his greetings to a distant but polite reverence.

“Oh, I beg your pardon. I expected a much more ... mature couple.”

Onyx smiles and explains that she’s the maid of honor.

“It’s my mom and dad who are getting married, they shouldn’t be too far behind us.”

“In that case, welcome to Snow Lodge Cabin, Miss Mancini. My name is James and I’m the butler. Let me show you to your rooms and then I’ll take care of your luggage. Mrs Holmes, the housekeeper and the chef Gino have gone down to the village for some last minute supplies. Come on in.”

He says ‘supplies’ disapprovingly, as if the shopping trip in question was the deplorable result of poor planning.

Calling Snow Lodge a cabin is an understatement: it’s more like a mountain mini mansion with its huge living room dominated by a massive grey stone fireplace and its rustic but elegant decor with exposed beams on the ceilings and full length windows.

There’s a huge kitchen that would be the envy of any Michelin starred restaurant, a downstairs full bathroom and a small but picture perfect library.

An imposing mahogany staircase leads to the sleeping quarters and the upper floor is split into two wings.

James walks us to one side of the long corridor and opens the first door, revealing a lovely room all decorated in white and with dark wooden furniture.

“This is your room, Miss Mancini.”

There’s a four poster bed against one wall and a fireplace with a huge white fur rug in front of it.

I immediately get a mental image of sneaking into Onyx’s room tonight and laying down next to her on that rug, in front of a roaring fire.

Obviously we’ll be both naked and I’ll kiss my girl all over ...

My thoughts are interrupted by James, who after ushering us out, skips one door and steps in front of the last room of this wing.

When he opens the door, we’re shown into a big room with three single beds.

The room is all decorated in blue and grey and it’s so big that the three beds don’t look crowded at all.

Rather than a fireplace, this room has an antique, cast iron, wood burning heater.

So our room and Onyx’s are at opposite corners of this wing of the house and there’s one door between them.

Dylan asks who’s gonna occupy that room and the answer doesn’t surprise me one bit.

“That’s the master suite: Mr and Mrs Mancini’s room.”

I hear Allan groan and chuckle when he shakes his head.

“Damn! I bet that was your father’s idea, baby. So that none of us can sneak into your room without him knowing.”

Onyx has no chance to comment anything because James clears his voice and none of us misses the disapproval on his face.

“There will be a high tea served in the living room at five, when all the other guests should be here.”

While James takes care of our luggage, we decide to go and explore the beautiful winter wonderland outside.

Snow Creek Lodge is a few miles outside the ski resort of Snow Creek on top of a hill, surrounded by miles and miles of untouched woods.

Right now about six inches of snow are covering the ground and the sky is a stark blue without any clouds in sight but the forecast calls for snow during the night.

We explore the woods immediately behind the house, keeping Onyx close.

She looks gorgeous with a white hat covering her head and a green scarf that’s the exact same color of her eyes.

“Hey, do you wanna build a snowman?”

“Omg, yes! That sounds so much fun! I haven’t done that in years!”

Onyx’s eyes are lit by a childlike joy at Dylan’s proposal and she takes his hand, suggesting that we build a snowman right outside the house.

“So everyone can enjoy it. And we could find stuff to decorate it.”

We all agree, walking back to the house and choosing the perfect spot for our snowman right behind the house in a little clearing in full view of the kitchen when Dylan decides to turn it into a competition.

“I think we should each build a snowman and we’ll ask Mrs Mancini to declare a winner. The winner gets dibs on sitting next to Onyx at every meal this weekend.”

We all accept the challenge and Onyx decides to help each of us to keep things fair.

I go for classic and build a larger round base with two smaller balls on top to be the showman’s torso and head.

Allan is his usual artsy show-off and builds almost a snow sculpture that’s very anthropomorphic: his snowman even has a six pack.

Dylan tries to outdo us with size: his snowman is six feet tall.

“Wow guys, they’re awesome! I’m gonna go get some stuff to decorate them. I think they should all have carrot noses and eyes and stuff. I’m gonna get the carrots, while don’t you look for pebbles to do the eyes and little branches to do the arms?”

We all follow our girl’s instructions and when everything’s done, we all take a step back to admire the fruit of our labor.

“Hahaha, Allan’s snowman is too human-like, it looks like Pinocchio with that carrot nose!”

 

We all laugh at Dylan’s provocation, including Allan and I’m about to start a snowball fight when we hear the backdoor open and the chef informs us that all the guests have arrived and tea is about to be served.

3.

Family
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“WHERE’S MY BEAUTIFUL little woman?”
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Nana Mancini opens her arms and I fly into her warm embrace: my mom is a tall and willowy blonde and we don’t look much alike.

I’m Nana Mancini’s carbon copy: it’s like looking at myself in a mirror that shows me the future, how I’ll look in forty years.

Elisabeth Mancini is petite but soft, with a perfect hourglass figure, auburn hair that reaches her shoulders in soft curls and my same green eyes.

She’s my favorite person in the whole world, I’m not ashamed to admit that I love her even more than my parents.

The only person I feel the same all encompassing love for, is the newest member of our family, my little sister Cindy.

After wrapping me in a warm hug, Nana pushes me back with her hands on my shoulders to look at me.

We haven’t seen each other for a couple of months, which is abnormal for us, but Pops retired from teaching chemistry in high school at the end of last summer and surprised Nana with a three month long cruise that took them away for Christmas.

They went to Australia, Fiji and all sorts of cool places, a once in a lifetime trip.

“You become more beautiful with every passing day, amore (Translation: love in Italian)”

“Thank you, Nana. I missed you! Have you seen how beautiful Cindy looks?”

“Your sister’s gorgeous but so are you, darling.”

Grandma, Mom’s mom steps into the living room and I hug her tight.

Grandma Sonya is tall, blonde and classy but she loves me just as much as Nana.

After we finish hugging one another, both my grandmothers turn their attention toward the boys who are standing on one side by the fireplace observing our reunion.

“And who are these dashing young men?”

I smile at Grandma and beckon the guys over.

“Nana, Grandma, these are Allan, Robyn and Dylan.”

My grandmothers start bombarding the guys with questions about how we all met and once they mention the Drama Club and the school play, Robyn takes his phone out and starts showing them photos of us on stage.

“Oh, I wish I could’ve seen the play!”

They both look genuinely interested, so Robyn tells them that he had his Dad film the opening night show and they agree to view that after dinner.

My grandfathers appear in the living room with my dad and after I hug both Pops Mancini and Grandpa, they shake hands with the boys and Grandpa invites them to smoke cigars and drink brandy in the library after dinner to officially toast Cindy’s birth.

“Earl, the boys are only eighteen, not legal drinking age.”

Grandma reminds him of that fact: I know that she hates ‘men only’ traditions which she finds chauvinistic and outdated but Grandpa shrugs.

“Nonsense, Sonya! They might be underage here in the colonies but certainly of age in the UK!”

I groan as he begins his usual debate with Pops about how ridiculous it is to allow a boy to drive at sixteen, get married, vote and join the military at eighteen but not let him touch even a wine cooler until he’s twenty-one.

Pops defends the good ole’ American traditions and I’m listening to their polite but lively debate when Nana asks me totally innocently:

“Well, regardless of them having a drink later or not, which one of these lovely young men are you dating? Who’s your fidanzato (Translation: boyfriend in Italian).”

I look at the guys and I feel Dad’s gaze on me: Mom told him about my dating situation but he decided to ‘hide his head in the sand’ so to speak, and while he treats all three guys as my ‘boyfriend’ he never told me what he thinks about it all.

“But of course she’s dating all three. Tutti e tre! (Translation: All three in Italian). Don’t you see the way they all look at my little tesoro? (Translation: treasure in Italian.)”

I turn stunned by a voice I’d recognize anywhere.

“Nonna Maria?”

Nana’s mom, is standing right behind me dressed to the nines in a pink Chanel suit, with perfect make-up applied on her face and her hair perfectly coiffed in a modern updo.

She’s supporting her lithe body with a cane and she might be four and a half feet tall and weigh eighty pounds but at eighty-five years old she’s still a force to be reckoned with.

I go to hug her and kiss her: she always smells of rose water, she swears that the secret of her perfect skin is to wash her face every morning and every night with it.

“Nonna, what a nice surprise! No one told me you were coming!”

The boys look confused and I explain that Nana Mancini married into the family and Nonna only approved of Pops because despite being American born, he came from a respectable Italian family.

As I introduce her to the boys, she offers them her hand to kiss and flutters her lashes, she’s such a huge flirt.

“Maria Rossi, piacere. (Translation: Pleasure to meet you.)”

This is when Mom comes down for tea after putting Cindy down for her nap.

We all enjoy the tea, sandwiches and cakes and I see Nonna observing the guys with curiosity and nodding pleased when Robyn pours tea and puts milk in it for me, Allan puts finger sandwiches on my plate and Dylan spreads jam and clotted cream on my scone.

After we’re done with tea, Dad and the grandfathers start talking about football and Nana tells her mother that she should go take a nap before dinner.

The look she gets from her own mother would be comical if Nonna wasn’t positively scary when she’s cross.

“Elisabeth Francesca Rossi Mancini! I’m not a bambina (Translation: small child) and I won’t be treated as such! Tea is all very good but I was hoping to sit by the fire with something stronger than tea!”

Nana looks at Mom with an eye roll but it’s Grandma that comes to our rescue.

“I brought some sherry from England. How about a tipple of that?”

Nonna sighs resigned.

“I guess that will do for now. I don’t call it exactly strong but it’s better than tea.

That’s when Dylan offers her his trademark bad boy smirk.

“I think I can help, Nonna. I brought some supplies with me to make Motherfucker Joneses for everyone. (It’s a margarita with bourbon instead of tequila, as featured in ‘Onyx’, Jewels Cafe #10)”

Nonna’s expression brightens immediately.

“Ah, I already love this boy! Extremely easy on the eye but also smart. I will take a Motherfucker.”

When she smacks Dylan’s ass to get him to go get the cocktail ingredients, I wish the floor could open and swallow me whole.

But thankfully my boyfriend finds Nonna amusing and chuckles an amused “yes ma’am”.

I follow him out back where our cars have been moved and I try to explain to him how Nonna has no filter whatsoever.

“She’s been like this since she turned seventy. She’s decided that she’s old and she can get away with anything. I mean, not that I remember her any other way, but Nana says that Nonna has always been a strong, independent woman and she’s never really cared what people say. She raised Nana alone, in what to her was a foreign country, when her husband cheated on her and she divorced him.”

I slide out of the backdoor that Dylan’s holding open for me and shiver when the freezing air hits me.

The door slams shut behind us and I realize that it’s one of those doors that lock when closed from the outside, so we’ll need to go back in through the front door.

Dylan wraps a strong, warm arm around my shoulders and pulls me closer to his side as we walk toward Allan’s car.

His scent of wintergreen seems so well suited to the environment outside.

His lips brush against the shell of my ear, making me shiver for a completely different reason than the frigid air outside.

“I like your Nonna. She reminds me of another fierce woman I adore.”

I tighten my arm around his waist and only let go when he opens the trunk of Allan’s car and gets a bottle of bourbon and one of triple sec.

That’s when my eyes go to the snowmen we built earlier and I double take.

I walk away from the car and approach our snow creations: the carrots have somehow migrated ... south.

Each carrot has been moved leaving the snowmen nose-less but giving them very prominent hard-ons.

I giggle at the comical sight and take a picture with my phone.

“Haha that’s funny! I bet Robyn did this.”

I look at Dylan’s smirk and shake my head.

“When? We’ve been together this whole time. But we need to fix them. Mom would be embarrassed if the staff or her own mother noticed this.”

Dylan helps me put the carrots back where they belong and then pulls me close again.

“Let’s get back inside.”

We walk around the snowmen and I notice a wooden building to one side of the house that I hadn’t seen before.

“I wonder what that is.”

I say, not ready to go back inside.

“There’s only one way to find out, cutie.”

We walk to the wooden door and when Dylan opens it, we realize that it’s a mini spa.

There’s a steam room on one side and the main room has benches and hangers to leave your clothes.

Another wooden door is at the opposite end of the room and a small sign attached to it says: This way.

We open the door and there’s a stone pool built into the ground and it must be some kind of hot spring because there’s steam on the surface of the water.

“Wow.”

I say, thinking that this spot looks really romantic and then I shiver because it’s also absolutely freezing now that the sun has completely set.

Dylan guides me back inside the spa and before I can say anything, his lips land on mine and I’m swept up in a hot kiss that reminds me of the ones we shared outside of Vee when we went clubbing.

His lips are soft and velvety and he uses them skillfully to part mine and explore my mouth, his tongue strokes mine hotly and I immediately press myself against him but the two bottles of booze he’s still holding are between us.

Dylan stumbles backwards dragging me with him and without breaking the kiss, stops against a wooden bench that runs along one of the walls.

He sets the bottles down and then sits, pulling me toward him until I’m sitting on his lap and I’m straddling him.

Now that his hands aren’t occupied, he cups my jaw, gently stroking my skin while his lips assault mine with renewed intensity.

I feel my body react to his kisses by tightening everywhere, my nipples become almost painfully hard and I feel a rush of heat between my legs.

I squirm a little bit, wiggling my hips to try and increase the contact between us but his hands descend on my hips, keeping me still.

I groan and break the kiss, looking into Dylan’s gorgeous hazel eyes and I can’t help but notice that he’s breathing as hard as I am.

After he ground against me that night against the club’s wall and made me come, our exchanges have been romantic and sweet but Dylan has immediately taken a step back every time things started to even remotely heat up between us.

I look into his eyes for a long moment: I know he wants to woo me, my grandma would call what he’s been doing ‘courting’.

He’s been taking me out on romantic dates but he’s been a perfect gentleman, he’s behaved the way a man would’ve been expected to act fifty years ago, never going further than a kiss on my doorstep.

I’ve had fun with him but I’m starting to feel a little insecure about the way he feels about me.

Dylan is absolutely stunning: male model worthy and I’m starting to fear that maybe he’s regretting asking me out.

I know I’m not ugly but I’m definitely not the runway model type.

So what if Dylan realized that he could have any girl he wants, especially one that he wouldn’t have to share with his cousin and his best friend?
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HER LIPS ARE SO SOFT and she tastes like the raspberries in the compote we put on the scones.
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Her skin is perfect alabaster, smooth and all I want is to take her right here in the spa, with her family and the others just a few feet away in the main house.

When she straddles me on the bench I get immediately hard and I have to break this kiss and slow things down.

So I started counting backwards from one hundred, trying to get my blood to flow back up, to my big head rather than my little one.

One hundred, ninety-nine, ninety-eight ... fuck!

She squirms and I feel her crotch grinding against mine, this is harder than I thought.

Ninety-seven, ninety-six, she smells so good ... ninety-five, ninety-four ...

I open my eyes and she’s staring at me and the hurt in her gaze breaks my heart.

“Onyx, cutie, what’s wrong? Did I push my luck? Did I go too far?”

She shakes her head, her voice trembling a little when she speaks next.

“No. It’s just that ...”

“You can talk to me, sweet girl.”

Please don’t say that you don’t feel what I feel.

“Do you like me, Dylan?”

“Of course I do! I more than like you, Onyx. What makes you think that I don’t?”

“The fact that you barely ever kiss me. As soon as you do, you seem in a rush to end things. As if you weren’t really that attracted to me.”

That thought makes me take a shuddering breath: I know she’s gone all the way with Robyn and Allan but that’s exactly why I’m moving so slowly.

I see a single tear slide down her cheek and I follow its track with my lips: it’s salty and warm.

“Onyx, I’m sorry. I’m a real idiot. I guess I should’ve explained to you why I’m trying to go slow. It’s not because I don’t like you, it’s the exact opposite. It’s because I like everything about you, in a way I’ve never liked anyone before. You probably know that before you, I wasn’t really a relationship kinda guy. I’d hook up with a girl and then move on. It never really occurred me to want more than meaningless sex. That’s until I met you. Remember the first day of school, when you walked into me outside Mrs Hamilton’s office?”

She nods and I explain how I felt immediately attracted to her.

“I never felt that way before: I couldn’t stop thinking about you and I asked Robyn if he knew you. I wanted to see if he could introduce us and admit that at the time, I wasn’t thinking beyond a hookup. That’s when Robyn and Allan told me how they had both been crushing on you forever and that the only way not to let that rivalry destroy their friendship was to stay away from you. So they told me you were off limits and that gave me time to actually get to know you, beyond your obviously hot exterior. And I liked what I saw, more and more every day.”

She sighs.

“But then why—”

“Because when I finally convinced those two idiots that instead of staying away and making one another miserable, we should all be with you, they went and used the L word. I understand that they’ve known you for years, Onyx. But when you started sleeping with them, I got terrified of falling back into my old ways. To ruin the feelings that were growing in my heart by making this all about sex way too soon. I knew that I would never grow tired of you, but what if I pushed you too far, too quickly and you realized that you didn’t feel for me the same way you feel for Allan and Robyn? I don’t want to lose you, Onyx, and I feel responsible because I know that if I fuck up, it’s not just my happiness that’s in the balance but also Allan’s and Robyn’s. But I care about you, more and more every day and this isn’t just about fucking. I want to make love to you more than anything and holding back has been costing me more than you can ever imagine. I just want it to be right, that’s all. I want it to feel right for you.”

And then she says the four best words I’ve ever heard her say:

“It feels right, Dylan.”

I see the heat in her gaze and I realize that she feels about me the same way I do about her and I completely lose it.

I crush my lips against her almost brutally, my hands sneaking under her white sweater, looking for the sweet swell of her tits.

We kiss furiously, hands roaming each other’s bodies, trying to find skin, moving the unwanted barrier of our clothes out of the way.

My fingers find one of her nipples as they lift her bra, still under her sweater and she’s fumbling with the buckle of my belt, grinding against the hardest erection I’ve ever had.

She’s still straddling me and I take one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking at it and grazing it with my teeth while I try to pull her sweater over her head.

I hadn’t planned to do this, not yet but I had no idea that Onyx thought that I don’t like her enough.

She moans as I continue to lavish her tits with my undivided attention, once her bra lands on the floor.

She finally manages to undo my buckle and the button of my jeans and that’s when I hear a loud gasp.

We freeze in terror: it wasn’t Onyx’s gasp of delight at how hung I am.

The collective gasp came from the four women in Onyx’s family who are standing right in front of us wrapped in matching fluffy white robes and obviously at the spa to use the facilities in their intended way.
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Onyx
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“OH DEAR! AT LEAST I guess now we know which one she’s dating.”

Grandma is the first one to recover from the shock of walking into me and Dylan about to ... yeah.

I’m nestled into his arms, trying to hide my partial nudity and thanking all the gods that they didn’t walk in five minutes later because this would’ve possibly gotten even more embarrassing.

Dylan leans on one side, still supporting my quivering form and trying to grab my sweater from the floor when Nonna giggles.

“Ah this is my granddaughter!”

She sounds proud of me for some strange reason.

As I try to put my sweater back on without flashing my mom and grandmothers, Dylan acts as a privacy barrier and that causes another bout of hilarity from Nonna.

“What are you worried about, young man? We’ve all seen Onyx naked! If I had a dollar for every diaper I changed ... and I was in charge for my little principessa’s (Translation: princess’s) bath for years! Remember bella (Translation: beautiful) how you always wanted all your dolls in the bath with you and you insisted we used conditioner on their hair?”

Somehow Nonna’s reminiscing helps dissipate the awkwardness of the situation and after we put our missing clothes back on, Dylan and I leave the spa to return to the main house.

His arm is wrapped around me and after a few steps in the soft snow he chuckles with his lips resting on the side of my head.

“Thankfully none of them seemed too upset. But I’m sorry that we got interrupted. You’re even more beautiful than I could’ve ever dreamed, Onyx.”

He stops by the backdoor, on the kitchen’s threshold and places a soft, chaste kiss on my lips.

“I wish you could come to my room tonight. But my dad’s an evil genius. He put my room right next to theirs, so he’d hear us if we did anything. And since they had Cindy, I discovered that both my parents are extremely light sleepers.”

Dylan runs the pad of his thumb over my bottom lip and just that contact makes me shiver with frustrated desire.

“How about if we meet in the spa at midnight? We could go use the sauna and then get into that pool together and see what happens?”

The way he says it makes my core clench in anticipation and I know that I’ll be counting the minutes until I can be alone with Dylan again.
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THE REHEARSAL DINNER is an informal affair, since we’re all just family but everyone makes an effort to change into some nicer clothes.

And while the boys are all unbelievably handsome in button down shirts, Cindy steals the show in the prettiest possible pink dress: she looks like a little doll.

We’re served a delicious four course meal and the conversation is light and fun, until Grandpa asks the million dollar question.

“So don’t take me wrong, there’s nothing like the birth of a new grandchild and a wedding to justify a visit from overseas but is this a renewal of vows or an actual wedding? I was under the impression that you two were only legally separated?”

Dad explains that the divorce was taking ages to be finalized and ironically it did become final between Christmas and New Year, after my parents had already decided to give their marriage another chance after Cindy’s birth.

I have to say that my baby sister was a miracle in more ways than one because I’ve never seen my parents happier, not even when I was little and they were truly happy together.

Mom agrees with Dad.

“I know it might sound crazy but somehow, my difficult pregnancy gave me a chance to see how supportive and wonderful my husband is. I had forgotten it over the years and I suppose that we started taking each other for granted. Cindy helped us remember why we had fallen in love so many years ago.”

Mom looks at me with a smile.

“My daughters are a real blessing, we should’ve listened to Onyx when she told us that we were making a mistake by calling it quits.”

Nonna chimes in from the place of honor at the head of the table:

“Well, I say that there’s nothing like a wonderful new baby and a wedding as a perfect excuse to get out of the city and go for a mini spa vacation.”

She winks at me when she says ‘spa’ and I can’t help but blush and avert my gaze while Dylan chuckles softly and squeezes my hand under the table.

“To the bride and groom! Tcin Tcin! (Italian toast equivalent to our cheers).”

After dinner the men hole up in the library for the planned cigars and brandy, and we sit in the living room with the Motherfucker Joneses that Dylan made us before joining the other men.

“Ah, this is a drink! Strong and memorable like your boyfriend!”

She declares taking a sip from her glass and winking at me.

“I’m definitely #teamDylan!”

Nothing like a good cocktail as a sure way to Nonna’s heart.

Grandma Sonya intervenes.

“Well darling, there’s nothing wrong with that Dylan and you obviously seem to have made your choice if we have to judge by your earlier ‘liaison’ in the spa. But I confess that I’m #teamRobyn. He’s such a handsome, witty and cultured young man. I was sitting next to him at tea and dinner and I was totally charmed. Did you know that he’s been helping your drama teacher to write a modern version of ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream’?”

Nana Mancini shakes her head.

“Don’t forget Allan. Not only he’s so handsome that he could be on the cover of any fashion magazine, but he’s an accomplished cook. We’ve been exchanging cooking tips all evening. So I think Onyx should choose him. I’m definitely #teamAllan.”

I look at my mom and she smiles at me and nods: we talked about it before coming here.

We knew that questions would arise as all three of my boys would attend the wedding and Mom told me that she’s proud of me and she doesn’t judge my admittedly unconventional dating life.

She’s gotten to know all three of the guys quite well since last December and she understands why I can’t choose.

So much so that she explained my situation to Dad and somehow convinced him to accept it.

So I come clean with my grandmothers and while Nana and Grandma don’t comment about the fact that I won’t choose and I intend to continue dating all three of my boys, Nonna is the one who approves wholeheartedly.

“Brava, Onyx! I’m proud of you, young lady. And of your mom for raising such a fearless, modern woman. You’re lucky I’m not sixty years younger, because otherwise I’d give you some fierce competition for those three hotties. Because really, I’ve just decided: I’m #teamhottie!”




5.

Hot Night
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Onyx
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I ADJUST THE STRINGS of my bikini and put on the plush bathrobe I found in my bathroom.
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It’s midnight and I’m ready for my ‘date’ with Dylan at the spa, he texted me ten minutes ago that he’s on his way there.

My family retired for the night hours ago and they should all be asleep but I tread really carefully to avoid waking someone up, especially my dad.

He knows that I’m eighteen and I’m pretty sure that he realizes that the boys and I don’t spend our time together just holding hands but I understand that he prefers not to think about the reality of our physical relationship.

I make it down the stairs and out the backdoor and shiver as soon as I step outside: it’s because it’s absolutely freezing but also a bit of relief that I didn’t get caught sneaking out.

I didn’t even cross paths with Dylan but I’m sure that he won’t stand me up, he might actually be already waiting for me at the spa.

I lift my face to look at the tiny snowflakes that are falling slowly, carried by a light, freezing breeze and shiver in my robe, quickening my step before I turn into a snowman.

And talking about snowmen, I double take as I step around our three snowmen: what the fuck is going on with those carrots?

After Dylan and I ‘fixed’ them earlier by returning the carrots were they belonged as the snowmen’s noses, someone must have got to them again as all three snow creatures are standing proudly ‘at attention’ as the carrots stick out of their crotches again.

I can’t help but giggle at the thought that the cold doesn’t affect their hard-ons and consider that after all, they’re made of snow, so even if their manly appendages didn’t consist of root vegetables, I’m pretty sure that the cold wouldn’t cause any ‘shrinkage’ like it would with us humans.

I wonder who’s going through all the trouble to move those carrots as I move them again to their originally intended location.

As I finish with my restoration efforts, a particularly cold gust of wind makes me shiver in my robe and I walk toward the wooden building of the spa, emitting a sigh of relief when I close its door behind me and warmth envelops me like a welcome hug.

And two strong arms actually surround me shortly after and I open my eyes to stare into Dylan’s hazel gaze.

His lips find mine, warm and inviting, soft and daring and my body is quick to react to the contact by sending a wave of pleasure straight down my spine, making me shudder.

“Are you cold, cutie?”

Dylan speaks against my lips and I anchor myself to him by grabbing on his bathrobe.

I don’t explain that the cold has nothing to do with me shivering right now, if anything it’s his hotness that makes me tremble with excitement and hope.

“Let’s go into the sauna, that’ll thaw you out.”

I follow him into the sauna after hanging our robes outside and I sit on one of the wooden benches right next to him, looking at the chiseled muscles of his chest and abs.

He takes in my bikini clad body and his gaze skims over me like the softest of caresses before pulling me closer to him and his warm breath makes me shiver again as it fans over my ear.

“Onyx, you have no idea how hot you are, do you? I’ve imagined being alone with you like this so many times ... but you’re prettier than my imagination could ever anticipate. I want you more than I can even comprehend but I also want you to know that you don’t have to do anything you don’t want. You need to tell me if you want to stop at any time.”

I nod, completely lost in his hazel eyes: I know that he wants me, the self-doubt of yesterday afternoon is all gone and I smile at him, turning to face him fully and cupping his jaw.

“This is one of the things I love about you, Dylan: you’re such a gentleman.”

He chuckles, letting his eyes leave mine and settling his gaze on my chest.

“Oh trust me, if you knew the shit I’m thinking right now, you wouldn’t call me a gentleman.”

My lips open up in a knowing smile.

“Really? Now I’m intrigued.”

He pulls me onto his lap and I feel exactly how much I affect him in how hard he is in his swimming trunks.

I can’t resist rubbing myself against him, eager to feel his skin against mine.

“Dylan, the only thing that stopped me from giving you everything earlier on was that we had company at the worst possible time. But we’re alone now.”

One of his hands sneaks into my bikini top, finding my nipple and he smiles at the realization that I want him as much as he wants me.

We kiss deeply and unhurriedly, exploring each other’s mouths and knowing that this time we both want the same thing.

Dylan’s an amazing kisser: he has the perfect balance between hot and playful.

I can feel his need for me in every stroke of his tongue against mine and a certain need for dominance but he doesn’t let that prevail, giving me space to explore him as much as he’s exploring me.

My hands feel the solid muscles of his chest as I begin a slow descent down his stomach and toward the waistband of his shorts.

I break the kiss to look into his eyes and he smiles provocatively and invitingly.

“In the Scandinavian countries people go in the sauna totally naked ...”

“Dude! If you wanted to see our dicks, you could’ve said so!”

“Yeah, and how rude to start things without us!”

Allan and Robyn are standing on the threshold of the steam room, both handsome in swimming trunks.

“What the fuck are you two doing here?”

Dylan’s question comes out in a growl and my other two boys seem totally surprised by his reaction.

“What do you mean what are we doing here? We heard you leaving the room and then we saw your text message on our phones to meet here at the spa for a ‘midnight sauna and a soak in the hot tub’.”

Dylan tightens his arms around me and hides his face in the crook of my neck with a groan.

“Shit! I must’ve sent a group text. Seriously you two are the biggest cock-blockers in history!”

The realization that they weren’t exactly invited, makes the two boys hesitate by the door and while I know that my chance for alone time with Dylan is now gone, this is one of those times when our unconventional relationship can become a real challenge or a chance to cement our bond.

So I make a spur of the moment decision and rise from the bench, walking to the door where Allan and Robyn are still standing.

I push them aside and leave the room, walking toward the door that leads outside to the natural hot spring pool.

In my mind the whole thing should look seductive as I walk slowly to the door and then turn my head over my shoulder to look at the three boys I love with all my heart.

“Since midnight has come, it’s officially Valentine’s Day. Who wants to join me for a midnight soak?”

I open the door and that’s when the sexy vibe takes a definite hit because I hadn’t anticipated how absolutely freezing cold I would feel coming straight from the sauna when the outside temperature is probably ten degrees.

So I run the few steps that separate me from pool and when I’m right at its edge, I take a deep breath and untie the strings of my bikini, letting the scraps of fabric fall to the floor.

I look backwards again and coax the boys to follow me, quickly entering the pool and sitting in the hot water with a sigh of relief.

Robyn is the first one to follow my lead and quickly dips into the water, shedding his shorts before entering the pool.

Allan follows his example shortly after and as he descends into the hot water, he comes to sit down on one side of me, while Robyn occupies the other.

As Dylan steps outside, I don’t miss the hesitation in his gaze and I beckon him with a smile and a ‘come hither’ movement of my finger.

As he’s kneeling in the water, right in front of me, I surround his neck with my arms and wrap my thighs around his hips and his reaction to our nearness is immediate: he begins to get hard, making me push myself as close as possible.

“Cutie, I want you so much. But I want our first time together to be just ours, without an audience.”

He whispers those words in my ear and for as much as I can’t help a feeling of disappointment, I understand how he feels.

We’ve waited for so long and I guess we can wait until we’re back in Silver Springs.

I kiss him slowly and deeply and it’s a kiss full of promises, promises that I intend to keep.

When we part, we’re both breathing harder and when my eyes meet Allan’s and Robyn’s I don’t miss the excitement I see in their gazes.

We’ve never talked about being all together in an intimate way and I know that Dylan doesn’t want to go all the way with the others present, not for our first time.

But a girl can dream and I guess that not everything is lost because my boys find a way to make this moment all about me.
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DYLAN TWISTS AROUND, taking the seat I was occupying and settling me on his lap, my back resting on his hard chest.

And his chest isn’t the only hard thing on Dylan right now, that’s for sure.

His hands comes around my chest to keep me still and he cups each of my breasts, letting his fingers tease my nipples.

I don’t know what makes me feel hotter: Dylan’s hardness and his touch or the heated gazes of the others.

But I have no time to dwell on it because Robyn lowers his head to take my lips in a kiss that reverberates in every sensitive area of my body, as I want feel his tongue not only in my mouth but everywhere else.

However as Dylan’s taking care of my breasts and Robyn has my lips, Allan takes the spot where Dylan was kneeling a moment ago, in front of me and lifts my legs out of the water, making my lower thighs rest on his broad shoulders.

There’s an immediate onslaught of sensation between the cold air hitting my sensitive skin and the feeling of being completely exposed to his gaze.

“You’re so beautiful, Onyx.”

His words are nothing but a whisper as he’s lowering his head and his warm breath lands on my center, making me throb and clench my inner muscles, anticipating the contact with his soft lips.

I can’t stifle an approving moan as soon as I feel his lips on me, soothing the stinging bite of the freezing air but igniting a fire inside me as he teases me mercilessly kissing around the spot where I need him most.

He talks again against my skin and the jolt of pleasure that snakes down my spine is almost painful in its intensity.

“Tell me what you want, baby. Tell me and it’s all yours.”

I break the kiss with Robyn, breathing hard and clenching my thighs, trying to bring Allan’s head closer to me again but he smirks refusing to budge until I tell him what I want.

Dylan whispers in my ear again.

“Tell us what you want, sexy girl.”

His fingers pinch my nipple and I arch my back, searching for any kind of relief but Allan’s grip of my thighs is so firm that I don’t gain an inch.

When Robyn’s lips land on the sensitive spot at the base of my neck, I give in and tell them exactly what I want, to end this sweet torture.

“I want you to make me come. Please Allan, make me come.”

All three of my boys work together to give me my Valentine’s Day present: Robyn goes back to kissing my lips taking my breath away, Dylan’s mouth latches on one of my hardened nipples, grazing it with his teeth and soothing my delicate skin with his tongue, and Allan clamps his mouth on my center.

This time he doesn’t tease, he licks and sucks at the small bundle of nerves that’s throbbing needing his lavish attentions.

I feel myself tighten and contract as I know that release is inevitable and when the first wave of pleasure crashes over me, Allan takes that bundle of nerves in his mouth, sucking only slightly harder and making me scream in Robyn’s mouth as I let the most intense pleasure I’ve ever felt take over my body completely.

When I calm down, all three guys kiss me softly and Dylan suggests returning to our rooms.

“We have a wedding to attend tomorrow and I know we’ll be blamed if the maid of honor doesn’t look as fresh as a rose.”

Robyn leaves the pool bringing out my bathrobe and helping me into it as soon as I leave the warm water of the pool.

And the boys and I leave the spa heading back to the house in the  snowy winter night.

We pass the snowmen and again, the carrots have been moved from their noses to their crotches.

Robyn chuckles and wonders who keeps doing this as we fix them for the third time.

“I put my money on James. All that composed austerity? I bet he’s having a laugh at our expense.”

I giggle at the idea but somehow I’m not convinced, especially when I spot some really strange footprints on the fresh snow.

Our culprit is someone that wears small shoes but leaves also a round mark next to each sets of prints.

Who could it be?




6.

Love Is In The Air
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Onyx
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I LOOK AT MY MOM’S reflection in the mirror of her bedroom and think that she’s a gorgeous bride.
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She’s wearing a full length white gown with lots of red accents on it and the black jewelry she inherited from her great-grandmother, the one that inspired mine and my sister’s names.

We’ve been debating for weeks if she should wear a white dress and in the end decided that she wanted to look like a bride but having some fun with color would be nice.

After all, the white dress is no longer a symbol of purity in the modern era.

Cindy and I are wearing matching red dresses with white accents and my baby sister is absolutely adorable.

She’s almost three months old now and she’s starting to get a dusting of blond hair and her eyes have changed from blue to green.

I’ve read that her eye color might still change in the next ten months but right now Cindy looks like a perfect blend between me and Mom.

“Are you excited?”

I ask her and she turns around, wrapping her arms around me.

I sink into her hug: you can be as old as you want but there’s nothing that will ever make me feel as loved as my mom’s hugs.

“I really am, Onyx. They say not to have a baby if your relationship is in trouble, that the stress of a new baby will only make things worse. But the difficult pregnancy I had showed me some things I had completely forgotten. How supportive and loving your father can be. And when you got dumped last year at Prom and your dad and I hooked up ... I realized how attracted I still felt to him. So we owe it to our two daughters that we could save our relationship. Forgiveness isn’t easy but in this case, it’s completely worth it.”

“Oh, Mom!”

She giggles.

“Don’t cry or you’ll set me off too and we’ll go downstairs looking like The Joker. So who’s walking down the aisle with you? I know you aren’t choosing among your three boyfriends but for today’s ceremony ...”

I smile and explain to Mom that initially I was really worried about the guys fighting over that but then when I broached the subject, they pleasantly surprised me by having already worked out the perfect solution among them.

“Robyn and Allan will walk me down the aisle and Dylan is gonna walk Cindy.”

Our plan has Mom’s unconditional approval and as if summoned by our conversation, my boys knock on the door, announcing that everything’s ready downstairs and everyone’s waiting for us.

I can’t even describe the emotion I feel when I take the arms that Allan and Robyn are offering me and when I see Cindy in Dylan’s arms.

My baby sister absolutely adores all three of my boys, she smiles as soon as she hears their voices and I know that the adoration is totally mutual.

I know that Mom and Dad will have their work cut out for them in preventing the guys spoiling Cindy rotten.

The notes of “Here comes the bride” are our cue and as Grandpa walks into the living room with Mom, we follow a few steps behind.

The living room has been prepared for the ceremony under James’s watchful eye and all the couches and chairs have been moved to leave a clear path toward the stone fireplace that’s the focal point of the room.

There are flowers everywhere and a wooden podium has been erected at a safe distance from the fire.

We all stop by the podium and everyone is looking around, noticing the obvious lack of a priest or minister.

Nonna is the first one to voice her perplexity:

“Ma che succede? (Translation: what’s going on?) Did you guys forget to book a minister?”

Dad explains with a smile on his face, visibly emotional about today’s ceremony.

“No, Nonna. Liz and I talked about it at length and decided for an unorthodox choice. We realized that while we got divorced, our marriage was still valid for the Catholic Church. So a priest wouldn’t make sense. We could go with the mayor of Snow Creek but that felt somehow meaningless. Elvis? It was definitely a possibility. But then we concluded that there’s one person who’s never stopped rooting for us as a family and who’s been the glue that bind us together, even after Cindy’s arrival, she’s been our rock. So we asked Onyx to become an ordained minister. There’s nothing we want more than to be married by our daughter.”

And so it begins: I step forward and get behind the podium and even I can hear the emotion in my own voice when I pronounce my parents ‘husband and wife’.

“Now you can kiss the bride. But remember that you have an audience guys.”

Dad dips Mom and crushes his lips on hers in a long, passionate kiss.

When they keep kissing after about thirty seconds, we’re all a little embarrassed and Pops clears his voice but my parents keep kissing, as if they were the only two people in the room.

“See what I have to live with? These two are impossible.”

I joke and that does the trick, my parents stop kissing and Dad jokes:

“Passion has never been our problem. How do you think Cindy came about?”

Gross. I mean come on, I wasn’t born yesterday but I don’t want to think about my parents doing ‘it’.

Thankfully my boyfriends notice my horrified expression and Robyn rallies everyone around for wedding photos.

This is their wedding present to my mom and dad: I knew that all three of them are quite artistic, aside from acting, but I didn’t know that last summer they visited Dylan’s parents before their move to Korea and learned from his dad. He takes official photos for the Army and works for AFN (the Armed Forces Network), behind the camera.

My parents chose to have family photos this time around, as they felt that they owed their second chance to family.

So we take several shots of them by the fireplace, and then with me and Cindy.

We take photos with all the grandparents and Nonna.

“Ok, these are all good. But since outside it’s so gorgeous, with the snow, how about some outdoor shots?”

We all move outside and I wrap Cindy in a warm blanket because it’s really freezing.

After several shots by the front of the house, we move to the back where there’s a pretty bench under an old oak tree and a frozen koi pond.

I sit on the bench with Cindy in my arms between my parents and after Robyn takes a few shots there, Mom notices the snowmen.

“Robyn, can we have a few photos with the snowmen? They’re so cute! But not just us four. I want a family photo and I’d like you guys in it too.”

“Sure. I can set the camera on a stand and use a timer.”

Once Dylan retrieves the necessary equipment, we all line up by the snowmen and sure enough ... the carrots have migrated again.

Fortunately Mom sees the hilarity of the situation:

“It looks like these snowmen are really happy to see us! Let’s take a photo like this but then let’s fix them. I want at least one photo with this background to be ... presentable.”

The boys fix the carrots and I keep looking at them through narrowed eyes: I’ve been suspecting one of them from the very beginning because they love playing pranks on one another.

But their expressions are the epitome of innocence, so I’m at a loss on who could’ve been having fun since we arrived and built the snowmen.

“Ok, we’re ready. Everyone gather around the snowmen.”

After my parents are satisfied with the shots taken, Mom decides that it’s time to throw her bouquet.

“Come on, Onyx. I asked the housekeeper and the sous chef too as they’re both unmarried. As you know, the one who catches the bouquet will be the next one to get married.”

We all gather around Mom and she turns, giving us her back and getting ready to throw the flowers.

“Hey aspetta! (Translation: wait for me). I’m single too. And I’ll have you know that I still have my suitors!”

Nonna advances toward us and I move to the side to make space for her: I absolutely believe that she has suitors because at eighty-five she’s still gorgeous and more full of life than most young people.

So Mom throws the bouquet of white and red roses and I see it spinning in mid-air and traveling toward Nonna.

At the last minute, she moves to the side and lets the bridal bouquet land in my arms.

Everyone’s cheering me but my eyes are fixed on Nonna’s feet, or better on her footprints.

Two small shoe prints that match the ones I’ve been spotting near the snowmen and a little round one right next to them left by the cane.

I lift my eyes and open my mouth to say something but she giggles with a mischievous glint in her green eyes.

She wraps one arm around my shoulders and whispers in my ear:

“Never stop having fun, Onyx. It’s the key to staying young.”

And then louder:

“Oh I can’t wait for the next wedding!”

My boys are all looking at me with huge smiles and Allan takes a step toward me but he freezes right on the spot, almost resembling one of the snowmen when Dad shakes his head.

“Don’t even think about it, young man! Before any of you can marry my Onyx, you better all have PhDs. Are we clear?”

I roll my eyes but I’m secretly fond of my Dad’s protectiveness toward me.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, if you’d follow me inside, it’s time to toast Mr and Mrs Mancini. It’s time for some champagne!”

“Ah, this day keeps getting better! Let’s toast and then I hope my great granddaughter will let me borrow one of her hunky boyfriends for a dance.”

“Of course, Nonna!”

As each of us is holding a glass of champagne, Nonna proposes a toast:

“To the bride and groom: to decades of happiness and may the groom be always happy to see the bride, like those randy snowmen outside! Tcin Tcin! Cheers!”
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THE END
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