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Chapter One 
 
    Moonstone Guinevere Miles—known as Ginny to people who didn’t want to incur her fierce and everlasting wrath—heaved her suitcase off the luggage reclaim belt with an “Oof!” and placed it on the floor, a sigh of relief escaping her. At least the thing had wheels—she didn’t really have the energy for carrying a heavy suitcase all the way through Customs and out to Arrivals. The long, tiring flight had seen to that. 
 
    No matter how much she tried, no matter how exhausted she was, she simply could not fall asleep on a plane. Ever. Eye mask, ear plugs, meditation, bloody whale music—nothing helped. She’d long since resigned herself to staying awake while snores from other passengers emanated around the cabin. At least it had only been about seven and a half hours since taking off from Heathrow—she couldn’t imagine what state she’d be in if she ever flew any longer than that—to Australia, New Zealand or somewhere. 
 
    Doubtful that would ever happen, though. It had taken long enough for her to get her backside out to the east coast of America, where her parents had been running a retreat since retiring five years ago. But then, things were different now, weren’t they? Which was why she was even here in the first place—it wouldn’t have been possible otherwise. 
 
    Thinking of her parents brought an inevitable smile to her face, and inserted a little more spring in her step. Despite the energy and mood suck that had been the flight, she was excited to be here. She was eager to see her parents, and to find out exactly what they’d built up over the last five years. She’d seen photos and videos, but it wasn’t the same as actually being there. 
 
    When they’d first announced they were using their retirement nest egg to open a retreat in Upstate New York, she’d been floored. Who the hell retires, only to take on a massive project like that? Surely the whole point of retiring is to wind down, enjoy some free time, relax? But no, her mum and dad—who, to be fair, had never been what one would call conventional—had set their hearts on it. They’d had a huge purge of their belongings, sold their cars and house, and jetted off across the pond, leaving Ginny shocked and not a little bereft. She’d been used to having them close by and had quickly realized just how much she’d taken that for granted. 
 
    At the same time, her career as a chef had taken off and she’d become so busy that her parents’ sudden distance hadn’t made the blindest bit of difference. She barely saw the inside of her own flat, never mind her friends and family. This was the first Christmas she’d had off work since then, too, and she was looking forward to spending it with her parents more than she could put into words. They’d been big on the festive period ever since she was a baby, and as such, Ginny’s brain was stuffed full of warm, fuzzy memories of Christmases past. They’d been useful to get her through the last five crappy ones, too, where a microwaved ready meal was the best she could hope for, if she hadn’t managed to wangle a free meal from the place she’d been working at at the time. 
 
    Her smile widened, and she walked faster still—God, just how big is this bloody airport?—desperate to see her mum and dad and start the Christmas holiday with a bang. Anticipation rushed through her. They’d have turkey and roast potatoes, pigs in blankets, mounds of vegetables, desserts laden with enough calories to last them until Valentine’s Day, Christmas carols, amazing decorations, a beautiful tree, fairy lights… 
 
    And Santa Claus. Two of them, in fact, jumping up and down enthusiastically and waving wildly at her, with not a rotund belly in sight. 
 
    Ginny was so excited, she couldn’t even be bothered with the embarrassment she might have felt at being greeted in a public place by her parents dressed up in Santa outfits. Plus, nobody knew her here anyway, so who cared? 
 
    She scurried around the barrier, almost flipping her case in her haste to turn a corner, then covered the remaining distance between them in seconds flat and released the handle of her suitcase. A series of squeals and exclamations went up—from all three of them—and then everything went dark as Ginny was enveloped in a warm, fluffy embrace, her face crushed up against what she suspected was the white fur trim on her mother’s jacket, and kisses rained down on her. It was all she could do to suck in oxygen as she was squeezed and squeezed them right back. She was assailed by the scents of clean clothes, shampoo, perfume, and cologne—all perfectly lovely smells by themselves, but somewhat overwhelming all at once. Unintelligible murmurings reached her ears, but she didn’t bother to reply since she had no idea what was being said. And she didn’t need words, anyway. All she needed at that moment in time was to soak up the enormous outpouring of love she was experiencing. 
 
    She was so bloody happy, she thought she might pop. 
 
    Eventually, her parents loosened their hold enough so she could step back and actually look at them. She took in her father’s handsome face, his steel-gray hair—or what she could see beneath the hat, at least—his wide grin, and her mother’s long, light gray, waist-length plaits, the glint in her eyes and the glow of her skin. 
 
    “Guys, you look fantastic! If this is what retirement does for you, I think I might sign up now.” 
 
    Her mother, Deborah, gave a nonchalant shrug—which, given her attire, was way more amusing than it should have been. “What can I say, sweetheart? I feel fantastic. I’ve got so much more energy than I ever had in London, even when I was much younger.” She shrugged again. “It’s the retreat, I’m sure of it—the moment your father and I first set foot there all those years ago, I felt there was something magical about it. Silver Springs is the most wonderful little town, and we’re lucky enough to live and work in the most spectacular part of it—though it hardly feels like work.” 
 
    Ginny gave her mother a kiss on the cheek, then turned to her father, Charlie. “And you, Dad? You look twenty years younger, but how do you feel?” 
 
    His face took on a beatific expression. “The same as your mother, kiddo. Exactly the same. If I’d known just how wonderful it would be, I’d have thrown in the towel and moved out here years ago. Decades, even.” He grabbed the handle of Ginny’s case in one hand, then looped the other around her neck and pulled her in to drop a kiss on her chin-length blonde hair, which he then ruffled. “I’m so thrilled you’re here, Moony. You’re going to love it in Silver Springs. Just love it! Come on, let’s get going. We’ve got a long drive ahead of us, and the weather’s on the turn.” 
 
    Ginny bit back comments on both his use of her childhood nickname, and his messing up of her hair. She didn’t want to dampen the almost euphoric mood that seemed to float between the three of them—a combination of being pleased to see each other, and her parents’ obvious appreciation of their new home. Though five years was hardly new anymore, was it? She really should have visited before now, but the circumstances had been impossible. Now they weren’t, and she was here, in the bosom of her family, at Christmas time, and it was going to be magical. 
 
    And, at some point, she’d enlighten her parents about the fact she had nothing in particular to rush home for, either. But that could wait. No need to burst the happy, everything-is-perfect bubble just yet. She’d let them all enjoy their first Christmas together in years before broaching the subject. 
 
    They made their way out of the airport building. The cold air slapped Ginny in the face, momentarily taking her breath. Her slight gasp drew her mother’s keen eye. “I hope you listened to me, sweetheart, and brought warm clothes with you. It’s even colder up in Silver Springs, you know.” 
 
    “The car’s not far,” her dad piped up. “I’ll get the heating on as soon as we’re inside, and we’ll soon have you snug as a bug in a rug.” He tipped her a wink, and warmth flooded her veins. She hadn’t realized until now just how much she’d missed her wacky yet lovable parents. They might be unconventional—old hippies, most would call them—but they’d given her a wonderful childhood. When she’d reached adulthood, they’d remained incredibly close, with them managing to achieve the perfect balance of loving and supportive without being controlling. They’d let her forge her own path, make her own mistakes, and had been there to help pick up the pieces without uttering so much as an “I told you so.” 
 
    They’d definitely earned this idyllic new life they’d carved out for themselves, and she couldn’t wait to experience it for herself, if only for a little while. Though she wasn’t sure how much fun there was to be had in the back end of beyond. It was hardly going to be lively. Perhaps it was a good thing she was only here for an extended holiday. 
 
    Her dad hadn’t exaggerated—they reached the car within a couple of minutes, and Ginny was soon ensconced in the back seat, her seatbelt on and the heating blasting out. They had to wait a little while for the windscreen to clear, but were shortly on their way. Once they left the airport complex and hit the open road, the purring of the engine and the rumble of the tires on the road surface gradually lulled Ginny into a light doze. 
 
    She was vaguely aware of a squeak, presumably as her mother shifted in her seat, then a chuckle, followed by a murmured, “Bless her, she’s dropped off already. She never could sleep on a plane, even as a child. Bet she’s knackered.” 
 
    His voice thick with amusement, her father replied, “Let her sleep. We’ll wake her when we’re almost at Silver Springs. She’ll love the scenery. Especially with all the snow. It’s so beautiful.” 
 
    Ginny smiled sleepily to herself, the effects of dopamine growing stronger by the second. Before long, it pulled her from a light doze into full-on sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Two 
 
    Ginny woke to a gentle hand jostling her knee. 
 
    “Sweetheart,” her mother said, “we’re about to hit Silver Springs. Sorry to wake you, but we really didn’t want you to miss this.” 
 
    She peeled her eyes open and smiled, then grabbed Deborah’s hand and gave it a fond squeeze. “It’s okay, Mum. I…” She paused for a moment, taking stock of herself. “I actually feel a little better for having had some sleep. And I shouldn’t be sleeping too much now, anyway, should I, otherwise I’ll struggle tonight. I need to get accustomed to the time zone change as soon as possible.” 
 
    “Good point, Moony,” Charlie said, not taking his eyes from the road. “You’ll be all set by the time Santa comes.” 
 
    The two women shared a smirk and an eye roll, before Deborah twisted back to face the front of the car. 
 
    Ginny turned her attention to the world immediately outside the vehicle, which was overwhelmingly white. Aside from the road, which was a meandering strip of dark gray, with pale gray slush piling up at its edges, everything else was white—almost blindingly so. They were in a rural area, with not a building in sight, and the steep road verges leveled out into a flat, snow-covered area. When she looked farther away, Ginny realized the snow hadn’t quite covered everything. As her gaze landed on the beginnings of a wood or forest, she picked out the brown trunks and the occasional glimpse of vibrant green. The enormous trees reached high into the bright blue sky. Ginny craned her neck to try to see the tops, feeling as tiny, as insignificant, as an ant compared to an elephant. 
 
    Shaking her head in awe, she returned her attention to ground level and gasped as something whizzed across her line of sight and disappeared into the trees. What was that? A deer? Cool! 
 
    She sat and watched the world go by, contentment seeping through her, filling her up. It was a true winter wonderland. When she’d left London, it had been hunkered down under gloomy skies which frequently and repeatedly emptied bucketloads of rain onto its inhabitants. No snow, not even the promise of it—much less the thick, pristine stuff which sparkled in the light as though it was scattered with millions of tiny diamonds, like here. To be fair, if London—or any of the UK, for that matter—got an equivalent amount of snow dumped on it, things would grind to a resounding halt. Any more than a sprinkling, and panic ensued. People forgot how to drive sensibly, councils ran out of grit, supermarkets ran out of bread, milk, and eggs. Ridiculous, really—particularly for one of the richest countries in the world. 
 
    Here, though, it seemed everything carried on as normal. At some point, a snow plough had been along and shifted the white stuff off the highway, leaving it free and clear for use. Many of the other vehicles she’d seen were SUVs, much better equipped for inclement weather, and probably sporting snow tires, too. Her parents hadn’t bothered with an SUV, presumably because they rarely left Silver Springs. Their home was also their place of work, and she’d gathered from conversations she’d had with them over the past few years that the small town had pretty much everything they needed to get by. They certainly didn’t seem to miss the multitude of well, everything, that London had to offer. 
 
    Speaking of Silver Springs, Ginny suspected she was about to get her first glimpse. The trees were thinning and, after a moment, buildings broke into view. 
 
    “Here we are, sweetheart,” Deborah said, turning again to grin at her daughter from the front seat, “Silver Springs, New York. Welcome. The retreat is on this side of town, so you won’t get to see much, but you’ve got plenty of time to explore before you go back to London.” 
 
    “Hey, now,” Charlie protested, “she’s only just got here—no need to talk about her going back to London already!” 
 
    “Sorry, darling,” Deborah replied, flashing Ginny an ‘oops’ look before facing front again, “I was just saying. I want Moo—Ginny to have a wonderful time and find out just why we love it here so much.” 
 
    Shaking her head to herself at her mother’s almost slip-up when it came to her preferred moniker, Ginny couldn’t help but smile. They really did seem to love it here. But what did the townsfolk think of them? Had they seen the Miles’ heading off in the car dressed in Santa outfits and thought they were nuts, or had they shaken their heads and smiled fondly, much like Ginny was doing right now? Obviously, she was biased, but she’d always thought of her parents as the type of people it was impossible to dislike. 
 
    She guessed she’d find out soon enough. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Mum, I’m sure I will have a wonderful time. How could I not—I’m with you two. As for exploring your new home, like you said, there’s plenty of time for that. For the rest of today, though, all I want to do is spend time catching up with you guys and checking out the retreat. Is that all right? You haven’t planned for us to go out anywhere, have you?” She bit her lip anxiously. Under normal circumstances, she was incredibly sociable, but after hours of traveling and not much sleep, she wasn’t exactly sparkling company. 
 
    “Of course that’s all right, sweetheart. And no, we haven’t made plans to go anywhere. We knew you’d be exhausted. Your bedroom is all set up ready for you, so you can go and crash whenever you feel like it. We’ve got plenty of food in, and we don’t have any clients until the new year, so it’s just us three for over a week. How wonderful is that?” 
 
    In Ginny’s opinion, wonderful didn’t even come close to covering it. After a few years of spending the festive period busting a gut in commercial kitchens, a nice, quiet Christmas with just her and her parents sounded idyllic. “Perfect, Mum. That sounds just perfect.” 
 
    Silence reigned, then, as Charlie drove them a little farther along the town’s approach road, before turning off next to a large sign which read The Retreat at Silver Springs. The way became more difficult, as asphalt turned to dirt track. To Ginny’s surprise, although the going was bumpier, it was clear of snow. “Do the snow ploughs come down here, too?” 
 
    “Not the public ones,” her father replied. “We’re so high up here that winters are always harsh, so the town clubbed together a few years back and bought a small snow plough for us all to use on our private driveways. It’s not so bad for folks with smaller driveways that basically fit one or two cars and could be cleared by hand or with a snow thrower if necessary. But there are quite a few of us with long tracks, like this one, where shifting the snow with shovels or throwers just isn’t practical—especially when you consider how often it snows in winter. If it was just me and your mother clearing this, by the time we’d got from the retreat to the road, it’d probably have snowed again and obliterated all our hard work. Not to mention killed us off. We might be feeling fit and healthy, but we’re not machines.” 
 
    Ginny raised her eyebrows. “Wow, that’s impressive. So, how does it work? If it’s technically owned by the town, how is it decided who gets to use it and when? And does anyone get priority?” 
 
    Charlie chuckled. “Inquisitive as ever, Moony. Several of us were worried about that kind of thing at the time, so we devised a plan. We don’t all just borrow the thing to clean our own driveways, then take it back. There’s a rota. After a snowfall—one that warrants clearing driveways, that is—the next person on the list fetches the plough, then follows a planned route from the outskirts of town, back towards the center. If the snow is bad enough that it takes longer than a day to get everyone cleared, the next person on the rota collects the plough the following day, and carries on. If the snow is forecast to be prolonged, though—in other words, so heavy it’s pointless clearing it because it’ll be back again the next day—we tend to hunker down and wait it out. It’s the perfect excuse for your mother to go crazy with the grocery shopping when that happens. You know what she’s like for buying too much.” 
 
    With a snigger, she replied, “Yeah, Dad, I do. I imagine she’s gone particularly wild in the aisles this time, since it’s Christmas.” 
 
    “And you’re here,” Charlie added. “By the time your mother was finished, the store looked like something out of a post-apocalyptic film.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up, you two,” Deborah said with a wave of her hand. “You do exaggerate, Charlie.” She gave her husband’s arm a playful smack. 
 
    Ginny caught her dad’s wink in the rear-view mirror, but said nothing. The resultant smirk was wiped off her face when they passed a stand of trees and a large body of water was revealed beyond it, stretching way off to one side of the track. “Wow, that’s beautiful. What is it, a lake, a river?” 
 
    Her mother replied, “Better. That, sweetheart, is Silver Springs—where the town gets its name. It’s a cave system with hot springs. The story goes that if you throw a silver coin into the water on a full moon, your wish will come true.” 
 
    “Hot springs? That’s amazing.” Now she was paying more attention, she could see steam rising from the water’s surface. “Is it on your land?” 
 
    “No. It’s public land. One of the access points is just here, so don’t be alarmed if you see people walking up this track—they’re allowed. A little further up there’s a fence which keeps the retreat private and secure.” 
 
    “Okay, cool. So do people come and swim in the springs and stuff? Is it safe?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Charlie chipped in, “it’s got all these wonderful health benefits—you know, because of the minerals and stuff. But also, it’s just fun to have a body of warm water to swim in. Your mother and I take a dip at least a couple of times a week.” 
 
    Ginny’s eyes went wide. “Even in this weather?” 
 
    “Especially in this weather—it gets the blood pumping. You should try it, Moony. I reckon that spring is more than half the reason your mother and I feel so much better since moving out here. Throw in the cleaner air and more relaxed lifestyle and you’ve got yourself a recipe for a perfect life. Or almost perfect, anyway. Now you’re here, perfection has most definitely been achieved.” He winked again, and this time she winked back. 
 
    “Thanks, Dad. You do seem to have a pretty sweet setup here, it has to be said.” 
 
    “Oh, kiddo, you ain’t seen nothing yet.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Three 
 
    It wasn’t long before Ginny came to the conclusion her dad hadn’t been exaggerating. The retreat was amazing. It was a huge, sprawling building—a log cabin on steroids. A wide, covered porch surrounded the whole thing. Despite the weather, and the building’s cavernous interior, it was warm and cozy. Her parents had thoroughly made their mark on the place. As a result, it was homely, welcoming, and relaxing. If the courses, workshops, and food were even half as good as the location, Ginny reckoned the clients probably never wanted to leave. The whole place currently had a subtle scent of Christmas spices from candles and pot pourri that had been dotted about. If she hadn’t already been feeling the Christmas spirit, she certainly would be now. 
 
    By the time Charlie led her back to the kitchen after their tour—a stunning farmhouse setup that was already tempting the cook in her—Deborah had made a pot of tea and was settled at the table. They were both still in their Santa outfits, but had shed the hats—for the time being, at least. “Well, sweetheart, what do you think?” 
 
    Ginny shook her head, at a loss for words. She huffed out a breath, then ran her hands through her hair before letting them drop to her sides. “I honestly don’t know what to say. I’m just blown away. I knew the photos and videos wouldn’t do it justice, but…” She shrugged and smiled. “I love it. It’s rustic, beautiful, warm—in both senses of the word—and just has this wonderful atmosphere. It’s no wonder you’re so enamored with the place.” 
 
    Color infused Deborah’s cheeks, and she shot her husband a smile before checking the tea in the pot was sufficiently brewed and pouring three cups. “Come on, you two, sit down. Relax. Get some caffeine in you.” 
 
    As Ginny and her father pulled out chairs—Ginny opposite her mother, Charlie next to his wife—Deborah continued, “I’m thrilled you like it, sweetheart. We get some wonderful reviews from clients, and quite a bit of repeat business, but it’s not the same as receiving positive feedback from family. Your opinion means a lot to us, and we’re so glad you’re finally here.” She slid Ginny’s cup of tea over to her with another smile, then jerked her head towards the metal tin in the center of the table. “Help yourself to biscuits. But don’t spoil your dinner!” 
 
    Ginny giggled then, a bubble of laughter that came right from her belly. She couldn’t remember the last time her mother had warned her not to indulge in too many snacks before a meal. She curled her fingers over the top of the tin and dragged it close, then prized off the lid. “I won’t.” Peering inside, she was surprised to see homemade biscuits, rather than the shop-bought ones she’d expected. Frowning, she glanced up at her mother. “Been baking?” 
 
    Deborah was an amazing cook, but baking cakes, biscuits and puddings had always been Ginny’s area—hence her career choice as a patisserie chef. 
 
    Her mother nodded, then gave a casual shrug. “The biscuit choice here isn’t what you’re used to at home, not unless you go to a store big enough to stock products from back home, so I thought I’d make some. Your father says they’re very nice.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to go to all that trouble, Mum. I’m sure you’ve got enough on your plate just now.” 
 
    Deborah gave her head a little shake, making her long plaits wobble against her back. “Nonsense. If I can’t spoil my only daughter, at Christmastime no less, then what am I good for?” 
 
    “All right, all right!” Ginny held her hands up, then grabbed a couple of the biscuits and propped them on her saucer before pushing the tin back towards her parents. They took two each as well, then her father slotted the lid back into place. “Spoil away. I’m certainly not going to protest.” She paused as a scent tweaked at her nose. “What is for dinner, anyway? Something smells delicious.” 
 
    She spotted an expression of glee cross her father’s face before her mother replied, “Oh, just a beef stew I threw together. You know, the usual—meat, potatoes, veggies, onions…” 
 
    Ginny’s mouth watered, and her stomach gave a growl of approval. She laughed and held an arm against it. “Bloody hell, homemade biscuits, stew, Christmas dinner… I’m going to be the size of a house by the time I go home. I might have to book an extra seat on the plane!” 
 
    “Pffft,” her father put in, dunking one of the biscuits in his tea. “That’s highly unlikely, Moony. If anything, you’re looking a little skinny. You should let your mother feed us—er, I mean you, up.” He bit the soggy end of the biscuit and closed his eyes briefly in pleasure. 
 
    Suppressing a smirk at her father’s slip-up, she nodded. “I spend so much time feeding other people that I don’t have time to cook for myself. So I’m going to thoroughly enjoy everything that’s put in front of me. And whip a few things up in the kitchen myself, of course.” She followed her father’s example and dunked one of the biscuits in the tea, then took a bite. After chewing and swallowing, she said, “Mmm, Mum, these are gorgeous. A bit of spice, isn’t there? You’ll have to give me the recipe.” 
 
    Deborah beamed. “Of course, sweetheart. Whatever you want.” 
 
    “Great, thanks. So, what’s the plan for the foreseeable, then? Aside from eating that delicious-smelling stew, that is.” 
 
    “Weeelll, that’s down to your father.” The two of them exchanged a look, then Charlie turned a huge grin onto his daughter. 
 
    “Feeling strong, Moony?” 
 
    She wrinkled her nose. She was feeling far from strong, but the excitement on her father’s face was bordering on manic—and apparently, it was contagious. She grinned back. “Possibly… what do you have in mind? What’s going on?” 
 
    Charlie tsked and wagged a finger. “You’ll just have to wait and see. Finish your tea and biscuits, and I’ll show you.” 
 
    Ginny narrowed her eyes. “Okay. You have me on tenterhooks.” 
 
    He chuckled. “That’s the plan, kiddo. It is Christmas, after all. Anticipation is part of the fun.” 
 
    Figuring it would be better to hurry up and go and do whatever her father had planned before she got too relaxed and sleepy, she dunked and nibbled and sipped until the tea and biscuits were gone. She stood and made to gather up their cups, but Deborah placed a gentle hand on her wrist. “Sweetheart, I’ll do that. You go with your father—I think he might spontaneously combust if he has to wait much longer. He’s like a kid at… well, Christmas.” 
 
    “Okay. Thanks, Mum.” She smiled at her, then turned to Charlie, who’d jammed his Santa hat back on his head. “Come on then, trouble. Let’s see what you’ve got in store for me that involves heavy lifting.” Oh God, it’s not chopping up bloody firewood or something, is it? She considered it. No, it can’t be. He wouldn’t be so excited about getting me to help him with that, surely? 
 
    Her father sprang up from his chair like some kind of red and white-clad Tigger, causing the furry pom-pom dangling from his hat to swing madly. “Follow me. We need boots, coats, hats, and gloves.” 
 
    Ginny cast a doubtful glance at the window. There wasn’t much going on out there by the looks of it, but the blue skies of earlier had turned cloudy and gray, and not just because the sun was going down. “It’s starting to get dark, Dad. Don’t we need torches, too?” 
 
    “Oh no,” he shook his head, setting the pom-pom off again, “we won’t be long, and we’re not going far.” 
 
    She shrugged. “All right. Let’s go.” 
 
    They went to the hallway and retrieved their outerwear from the hooks beside the front door, then pulled it all on. To Ginny’s amusement, her father didn’t bother to change his Santa hat for a regular one, but he had said they weren’t going far. 
 
    He paused by the front door to flick a couple of switches. At his daughter’s questioning glance, he said, “Porch lights. One for the front half, one for the back. They’re actually motion activated when it gets fully dark, but I don’t want them pinging on and off while we’re out there. We need to see what we’re doing.” 
 
    With that, he headed out, Ginny following close behind. She pulled the door closed behind them, then trod carefully down the steps and on to the driveway. Her father made a left turn and plunged into the winter wonderland that was presumably their front lawn for most of the year. He paused and glanced over his shoulder. “Watch your step, Moony. The land is pretty flat here, but as you can see this snow is pretty deep and I don’t want you twisting an ankle or anything. Your mother will kill me.” 
 
    “Will do. Thanks, Dad.” She peered at the surrounding landscape, captivated by the disappearing sun and the colors it was emblazoning across the sky and onto the snowy canvas below. The yellows, pinks and oranges—even as washed out as they were—looked stunning as they interspersed with the growing clouds. It was all very dramatic. 
 
    He flashed her a smile, then carried on through the pristine snow, funny crunching noises following each of his steps. Ginny trod in his tracks as much as she could, though his longer stride meant it wasn’t always possible. 
 
    They soon reached a large, sturdy-looking outhouse. Charlie stopped at the door, then retrieved a bunch of keys from his coat pocket. He squinted a little in the fading light as he searched for the right one. A moment later, he inserted a key into the padlock hanging from the door’s hasp, twisted it, and removed the lock. He shoved it into his pocket along with the keys, then swung open the door and reached a hand inside. A second later, the building’s interior illuminated. 
 
    Her father stepped back and indicated she should go in ahead of him. “After you.” His grin was Cheshire Cat-like. 
 
    Her mind still whirring with possibilities, Ginny stepped past him, giving his pom-pom a playful flick as she did so. Two paces in to the building, she stopped dead. For, standing directly beneath the bare bulb hanging from the center of the ceiling, was a Christmas tree. A real one. In a pot. With soil. It was about six feet tall and beautifully green and full. 
 
    She wheeled around to face her father, eyes wide. “Bloody hell, Dad, this is brilliant! I’ve always wanted a real tree. The past few years, I’ve just had a little fiber optic thing. I love it.” 
 
    If it was even possible, Charlie’s grin grew wider still. “I know you’ve always wanted a real one. I confess, your mother and I have got a regular plastic tree, but this year we decided to go all out, in honor of your visit. I did some research online and found this place where you can rent a tree. They basically bring the tree to you whenever you want it before Christmas, then come and collect it in the new year. They then put it back in the ground and let it carry on growing. I’d have gone for a bigger one—heaven knows, we’ve got the room—but I wanted it to be a surprise for you, and the only way I could do that was to stash it in here until you arrived. So I had to get one we could feasibly carry.” He dropped his gaze to the floor, then looked back up at his daughter, a flicker of doubt crossing his face. “You like it, then? I did good?” 
 
    “You did amazing, Dad.” She stepped over to him, flung her arms around his neck and planted a hearty kiss on his cheek. “This is already shaping up to be the best Christmas ever.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Four 
 
    “You happy with that, Moony?” 
 
    Having decided that asking him not to call her Moony was pointless, she took a few steps back to check out their handiwork from a distance. They’d positioned the tree in a corner of the large room, far enough from the fire that the heat wouldn’t dry the tree out, but close enough that its light dappled the pine needles. She tilted her head for a moment, took in the scene, then straightened her head and nodded. “Yes, I am. It looks fantastic. Now we just need to decorate it. Shall I go and fetch Mum?” 
 
    “Yes, you do that, and I’ll go and get the decorations. Feel free to bring tea.” He gave a cheeky wink and scurried off. 
 
    Chuckling to herself, she waited until her father was out of sight, then went off to do some fetching of her own. 
 
    Having retrieved a box from her bedroom, Ginny went to find her mother in the kitchen. The scent of the stew now filled the air, and Deborah was busy setting the table for dinner and singing along to the Christmas songs she had blasting out from her Bluetooth speaker on the worktop. “Hello, Mum.” 
 
    Not having heard her daughter come in, Deborah snapped her head up in surprise, then smiled. “Hello, sweetheart.” She dropped her gaze to the box, and a tiny line appeared between her eyebrows. “What you got there?” 
 
    Smiling, Ginny replied, “You’ll just have to wait and see. Dad and I have got the tree in position. It’s ready for decorating. Shall we do it now, or is dinner ready?” 
 
    Her mother shook her head. “Dinner’s in the slow cooker, so it’s ready whenever we want to eat it. Let’s do the tree now. I take it your father wants tea?” 
 
    “He does. He’s just gone off to get the decorations.” 
 
    “God, do I know him well, or what?” She rolled her eyes good-naturedly. “Go on through, then. I’ll make a pot and bring it in.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mum. Oh, and why don’t you bring the music, too?” 
 
    When Ginny re-entered the living room, her father was nowhere to be seen. There were, however, multiple cardboard boxes strewn about. After placing her own on the coffee table, she made her way to the nearest one and opened it to see what was inside. A mass of bright colors and general sparkly-ness met her gaze. Further investigation revealed decorations galore—ornaments, hanging signs, strings of lights, snow globes, garlands, cute stuffed animals… “God, how much stuff have they got?” 
 
    “Oh, this is all of it now, sweetheart,” her father said, having stepped into the room carrying another box just as she’d asked what had been intended as a rhetorical question. “We’ve, er, gathered a few bits and pieces in the few years we’ve been here.” 
 
    Ginny chuckled. “You got rid of so much stuff when you left London—and now look!” 
 
    He placed the last box down beside the sofa, then flashed her a sheepish grin. “I know—it’s silly really, isn’t it? We’ve simplified and cleansed our lives in so many other ways, but when it comes to Christmas, we’re still total suckers for some deccies.” 
 
    “Hey, at least you’ve got plenty of room to store them, here.” 
 
    “True. Did you find your mother?” 
 
    “Yes. She’s on the case with the tea.” 
 
    He rubbed his hands together. “Excellent. Let’s see what we’ve got here, then. Ooh, what’s that?” he asked, pointing at Ginny’s box. 
 
    “A surprise. You’ll have to wait for Mum.” 
 
    “Oh.” He pouted, then shook himself. “All right.” He turned to the nearest box and flipped it open, then carefully emptied the contents onto the floor. Then he repeated his actions on the next box, and the next. 
 
    Knowing there was no point trying to interrupt or change his process—she’d had over thirty years of this, after all—Ginny joined in. Before long, the living room looked like a Christmas shop had exploded into it. 
 
    They piled all the cardboard boxes up in a corner, then stood off to one side to survey what they had. Her father had always maintained the easiest and best way to figure out how to decorate was to assess all the items, then figure out where they should go. Ginny and her mother had always found it an incredibly untidy—and occasionally dangerous to the soles of one’s feet—way of doing things, but it made Charlie happy, so it was a small sacrifice to make, and it all got done in the end. 
 
    Deborah swept into the room, tea tray in her hands, Santa hat restored to her head, and Christmas music growing louder as she came closer. 
 
    Ginny hurriedly cleared a space on the coffee table, removing her box before her mother tried to take a sneaky peek. “Thanks, Mum.” 
 
    Deborah put the tray down, then removed her phone and speaker from each of her pockets before placing them next to the tray. George Michael’s dulcet tones rang out into the room, loud enough to be heard, but not so they couldn’t hear each other speak. “Bloody hell, Charlie, what a mess,” she exclaimed, looking around at the riot of color and glitter. 
 
    “Not for long, love. Not for long. We’ll soon have this place looking spectacular.” He gave a little jump on the spot, making his Santa hat pom-pom bob once more. 
 
    Her face melting into a smile for her husband, she replied, “I don’t doubt it. We’ve always done a good job, and now we’ve got Ginny back on the team again, I reckon it’s going to be the best display yet.” 
 
    “Well,” Ginny put in, “before we start, I want to show you something. Sit down.” She indicated one of the sofas. 
 
    Clearly eager to find out what their surprise was, the pair hurried over and sat side by side, then peered up at Ginny with a mixture of expectancy and excitement. 
 
    Ginny smiled, then held out the box. “Here you go.” 
 
    “Thank you,” her parents chorused. Charlie took the box and laid it on his lap, then Deborah made short work of opening it. To begin with, they were none the wiser as to its contents, given all they could see was white tissue paper. But Deborah soon dug through the layers of protection and unearthed the contents. She pulled out a small item wrapped in more tissue paper. She carefully undid it, then gasped as the surprise was revealed. 
 
    “Oh,” she said, clapping her free hand over her mouth before tilting her other hand so Charlie could see what she’d got. 
 
    “Oh, Moony.” Charlie glanced up at her, his eyes shining. “This is wonderful.” 
 
    She waved a hand towards the box. “Keep going. You ain’t seen nothing yet.” She smirked to herself at having parroted his own words back to him, especially since he was so excited he didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    After a while, they were surrounded by white tissue paper and were examining all of the brand-new Christmas tree ornaments Ginny had bought for them in turn. “These really are gorgeous, Ginny,” her mother said, holding up a wood log slice which had been laser engraved with the words Merry Christmas. A bright-red ribbon had been threaded through a tiny hole at the top so it could hang from a branch of their tree. “So unique.” 
 
    Nodding, she replied, “I thought they were appropriate, given your rustic surroundings. I got them from this amazing craft market on the Southbank a few weeks ago. I saw them and couldn’t resist. Have you found—” 
 
    She didn’t get chance to finish her question, because her father gave an excitable squeak. “Deborah, look! This one’s got my name on it.” The wood log slice dangling from its ribbon on his finger read Charlie. 
 
    “We’ve got one each, as well as the ones with the more generic Christmassy sentiments,” Ginny said. 
 
    “Really?” Charlie carefully riffled through the others. “So we have. Here, love.” He handed one to his wife, then held another out to his daughter. “These really are beautiful. Some serious skill and talent has gone into this. Not to mention thought.” He met Ginny’s eyes and gave her a huge smile. “Thank you, kiddo. These are perfect.” 
 
    “You’re very welcome. I’m glad you like them.” She jerked her head towards the tree. “Shall we get started then? Otherwise it’ll be midnight before we tuck into that stew. And there’s no way I’m going to last that long. I’ll end up falling asleep face down in my bowl.” 
 
    The three of them sprang into action. Deborah carefully laid all the new ornaments on the coffee table, then swept the mound of tissue paper into the box they’d come out of before putting it with the other boxes. Then she started pouring tea. 
 
    Charlie grabbed the end of a string of lights and began the task of untangling them. 
 
    Ginny picked her way carefully across the floor, not wanting to break anything or get stabbed in the foot—even through the fluffy slippers she was wearing, some of those things would hurt. These decorations were all new to her, so she wanted to see exactly what was there. Spotting a garland that was clearly meant for the fireplace, she bent and retrieved it. She had to start somewhere. 
 
    The three of them fell into a comfortable, productive silence, pausing in their tasks briefly to sip tea as the Christmassy tunes played in the background. They soon had the tree decked in lights, strings of tiny colored balls, hanging decorations her parents had picked up over the last five years and, of course, the brand-new ones Ginny had brought over. The three log slices with their names on were close to each other—with Charlie and Deborah on adjacent branches, with Ginny hanging just beneath. A family tree with a difference. 
 
    “Awww,” Deborah said, then took the last gulp of her tea before returning her cup to the table. “That looks fabulous. Almost done. Just the tree topper to go.” 
 
    “Oh, of course,” Ginny said, looking around. “Where is it?” 
 
    Charlie waved something, catching her attention. “I’ve got it here, Moony. But I’d love it if you could do us the honor of placing it on the tree. That’s one bonus of having a shorter tree this year, eh? You can reach?” He waggled his eyebrows. 
 
    “Oi, less of that, Dad, or Santa won’t bring you any presents. I’m small but perfectly formed, all right?” 
 
    “You are that, my darling. You are that.” 
 
    Instantly forgiving her Dad’s teasing, she took the silver, glitter-encrusted star from his hand, then kissed his cheek. “I would be delighted.” 
 
    “Thank you, kiddo.” 
 
    The star clutched in her hand, she made her way to the tree then carefully stretched up to place the final decoration at its tip. She settled it into place, did a final bit of titivation, then stepped back to inspect their handiwork. The lights flashed merrily—even more striking now it had gone fully dark outside—the reflections glinting off all the shiny surfaces. It was pretty, cheerful, and incredibly festive. She insinuated herself between her parents, slipped an arm around each of their waists, and hugged them close. They wrapped their arms around her, too, and the three of them embraced tightly, watching the flash, flash, flash of the tree lights. An overwhelming sense of contentment, of belonging, filtered its way from the top of her head to the tips of her toes. “God, I’ve missed this.” 
 
    “Me too, love,” came the reply from both sides. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Five 
 
    Deborah looked Ginny over anxiously, seeming to go through a mental checklist as she did so. “You’ve got your walking boots on, plenty of layers, coat, hat, scarf, gloves… You’ve got your phone, haven’t you? Does it even work here? Have you checked? Here, let me phone it and make sure it goes through—” 
 
    “Mum!” Ginny put a hand on her mother’s arm, stopping her from retrieving her phone from her pocket. “I’m going in to town, not to the moon. If you’re so worried, why don’t you come with me?” 
 
    Deborah paused for a moment, biting her lip. “I’m sorry, sweetheart, I can’t. I promised your father I would help him put up the outside Christmas lights this morning, before the snow comes. You will keep an eye on the sky, won’t you? If it starts looking ominous, you’ll head home straight away? We don’t want you getting stranded in a blizzard. There is one in the forecast, remember?” She wrinkled her nose. “Perhaps give one of us a call when you’re ready to come back, and we could come and collect you? We should be done with the lights in a couple of hours—depending on how long it takes to untangle and check the damn things.” 
 
    “Honestly, Mum, I’ll be all right. Please stop panicking. My phone works just fine, and I’m wearing so many layers I can barely walk. The most danger I’m in is probably sweating to death. And besides, I’ve been okay in London for the last five years, haven’t I?” 
 
    “Ye-es, but London doesn’t get snow like we do here. You’re not used to it. It’s so deep, and you’re not familiar with the land—” 
 
    “Mum,” she said again, giving her mother’s arm a squeeze. “I won’t be going through any deep snow, though, will I? The driveway and the roads are clear, so I’ll stick to those. I’m in enough bright colors that any oncoming traffic will easily be able to see me walking at the edge of the road. I will be careful, and I will be fine. Okay?” She paused. Her mother wasn’t usually this jittery, this anxious, so she decided to concede a little. It was Christmas Eve, after all. “Tell you what, Mum. I’ll drop you a quick text once I hit the center of town to let you know I got there in one piece. Then I’ll text again when I’m heading back, so you know roughly when to expect me. If the weather turns earlier than expected, though, I’ll phone you for a lift. How’s that?” 
 
    Deborah sagged as she exhaled heavily. “That works for me, sweetheart.” She gave a wry smile. “I don’t mean to be so overbearing. It’s just that, well, you hear stories about folk getting stranded in blizzards and whatnot, and I don’t want it to happen to you.” 
 
    “I’m not going to take any risks, Mum. I promise. Now, I’d better go. Time’s getting on. I want to make sure I’m there and back again before this dreaded snowstorm. You sure you don’t need me to pick anything up while I’m there?” 
 
    Her mother nodded. “Positive. Just go and enjoy yourself, love. Have a bit of an explore. I should think everywhere will be open today—it’s like at home, Christmas Eve is just a regular day.” She rolled her eyes. “I think that’s one thing your dad does miss about London, you know—all those places practically on our doorstep, open until late on Christmas Eve. Being out here has certainly made him rethink his last-minute shopping ideas, that’s for sure. I mean, there are some wonderful little shops in town—and an amazing new café—as you’ll find out for yourself, but let’s just say it’s not the same as hitting Oxford Street.” 
 
    “I look forward to checking them out. See you later, Mum. And you guys be careful, too. I don’t want to get back and find out either of you have tumbled off a ladder or something.” She leaned in and kissed Deborah’s cheek, then opened the door, already bracing herself for the cold. It hit her as she stepped out, whooshing against her cheeks and making them sting. She hurriedly pulled the door closed behind her, not wanting to let chilly air into the house. 
 
    Ginny got to the bottom of the steps, then peered up at the sky. It was a bit of a wishy-washy day. Not sunny, but not gloomy, either. A few pale clouds scudded overhead in the wind—which was definitely more than what one would call a breeze—while darker ones hunched together on the horizon. Probably they were clinging on to the blizzard that was due later on. Well, as long as it held off for at least a couple of hours, everything would be fine. Once she returned to the retreat after her trip to town, neither she nor her parents had any need to leave again for a handful of days at least, thanks to the epic grocery store trip her father had described. 
 
    Hunching her shoulders against the cold, Ginny began her journey into the center of Silver Springs. She paused for a few moments when she reached the part of the driveway which sat alongside the eponymous springs, fascinated to see the steam rising up without a car window in between. A little shudder raced through her at the thought of stripping down to swimwear in this weather, even if it meant bathing in water as hot as the average bath—maybe hotter. It seemed nuts—and indeed, her parents had been described as such on multiple occasions, by many people—but if they were going for a swim a couple of times a week, all year round, then it had to be okay, didn’t it? It certainly hadn’t done them any harm. Quite the opposite, in fact. 
 
    When standing still in the cold became too uncomfortable, Ginny gave the clear waters one last glance, then turned away and resumed her journey. She resolved to have a dip before she went home—if her sixty-plus parents could do it, then so could she. She’d have to keep an eye out for a shop which sold swimwear. If she had no luck, she’d just have to go in in a bra and knickers, instead. 
 
    Moments later, she left her parents’ property and continued onto the road. As she’d expected, the last lot of snowfall had been ploughed up into mounds that sat on the pavements either side of the road, making them difficult, if not impossible, to walk on. So she stuck with her plan of trudging down the side of the road—remembering at the last minute that if she wanted to obey the rule of facing oncoming traffic that she needed to be on the opposite side to where she would be at home. 
 
    She stuck to the thicker piles of snow where possible, figuring it would be less slippery than areas where car tires had compacted it, then it had frozen over. Her strategy served her well, and she reached the center of town—having easily followed her parents’ directions—in around forty minutes, with no incidents. She estimated that outside of the winter months, with no snow and ice to contend with, she could easily shave ten minutes off that time, if not more. 
 
    Still, she was here, in Silver Springs proper, and her first impressions were favorable—incredibly favorable. It was an attractive area, with charming cobblestoned pavements, strings of fairy lights, and a warm, welcoming atmosphere. As she’d expected, the roads and pavements were much clearer here and, although she wouldn’t entirely let her guard down in case of black ice, she could at least take in more of her surroundings as she walked, rather than intently staring at the ground to make sure she avoided hazards. But first, she needed to send the promised text message to her mother, before she started panicking. She pulled her right glove off with her teeth, then rooted around in the pocket of her thick coat for her phone. Once she’d retrieved it, she hurriedly unlocked the screen, then tapped out a quick note to Deborah, letting her know she’d arrived in town. She waited for a moment to make sure it had sent, before locking the device, stuffing it into her pocket, then dragging her glove back on. Even that small amount of time without it had caused her fingers to tingle. 
 
    Daughterly duty complete, Ginny wandered around the slice of small-town America, drinking in the sights, exchanging polite smiles and nods with people she passed, doing a spot of window shopping, and soon reaching the conclusion that there was quite a bit going on. As her mother had said, it wasn’t exactly Oxford Street—but then who wanted it to be? This wasn’t so bad—not really what she’d expected at all. In fact, it was idyllic, unique in its own way, with its library, veterinary clinic, diner, newspaper office, jewelry store, ice cream shop, tech repair place, shoe shop, bakery, and café. To her surprise, she’d even spotted a sex toy shop, a nightclub, and somewhere selling Wiccan stuff. Maybe her parents weren’t the wackiest folks in town, after all. Maybe they fitted right in. 
 
    Having had a thorough explore of the downtown area—observing quite a few harassed-looking people who were scurrying around for last-minute gifts as she did so—Ginny decided to go and check out the café. Her mother had said it was new, and had described it as ‘amazing’—so that was a good enough excuse for Ginny to grab a drink before she made her way back to the retreat. 
 
    She thought for a moment, trying to remember which way to go. Fortunately, her sense of direction—one of her most useful skills—kicked in and within minutes she was outside Jewels Café. Its gray awnings and potted plants—at least she assumed there were plants beneath the snow on the planters—were just as welcoming as the rest of the town, as were the holiday decorations. If Ginny had been dithering about whether to go in or not—which she wasn’t—the weathered sandwich board outside the café, with its message written in chalk, would have clinched the deal in a heartbeat. It read: 
 
    Now Serving: Pumpkin Spice Lattes 
 
    There was also a cute, hand-drawn picture of a cup complete with whipped cream on the chalkboard. 
 
    Ginny smiled. How could she possibly resist that? She loved pumpkin spice lattes. And a lovely warm drink in her belly definitely wouldn’t go amiss right now. 
 
    She approached the door, stamped her feet to knock the snow from her boots, then made her way inside, the warmth and mesmerizing scents hitting her immediately as she was swallowed into the chic, modern interior. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Six 
 
    Pumpkin spice latte in hand, Ginny emerged onto the street. Her mother had been absolutely right, Jewels Café was indeed amazing, but she was all too aware of getting back to the retreat before the snow began. Hence her requesting her drink to go. Some other time, she’d happily settle down in the café and do a spot of people-watching, but not today. Not with a blizzard coming. 
 
    She glanced down at the paper cup, her heart skipping a beat when she spotted the image on the side. She’d fully expected branding, of course, and it was called Jewels Café—but what were the chances that the cups would have a whitish gem on the side, resembling a moonstone? 
 
    Ginny smiled. A café that gave out cups with her mother’s favorite jewel on the side? No wonder Deborah thought the place was so brilliant. She was probably their best customer. 
 
    Shaking her head and chuckling to herself, Ginny strolled through the downtown area in the direction of the road back to her parents’ place. A look at the darkening sky told her she didn’t need to rush, but nor should she dawdle, so she opted for something in between. She paused briefly to send another message to her mother to let her know she was on her way, and didn’t need a lift, then continued on. Her latte was soon the perfect temperature to drink, so she began sipping the delicious-smelling liquid as she walked, savoring the tantalizing flavor as it flowed over her tongue, and the warmth as it traveled down her throat and into her tummy. Mmm. God, this is good. In fact, she thought for a second, before making the vitally important statement, even though it was only inside her head, I think this could be the best damn latte I’ve ever had. And I’ve had a lot of lattes. 
 
    Surprised at the revelation, Ginny couldn’t help wondering whether her reaction to the drink was more down to location and circumstances, rather than the actual contents of the paper cup. Back home, a latte was usually something she grabbed on the go, sipped while commuting, working, doing chores, always with something else on her mind, something to do, somewhere to be. Here, although technically she was still drinking it on the go, it wasn’t because she was rushing around, with a million things to do. In fact, the only thing in her immediate future was a chilly yet refreshing walk through a magical winter wonderland, which would result in arriving at an impressive rural house. Inside were her parents, tons of food, a gorgeous, stunningly-decorated Christmas tree, and a metric ton of festive cheer. 
 
    Yes, that was it. The pumpkin spice latte, while undoubtedly delicious, was no more special than any other latte. It was just the effect of being in beautiful Silver Springs on Christmas Eve, combined with the excitement of what was around the corner. 
 
    Just then, a tingle radiated out from her belly, through her limbs, and into her extremities, before contracting back and settling between her legs, as well as making her suddenly very aware of her breasts, even buried as they were beneath layers of clothing. What the hell? I’m excited about Christmas, yes, but not in that way. I haven’t got a bloody Santa fetish! Random horniness or what? 
 
    Pushing the unexpected, not to mention uncalled for, sensations to the back of her mind, Ginny carried on walking and sipping. By the time she’d finished the drink, she was more than halfway to the retreat and on the open road with no litter bins in sight, so she carefully stuffed the empty cup into her pocket, hoping none of the dregs dribbled out. She could throw it in the recycling when she got back. 
 
    Her previous distractions over the latte and then the weird arousal—which, despite her ignoring it, still bubbled away beneath the surface, and was, if anything, growing stronger—meant she hadn’t been paying as much attention to her surroundings. Or the weather. The clouds which had hunched on the horizon earlier in the day had now been whipped overhead by the wind, and loomed threateningly. Everything seemed very gray, even the virgin snow on either side of the road, beyond where she guessed the pavement was—though they called it a sidewalk here, she remembered. The blizzard was imminent. 
 
    Ginny’s pulse fluttered. No need to panic, stupid. You’re almost back. It doesn’t matter how grim those clouds look, they’re not going to dump enough snow in the next ten minutes to bury you alive. Hopefully. 
 
    Despite her self-reassurance, she picked up her pace, more than ready now to be holed up safely in the retreat with her parents, warm and dry. 
 
    If only this bloody arousal would sod off! I’m hardly in a position to scratch the itch right now, am I? I could easily be knee deep in snow if I wanted, but not knee deep in suitable blokes— 
 
    Her thought process was abruptly curtailed as she rounded a slight bend in the road, which should have provided her with a view—albeit a distant one—of the end of the retreat’s driveway. The home stretch. Instead, however, of seeing the entrance to the property, of being able to make out the welcome sign, the sight that greeted her was something else altogether. A huge, black SUV sat at the side of the road, with two figures—no, make that three—standing beside it. 
 
    She frowned. Why on earth would someone pull over there? Surely they weren’t lost? They’d be able to use GPS, or, if they had trouble with that, wouldn’t they have gone up to the retreat to ask for help, rather than lingering by the entrance to the driveway? And who was driving around with a blizzard imminent, anyway? 
 
    Oh God, they weren’t casing the place, were they? She’d read about criminals back home who broke into houses in the days running up to Christmas to steal presents—why wouldn’t the same thing happen here? But then, why would they be casing in broad daylight—well, okay, dim daylight, and growing dimmer by the second—and from such a distance that they’d barely be able to see the house, never mind what might potentially be in it? Even if they got closer, they had the gate and fences to contend with. 
 
    A moment later, her question—or one of them, anyway—was answered when the bonnet of the vehicle was lifted up. Ahh, they’ve broken down. She gulped and glanced up at the clouds, which looked as though they were going to unload their burden at any second. Shit timing. 
 
    As she closed the distance between her and the vehicle, two of the men—she could tell they were men now; decked out in jeans, sturdy boots, and warm coats, mercifully—caught sight of her. The third man was busy beneath the bonnet. She smiled and raised a gloved hand. “Hello! Are you all right?” 
 
    “Not really!” came the response. “Damned thing has broken down.” 
 
    She waited until she was alongside them before responding. Their respective breaths formed small clouds of vapor in the air around them. “Oh no, I’m sorry. Is there anything I can do? Anyone I can call for you?” 
 
    She took in the scene. The man—presumably the SUV’s owner—hadn’t even acknowledged her. He was too busy leaning over the engine block, muttering to himself and poking and tweaking at things. He was tall and well-built, but that was all she could figure out, given his thick coat and a black fleecy hat which was pulled so low that she hadn’t a clue what he looked like. 
 
    The other two were much more forthcoming. The one who’d spoken wasn’t short, exactly—not in comparison to her, anyway—but was smaller than his companions. She guessed he was at least a handful of years older than her, with a face that somehow managed to be both kind and a little stern at the same time. The third guy was taller, with a look of mischief about him. How she’d figured that out from merely a glance and without even having spoken to him, she wasn’t sure. It was just a feeling. 
 
    Kind but stern guy shrugged and quirked an eyebrow. “Thanks, but there’s no one to call. It’s Christmas Eve. Auto shops’ll be closed now until the 27th, at least. Anyway, Trent there,” he jerked his head towards the guy muttering at the engine, “knows a little about cars, so maybe he’ll get us going again.” He peered upwards. “I sure hope it’s soon. That does not look good.” 
 
    “No,” she agreed, “it really doesn’t. Um…” She racked her brain for something she could do to help. She knew nothing about cars, had never even owned one, having lived in London all her life. There was no point. And these guys were clearly locals, so already knew the garages—auto shops, he’d called them—would be closed for a few days. “Do you need any tools or anything? My parents’ place is just here,” she pointed towards the driveway to the retreat, “so maybe my dad has something that can help? I can at least bring you something warm to drink while you, er, wait?” 
 
    Kind but stern guy and mischievous looking guy exchanged a glance, looked over at their friend, then back at her. Mischievous looking guy spoke this time, a glimmer of amusement in his brown eyes. “I think we’re good for tools, thanks. Trent’s got some in the back. But a warm drink would be much appreciated. Want me to come with you? Help you carry them?” 
 
    Ginny hesitated. Inviting a total stranger—albeit a sexy one, she acknowledged—into her parents’ home? Was that a good idea? What if it was all some kind of elaborate ruse to get inside so they could, in fact, case the joint? See what was worth stealing? They could all pile in right now, threaten violence, take what they wanted, and disappear off into the imminent blizzard, never to be seen again. 
 
    Further grumbling saved her from having to reply right away, followed by a couple of expletives. She turned to see Trent straighten, kick one of the vehicle’s tires, then stomp around and haul himself into the driver’s seat. What followed was the unmistakable sound—even to her untrained ears—of an engine that wasn’t firing. There was a chugging noise, laborious, but the usual next stage, the roar of chemicals and machinery doing their thing, didn’t come. Just a kind of wheeze, which paused as Trent switched the ignition off, then a thump as he whacked the steering wheel. He accidentally caught the horn, which blew out into the silence of the gray-white landscape, echoed, then disappeared. 
 
    Ginny turned wide eyes on his friends, who didn’t look particularly surprised by his behavior. Whether it was the broken-down vehicle or the temper they were used to, she had no idea. Either way, she was fairly certain they weren’t faking the SUV not starting. “Uh, sure.” Then an idea barreled into her head. “Hey, maybe my dad can give you a jump start?” 
 
    Mischievous guy nodded. “Oh, yeah. I’m not sure exactly what’s wrong—and I’m not gonna ask him just now—but that’s gotta be worth a try, right?” He glanced at stern but kind guy. 
 
    “I think so, if your dad doesn’t mind turning out. We’d be mighty grateful.” 
 
    “Great!” She hesitated as she envisioned walking into the house and starting to introduce her companion to her parents, only to realize she didn’t know his name. Well, that was rectified easily enough, at least. “By the way, I’m Ginny Miles. My parents own and run the retreat just here.” 
 
    She held out a hand to mischievous guy, who shook it. The action felt weird through their respective pairs of gloves, but there was no sense in anybody removing layers right now, not even for the sake of politeness. It was way too cold. “I’m Landon Jacobs. Very pleased to meet you.” 
 
    She shook hands with stern but kind guy next. “Kai Campbell. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Thank you for your help.” 
 
    Ginny shrugged. “I haven’t done anything yet.” 
 
    “But you’ve offered, so we’re grateful nonetheless,” Kai replied. 
 
    With a smile, she said, “All right. So, Landon,” she said slowly, rolling the unfamiliar name around on her tongue, “shall we go and get those drinks, and see if my dad can help?” 
 
    “Sure.” He smiled back, the action pushing deep dimples into his cheeks. 
 
    The sight tipped Ginny’s mind off its current track and onto its earlier one—from practical and helpful to horny in the blink of an eye. 
 
    Shit, she thought as she and Landon turned and began making their way up the track, I might not be knee deep in suitable guys, but I’ve gone from zero to two, just like that. And I’m hornier than ever. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Seven 
 
    Ginny and Landon had just passed into the gated-off area of the property when the snow began to fall. 
 
    Landon let out a groan. “Oh, shoot. Just when you thought things couldn’t get any worse, huh?” He flashed Ginny a wry smile. 
 
    She smiled tightly back, resolutely ignoring the dimples, the glint in his warm, chocolate-brown eyes, the pinkness in his cheeks from the cold… “Mmm-hmm.” 
 
    He frowned a little at her noncommittal response, then seemed to dismiss it. “It sure is beautiful here, isn’t it? The landscape, the lake… you must love living here.” 
 
    “Oh,” she replied, shaking her head, “I don’t live here.” 
 
    “But you said your parents—” 
 
    “They do, I don’t.” She took a breath. “As I’m sure you’ve guessed from the accent, I’m British. From London. My parents are, too. They retired out here five years ago, and I’m visiting for the first time for Christmas.” 
 
    “You’re visiting for… the first time, period, or the first time during the holidays?” 
 
    “The first time… period.” 
 
    “Wow.” Landon’s dark eyebrows disappeared beneath his gray woolly hat. “They’ve been out here five years, and you’ve only just come to visit?” 
 
    Ginny bristled. He did have a point, she supposed, but… “Yes, well, there were reasons.” 
 
    Landon bit his lip, chagrin etched into his handsome features. “Reasons that are none of my business. I’m sorry, Ginny. I had no right to judge you. I didn’t mean to, it just kinda slipped out. I guess it shows how small my world is, huh? I live and work in the town where I was born and raised. Same for Trent and Kai. I don’t know what I’d do if my folks upped sticks and moved thousands of miles away, and across an ocean.” 
 
    “You’d just get on with things, like I did. You’re not a child.” The words came out more harshly than she’d intended, and it was only then she realized just how sensitive the subject was. God, had she really buried these feelings so deep that she was completely out of touch with them? 
 
    Landon closed his eyes for a moment, then tapped his forehead with the heel of his hand. “Darn it, I think I oughta just shut my trap. Nothing I’m saying is coming out right. I’m trying to make conversation, and all I’m doing is riling you up. I sincerely apologize. I’m not doing it intentionally. I’m just… well, I guess I’m just an idiot.” 
 
    He looked so forlorn that she surprised herself again by laughing out loud, then shaking her head. “It’s all right, don’t worry about it. I’m made of tougher stuff than that. So, why don’t you tell me about yourself? And what’s going on back there?” She jerked her thumb over her shoulder, towards the road. 
 
    “Sure.” He grinned widely, his relief evident as his shoulders relaxed. “The three of us are lifelong friends—been together since kindergarten. We live a couple towns over, and we are, were, on a supply run for Trent’s ranch. He runs it with his pop. They keep horses. Kai’s done working for the holidays, and I’m freelance, so I work whenever I want. Or don’t work, in this case. Trent’s pop is feeling under the weather, so we offered to help him out. Not that I’d ever say it to him, but he’s not getting any younger. We were hoping to get back home before the weather turned.” He gave another glance at the sky, now darker still, with the flakes of snow falling faster, and growing larger. “We would have just about made it, too, except the truck decided to throw a hissy fit.” He rolled his eyes. “Crappy timing, or what?” 
 
    “Yeah, you could say that.” They reached the house, and Ginny climbed the steps onto the porch. She shook herself off and stamped her feet to remove the snow, then opened the door—which now sported a beautiful Christmas wreath—and stepped inside. Landon mimicked her actions before following her. He closed the door behind them, sealing them off from the increasingly bitter cold. “Mum, Dad—I’m back!” She thought about announcing her tagalong, but figured it’d sound rude, or weird, to start shouting that through the house. 
 
    Deborah appeared from the direction of the kitchen, all smiles, bringing with her the scent of further baking. “Oh, sweetheart, I’m so glad you’re—oh, who’s this?” She took in Landon, her eyebrows raised and her smile wider than ever. 
 
    Well aware of where her mother’s mind had gone—she probably mentally already had them paired up—Ginny said, “Mum, this is Landon. He and his friends are having some car trouble. They’ve broken down at the end of the driveway. I hope it’s okay, but I offered to bring them some warm drinks, and thought maybe Dad could give them a jump start?” She suddenly considered how impractical her father could be, and a stone of dread dropped into her stomach. “He does have some jump leads, doesn’t he?” 
 
    Deborah shrugged. “I haven’t the foggiest. I’m not sure he even knows what to do with them. Okay, first things first.” She swept over and held her hand out to Landon. He removed his gloves, and they shook. “It’s lovely to meet you, Landon. I’m Deborah. And of course,” she glanced at her daughter, a glint in her eyes, “it’s okay to take this handsome young man and his friends warm drinks. They’re most welcome to come inside and drink them, rather than standing out there. I see the snow’s started.” 
 
    Ignoring her mother’s blatant Look Ginny, he’s handsome, did you see? hint, Ginny replied dryly, “Thanks, Mum.” 
 
    “Yeah, thank you, Mrs. Miles. It’s very kind of you.” 
 
    Deborah stood there, gazing between the two of them a tad dreamily, as though imagining what their babies would look like. 
 
    Bloody hell, Mum. Could you be any less subtle? Landon probably thinks she’s cuckoo. 
 
    Ginny cleared her throat. “Where’s Dad?” 
 
    Jumping a little, Deborah focused on her daughter. “Oh, he’s in his man cave. I don’t know what he’s doing—I’ve been banned from going inside.” She chuckled. “But I’ve been married to the man forever. If I had to guess, I’d say he’s wrapping my Christmas presents.” 
 
    Shifting uncomfortably, Ginny replied, “Would you, er, mind fetching him? I’ll go and make a start on the drinks.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, of course.” She twitched the net curtain aside and peered out, then turned away from the window with a doubtful expression. “Time is of the essence here, I see. We need to get you boys on your way before the snow gets too heavy, don’t we?” Without another word, she scurried off. 
 
    Fighting the urge to roll her eyes, Ginny turned and smiled at Landon. “We’ll get you sorted, don’t worry. Shall we go and make those drinks?” She removed her gloves, hat, coat, and scarf, and hung them on the coat rack, then took off her walking boots and stowed them on a mat beneath the rack. 
 
    Landon did the same—revealing a glorious head of curly, almost-black hair when he took off his hat—then they made their way into the kitchen. “This is a beautiful home,” he said, looking around. 
 
    “It is,” she agreed. “I only arrived yesterday, so I’m still getting used to it. It’s a little different to my flat in London, and the house I grew up in.” 
 
    “I can imagine.” Then he let out a bark of laughter. “Actually, I can’t. Like I said, my world is small. Ridiculous, really, for an artist.” 
 
    “Ohh, you’re an artist?” Ginny went to a cupboard and pulled out six clean mugs. “What kind?” 
 
    Landon walked over and leaned on the edge of the work surface a couple of feet away from where Ginny was busying herself with the drinks. “Paintings, mostly, but I do sketches, too.” 
 
    “Well, you’ve certainly got a lot of inspiration around here.” She paused, then turned to him, wrinkling her nose. “Actually, that was a stupid thing to say. I’m assuming you paint and draw landscapes. For all I know, you could do portraits.” 
 
    He stared at her then, not saying a word, his gaze intense. 
 
    Shit. She quickly returned her attention to the task at hand, steadfastly ignoring the quiver in her hands, the relentless skipping of her heart, and the burning ache in her erogenous zones that only seemed to strengthen the closer she was to Landon. 
 
    Fuck. At this rate, I’ll soon be imagining what our babies would look like, too. 
 
    “Coffee?” she almost squeaked. “Tea? Hot chocolate?” 
 
    An indecipherable expression that made him look more mischievous than ever flitted momentarily across Landon’s face. The dimples reappeared, and he ran a hand through his hair. He had large hands, with long, delicate-looking fingers that could… 
 
    Ginny gulped, stopping the thought dead before it continued down the delicious, dirty track, and clutching a teaspoon so tightly that the metal edges dug into her palm. The pain brought her back to the task at hand, but only just. 
 
    “Coffee for me, please. Strong, black, no sugar.” He paused. “The same for Trent, and… er… hot chocolate for Kai.” 
 
    She tilted her head to one side and gave him a quizzical look, making him laugh. “Don’t worry, either would be fine. He’s not that fussy.” 
 
    “Coming right up.” She looked away then, grateful to focus her attention on something else, anything else. He was extremely distracting, and the effect he was having on her libido was insane, like he was some kind of Viagra for women, personified. 
 
    He hadn’t continued the conversation about his work, but she didn’t prompt him. Talking to him would mean looking at him, listening to his deep voice. No, it was much safer to boil water, fire up the coffeemaker, open the hot chocolate, spoon out sugar, and retrieve milk. 
 
    Compared to spending any longer in close proximity to Landon Jacobs, walking a tightrope in stilettos would be safer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eight 
 
    An hour later, Ginny held open the front door of her parents’ place as everyone trudged in, dejected and shivering. Once the last person was safely inside, she closed and locked the door, glad to be shutting out the snowstorm, which had now blown up to whiteout proportions. 
 
    “I’m so sorry we didn’t manage to get you on the move again, lads,” Charlie said, then started removing his outerwear and hanging it up, “but at least we got the truck off the road and onto our driveway, out of harm’s way.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Trent grunted, peering at Ginny’s father from the corner of his eye, seemingly unwilling to face anyone properly, “thanks, Mr. Miles. We really appreciate the help.” He hadn’t made any kind of move to take off his coat or boots. “But I wonder, could we impose on your kindness a little more? Do you have a couple of flashlights we could borrow, please? I have one in the truck, but if we’re going to walk home, we could really do with one each. It’ll be full dark soon and we’ll need all the help we can get.” 
 
    Landon and Kai snapped their heads to look at their friend, horror written all over their faces. Kai opened his mouth, but Deborah beat him to it. 
 
    “Walk home? Are you having a bloody laugh? You’ll do no such thing, young man! I wouldn’t let you start traipsing about in this filthy weather if you lived next door, never mind two towns over. I won’t hear of it.” 
 
    Trent had straightened considerably and was looking Deborah directly in the face. His mouth had formed a perfect ‘o’ shape as she’d told him off, and now he gave a weak smile. “B-but, pardon me, ma’am, what else can we do? My truck is out of action, the snow is already settling, and you guys don’t have a car suitable for driving in this. Not that I would let you turn out in it even if you did. And,” he let out a heavy sigh and wrung his gloved hands together, “the snow’s falling so thick and so fast now that it’s already hazardous. By the time anyone we know could get out here to collect us, the roads could be impassable. Or they could get here and not be able to get back. Ugh, what a mess!”  
 
    He glanced helplessly around at everyone, giving Ginny her first proper view of his face. He had striking blue eyes which currently flashed with what she suspected was a mixture of irritation and defeat. They’d had a really good go at trying to start the SUV with and without the jump leads—fueled by tea, coffee, and hot chocolate—before reluctantly admitting it wasn’t going to happen and pushing the vehicle onto the driveway where it wouldn’t be a danger to any other road users. They hadn’t even dared to try to use Charlie and Deborah’s car to tow it, since the snow had already been sticking and, without winter tires, all they’d probably have done was get their vehicle stranded, too. Ginny had made a mental note to talk to her parents about that. They might not drive very far, particularly in the winter, but it was better to be safe than sorry, as the saying went. 
 
    Charlie, who was always able to maintain calm in a crisis, padded over in his socked feet and put a hand on Trent’s arm. “What you can do is…” He shot a questioning look at his wife, who inclined her head. “Stop stressing and get your wet clothes and boots off. You’re staying here the night—all of you. There’s plenty of room at the inn.” He smiled, obviously pleased with himself for making a topical joke as he looked over at Landon, then Kai. “Get your gear off, then call whoever you need to call and let them know you’re safe and that you’ll be home tomorrow.” 
 
    Trent met Charlie’s eyes. “But, sir, it’s Christmas Eve. It’s already an imposition, but on Christmas Eve?” 
 
    “Look,” Deborah said firmly, making Trent snap his attention back to her. “The way I see it, you really have no choice. It’s not safe for anyone to be out on the roads right now, either in a vehicle or on foot. Flashlights or not, visibility is crap. We have a warm place for you to stay tonight, and plenty of room. There’s also a ton of food. So, do as my husband says and make your calls, then we’ll get you settled in. All we can do is ride this blizzard out and see how things stand in the morning.” 
 
    This time, Kai jumped in before his hotheaded friend could say anything else. “Yes, please, Mr. and Mrs. Miles. Thank you so much for your kindness and generosity.” He’d already pulled off his gloves and stepped forward now to shake each of their hands, before turning to Trent with a glare. “Look, buddy, Mrs. Miles is right. We don’t have a choice. You can do whatever the hell—pardon me—you like, but I’m sure not going out walking in that weather. It’s stupid, and irresponsible, and I don’t want to be the one who has to call your pop and let him know his only son is lost in a blizzard, probably frozen to death, all right? Just stop being so darn stubborn for once, would you?” 
 
    Landon caught Ginny’s eye, then grinned and rolled his eyes—silently lamenting his friend’s behavior. Then he set about removing his outdoor gear. “I second what Kai said, Mr. and Mrs. Miles. I’d like to accept your offer of a roof over my head for the night. Thank you.” He tucked his boots beside Charlie’s and hung his other items up. 
 
    “You’re so welcome,” Deborah said, then stepped over to him, draped an arm around his shoulders and led him towards the kitchen. “Come on, let’s get some more warm drinks on the go, shall we, then go and sit by the fire, thaw out? Boys, are you coming?” she added, throwing the words over her shoulder as she disappeared out of sight. 
 
    Ginny watched, incredulous, as Kai stowed his gear away and hurried after them, followed swiftly by her father. She blinked stupidly for a moment, wondering what on earth had just happened. Then she shook her head to toss away the confusion, only then truly realizing that this had left her alone with Trent. AKA grumpy bugger. 
 
    She slid her gaze over to him, only to find him staring straight back at her, his eyes glinting. God, they were mesmerizing. He was mesmerizing, in spite of his quick temper and stubbornness. And her body clearly agreed with her brain on that count—the heaviness in her breasts and crotch had ramped up considerably. 
 
    Acutely aware of his bulk filling the hallway, making her feel tiny, she gave him a tight grin and began dragging off her gloves, hat, coat, scarf and boots. Once everything was put away, she retrieved her phone from one coat pocket, then suddenly remembered the empty paper cup from Jewels Café. She grabbed it from the other pocket, then hurried off after the others, more than happy to leave him to his glowering. He might be hot, but she wasn’t at all keen on his moodiness. 
 
    She all but dove into the kitchen and, after stowing her phone in her jeans pocket, then dropping her empty cup into the recycling container and letting Deborah know her plans, busied herself with digging out snack food from the cupboards. Anything to keep her distracted. Because the last thing she needed right now was the opportunity to dwell on her situation: being stuck in the house overnight with three smoking hot guys, all of whom she was attracted to, with the raging horn, and her parents right there. 
 
    She had a feeling it was going to be the longest Christmas Eve of her entire life. A glance at the clock confirmed it, and she bit back a groan. God, how many hours did they have to fill before she could reasonably sneak off to bed and pull the duvet over her head? Ooh, maybe I can use jetlag as an excuse? 
 
    As Trent finally joined them in the increasingly chaotic room, adding another layer to her simmering arousal, she closed her eyes for a second and sent up an extra-special, extra-heartfelt Christmas wish to move the clock forward a handful of hours so she could spare herself any further agony. 
 
    No such luck. The clock remained resolutely on the hour it had been on when she’d closed her eyes. Damn it. This is a bloody nightmare! What the hell am I going to do? Maybe a glass of wine or two? Or three? 
 
    No. That was a catastrophically bad idea. Lowering her inhibitions and loosening her tongue was the last thing she should be doing. That was a recipe for disaster. She sighed, and resigned herself to the fact she was simply going to have to grin and bear this horror show, stone-cold sober. 
 
    So much for a nice, family Christmas. 
 
    Hopefully the blizzard would burn itself out overnight. Then, as soon as the snow ploughs had been through, the three men could get on the road—either by her father driving them home, or them having someone come and collect them. Perhaps they knew someone with a vehicle that had enough torque to tow Trent’s back with them. 
 
    After loading all the snacks she’d unearthed onto a tray, she carried it into the living room and set it down on the coffee table. Then she drew the curtains—giving the wildly-swirling snowflakes outside the window a dirty look as she did so—switched on the Christmas tree lights, then all the other decorative lights, and lit some candles. After giving the fire a poke to liven it up a bit, she grabbed a handful of her mother’s homemade biscuits from the tray and flung herself into the armchair in the corner of the room. It was a single seater, and she curled her legs up to the side, tucked her feet beneath her bottom, and hoped nobody noticed she was there. With a spot of luck, one of her parents would put on a sappy Christmas movie and they could all sit in complete silence and almost-darkness for a couple of hours. 
 
    Just then, everyone began piling in from the kitchen, carrying yet more food and steaming mugs. “Right then, everyone!” her mother trilled, “find yourself a seat and get comfy, then dig in to whatever you want. There’s plenty.” 
 
    At that, the three men shuffled around awkwardly, probably not wanting to sit in the ‘wrong’ chair. Kai spotted her holed up in the corner and gave a little frown before settling himself at one end of the largest sofa. 
 
    Ginny was just wondering where her father had got to when he burst into the room, Santa hat back on his head and a string of tinsel draped around his neck. But that wasn’t even what worried Ginny the most, what made her heart begin racing and her palms prickle with sweat. That honor went to the box clutched in his hands. 
 
    He held it aloft, almost like that scene out of The Lion King, and said, “All right, everyone, who’s for Scrabble?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nine 
 
    Ginny woke the next morning to the sound of her father’s loud whistling from the hallway. In other words, he’d decided it was time she was up. Normally he was happy to let her have a lie in, but today was different. 
 
    Today was Christmas Day. 
 
    A frisson of excitement ran through her as she thought about the day ahead—the exchange of presents, the delicious food… but then something else slammed into her head with the force of an anvil dropped from a great height. 
 
    The house is full of strangers. Sexy strangers. 
 
    She didn’t know how she could have forgotten—even for a second. Maybe her brain had blocked it out as some kind of protective mechanism. The previous evening was something that should be blocked out—preferably permanently. 
 
    Normally, her father whipping out Scrabble would have been fine. The three of them spending Christmas Eve playing board games was nothing out of the ordinary, and just one part of the Miles family tradition she loved so much. But all she’d wanted was to hide away from the three men sending her hormones into overdrive, then disappear off to bed as soon as she could get away with it. 
 
    Instead, she’d been dragged into a situation which had brought her right up close to Landon, Trent, and Kai, making her physical discomfort worse still. Trent had remained quiet throughout, but had thrown her the occasional brief glance, each one adding to her burden of arousal. Landon, on the other hand, had been chatty, fun, and charming, full of big, dimply smiles, twinkling eyes, and belly laughs. Kai had fallen somewhere in between. He was incredibly polite, fiercely quick-witted and, as was perhaps to be expected from an English teacher—which they’d learned along the way—excellent at Scrabble. He and Landon had done much more than give her brief glances, though. On multiple occasions she’d had to resist the temptation to squirm in her seat as their heat-filled gazes had bored into her. It had been all she could do to not lock herself in the bathroom and rub herself to climax, just to relieve some of the intense pressure. 
 
    And it wasn’t only physical pressure, either. She was confused as hell. As the hours had crawled by, it had becoming increasingly obvious that all three men were attracted to her. She knew she wasn’t bad-looking, but what were the chances of three men—best friends, no less—all fancying her? On the flip side, what were the chances of her fancying all three of them? They were all gorgeous, to be fair, but there was more to attraction than just looks. And while Landon and Kai had plenty of other positive personality traits, Trent was a moody, closed book. A book with an incredibly appealing cover, but a closed one nonetheless. Where she felt she’d got to know the other two—mainly thanks to her parents’ conversational skills, since Ginny herself had still been hoping to melt into the background—she knew nothing more about Trent than he ran a horse ranch with his father, he had a black truck, and was prone to irritability and moodiness. He’d played the game, said just enough to remain polite, but that was it. 
 
    And now she had to drag herself from the warm, soft embrace of her bed and back into… whatever the hell you called it when your long-awaited, highly-anticipated family Christmas was inadvertently gatecrashed by three sexy men who made you so horny you wanted to scream. 
 
    More whistling. 
 
    “All right, all right,” she muttered, flinging off the thick duvet, then swinging her legs around and putting her feet on the floor. “I’m bloody well up.” 
 
    She shook her head, aware she was being just as grumpy as Trent, if not more so. After all, his truck had broken down and left him and his friends stranded on Christmas Eve. He had to be pissed off and disappointed that he hadn’t been able to get back home and spend Christmas morning with his family—as well as probably feeling a certain amount of guilt that he’d prevented his friends from doing the same. Her only problem was some unexpected visitors and the bizarre effect they were having on her. She needed to buck up—the sooner everyone was up and about, the sooner they could assess the situation and hopefully get the threesome safely on their way. 
 
    Feeling better for having some decisive action, she headed for the en suite. That had been an expected bonus on her arrival—because the place was a retreat as well as a home, all the rooms had their own private bathrooms. Obviously it wouldn’t have been a problem to share a bathroom with her parents, but bumping into one of the three men in her current state wasn’t exactly preferable. 
 
    Half an hour later, having showered, brushed her teeth, and dressed, she left her room and headed for the kitchen in search of her mother. As expected, she found her in front of a crowded work surface, apron tied on, Santa hat on her head, and a big smile on her face. 
 
    “Morning, Mum. Merry Christmas!” 
 
    Deborah spun around, obviously having been so engrossed in her task that she hadn’t heard her daughter’s arrival, making her plaits whizz round after her. “Merry Christmas, sweetheart!” She hurried over and enveloped her daughter in a hug. “Good morning.” She pulled away, wrinkling her nose. “Your hair is still wet. You can’t walk around like that.” 
 
    Ginny smiled. “I know, Mum. That’s why I came to find you. Can I borrow your hairdryer again?” 
 
    “Of course! You know where it is.” 
 
    “Great, thanks. Where’s Dad gone, anyway? He was whistling like mad in the hallway outside my room not so long ago, now he’s nowhere to be seen.” 
 
    Her face serious, Deborah replied, “He’s gone down the driveway with the boys to see what the situation is. It’s stopped snowing for now, but there’s another blizzard due later. The snow ploughs won’t come through today, so if they don’t think the roads are passable, I’m afraid our visitors will be sticking around for a little longer.” 
 
    Ginny’s heart flip-flopped. “Oh, really? That’s…” She didn’t want to be rude, because she knew her mother wouldn’t approve, so she settled for, “Unfortunate. I’m sure they’re eager to get home.” 
 
    With a shrug, Deborah replied, “I’m sure they are, sweetheart. But if the road isn’t passable, there’s nothing anyone can do about it. And I don’t want to make them feel like they’re not welcome, in case Trent gets any more ideas in his head about marching off into the snow.” She shook her head. “It might be daylight now, but there’s been an entire night’s worth of snow dumped. I really don’t want those boys to attempt trekking in it, if nobody can get over here to collect them. I’m sure their mothers wouldn’t want them to, either.” 
 
    On impulse, Ginny wrapped her mother in another hug, then kissed her cheek, before releasing her. “You’re so thoughtful. And you’re right, of course. If they need to stay longer, they need to stay longer. The only thing is, if they do need to stay… what do we do about Christmas?” 
 
    Deborah lifted a hand and wafted it in the direction of the loaded work surface. “Tons of food, remember? It won’t be a problem. No one’s going to go hungry.” 
 
    “I don’t mean food, Mum. I mean presents. Won’t it be weird for the three of us to be exchanging gifts, when our guests don’t have anything? A bit like we’re rubbing their noses in it?” 
 
    Her mother screwed her lips up, clearly deep in thought. 
 
    Just then, the front door opened, bringing with it the sound of footsteps and male voices. 
 
    Both women glanced in the direction of the hallway, then back at each other. Deborah said quietly, “Quick, go and sort your hair. Leave it with me.” 
 
    It was only when she’d retrieved the hairdryer and plugged it into the socket beside the dressing table in her room that Ginny really considered what her mother had said. Not “Go and sort your hair,” but “Quick, go and sort your hair.” As though she needed to do it before anyone saw her. And she suspected it wasn’t her father Deborah had in mind. 
 
    Ginny groaned. Deborah Miles on a matchmaking mission was not the gift she’d been hoping for this Christmas. 
 
    But then, who was she intending to matchmake her with? It was clear she’d taken a liking to Landon—which was hardly surprising, as they were both free spirits—but Kai had also been a pretty big hit with her parents the previous evening. 
 
    Given Ginny felt equally drawn to both of them—as well as Trent—perhaps her mother’s potential intervention wouldn’t be such a bad thing. Her mother could choose for her—that was, assuming all three of them were even single. A completely bonkers way of looking at things, but then, nothing had been entirely normal since she’d laid eyes on them the previous afternoon, so why start with convention now? 
 
    She continued to mull things over as she blow dried her hair, scrunching the chin-length blonde tresses with her fingers and coaxing them into their usual bouncy waves. Her mind was a maelstrom of thoughts—her off-the-scale libido, which, once again, had ramped up when the men had returned to the house; the fact she had the hots for all three of them; the not knowing if they were still snowed in or not. 
 
    Ginny quickly came to the conclusion that the not knowing was worse. So she hurriedly finished off her hair, slipped in her reindeer earrings—her dad would freak out when he saw them—and added a slick of festive red lipstick before leaving her room and heading back in the direction of the kitchen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Ten 
 
    When Ginny got to the kitchen, she didn’t even need to ask what the verdict was—it was obvious from the increased activity. What had before been a crowded work surface was now totally rammed. Mammoth amounts of food sat around—vegetables waiting to be peeled, sausages and bacon defrosting, eggs, bread… the list went on. 
 
    Five pairs of eyes swung in her direction as she entered. She smiled tightly, then allowed herself to be swept into her father’s arms. “Good morning, Moony! Merry Christmas!” He kissed her cheek, then gripped her shoulders and pushed her to arm’s length so he could admire her earrings. Beaming, he said, “They’re quite something, kiddo. I love them.” 
 
    This time her smile was genuine, although a pang of embarrassment hit her in the gut at the thought the others might have heard what he’d called her. “I thought you might. That’s why I bought them. Merry Christmas, Dad.” 
 
    He stepped up beside her, slung an arm around her shoulder and squeezed her, then dropped a kiss on the top of her head. “As I’m sure you’ve probably guessed by now, our guests will be staying with us longer than expected.” He indicated the three men, who stood awkwardly in the center of the kitchen, probably painfully aware of their encroachment on a family Christmas, although it was nobody’s fault. “But I’ve assured them we can handle it. Right, Moony?” 
 
    Shit—they can hardly have failed to hear what he called me that time. 
 
    Blissfully ignorant of her growing embarrassment, Charlie continued, “Thankfully my lovely wife is an excellent overshopper, as well as an excellent cook. And, as you know, our daughter is a sought-after patisserie chef. With the skill of these two beautiful ladies, and my humble help, we’ll have no problems whipping up a Christmas feast to remember. I know you’d rather be with your families, but hopefully we’ll do as substitutes.” 
 
    The three men had taken in Charlie’s little speech with something akin to wonder on their faces. And it was understandable—he seemed almost excited at the prospect of a full house on Christmas Day. But then, he and Deborah had always wanted more children, so maybe he was relishing the opportunity to borrow someone else’s children—despite the fact they were grown adults—for the day. 
 
    Kai recovered first. He flicked his gaze to Ginny’s face for a moment—sending a flare of awareness zipping through her—then looked back at her father and cleared his throat. “Again, we can’t thank you enough. All of you. However, I don’t know about my friends here,” he jerked his head towards Landon and Trent, “but I’m certainly not going to sit around while the three of you prepare a meal for six people. I insist on helping. Admittedly, I’m not an excellent cook or a sought-after patisserie chef, but I know how to peel a potato. Please, put me to work.” 
 
    Ginny just caught the deeply impressed expression on her mother’s face—oh, that’ll be another point in Kai’s favor, then—before Landon piped up with, “I second that. The thanks and the insistence on helping, I mean.” He shrugged. “I’m actually pretty good in the kitchen.” 
 
    Will that be two points in Landon’s favor, then? She sneaked another look at Deborah, who was suppressing a smirk. 
 
    It was clear what had to happen next, but the silence which stretched out was excruciating. Finally, Trent shuffled his feet, lifted his head—he’d been staring at the tiled floor up to then—and looked Charlie in the eye. “Sir, you are a gentleman. And your wife a wonderful lady.” He aimed a polite nod in Deborah’s direction. “I’m also grateful for everything you’ve done for us, and I can’t apologize enough for having to take advantage of your generosity even further. I’m not used to being waited on, neither, but I expect that six people in your kitchen will make it a little overcrowded. Especially when one of them’s as big as me. However, I’d be happy to do anything else that needs doing—chop firewood, bring in firewood, shovel snow, set tables—whatever you need.” 
 
    He didn’t seem grumpy now, just… lost, maybe? Was he worried about his father, home alone on Christmas Day? A sudden rush of warmth for him filtered through her veins. It was one hell of a cliché, she knew, but perhaps he was just misunderstood. Shyness could often come off as sullenness or grumpiness. Maybe he wasn’t as bad as she’d come to believe. 
 
    “Well!” Charlie released Ginny and clapped his hands. “Seems as though it’s all hands on deck.” He turned to his wife. “You’re in charge, my love. Where should we start?” 
 
    Hands on hips, Deborah gave a thoughtful pout and cast her gaze over each of them in turn. Something about the way she narrowed her eyes slightly when taking in their guests, then her daughter, set Ginny’s teeth on edge. Oh God, what is going through that devious head of hers? 
 
    After what felt like forever, she said, “Well, before we can even think about dinner, we need to sort out breakfast. First things first, do any of you boys have any allergies? None of you is vegetarian or anything, are you?” 
 
    Trent looked almost offended by the idea and shook his head profusely. “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “I’ll eat anything,” Landon added. 
 
    “Same here,” Kai finished. 
 
    “Good. The traditional Christmas morning breakfast in the Miles household is hideously unhealthy, I’m afraid. But none of you are packing so much as an extra pound, so it doesn’t matter. Eggs, bacon, sausages, hash browns, beans, tomatoes, mushrooms, toast. Shout up if there’s anything there you don’t want or like.” After being met with a resolute silence, she chuckled. “All right. Charlie, you’re with me on breakfast duty. Landon and Kai, if you could make a start on the vegetables for dinner. Trent and Ginny, you’re on wood collecting duty. We need to load up the boiler as well as the fire in the front room, all right? The axes are mounted on the wall in the shed, if you need them, and you’ll see the baskets.” 
 
    Ginny nodded at her mother, not daring to look over at Trent. Instead, she flashed a smile so wide it almost hurt. “Sounds like a good plan, Mum. We’ll be off, then.” 
 
    Well played, Mother. Very well played. Sneaky bugger. 
 
    As she headed into the hallway, her father called, “Switch the outside lights on as you go, would you, Moony?” 
 
    “Will do, Dad,” she called over her shoulder. Fuck, if one of those three doesn’t ask why the hell he calls me Moony, it’ll be a bloody Christmas miracle. 
 
    However, it was unlikely to be Trent, who followed her into the hallway in complete silence, and didn’t utter a word as they donned boots, coats, hats, scarves and gloves. Just before she opened the door, she flicked the outside lights on. She’d known instinctively her father didn’t mean the lights intended for illumination—it was broad daylight, after all. Rather, he referred to the strings of colorful Christmas lights he and Deborah had put up the previous day while she’d been in Silver Springs. God, that already felt like a lifetime ago. Had it really been less than twenty-four hours? 
 
    That done, she opened the door and stepped out into the cold, which immediately whipped across her exposed face. Luckily, the overhang meant there wasn’t much snow at all on the porch—just a few patches where the wind had blown it—so it didn’t need clearing. The steps, however, had already been cleared. She trudged down them, the sound of the front door closing behind her telling her Trent was following. Before she headed for the woodshed, she turned and faced the house so she could look at the Christmas lights. The sight of them flashing away, perfectly visible given the dullness of the day, made her smile. She ought to stop being so miserable, really. It was Christmas Day, and she and her family were doing something nice for some people in need of help—that was nothing to be miserable about. 
 
    And, remembering her thoughts about potential reasons for Trent’s quietness, she decided to make an effort with him. She turned to see him standing a few feet away, also watching the colorful bulbs dancing to a tune they couldn’t hear. “Merry Christmas,” she said, then gave a gentle, closed-mouth smile when he looked at her, “I’m sorry you’re not able to spend it with your father. Have you spoken to him? Is he all right?” 
 
    He blinked slowly, as if surprised by her question, then nodded. “He’s fine, thank God. I called him earlier to let him know I wouldn’t be able to make it back today after all, and wished him a Merry Christmas. He’s feeling much better, so he’ll head over to my aunt’s later on. That’s where we were spending the day, anyway. Always have done, since my mom passed. So he’ll have a nice meal and some company.” 
 
    Ugh, he’s so young to have lost his mother. I did wonder why she hadn’t been mentioned before. “Oh? He’s not snowed in?” 
 
    Trent shook his head. “No. There was a little snow, but nothing like the blizzard over this way. A pain in the ass for us—and you guys—but at least I know my pops will be all right. And he’s well enough today to take care of the horses, so I don’t have to worry about that, either.” He paused, and his face softened as he said, “Merry Christmas, by the way.” 
 
    “All of our plans might have gone awry, but we can still have a good day, can’t we? We’ve got a roof over our heads, heat, and plenty of food. Mum’s probably secretly smug in there,” she jerked her thumb in the direction of the house, “that she bought so much now. As though she could have predicted what would happen, and that we’d have three more mouths to feed.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he replied, his lips actually forming into something akin to a smile now, “we can definitely still have a good day. Your folks are good people—taking us in like that.” He paused, then, to her utter shock, full-on smiled. The effect was stunning and catastrophic all at once, and had the result of making her more attracted to him than ever. He arched an eyebrow. “So, you gonna tell me why your pop keeps calling you Moony? I thought your name was Ginny?” 
 
    Her stomach lurched. Oh, for fuck’s sake. “Come on!” she said, far too loudly, her voice ringing out into the still, silent landscape, then turned and marched in the direction of the woodshed, a mixture of arousal and embarrassment making her so hot beneath her layers that she was in danger of melting. “This wood isn’t going to collect itself.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eleven 
 
    Ginny crunched through the snow, which was easily up to her knees, her thighs burning with the effort of having to lift her feet so high. Her mother was right, they didn’t have snow like this back home. She lamented the fact she couldn’t get up any kind of speed. Not without falling arse over tit, anyway. Of course, it wouldn’t matter if she could hurry, because although she was kind of running away from him, she and Trent were headed for the same destination. And, when they got there, he was bound to repeat his question, with the expectation of an answer. Bloody hell, Dad, why can’t you just call me Ginny, like everyone else? 
 
    Her parents’ woodshed was actually more like a regular garden shed than the lean-to type thing she’d expected, albeit on a very large scale. She couldn’t blame them, though. Why stand outside in the elements chopping and stacking wood when you could at least have a roof over your head and some walls to keep the worst of the chill away? 
 
    Ginny was glad for her parents’ sake that they’d opted for this kind of shed—apparently, they’d pulled down the old, almost-falling-down one and replaced it—but unfortunately, it meant she and Trent would be confined in a relatively small space. The structure was large, but it was also packed with plenty of wood, leaving little room for people. 
 
    Her heart raced as she pulled open the door, then hooked it back. There was little enough light in the shed as it was, without the door blowing shut on them, and for some reason her father hadn’t yet sorted out connecting this outbuilding to the electricity supply. Without looking behind her—she daren’t—Ginny bent and retrieved one of the baskets, then stepped over to the enormous woodpile and began filling it with the chopped logs, enjoying the scent of fresh wood that filled the air. The bottoms of her legs were chilly, where the snow had melted and soaked into her jeans, so she worked quickly to warm herself up, and also speed things along. The sooner they were done, the sooner they could go back inside. 
 
    She knew Trent had caught up with her when a shadow loomed briefly in the doorway, but said nothing. Didn’t know what to say. 
 
    The silence hung heavier than the threat of further snow as he shuffled up beside her, basket in hand, and began loading up. 
 
    She sneaked a peek at him from the corner of her eye, half-wishing that they did need to chop some wood—she’d certainly appreciate the sight of him swinging an axe. She’d just have to imagine the bulge and flex of his muscles, hidden as they were beneath layers of clothing. 
 
    Trent’s deep, melodious voice suddenly sliced into the stillness. “I didn’t mean to, er, pry, you know. About your… nickname. I was just making conversation.” 
 
    They stopped filling their baskets and turned to each other. 
 
    She met his eyes, but when she opened her mouth to respond, she found it had gone drier than the Sahara. She closed it again, then swallowed hard, hoping to coax some saliva into being. What the fuck is going on here? He’s turned me into a nervy teenager. “It’s all right,” she eventually forced out, then shrugged. “It’s just embarrassing, that’s all. I’ve asked him a million times not to call me that, but it never sinks in. I don’t think he does it maliciously, though, so it’s hard to be mad at him.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Trent nodded. “He doesn’t seem like he’s got it in him to be malicious. He’s a truly nice guy. So,” he raised an eyebrow in query, “are you going to tell me? The more you stall and make excuses, the more intrigued I become.” 
 
    Ginny blew out a heavy breath and shot Trent a glare. I’m beginning to think I preferred it when he didn’t speak. “Okay, you win. He calls me Moony because it’s a shortened version of my given name—Moonstone.” She cringed in anticipation of Trent’s reaction. 
 
    But it wasn’t what she’d expected—far from it. He frowned. “Moonstone? What’s wrong with that?” 
 
    Her eyes went wide. “Are you kidding?” 
 
    “No.” He shook his head, then thought for a moment. “Perhaps that’s unusual back in England, but out here… it just isn’t. I know other women named after jewels and gemstones. So where does ‘Ginny’ come from, then? I understand Moony from Moonstone, but I don’t see how you get Ginny from that.” 
 
    “You don’t,” she replied, a smile tweaking at the corners of her lips. Was he just being polite, or trying to get on her good side? “Ginny comes from my middle name—Guinevere.” 
 
    “Ahh.” He gave a nod, then faced the log pile and resumed loading his basket. “I see. It all makes sense now. For what it’s worth,” he glanced over at her, “I think Moonstone is a pretty name. So’s Guinevere.” 
 
    Heat infused Ginny’s cheeks. She snapped her attention back to her task. “Th-thanks. I like Trent, too, actually.” 
 
    “The name?” he asked quietly. “Or the man who belongs to it?” 
 
    She knew he was staring at her, but refused to look away from the logs. Instead, she fixed her gaze on a chopped-off end, following the grain and pattern of the wood with her eyes, as though she’d never seen anything so fascinating in her entire life. 
 
    The atmosphere grew so thick she could almost reach out and touch it. Tingles erupted throughout her entire body, startling her and causing her to gasp and drop her basket. Before she could react, though, Trent had pushed the falling basket off to one side, preventing the heavy load from landing on her feet. Even in heavy-duty walking boots and thick socks, that would have hurt. 
 
    An almighty racket rang out as gravity did its job, and Ginny snapped her head to watch the bounce and roll of the logs on the concrete floor. When everything had fallen still and silent once more, she turned the other way to look at Trent. He’d abandoned his basket on the floor and stood gazing at her, an inscrutable expression on his face. “Well?” he asked, as their eyes met. 
 
    “Well, what?” 
 
    “Is it the name you like, or the man who belongs to it?” 
 
    “B-both.” She swallowed as her stomach did a lazy flip flop. “Excellent reflexes, by the way. Thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome. I couldn’t have you crushing your feet on Christmas Day. Can’t get you to a hospital, for starters.” He took a step closer, forcing her to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact. The tingles increased in intensity and she knew now that kissing him was inevitable. It didn’t matter whether she might have consciously chosen Landon or Kai—there was something way beyond the conscious mind at work here, and she was helpless to resist. She didn’t really want to, anyway. 
 
    “T-that’s true. Where is the nearest hospital?” 
 
    He gave her a quizzical look, then, seeming to reach the conclusion she was babbling, shook his head. “Merry Christmas, Moonstone Guinevere Miles.” 
 
    “You alrea—” She was aware of the faintest hint of minty, warm breath—her parents must have given him a spare toothbrush—then his lips landing on hers rendered her silent. Surprisingly soft lips, she soon discovered, despite the rest of the man being so rough and ready. He wrapped his arms around her and hauled her up against him, forcing her up onto tiptoes. Somehow, though they both wore umpteen layers of clothing, an intense heat scorched between them, and they might as well have been completely naked. Fuck, I wish we were completely naked. The cold, damp sensation around her shins, calves and knees melted into nothingness as her entire body burned. 
 
    Grabbing on to the barest shred of cognizant thought, Ginny looped her arms around Trent’s neck and kissed him back. The tingles now felt more like an electric shock, terrifying and thrilling all at once. What was oddest of all, though, was the seamless way in which they seemed to fit together. Often when two people kissed for the first time, there was awkwardness, hesitation, as they figured things out. 
 
    Not this time. They kissed and embraced as though they were lovers who’d been parted for months or years on end and were now being reunited. They clung tightly to each other, their tongues plundering each other’s mouths, their movements hungry, frantic. 
 
    Ginny slipped her gloved hands up beneath Trent’s fleecy hat and grabbed at the back of his blond hair, then tugged. The shifting of his head broke their kiss, and she trailed her lips down his stubbled chin, along his strong jawline, then as far down his neck as his scarf and coat collar would allow—which wasn’t far. Her progress impeded, she pulled away, gasping for air and her heart doing somersaults. Every instinct in her wanted to take things further, to remove clothing, to bare skin. To fuck. She was completely consumed with the need to have him inside her, thrusting away, pounding them both into orgasm. It was so powerful it was making her dizzy. She maintained her grip on him, fearful her legs would give way. She didn’t want to fall—she wanted to fuck. Screw. Make love. Bonk. Have sex. 
 
    And why the hell shouldn’t they? They were consenting adults, and the fact he’d kissed her first answered the question as to his availability. 
 
    That decided, she let her overwhelming lust take over, and released his hair, only to snap her hands down to his waistband. Just as she came to the conclusion that her gloves were not helping matters, there came an ominous creaking sound from outside, one her brain couldn’t quite compute. By the time it caught up, a thick sheet of snow had slid from the shed roof and fallen with a soft whoomp to the ground. 
 
    And, of course, she realized, as they jumped apart, then hurried to the door and peered out, it had to be on their side of the shed. 
 
    Now, before they could go anywhere, they’d have to dig themselves a path through the massive pile of snow which had been deposited in front of the door. 
 
    Merry bloody Christmas, indeed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twelve 
 
    “Oh, there you are,” Deborah said, wiping her hands on a tea towel and flicking her gaze between her daughter and Trent, her eyes narrowing almost imperceptibly as she did so. “We were beginning to think you’d got lost.” 
 
    The two of them had put their loads down in the hallway before removing their outerwear and traipsing into the kitchen. Ginny shook her head, taking in the scene of domesticity before her—all the men were still working on their assigned tasks and the room was filled with the scent of cooking food and the sounds of chopping and slicing. “Not lost—but there was a bit of an avalanche situation. A load of snow slid off the shed roof and landed in front of the door. We had to clear a path to get out.” An involuntary shiver ran through her. 
 
    “Oh, sweetheart,” her mother responded, her face softening, “go and chuck some of those logs on the fire, then settle down in front of it, warm yourselves up. We don’t need to put any more fuel in the boiler just yet, so that can wait. I’ll make you both a drink and bring it in. Breakfast won’t be long, either. Hope you’re hungry.” 
 
    Ginny and Trent trotted obediently back out to the hallway, retrieved their baskets of logs, and took them into the living room, where they placed them on either side of the fireplace—which, Ginny immediately spotted, now had three bulging stockings pinned to its mantelpiece. They were made of red velvet material, trimmed with white fur, and each had a name printed across the front: Deborah, Charlie, Ginny. 
 
    Trent chuckled. “They’ve stuck with Ginny on there, I see.” 
 
    Ginny grabbed a couple of logs, carefully placed them within the flames, then retrieved the poker. As she stabbed at the fireplace, relishing the warmth belching out of it, she said, “Yeah, they wouldn’t dare put anything else on something that’s written or printed. Mum usually sticks to the rules, bless her—though she has been known to slip up occasionally. It’s Dad who constantly forgets.” She deliberately didn’t look at him as she spoke. Awareness of his proximity still flooded through her, as did the memory of what had happened between them in the woodshed. God, she could scarcely believe how insanely desperate she’d been for him to fuck her. Yes, he was incredibly attractive, but they’d been in a bloody woodshed in the depths of winter, for Christ’s sake, and with a house full of people just feet away, across the garden. She didn’t have drunkenness as an excuse, either. She didn’t have any kind of excuse—except perhaps madness. 
 
    The reinvigorated flames crackled into the silence. Ginny replaced the poker on its stand, then turned to see Trent had taken her mother’s words literally—he’d positioned himself on the floor in front of the fire, his long legs crossed and the light from the flames dancing across him. He looked at her, then patted the carpet beside him. 
 
    Without a word, she accepted the invitation. They were saved from further conversation by Deborah, who pottered in, a large mug in each hand. “Here you go, kids. Hot chocolate. That’ll warm you through.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mum,” Ginny replied, taking the proffered drink with a smile. A sweet scent rose from the mug, making her mouth water. 
 
    “Thanks, Mrs. Miles,” Trent said, wrapping his large hands around his mug. “Ginny’s stoked the fire nicely.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Deborah peered into the fireplace, at the baskets either side of it, then back at the two of them. “Yes, she has, hasn’t she? Thank you, both. There’s plenty of wood to be getting on with, for a while, at least. Now just you sit here and drink your chocolate. I’ll give you a shout when breakfast is on the table. Only five minutes or so, now.” 
 
    “Great,” Trent replied, smiling up at her. “I can’t wait. It smells delicious.” 
 
    Deborah inclined her head, then scurried in the direction of the kitchen, her plaits and the bobble on her Santa hat swinging behind her. 
 
    They drunk their hot chocolates in complete silence. Ginny, mindful of the mere inches between them, tried hard to distract herself by staring at the Christmas stocking bearing her name and guessing what could be inside. Hopefully not chocolate, since that would melt into a sticky mess, given the heat from the fire. She glanced over at the Christmas tree, her stomach doing an excitable leap as she realized that, at some point since the previous evening, her parents had piled gifts up beneath it. She smiled. Even though the weather had disrupted everything, landed them with some uninvited, unexpected guests, her mum and dad were still determined to have a nice day. After breakfast, she’d add some more presents to the pile. Out of necessity for travel, she’d had to choose carefully, but hopefully they’d be happy with what she’d bought for them. 
 
    She heaved a sigh of relief when Deborah’s voice rang out from the kitchen, summoning them to the table. They groaned only slightly as they unfolded their limbs and got to their feet. When they entered the kitchen, Ginny made a beeline for the sink, where she placed her empty mug on the growing pile of dirty crockery, then washed her hands. When she was done, Trent did the same, and they made for the table, where serving dishes and plates were piled high with food. 
 
    Ginny and Trent took the two remaining seats, which were next to each other, and Ginny peered around, taking everyone in. “I hope they haven’t been working you two too hard,” she said to Landon and Kai. 
 
    Kai smiled and shook his head, while Landon put in, “Not at all. I’ve enjoyed it, actually. I usually only have to cook for myself, so it’s not worth doing anything elaborate or time-consuming. It’s been great to really get stuck in.” 
 
    “Speaking of getting stuck in,” Charlie said, his gaze sweeping over the dishes and plates of food, his eyes lit up with excitement, “shall we make a start, before this gets cold?” 
 
    Suppressing her smile at her husband’s barely-concealed eagerness, Deborah said, “Yes, do. We don’t stand on ceremony here, boys. Please, help yourselves. And eat as much as you like—I can’t stand waste.” 
 
    “Thank you,” came the echoing response. 
 
    With that, all six of them began loading plates and filling glasses and mugs to a soundtrack of clinking and scraping cutlery, which was followed by murmurs of gastronomic appreciation as everyone began demolishing the great piles of food on their plates. 
 
    Ginny hadn’t realized quite how hungry she was until she began eating. Once she had, she felt like she’d never stop. At least she could blame her appetite on the exertion of having traipsed through the thick snow to the woodshed, collected the wood, then helped dig their way through the mini avalanche, before carrying her heavy load back to the house. Nobody needed to know a damn thing about the erotic interlude which had taken place inside the woodshed, which Ginny was sure had burned a fair few calories, too—as well as inflaming an entirely different sort of appetite. 
 
    She dipped her head as the memories assaulted her once more, making heat flare in her cheeks as well as her erogenous zones. Shit, why did she have to go and think about that? The best thing she could possibly do was forget about it. Having sexy flashbacks was bad enough with your parents right beside you, never mind the best friends of the person you’d got hot and heavy with in the first place. The best friends you also fancied the pants off. 
 
    Nothing had changed in that department, either. Despite having shared a scorching moment with Trent, she didn’t fancy him more than she had before. Nor did she fancy Landon and Kai less. It was as though her brain and body had declared them all absolutely equal—but how the hell did that work? She couldn’t date all three of them. Well, technically, she could, since dating was generally accepted as being non-exclusive—in London, anyway; maybe it was different here. But what happened if and when the time came to move things on to the next stage, to make things more exclusive, more permanent? She couldn’t have three boyfriends—especially not ones who were best friends with each other! 
 
    She carried on shoveling food into her mouth, not even caring how greedy she looked. Right now, she was comfort eating, trying to soothe her confused heart and mind. God, this could get seriously messy. She could ruin lifelong friendships, for heaven’s sake, by continuing to act on her feelings and physical reactions to these men. 
 
    No, the best thing she could possibly do was knock it all on the head—right now. Confine the dalliance—the sexy, sexy dalliance—with Trent to the deepest, darkest depths of her mind, and never think of it again. Certainly never do it again, and from now on, keep everything between herself, Trent, Kai and Landon strictly platonic. There was no way she wanted to be held responsible for ruining their relationships—especially when she was heading back to London in a couple of weeks, anyway. 
 
    That would just be crazy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Thirteen 
 
    “Okay,” Deborah said, excitement radiating from her as she herded everyone into the living room. “It’s time to open some presents!” 
 
    “Mum, wait a minute,” Ginny interrupted. “I need to go and get yours and Dad’s from my room, all right? Don’t start without me.” 
 
    “Of course we won’t,” Charlie said impatiently, settling himself into the chair nearest the Christmas tree, childlike glee written all over his face as he observed what was beneath it. “But hurry!” 
 
    Chuckling to herself, Ginny did as she was told. Within a handful of minutes, she was back in the front room, carrying an armful of presents, which she dutifully added to the stack beneath the tree before curling up in the armchair she’d commandeered the previous evening. Her mother seemed very composed and, given the way she was obviously including their three guests in this longstanding tradition of theirs, Ginny figured she’d come up with something, as she’d said she would. She certainly wouldn’t be so cruel as to force them to sit there watching the Miles family open their presents without them having something of their own. 
 
    Ginny was intrigued as to what her mother had come up with, given she obviously hadn’t left the house. 
 
    “Right.” Deborah moved over to where their guests sat on the large sofa, and produced three envelopes from behind her back with a flourish. “As it should be, our guests get to go first.” 
 
    “Get to go?” Kai said, his brow furrowing as he looked at what Deborah held out. “What do you mean, Mrs. Miles?” 
 
    “Your presents, of course,” Deborah replied, handing him one of the envelopes. “We couldn’t possibly leave you boys out—it wouldn’t be right. But please do bear in mind, I’ve had to do my very best with incredibly limited resources and next to no notice. So I hope you’ll forgive me.” 
 
    Her smile was so sweet that Kai apparently couldn’t find it in him to protest. He thanked her, then carefully tore into the envelope she’d given him and removed a slip of paper. He unfolded it and read it. To himself, at first, then out loud. “A two-hundred-dollar donation to the school library.” His feelings were clear from the slight crack in his voice as he spoke. “Thank you so much, Mr. and Mrs. Miles. That’s incredibly thoughtful of you, and will come in extremely handy. The kids will be delighted.” 
 
    “You’re more than welcome, sweetheart,” Deborah said. “I might not have had much time to come up with something, but I was determined to do better than boxes of chocolates or biscuits, or bottles of booze which I already had in my cupboards.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to do anything at all, Mrs. Miles. You already did more than enough by taking us in. But,” he waved the piece of paper, “I’m not going to deny it, you’ve outdone yourself here. This is awesome.” 
 
    Ginny smiled as she watched her mother flush with pleasure, before handing a second envelope to Landon. 
 
    “Thank you, Mrs. Miles,” he said with a flash of his dimples. Moments later, he, too, read out what had been written on the piece of paper. “A complimentary one-week stay at The Retreat at Silver Springs.” He paused, his gaze drifting over the words as he let them sink in. “Oh, wow. Really?” He looked between Ginny’s parents with wide eyes. 
 
    “Really,” Charlie piped up. “I mentioned to Deborah how keen you were on the local scenery and landscape, so she thought you might enjoy a week up here, getting it down on paper without having to worry about anything else.” 
 
    Landon smiled at Charlie, then Deborah. “Yes, I certainly would enjoy a week up here. Thank you very much. That’s wonderful—I’m excited already!” 
 
    “Just make sure you tell all your creative friends about us, won’t you?” Deborah said with a wink. “A bit of free advertising never goes amiss.” 
 
    “I’d be telling them about this place, even without the complimentary week! But yes, of course I will. This is so thoughtful—thank you.” 
 
    Ginny nodded to herself, seriously impressed. But the more she thought about it, the more she realized the gifts her parents had given to Kai and Landon were a result of considering what mattered to them, and appealing to that. And they’d done a spectacular job in both cases—or her mother had, anyway. She wasn’t sure her dad had done much besides approve Deborah’s plans. 
 
    But what mattered to Trent? He wasn’t much of a talker. His broken truck had thrust all of them into this situation, but her parents weren’t very well going to buy him a new one, or even pay for repairs on his existing one—or were they? She wasn’t sure he’d accept it if they were—that seemed too much like charity, and she doubted a man like Trent would go for that. She might not know him very well, but he came across as proud. Plus there was no way her parents had enough money to go about buying new trucks for practical strangers. From what she could tell, the retreat was doing well, but it only provided a modest living. 
 
    She frowned. Trent clearly cared about his ranch—but what could they do to help there? Buy a load of horse feed? Doubtful. 
 
    She didn’t have to wait long to find out. A tremulous smile curved Trent’s lips as he took his envelope with a murmur of thanks. He had to be wondering what on earth Deborah had come up with, too. 
 
    It took him a while longer to read his note, squinting thoughtfully as he did so. Ginny fidgeted in her seat, eager to know what it said. After a moment, Trent tilted his head to look up at Deborah. “Are you serious?” he asked softly, raising his eyebrows in query. 
 
    “Deadly serious. If you’re interested, that is,” she replied, then shrugged one shoulder. “I know it’s not exactly a gift, in the traditional sense, but you were pretty difficult to figure out. I just thought, well, us small businesses have to help each other, right? We can organize trips to your place for our delegates, if it’s something they want to do. In return, you let your clients know about us. We could even offer discounted or combined packages. The vast majority of our delegates are here for week-long stays, but we’d be open to flexibility, to letting people join in for a day, or even a single session, if that’s what they want. Basically, anything that provides extra revenue for both of us is on the table.” 
 
    “This sounds great,” Trent said, suddenly all smiles. “I’ve been trying to get Pops to consider branching out for ages, but he can be kinda stuck in his ways. It does worry me that if we don’t diversify, don’t try new things, we’ll get left behind. The ranch is doing okay, but it could definitely be doing better.” He huffed out a breath, then rubbed at his stubble. “If the idea comes from someone who isn’t his kid, maybe he’ll take it more seriously. Actually give it some consideration. But it’s definitely a yes from me, Mr. and Mrs. Miles—I think it’s a mighty fine idea!” 
 
    Ginny had observed the exchange with interest, and now, as she continued to look at Trent, she realized something was different about him—aside from the smiling. His shoulders had dropped, and his body language just seemed more relaxed, somehow. It was like her parents’ offer had removed a weight from around his neck. 
 
    Was he more worried about his and his father’s business than he was letting on? Perhaps that’s where all his anger, his irritability, his sullenness, came from—worry. There was a damn good chance even his two closest friends didn’t know precisely how concerned he was—or at least, they hadn’t. They couldn’t fail to have spotted it now, to have put the pieces together. But, of course, they were too polite—or too sensible—to say anything. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it, son,” Charlie said, catching Trent’s eye. They exchanged a nod. “Now, if nobody has any objections, I’d like to give my lovely wife and daughter some presents.” 
 
    “And receive some of your own, I assume, you big kid?” Ginny said with a grin. 
 
    Her father grinned right back, then stuck out his tongue. “Yeah, yeah, all right. Maybe I am hoping Santa’s brought me something this year. I’ve been a very good boy.” 
 
    “Well,” Deborah said, moving over to where her husband sat, then nudging him out of the chair and in the direction of the Christmas tree, before stealing his seat. “Why don’t you go and have a look? You can be our Christmas elf.” 
 
    “Saves me a job,” Ginny quipped, snuggling deeper into her chair, quite content. The reinvigorated fire had heated the room up nicely, and her mother’s clever, last-minute presents for their guests had added a whole heap of warm, festive fuzziness to the atmosphere. This wasn’t shaping up to be too bad of a Christmas Day, after all. 
 
    Charlie muttered to himself, but it was obviously all an act, as he delved his hands in amongst the presents, picked them up to see how heavy they were, gave them a grope and a shake, and even smelled them—all with the aim of trying to guess what was inside, just like he did every year. He was having a whale of a time. 
 
    “Hey, Dad, how about you actually dish some presents out? The turkey’ll be burnt by the time we’ve finished unwrapping them, at this rate.” 
 
    Snorts and splutters of laughter came from the sofa, and Ginny turned to see all three men looking decidedly amused. A peek over at her mother revealed a similar expression, just as her dad protested, “Okay, bossy boots, Christmas elf is on his way!” 
 
    She smirked, then looked back at their guests. Now the spotlight was off them, they’d relaxed into the chair cushions and were now talking quietly amongst themselves—from the odd word she caught, it was about the gifts they’ve been given by her parents and their resultant gratitude and excitement.  
 
    Ginny caught movement in the corner of her eye and turned to see her father approaching with an armful of presents, which he then put down carefully on the carpet in front of her. “There you are, kiddo. Happy Christmas. Love you.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad. Love you too.” She untangled her limbs, then stood up to give him a hug and a kiss, before settling cross-legged on the floor next to her chair, making it easier to get to her pile of gifts. 
 
    Charlie ambled off and repeated the process with his wife. Then he said, “Oh, hang on—there’s a joint present here for me and your mum.” 
 
    “You open it, Dad. I’m sure Mum’s got more presents than you, anyway.” 
 
    “Probably,” he replied, lifting the unusually-shaped gift and clearly finding it lighter than its size had led him to expect. “Okay, I will.” 
 
    They usually began tearing into their presents simultaneously, but on this occasion, she wanted to see her father’s reaction. Deborah, glancing at her daughter and realizing this, gave a little frown before turning to watch her husband as he picked at the tape Ginny had painstakingly placed on every spare millimeter of join in the paper, making it almost impossible to open, just like she did every year. It never failed to amuse her, and she bit her lip to hold back her mirth as her father got increasingly frustrated. 
 
    “Oh, for God’s sake, Charlie—just poke a hole in the bloody paper!” Deborah said. 
 
    He held off for a second or two longer, and the concentration on his face was evident. But then his excitement kicked in, and he gave up with the tape and did as his wife had suggested. 
 
    Seconds later, the paper had been discarded and Charlie was holding the present aloft like it was some kind of trophy. It was a large bag, more like a sack, of her parents’—and her own, for that matter—favorite brand of British tea bags—ones which she’d heard multiple times from them over the last five years weren’t readily available in their little corner of the States. “Woo-bloody-hoo,” he whooped, beaming over at Ginny. “That’ll keep us in decent tea for a while. Thank you, Moony, that’s incredibly thoughtful. Clever girl. Look, Deborah!” 
 
    Ginny grinned back, pleased her almost-a-joke-but-not-quite gift had gone down well. “You’re welcome. And at least it means I’ll be able to have a cup or two of my favorite tea while I’m here, too.” 
 
    Charlie dramatically threw his arms around the sack of tea bags and mock-pouted. “I’m not sure we’re going to be able to share, kiddo. They won’t last forever, you know.” 
 
    Rolling her eyes, Ginny replied, “I’ll remember that, Dad. Tight sod.” She shook her head, then made a start on opening her own stuff. The room was soon filled with the sounds of the crackling, popping fire, the rip of paper, and exclamations and coos of happiness. She was so intent on what she was doing that she almost forgot about the three gorgeous blokes on the sofa, and the storm of emotions and hormones they were whipping up in her. 
 
    That was, until it was time to open her final present. It was soft, flexible. She frowned. Socks? No, there was too much material for socks. Pajamas? Maybe. She tucked her nail beneath a flap—her parents weren’t into granny-wrapping, as they called it, to make gifts hard to open—and tore open the package. She lifted the contents out to look at them, still unsure exactly what she’d been given as she turned the brightly-colored material this way and that. 
 
    It took a moment to sink in, but when it did, she looked up at the three men in horror. The blood rushed from her face, and her heart pounded. 
 
    Her parents had only gone and bought her a bloody bikini! Completely inoffensive by itself, of course, but being forced to open it in front of three smoking hot blokes? That was just cruel. 
 
    A glance at Deborah told her her mother had suddenly realized her faux-pas, but too late. Charlie, on the other hand, was blissfully unaware of Ginny’s mortification. He let out a hooting laugh as he took in the skimpy material in his daughter’s hands. “So you can go in the springs, kiddo! You’ve got no excuse now, have you?” 
 
    No, Dad, I haven’t. I might actually take you up on that right now, and go and bloody drown myself. Fuck—talk about embarrassing. 
 
    There was a bright side, she supposed. She didn’t have to bother going shopping for some swimwear, now. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Ginny screeched as she opened her bedroom door to find Landon right outside it, an arm raised. “Bloody hell,” she snapped, ignoring the ear to ear grin and clutching at her chest, “you scared the shit out of me! You shouldn’t creep up on people like that.” 
 
    “I didn’t creep,” he replied, unperturbed, “I was about to knock when you flung the door open.” He dropped his arm and craned his neck to peer past her into the room. “Been to put your bikini on, have you?” He wiggled his eyebrows theatrically. 
 
    The embarrassment of the bikini-opening moment still burned bright, and now Landon was adding to it by being cheeky. Flirty. Huh, maybe getting naked outside in the freezing cold is exactly what I need right now, actually. Might calm my sodding hormones. 
 
    “No,” she said coolly, shifting to block his view into her bedroom, though there was nothing remotely interesting to see. “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “So you can go for a dip, of course.” 
 
    “Why, are you coming with me?” she shot back, expecting him to baulk at the very idea. “Perhaps Trent and Kai would like to join us, too?” Because there’s nothing remotely odd about swimming in naturally-occurring hot springs in the middle of winter, with three gorgeous blokes you’ve sworn off. Nope, nothing odd at all. 
 
    “Why not?” He grinned wickedly. “I could think of much worse ways to spend Christmas Day. And your mom already said she doesn’t need us to do anything for a while, anyway. So,” he shrugged, “we’ve got some time on our hands. It’s either that or build a snowman.” 
 
    “At least you’ve got appropriate clothing to wear when building a snowman,” she replied, relieved to have supplied a good argument. 
 
    “I’ve got a perfectly good pair of boxer shorts on underneath my clothing. And honestly, they could do with a wash.” He wrinkled his nose. “Your mom obviously agrees—she’s sent your pop to hunt out some stuff we can borrow, so she can wash and dry our clothes.” 
 
    Just then, Kai approached them. He smiled at his friend. “There you are.” He handed Landon a robe, which Ginny saw had The Retreat at Silver Springs embroidered across the left-hand side of the chest area. He had another one draped over his shoulder. “So, who’s going in the springs, then? Ginny?” He turned his smile on to her, then arched an eyebrow. It was supremely sexy, and Ginny struggled for a moment to get her lips and tongue to work together in order to form a reply. 
 
    “Y-you’re going?” she burst out, then immediately wished she hadn’t managed to formulate that reply, after all. 
 
    “Yes.” Kai frowned. “Why, what’s wrong with that? Would you rather I didn’t? Trent’s coming, too. Or would you,” he peered between her and Landon, his frown deepening, “rather be alone with Landon?” 
 
    “No!” she said, way too quickly and loudly. Her cheeks burned. “I mean, no, that’s not what I meant. I’m just surprised you want to go in the springs. You’re… well, you’re the sensible one, aren’t you?” 
 
    His other eyebrow shot up, and his lips turned down at the corners. “You mean the boring one.” 
 
    She shook her head rapidly, devastated at the thought of offending him. “I don’t. Please don’t put words in my mouth. It’s just all a bit bonkers, isn’t it? Getting almost naked outside in this bloody weather. It’s freezing!” 
 
    Kai glanced at Landon, then shrugged. “Your folks say they go in a couple times a week, even in this weather. Doesn’t seem to have affected them adversely.” 
 
    “Yes, and they’re bonkers, too, in case you hadn’t noticed!” 
 
    “Come ooonnn,” Landon wheedled, giving her a puppy-dog stare. “It’ll be fun! We won’t even know it’s cold out once we’re in the water.” 
 
    “Yeah, but at some point we’ve got to get out of the water, wet through, and get back through the snow, to the house.” 
 
    “Where your mom has promised to have warm towels and robes waiting for us, as well as mugs of hot chocolate.” 
 
    “With marshmallows,” Kai added.   
 
    She looked at the two of them, incredulity flooding her brain. Thanks to her parents, her mother in particular, they had a comeback for every one of her protests. It had been clear for some time that Deborah was on a matchmaking mission, but Ginny hadn’t been able to figure out who she favored. 
 
    Now, she was beginning to wonder whether she was trying to hook her up with all three of them. Granted, her parents had grown up in the era of free love, and they’d always been laid back about her having boyfriends, but this was something else entirely. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” came Trent’s voice, causing Ginny and the others to turn to look at him as he strode towards them. He’d already donned his robe, and by the looks of it, wasn’t wearing much else. His bare feet looked incongruous against the wooden flooring. “Are we going, then? Only Mr. Miles says there’s another blizzard due in a couple hours, and we don’t want to be stuck outside in that.” 
 
    As three pairs of eyes turned to her—two blue, one brown, and all three hopeful—Ginny knew she was defeated. This doesn’t mean anything is going to happen. It’s just a dip in a pool. Like being on holiday, only freezing cold. 
 
    She spun on her heel and headed back in to her room. “I’ll meet you by the front door in five minutes.” 
 
    By the time she’d completely freaked out, then undressed and hurriedly but carefully run a razor over the important bits, then donned her brand-new bikini and covered it with her own robe, it was closer to ten minutes, but nobody said a word as she joined them. 
 
    They huddled in the hallway by the front door, stuffing bare feet into boots, not bothering to tie the laces. They needed to remove them quickly, after all, to allow them to get out of the cold and into the hot water as soon as humanly possible. 
 
    When they were all ready, Ginny put her hand on the door handle, then glanced over her shoulder. The four of them exchanged looks, as though waiting for one of them to chicken out. Nobody did. 
 
    Her heart pounding so loud she was surprised none of them commented on it, Ginny said, “Right then, are we off?” 
 
    She opened the door and scurried into the bitter cold before any of them could respond or she could change her mind. That, and the quicker she moved, the faster her blood would pump and keep her warm. Hopefully. There was always a chance her parents would come outside later to find four human icicles on the driveway. It’d serve them right—treacherous buggers. 
 
    The trek down to the springs was an adventure in itself, since all four of them were desperate to get out of the biting cold and into the warm water, but not nearly so eager to slip or trip and fall face first into the snow. Ginny ignored the others, concentrating only on getting to the water’s edge without incident. They were big and old enough to look after themselves. 
 
    Finally, she arrived at a good spot, where there was a cave with an overhang, which provided a sheltered spot to put their belongings down without them getting too wet from the snow. By that point she was so cold her fingers had gone white, her cheeks and nose were almost numb, and her lips were tingling—and not in the fun way. Without so much as a glance behind her, she pulled off her boots, lined them up carefully against the rocks in the deepest part of the overhang she safely could get to, then removed her robe and piled it on top of the boots to keep it off the ground. Then she executed what she was painfully aware was an incredibly ungraceful clamber/slither down the bank towards the water. Her parents had warned her that much of the springs wasn’t that deep, so no way was she going to risk jumping or diving—not that she had any skills in either of those directions, anyway. Better to look stupid for a minute or two than to break a bone. Especially since, as Trent had pointed out earlier, getting to a hospital would be impossible right now. 
 
    It was incredibly difficult not to speed things along as she grew closer to the water and felt the heat beginning to seep into her skin. It was just like the blissful anticipation of getting into a hot bubble bath, except, given she had company, decidedly less relaxing. 
 
    There could hardly be anything less relaxing than being next to naked with three men you were attracted to, and who were attracted to you. 
 
    One would be okay, since the only thing to contend with would be the will-we-won’t-we scenario. Either yes, or no. Pretty simple, really. 
 
    But three? With no discernable way of choosing between them, and no wish whatsoever to ruin their friendships if and when she did choose? Total. Bloody. Nightmare. 
 
    At the same time, she wasn’t sure how much longer she could pretend, even to herself, that not acting on her attraction was an option. What had happened with Trent in the woodshed had technically been a conscious choice, she supposed; she certainly hadn’t tried to stop him—hadn’t wanted to. But it had been like they were two magnets—once they’d got within a certain distance of each other, they’d been drawn together by forces much bigger and more powerful than themselves. 
 
    And, of course, once they were together, everything had been… amazing. Incredible. Unforgettable. An experience she’d happily repeat over and over—and expand upon. 
 
    Oh yeah, Ginny, that’s a smart idea. Start fantasizing about having sex with Trent while you’re about to climb into a giant hot tub with three, semi-naked, incredibly attractive, men. What a brilliant idea. Best one you’ve had all year. Genius. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Ginny let out a moan as the water enveloped her body, a moan that came right from the tips of her toes and skipped across the rippled surface of the springs. My God, this is heaven. The heat emanating from the water meant that even though her head was exposed, she didn’t feel cold. If she closed her eyes, and applied a bit of imagination with regards to the uneven surface beneath her feet, she could almost be in a bath or a hot tub. 
 
    She moved carefully away from the bank, aware that at any moment the ground could drop away and she’d have to swim, or tread water. Not a problem for her—she was an incredibly competent swimmer, when she got the chance—but she didn’t want to slip and accidentally dunk herself underwater, making herself look a complete fool in front of the three men. 
 
    Having got her bearings, Ginny turned to peer through the steam rising from the water and see what Trent, Landon and Kai were doing. They’d followed her lead and shucked off their boots and robes before tucking them next to hers beneath the rocky overhang. And now all three of them were gloriously almost-naked and in the process of joining her in the water. She took the opportunity to drink in the sight—it wasn’t something she’d ever see again, after all. It was a lovely image to have imprinted on her memory, and one that would be very welcome to pull out again and again when she was enjoying some… private time. Safe in the knowledge that none of them could possibly have any idea what she was doing, she squeezed her thighs together, in desperate need of some relief. Ugh, I knew this was a bad idea. If I don’t come soon, I’m going to bloody well explode. She’d been tempted to take matters into her own hands the previous evening after she’d gone to bed, but couldn’t quite bring herself to go through with it—it just felt weird, somehow. Now, she seriously wished she’d pushed past the weirdness and given herself a much-needed orgasm. 
 
    Over on the bank, Trent was in front, all long, lightly-haired, muscular limbs and lickable abs. His blue eyes met hers for a moment and he gave a crooked smile before scrambling down the bank and into the springs, letting out a sound of bliss almost identical to hers as he was surrounded by water. 
 
    Landon came next, tweaking the waistband of his boxers with one hand, and holding his hair out of his face with the other, making her glad she’d piled hers into a topknot before leaving the house. She certainly didn’t want her view to be blocked when it was this damn good. 
 
    As she’d expected, Landon wasn’t as well-built as Trent, but his athletic frame, with its dark dusting of curls across his pecs and down the center of his abdomen was nonetheless very nice to look at. He entered the springs with ease, and quickly followed Trent, who was making his way in her direction. 
 
    Kai paused momentarily, his shorter legs giving him a slight disadvantage when it came to taking the plunge. Ginny silently willed him on, at the same time seizing the opportunity to check him out, too. He might be the smallest of the three, but it didn’t mean he was lacking in any way. Far from it, in fact. He had the slight definition of a six-pack, muscles in all the right places, and an impossibly tantalizing strip of hair leading from his bellybutton into the waistband of his boxers. It was just as well he taught very young children—a few years older and she was sure there’d be lots of crushes on teacher going on. Mind you, I bet the kids’ mums fancy him. Maybe some of the dads, too! 
 
    Once Kai plopped into the water, Ginny turned her attention to Trent and Landon, who’d been there plenty long enough to have seen her watching Kai. Had they realized she hadn’t only been watching, but admiring? Had they clocked her checking them out, too? There was no doubt in her mind that as she’d made her way into the springs, there’d been three pairs of eyes glued to her bikini-clad form. If she hadn’t been concentrating so hard on what she’d been doing at the time, she’d probably have felt their gazes boring into her skin. What was more, she didn’t mind. It was pretty hot, actually—the thought of all three of them staring at her arse, her legs, whatever. 
 
    But did they mind the fact she’d stared at all three of them, with no apparent preference? Just greedily drank in all the man flesh on display? They’d each made it apparent in their own way that they were attracted to her, but now she thought about it, there’d been no posturing, no trying to outdo each other, or fighting for her attention. It was almost as if they knew she was interested in all three of them, and were okay with that. None of them seemed to be trying to curry her favor. 
 
    Surely they can’t be comfortable with me liking all three of them? Especially Trent—after what happened between us… I mean, I know Americans are supposed to be pretty laid back, but this is something else entirely. Maybe it’s because they know I’m only visiting, so it can’t come to anything serious, anyway. Yeah, that must be it. 
 
    She smiled at Trent and Landon, realizing they were already feeling the effects of the hot springs. Both of them sported flushed faces, and Landon’s hair was wet at the ends and clinging to his bare skin. 
 
    Mmm, I’d like to be clinging to his bare skin, too. Kissing it, licking it, sucking it… 
 
    She squeezed her thighs together again, the insistent throbbing at their apex driving her to distraction. 
 
    “So,” came Kai’s voice as he reached them, his cheeks already a little pink, “this is pretty awesome, isn’t it? So warm! If we couldn’t look around us and see all the snow, we could almost forget it was the middle of winter.” He turned a playful circle in the water. “What do you guys think? Are you feeling any different, yet?” 
 
    “Different?” Ginny said with a frown. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Kai met her eyes, setting butterflies off racing around her stomach. “I dunno, the medicinal effects of the water, or whatever. Your parents speak very highly of it. But then, maybe it takes a while, or you have to swim in here regularly for it to do anything.” He shrugged, causing ripples to radiate out from his body. “It’s making me kinda horny, if I’m totally honest.” 
 
    A sound escaped Ginny’s lips that was something between a gasp and a giggle. “Horny? I didn’t know that was one of the medicinal benefits.” 
 
    “It’s not the water,” Landon put in, his brown gaze intense as he fixed it on Ginny. “It’s you.” 
 
    “Me?” she squeaked. “What did I do?” 
 
    “Nothing specific,” he replied matter of factly. “You’re just hot. Hot in jeans and a hoodie, and absolutely slaying me in that freaking bikini. I’m sure it’s the same for these two.” He jerked his head toward his friends, his dimples making an appearance. “Right?” 
 
    Kai nodded. “Yeah, I think it’s just being in the hot water, all of us wearing next to nothing, is making things more… noticeable. Harder to ignore.” 
 
    “Things?” Ginny raised her eyebrows. 
 
    Trent let out a heavy sigh, causing the other three to look at him. “Come on, Ginny, don’t act coy, or polite. Or is it that stiff upper lip you Brits are so famous for? Either way, you need to cut the crap. You know perfectly well that there’s something going on… here.” He lifted his right hand from the water and pointed between the four of them, droplets running from his skin as he did so. “The question is, what are we going to do about it?” 
 
    She wrapped her arms around herself, not knowing quite how to react, what to say. She didn’t know if the others were aware of what she and Trent had got up to in the woodshed, and whether he would want them to know. None of them seemed angry that Trent had included all four of them in his statement, or had tried to protest. She knew they’d been friends forever, but were they really so close that they were okay with… sharing? 
 
    She gulped, the urge to swim away from them fighting with the urge to pounce on the nearest one and snog his face off. “What do you suggest?” 
 
    Trent shrugged, drawing her gaze to his strong shoulders, which, due to his height, had breached the surface of the water. She licked her lips. “How about we let things take their natural course? We like you, you like us… there’s nothing whatsoever stopping us acting on it, right?” He looked around. “Not like anyone’s going to disturb us, is it?” 
 
    Ginny gaped at him, wide eyed. “A-act on it… you mean now? Out here? But it’s…” She trailed off. She couldn’t say it was cold, because it wasn’t. In actual fact, she was getting hotter by the second. Whether it was because of the water, her arousal, or their almost-nudity, she didn’t know. Highly likely it was a combination of the three. 
 
    “Didn’t stop you in the woodshed,” he said, his lips twisting into a devilish grin. 
 
    Landon and Kai didn’t so much as bat an eyelid, which told Ginny everything she needed to know. Apparently, Trent had found time to fill them in, and they were cool with it. Her heart raced, skipped a beat, then began to settle. The practical, logical side of her brain chipped in. 
 
    Hang on… if they’re cool with it, why am I being so bloody uptight? Even Mum and Dad have been complicit in sending me off to get mostly naked with three sexy blokes I barely know. Why am I fighting this anymore? There’s literally nothing stopping me doing… well, whatever the hell I like. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Sixteen 
 
    “Fine,” Ginny said, looking at each of them in turn, her voice sounding firmer, more confident than her skipping pulse indicated it should be. “I’m up for it if you are.” She didn’t know what it was, precisely, but she’d reached the stage where, as long as she got to come at some point, she wasn’t too fussed. 
 
    “Great,” Kai said, doing his sexy eyebrow-lifting thing, “then get your gorgeous ass over here.” 
 
    Ginny did some eyebrow raising of her own, unused to mild-mannered Kai being so forward, so commanding. Once she’d got over the shock, she realized she kind of liked him this way, and bobbed through the water in his direction, acutely aware of the three pairs of male eyes following her as she did so. 
 
    When she reached him, mere inches between their almost-naked bodies, she was astonished to feel that inexplicable pull she’d experienced earlier with Trent, like she couldn’t resist him, even if she wanted to. So she allowed the weird magnetism to drag her closer still, then looped her arms around his neck. With a smile, she said, “Gorgeous ass, reporting for duty.” 
 
    God, where did that cheesy line come from? 
 
    Kai either didn’t find it cheesy, or simply didn’t care. He slipped his arms around her waist and pulled her flush to him. There was nothing between them now except for swimwear—or underwear, in his case—and nowhere for the erection pressing insistently against her hipbone to hide. 
 
    Ginny’s insides liquefied, and her hormones dialed up to eleven. She could no longer tell whether the heat filling her body was from the water, or her arousal. It didn’t much matter. She gazed into Kai’s blue eyes. The tumult of emotions she saw reflected there seemed to match her own—he had no idea how they’d come to this, any more than she had. But, as with Trent earlier, backing out didn’t seem to be an option. On some bizarre, cellular level, she was drawn to this man, and could think of nothing she wanted more in that second than to kiss him. 
 
    So she did. Having already relished the sensation of being held against him from chest to pelvis, she now pressed her lips to his. He tightened his grip around her waist, his fingertips digging into her flesh, and his cock throbbed between them. Her pussy swelled in response. A couple of seconds passed, then, as one, they deepened their kiss, mouths opening, gasps and groans escaping, tongues intertwining. 
 
    Ginny closed her eyes, her head swimming with lust. She and Kai kissed with a passion, a hunger, that made her pulse thunder in her ears, and every millimeter of her body ache. As he slipped his hands into the back of her bikini bottoms and cupped her buttocks, her need to come became so ferocious she thought she might scream. Or cry. She lifted one leg and hooked it around his behind, allowing her to grind her crotch against him. It was feral, animalistic, but Ginny could no longer help herself. Somehow, her body had entirely taken over her brain and was making sure it got what it wanted—what it needed. 
 
    Kai, however, didn’t seem entirely happy with the state of play. He grunted and broke their kiss, then gasped out, “Hey, hey, gorgeous, slow down. Why don’t you let me help you out there?” As she opened her eyes, that wicked eyebrow of his went up. “And maybe you could help me out, too?” 
 
    She dragged in a deep breath, then another, trying to slow her racing heart and dissipate the fog of lust that had so nearly overwhelmed her. She blinked, then peered stupidly around to see what Trent and Landon were doing. They were close, closer than she’d expected, and a glance down into the clear spring water provided uninterrupted imagery of two stiff, eager cocks which had been liberated from boxer shorts and were now being stroked by their respective owners. Kai might be the one who was fooling around with her—for now, anyway—but his dick certainly wasn’t getting the attention that the other two were. Time to rectify that. She turned her attention back to Kai. 
 
    “Y-yes, of course,” she forced out, finally getting some kind of clarity in her brain back. She smiled. “That sounds like a bloody wonderful idea.” 
 
    Kai let out a chuckle, then parroted her words back to her, “Bloody wonderful idea. God, I love your fucking sexy accent, Ginny.” 
 
    “You do?” She smirked. “So why’d you just massacre it, then?” 
 
    In lieu of a response, he shifted one hand from the back of her bottoms to the front, then delved it between her legs. Ginny gasped and let her head loll back, pleasure assaulting her as his deft fingers zeroed in on her swollen clit and began toying with it. She bit her lip as she worked through the initial thrill of being touched—particularly since she’d craved it so damn much—then straightened her neck and met his eyes as she dropped one hand from around his neck in order to return the favor. 
 
    His boxers were tight, and the water had made them clingy, too. Rather than sprain her wrist trying to maneuver her hand into them, she hooked her fingers into the front and tugged them down enough to free him. He wriggled a little, helping her to shift them lower still. Now she had unfettered access and had every intention of making the most of it. 
 
    He’d begun circling her clit, and paused only briefly when she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. It felt hot even compared to the water, and was thick and long. It twitched in her grasp. She smiled, before closing her eyes and leaning in to kiss him once more. 
 
    They quickly settled into their mutual masturbation, their tongues thrusting and twisting together as he teased her clit and she stroked his cock. Grunts and moans rang out over the surface of the water as they pushed each other closer and closer to climax. 
 
    It took every brain cell she had to keep pleasuring him, as she was so overwhelmed by the pleasure he was giving her. So when she sensed movement in the water beside them, felt tiny waves lapping against her skin, then fingers gripping her chin which couldn’t possibly be Kai’s, unless he’d grown an extra arm, her brain short-circuited. She knew, deep down, what was happening, and she couldn’t bring herself to protest. Once more, she found she didn’t want to, because for some reason, since these three men had crash landed in her life, everything had changed. Nothing made sense, but everything made perfect sense at the same time. 
 
    Her head a whirl of confusion and bliss, she didn’t even bother to open her eyes as she turned her head to kiss whoever gripped her chin. He cupped her face and tilted her head. The angle wasn’t too extreme, so she suspected it was Landon. As their mouths met, the brush of soft hair against her face confirmed her suspicions. She sighed happily into the kiss, then groaned as large hands reached beneath her arms, flipped down the cups of her bikini top and surrounded her breasts. Trent. 
 
    Christ, is this really happening? Am I truly in a natural hot spring, kissing, touching, and being touched by three scorching-hot guys? On Christmas Day? 
 
    Shoving aside her disbelief, she pulled herself back to the present. To the skillful mouth attacking hers with an animalistic passion that made her head swim again. To the luscious cock in her hand. To the talented digits simultaneously playing with her clit and slipping in and out of her increasingly soaked pussy. To the hands cupping and squeezing her breasts, and tweaking at her nipples. To the lips now kissing the exposed skin of her neck. She fitted together with the three of them just as well as she’d fitted with Trent alone. 
 
    Thrills wracked her body, over and over. She could no longer make out who was who, what was what, or even which way was up. She’d morphed into nothing but a giant ball of overwhelming bliss. 
 
    When her orgasm arrived, it hit her like a ton of bricks, snatching the air from her lungs. She froze, immensely grateful for three pairs of strong arms holding her up, every muscle tensing, seemingly against her will. Then everything released in a whoosh of perfect sensation which had her crying out so loudly that someone clapped a hand over her mouth. “Shh! Sound carries over water, remember? We don’t want your parents out here, thinking we’re murdering you or something!” 
 
    She didn’t want to think about her parents, full stop. So she didn’t. She simply groaned into the warm, wet palm against her face, bucking as tremors repeatedly attacked her, before gradually fading away into nothing. Only then did she reach up and wrench the hand—Trent’s, she now realized—away from her face and suck in some much-needed oxygen. 
 
    After a moment, she made sure her feet were firmly beneath her before disentangling herself from the three men. Her heart was still racing, and she hadn’t quite caught her breath, but she was aware she’d climaxed—in spectacular fashion—and had left them wanting. But how could she fix that, now, without turning what had been a wonderfully erotic experience into something… seedy? Perfunctory. 
 
    Clocking her frown, Kai asked, “What’s the matter? Are you all right?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, I’m wonderful, thank you. I just had a mind-blowing, world-altering orgasm, thanks to the three of you. But, well… none of you did, did you? It feels unfair.” 
 
    Landon chuckled. “Are you kidding, Ginny? You were that out of it?” He shook his head incredulously. “We all came when you did. It was bizarre. I’ve never experienced anything like it. It was like somebody flipped a switch which was linked to all three of us.” 
 
    Ginny swept her gaze over each of them, looking for a tell. The twitch of a lip, the glint of an eye, avoidance of eye contact. But there was nothing. They were being deadly serious. 
 
    Well, shit. Maybe there is something magical about this water, after all.  
 
    Just then, the touch of something cold on her shoulder startled her from her thoughts. 
 
    It was snowing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Deborah put the last serving dish on the table with a flourish, then stepped aside to let her husband place the turkey platter in the center. Ginny, Trent, Landon, and Kai, who’d already taken their seats at Deborah’s insistence, let out whoops and cheers. 
 
    “Bloody hell, Mum,” Ginny said, casting her eye over the mountains of food and feeling her stomach rumble. “I’m surprised the table hasn’t collapsed under all this weight.” 
 
    “It still might,” Charlie said with a smirk, brandishing his turkey-carving tools. “So you’d better tuck in pronto—save the table!” 
 
    Deborah took her place at one end of the table, then the five of them began passing dishes and containers along to each other and heaping food onto their plates, while Charlie carved the bird and served it on to plates as they were held in front of him. Finally, they were all sitting down, each with a very large meal in front of them, while Christmas songs played softly from Deborah’s Bluetooth speaker. 
 
    Charlie beamed. “This looks perfect. Thank you, everyone. Excellent team effort.” 
 
    It had been, too. Deborah had taken full advantage of having three extra pairs of hands and all the chores—both dinner related and not—had been completed with maximum effort and the minimum of fuss. 
 
    “Yes,” Deborah added, “thank you all for your help. Now, let’s eat before it goes cold.” 
 
    “No, wait!” Ginny said. “We have to pull our crackers first.” 
 
    Charlie chuckled and clunked the heel of his hand against his forehead. “Of course we do. How could we forget? Especially since you brought them specially from England. I know they’re available over here now, but I’m sure they’re not quite the same.” 
 
    Ginny, Deborah and Charlie guided their guests into the overly complex, but completely necessary pose for pulling crackers in the Miles family tradition: arms crossed, each hand gripping the other end of a cracker with their neighbor. “And remember,” Ginny put in, “the one in your right hand is yours. Whatever pops out of that cracker—or doesn’t, as the case may be—is yours. Got it?” 
 
    Murmurs of agreement rang out around the table. 
 
    “Ready?” Ginny asked, tightening her grip on the two crackers in her hands. “One… two… three!” 
 
    Bangs, gasps, whoops and giggles filled the room as six crackers were torn open, and their goodies were collected by the relevant person. Ginny’s had fallen into her lap. She discarded the paper carcass on the floor for now—there certainly wasn’t room on the table—and inspected her prizes. Immediately, she removed the elastic band from her paper hat—a screaming-pink beauty—and settled it on her head. Then she checked out her gifts—a tiny sewing kit and a miniature coloring crayon—before palming the piece of shiny paper on which was written a no doubt utterly dreadful joke. The best part, in Ginny’s opinion. 
 
    “All right,” Charlie said, tweaking the lime-green paper monstrosity perched on his gray hair—which he’d removed his Santa hat in order to don. “Are we all wearing our hats?” He glanced around, then gave a satisfied nod before continuing, “Who’s ready for some amazing jokes? I’ll start.” He cleared his throat theatrically. “What do they sing at a snowman’s birthday party?” A pause for effect. “Freeze a jolly good fellow!” 
 
    Snorts and groans went up. 
 
    Kai, seated on Charlie’s right side, said, “Okay, I’ll go next.” He unfolded his joke, and Ginny fought hard not to think about what those talented fingers of his had been up to just a few hours earlier. “What do you get if you cross Santa with a duck?” He swept his gaze over everyone, lingering a little longer on Ginny before looking back to his paper and finishing, “A Christmas quacker!” 
 
    The other four read out their jokes in turn, to much hilarity, then everyone turned their attention to their dinner, still chuckling. Ginny shook her head, contentment filling her as she poured liberal amounts of gravy onto her plate. She really had missed this—and, although she hadn’t been convinced the previous day, their unexpected guests had only added to the warm atmosphere, the fun and laughter. This was just how Christmases should be—not stuck in a commercial kitchen feeding other people while your family was on the other side of an ocean. 
 
    “Bit different to last year, eh, kiddo?” Charlie piped up, seeming to read her mind, before putting a large forkful of food into his mouth. An expression of pure delight took over his face as the flavors hit his tongue. 
 
    “Just a bit, Dad,” she replied, a pang of regret landing in her gut as she considered that, this time next year, it was highly likely she’d be working once more. She might be out of work now, but hopefully it wouldn’t last, even in the uncertain economical times. “I was rushing around like a blue-arsed fly.” 
 
    “Like a what?” Landon said, pausing with a laden fork halfway to his mouth. 
 
    Ginny smiled. “It’s a slang phrase. You know, er, do you guys say ‘running around like a headless chicken’? It’s like that.” 
 
    “Yes.” Landon nodded, then shook his head in wonder. “Sometimes I wonder if we truly speak the same language. Some of your British slang is incredible. Hilarious.” 
 
    “Well, I look forward to teaching you some more of it, in that case.” 
 
    “Likewise.” He flashed his dimples at her, then ate his forkful. 
 
    Ginny just caught the glance her parents exchanged before she looked back at her plate, then dug in to her dinner, hoping her bowed head hid some of her blushes. They weren’t stupid, or blind—they couldn’t have failed to notice the sparks between their daughter and their three guests, which had been fanned into full, burning-bright life since their time in the hot springs. Somehow, Ginny and the men seemed to have silently agreed to some kind of quirky foursome. She had no idea how it would even work, but figured they’d just have to muddle through. It was only for a couple of weeks, anyway, until she went home. 
 
    Despite the delicious food she was eating, her good mood dissipated at the thought of returning to London. To job hunting in the bleak grayness of January—by far the most depressing month of the year, even if one did have a job. She wasn’t exactly relishing the prospect of leaving her parents, either. Each time they’d visited her in London over the past five years, it had been amazing, and she’d always been sad to see them return to Silver Springs, but somehow, this was different. They’d been upset to leave her, of course, but they’d also clearly been happy to get back to the town they loved, the retreat they loved, the lifestyle they loved. This time, she’d be the one walking away, and she suddenly wasn’t so sure she even wanted to. 
 
    When her parents had first proposed their plan to move to Upstate New York, she’d been steadily and successfully climbing the career ladder, so going with them simply wasn’t an option. Now she’d fallen off the ladder altogether, so why not consider climbing back on in a different country? She had no extended family, and her flat was rented, so, other than her friends, what did she really have to stay in England for? 
 
    As she chewed thoughtfully on a bite of turkey and crispy roast potato, she allowed herself to wonder whether her sudden change of heart might not also have something to do with the three other men sitting around the table. She frowned. How was that even possible, though? She barely knew them. They were gorgeous, yes, and fun, and helpful in the kitchen and around the house, and the chemistry between them was explosive. But all of that wasn’t reason enough to consider relocating thousands of miles away from home, was it, even if that also meant being reunited with her family? 
 
    “You all right, sweetheart?” Deborah said, jerking Ginny from her increasingly confusing thoughts. “You look as though you’ve got the weight of the world on your shoulders. Your dad hasn’t made you think about work, has he? You know, you never did tell us how you managed to wangle Christmas off this year—especially for such an extended period.” 
 
    Ginny stared at her mother, heart pounding, unsure how to answer. To buy herself some time, she stabbed at some more delicious morsels with her fork and popped them into her mouth, knowing full well her mother wouldn’t expect—or want—her to answer with food in her mouth. By the time she finished chewing and swallowed, it wasn’t just her mother who was gazing at her expectantly—they all were. She took a sip from her glass of water, then forced a smile which she could tell didn’t even come close to reaching her eyes. 
 
    “He has, actually,” she replied quietly. “I was, er, thinking about how I don’t really have very much to go back to London for. You see, the reason I managed to get this time off work is… I don’t actually have a job anymore. I got laid off.” 
 
    Silence reigned for several long seconds. Her parents’ jaws were practically on their plates, and Kai, Landon, and Trent looked pretty surprised by her revelation, too. 
 
    Finally, Charlie regained his composure. His brow creased, he asked, “What are you talking about, Moony? You’re a fully-qualified, sought-after patisserie chef. Who the hell lays someone with your skills off just before Christmas?” 
 
    “Technically, they didn’t. If I’d worked the full notice period, I would be working today, and probably every bloody day until New Year’s Day and beyond. But, well, I don’t know all the ins and outs, but there’s some kind of financial difficulty at the hotel, so I made them an offer they couldn’t refuse. And here I am!” 
 
    Understanding dawned on her father’s face. “No wonder this all happened so last minute. Don’t get me wrong, kiddo, I’m delighted you’re here, but why on earth didn’t you say something before?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I decided to take a crappy situation and make it into a positive. Yes, I’m out of work, but it gave me the opportunity to come here and see you guys, which I wouldn’t have had otherwise. And I didn’t want to put a downer on Christmas by telling you the full sorry story. I was going to tell you, obviously, just not yet. And certainly not while eating Christmas dinner! Which, by the way, is going cold, so maybe we should stop chatting and get eating.” 
 
    “Yes,” Deborah said, “you’re right, sweetheart. We can discuss this further later. Please, everyone, enjoy your meals.” 
 
    Her mood now having plummeted into the depths of her fluffy slippers, Ginny dug back in to her food with gusto. Once again, she was comfort eating, for reasons entirely different to the previous time, but no less confusing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Eighteen 
 
    By the time their main meals and then dessert had been polished off, six extremely full up but happy people sat around the Miles’ table. Ginny clutched her stomach, rolled her head back, and let out a groan. “My God, I don’t think I can move. Ever again. That was amazing.” She tilted her head back to its rightful position and looked at each of her parents in turn. “Thanks Mum, Dad. Great job.” 
 
    Kai, Landon and Trent joined in, expressing their gratitude. 
 
    Trent, who’d actually become quite vocal during dinner—for him, anyway—said, “We’ll help you clean up, Mrs. Miles.” The other two nodded. 
 
    “Actually, son,” Charlie interrupted, “another of our traditions is that my wife gets to sit and relax while myself and our daughter clean up. But, on this occasion, I think I’ve got more than enough help, so Ginny, why don’t you and your mother head into the living room and put your feet up?” 
 
    Ginny smiled and raised her eyebrows. “All right, Dad. I’m not going to argue with you there. Come on then, Mum.” She stood gingerly from the table, then headed over to collect two wine glasses and a full bottle before leading her mother into the front room, with a quick glance over her shoulder at the men as she left the kitchen. 
 
    Once the two women were in the front room, they settled side by side on the smaller sofa, knowing they had a good while to chat before the kitchen had been returned to normal. Ginny opened the bottle and poured two glasses of wine. Drinks in hand, the women settled back into the soft cushions. 
 
    Ginny took in the scene. The racket from the kitchen aside, it was peaceful, relaxing. The tree lights flash, flash, flashed away, glinting off the reflective surfaces of the other decorations and the TV screen. Snow now fell steadily but silently outside the window, blanketing their little slice of the planet in yet more of the white stuff. God, will it ever end? 
 
    “Not quite what we expected from our family Christmas, is it?” Deborah asked, nudging Ginny’s shoulder gently with her own. 
 
    “Not exactly.” Ginny gave a small smile. “But we could hardly have left them out there to fend for themselves, could we?” 
 
    “Of course not.” Deborah paused, and as the silence dragged out, Ginny somehow sensed that what her mother was going to say next was something… significant. “And I can’t help thinking it was fate, in any case. That you were meant to meet the three of them, spend time with them. Act on… whatever is between you. Because you have, haven’t you? Something happened at the springs, didn’t it? The dynamic between the four of you since you got back is completely different than when you left. I knew there was attraction flying around, and at first I was waiting to see which of the boys you would ultimately choose. But I see now, plain as day, there’s no choice to be made, is there?” 
 
    Throughout her life, Ginny had, more often than not, been grateful for her mother’s incredible ability to read between the lines, to pick up on cues, figure things out. It meant that Ginny, particularly in her awkward teenage years when saying anything was a chore, often didn’t have to tell her mother her problems or make any confessions—Deborah already knew what was going on, and usually had a solution, some advice, or at the very least a listening ear and a hug to offer. 
 
    This time was no different. Deborah had clearly got things all straightened out in her mind, and her utter complacency almost made Ginny forget there was even anything unusual about it. Almost. 
 
    “So you don’t think that… doing stuff,” Ginny took a fortifying swig of her wine before continuing, “with three different blokes is… wrong?” She shifted a little in the seat to look her mother in the face. She wanted honesty, not platitudes. 
 
    “Wrong?” Deborah’s eyes widened, then she shook her head. “No, sweetheart, I don’t. Unless I’m utterly mistaken, you’re single, and all three of the boys are single. You’re free agents, as the saying goes. As long as you’re planning to use protection, I don’t see any problem whatsoever in having a little fun together. Although…” her expression turned thoughtful, “I have my suspicions that there’s way more to what’s going on than just the physical. As you know, I’m a hopeless romantic, but even I’m not sure I believe in love at first sight. Having said that, I see bonds forming, attachments being made, and I think it’s wonderful. They’re lovely boys—men—and I think they could make you very happy. They’d certainly give you an interesting life.” 
 
    Fuck. Is my mother actually a mind-reader? For real? She used her free hand to remove her pink paper hat, then fisted her hair, hoping the tugging pain in her scalp would help provide some clarity. “But it’s all happening so bloody fast, Mum. I can’t keep track of it all, let alone make sense of it. I only met them yesterday, for Christ’s sake! How can we be… bonding, already? Because you’re right, it really feels like that, like some invisible force is linking us together. And not just sexually. It’s mental. I’m torn between what my rational mind is telling me is possible, and what my body and emotions are making me feel.” 
 
    “Don’t fight it, sweetheart,” Deborah replied, pulling Ginny’s hand away from her head and clasping it in hers. “What’s the point? We’ve already established you’re all available. Nobody’s getting hurt, and it’s nobody’s business but yours and theirs.” 
 
    “But…” She exhaled heavily, then took another sip of wine. “It is going to bloody well hurt when I go home, isn’t it? If I’m already feeling this attached to them now, what’s it going to be like in a couple of weeks when I’m about to board a flight to the other side of the Atlantic?” 
 
    Deborah squeezed her hand, then said quietly, “You said yourself you’ve already been thinking you don’t have very much to return to London for. So… don’t go. Stay here. You know perfectly well you’ve always got a home with me and your father, for as long as you want or need it. And of course we’d love to have you here, more than words can say. We’ve hated being away from you, but we had to follow our hearts, and they led us here. Maybe it’s time you did the same.” 
 
    The heart in question began to thump. “But… what about a job? Where will I work? How will I work? Don’t I need permits or something? And—” She stopped as Deborah pressed a finger to her lips. 
 
    “Calm down, Ginny, for heaven’s sake. Just tackle one issue at a time. The first, and most important, being, do you want to move here? Much as your father and I would love you to, and I suspect those three boys would love you to, the decision has to be yours, and yours alone. It’s a big one, but I will support and help you one hundred percent, whatever you decide. I’m sure your father will, too.” 
 
    Ginny stared at her mother in silence for several long seconds, her thoughts racing. Then a crash, an exclamation, and a gale of laughter rang out from the kitchen. Both women turned in the direction of the noise, before looking back at each other. 
 
    “You know what, Mum, I really think I do. I can’t explain, even to myself, what the hell is going on between me and those three, but does it really matter? All I’ve been doing back in London is existing. I’ve been so busy with work that I’ve barely done anything else in the last few years, and look where it’s got me! Now I haven’t even got a bloody job anymore. And honestly, although I’m obviously a bit worried about my financial situation, I can’t say I’m that devastated about not working at the hotel anymore.” She pondered for a moment. “It’s like… I’ve been muddling along, my world just kinda gray. Here, it’s different. Like everything’s suddenly been plunged into brilliant technicolor. I admit, I wasn’t convinced this town would be ‘all that’, but there’s definitely something special about it. Even before I met those three,” she jerked her head in the direction of the kitchen, “I was beginning to feel different. Like I’d been missing out on something.” 
 
    She sighed, then shrugged. “I dunno, maybe I’m just ready for a change of scenery. And what better time to make the leap? Being close to the two people I love most in the world is incentive enough. The prospect of a change of career and… relationships with three gorgeous guys are just added bonuses.” Excitement zig-zagged through her, and she grinned. “Oh my God, am I really doing this? What’s Dad going to think? What are the boys going to think?” 
 
    Deborah’s own grin reached from ear to ear, and her eyes glinted. “As long as you’re sure, sweetheart, bugger what everyone else thinks. Though I think all four men will be ecstatic you’re sticking around. But…” she leaned in towards Ginny conspiratorially and lowered her voice, “can I just make one request?” 
 
    Ginny frowned. “Yes, of course, Mum. Anything. What is it?” 
 
    Deborah took a swig of wine, swallowed, then grinned again. “If you’re taking those three to bed tonight, can you make sure it’s in the furthest room from mine and your dad’s? Just because we know what’s going on, doesn’t mean we want to listen to the bloody soundtrack.” 
 
    “Mum!” Ginny pulled her hand from her mother’s and slapped it playfully. “You are bloody outrageous. I’m not going to take all three of them to bed, much less under your roof.” 
 
    Deborah screwed up her nose. “Why the hell not? You’re adults. If I was in your shoes, young lady, I’d be there like a shot! As it happens, I’ve got to make do with your dad. But, I tell you what, for an old-timer, he’s still got it.” 
 
    Ginny rolled her eyes. “Muuuuum! I do not want to know about my parents’ sex life, thank you very much.” 
 
    “Fine.” She shrugged. “Well, I’ve had my say. It’s your life, sweetheart, you live it however you want. All I want is for you to be happy.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mum.” She put her glass down on the coffee table and swept her mother into a hug. “I appreciate it. And I love you.” She pulled back. “I’m going to sleep on it, all right? It’s a big decision, and I don’t want to rush into it. So just keep it under your hat until I give you the say so, all right?” 
 
    “My lips are sealed.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Nineteen 
 
    It wasn’t until much later that Ginny had the thought she might not even get much sleep that night. It was a few minutes past eleven p.m., and after another evening of board games—with Ginny actually managing to enjoy herself this time—and warm apple cider, Charlie and Deborah were just heading to bed. 
 
    “You kids have fuuuun,” Deborah said, giving a weird little wiggly-fingered wave before taking her husband’s hand. “Goodnight.” 
 
    “Goodnight,” Charlie added, then grunted in surprise as his wife all but dragged him from the room. 
 
    Ginny and the three men called their goodnights after them. 
 
    The moment their bedroom door clicked closed, Kai spoke. “Um, is it just me, or was Mrs. Miles being kind of… suggestive there?” He looked at Ginny, a crease between his eyebrows. “Does she… know?” 
 
    Ginny nodded. “Nothing gets past my mother, I’m afraid.” She shrugged, the slight buzz from the alcohol loosening her tongue. “Apparently she had her suspicions something was going on when we got back from the springs. She’s all right with it—thinks I should take you all to bed.” 
 
    “She’s incredibly astute, isn’t she?” Kai replied, smirking. “And to be fair, I think she’s on to something. I’ve, er, got a condom in my wallet.” 
 
    “Me too,” Landon said, nodding emphatically. 
 
    “Me three,” Trent added, then lifted his hands, palms up. “So, what do you think, Ginny? I mean, heaven knows how it will all work, but I’m perfectly willing to take some time to figure it out.” He gave a wicked grin, his eyes glinting in the light from the fire. “What happened in the springs earlier just whetted my appetite. I’m more than ready to have it completely sated. And help to sate yours, of course.” 
 
    Lust tugged at Ginny’s gut. God, if Trent was going to keep coming out with stuff like that, maybe he should talk more often. “I think… sod it. Why the hell not? You only live once, right?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Landon said, his dimples deeper than she’d ever seen them. He looked almost manic. “And I can’t think of a better way to live life than for the three of us to take you to bed and worship and pleasure your beautiful body until you can’t stand it anymore.” 
 
    Kai and Trent spluttered with laughter. And, while Ginny secretly thought his words were a little cheesy—all right, a lot cheesy—they still resonated with her. From her perspective, what could be better than taking three gorgeous blokes to bed and having them worship and pleasure her? Yes, she’d had an almighty orgasm earlier on, but like Trent, all it had really done was whet her appetite for more. “As long as I get to do some worshipping and pleasuring of my own, I think it’s a fucking brilliant idea.” 
 
    “Great,” Trent said, jumping to his feet way faster than she’d expect a man of his size to be able to do. “Then what are we waiting for?” 
 
    Ginny thought for a moment, remembering something else her mother had said. “We’ll use your room, Trent—it’s the furthest away from my parents. And it’s got the queen-sized bed.” 
 
    “Yeah.” He nodded. “That’s why your mom put me in there—said she didn’t want me sleeping with my feet poking out the bottom of the bed. So let’s go.” He took a couple of long strides towards the door. 
 
    “Just hold your horses,” Ginny said, getting to her feet. “I need to switch everything off in here first, and put the guard on the fire. Why don’t you go and wait for me?” 
 
    Kai shook his head. “Don’t be silly. We’ll help. It won’t take more than a minute with all four of us.” 
 
    It didn’t, either. Within sixty seconds the fire had been made safe, all the candles blown out, and all of the lights and decorations unplugged and switched off. They filed silently from the room and headed for Trent’s. Ginny had no idea how the others were feeling, but her heart was racing at the thought of what was about to happen. Excitement and anticipation fizzed in her belly, and already the throb between her legs was back, as well as the heaviness in her breasts. 
 
    Once they’d all entered Trent’s room, he turned and closed the door. The flip of the lock sounded ridiculously loud and made her heart pound so fast she thought it was going to explode right out of her chest. She gulped, then turned to peer at the bed. It looked huge now it was devoid of people, but she was sure it’d feel pretty damn crowded with four sweaty, naked bodies writhing on it. 
 
    A mixture of nerves and need shot through her. She shoved the nerves aside—what was the point? They all wanted this to happen, and the inexplicable connection they shared meant it was as inevitable as day following night. Determined not to overthink things, to just go with the flow like she had in their earlier encounter, she walked over and perched on the end of the bed, then bent and tugged off her slippers, before tossing them over to one side of the room. She quickly did the same with her socks. 
 
    It wasn’t until she unzipped her hoodie that the men were galvanized into action. From there on in, it was like they were in a race. Garments flew across the room at a rate of knots, landing in an increasingly huge pile, with brief pauses as each of the men retrieved the promised condoms from their respective wallets. If I’m sticking around, I’m going to have to start buying condoms in bulk. And go on some kind of birth control. 
 
    Because of her head start, Ginny was naked first. She scooted to the head of the bed, settled back against the pillows, and once again took the opportunity to enjoy the view. This time, however, there wasn’t a pair of boxer shorts in sight, since they’d been thrown into the washing machine when they’d got back from the springs. Therefore, once their freshly-laundered jeans had been discarded, there were six delectable buttocks on display, and three stiff, raring to go cocks to gawp at. 
 
    Ginny’s mouth went dry. She hadn’t been able to see any detail of their cocks when they’d been in the springs earlier because of the steam and the water, so now there was nothing but air between them, she was making the most of it. Both Kai and Landon were uncut. In contrast, the head of Trent’s cock was more visible. All three were mouthwatering. 
 
    It was only when none of them moved for several seconds that she realized they were doing the same to her. They might all have been intimate, but technically, they hadn’t seen each other fully naked until now. Ginny drank in the vision of each man from head to toe, filling in the gaps in her knowledge and banking future memories, as three pairs of eyes raked hungrily across her naked form, making her burn inside and out. 
 
    She cleared her throat, then said, “Are we doing this, then, or are we just going to stare at each other all night?” 
 
    “Oh, we’re doing this,” Landon practically growled, crossing over to the bed and breaking whatever spell had held them all frozen in place. Kai and Trent were hot on his heels. 
 
    Landon dropped the condom packet on the bedside table before sitting on the bed, then hurriedly shuffling up next to Ginny. She moaned as his skin contacted hers, searing heat zinging between the two of them and lighting her up all over again. She half-turned to face him, then slotted her hands into his hair and pulled him towards her. He wrapped his muscular arms around her in response, crushing her to him and causing his chest hair to scratch against her nipples. Just as she closed her eyes in anticipation of their kiss, she felt the mattress dip—twice—and became aware of yet more body heat, movement, and breathing. The scents of shampoo, shower gel, and fresh male sweat surrounded her. 
 
    As her lips contacted Landon’s, goosebumps erupted over every inch of her skin, and her pussy swelled further. A trickle of juices seeped out and ran down her slit. God, by the time we’re done, I’m going to be a boneless wreck. 
 
    Landon’s mouth was hot, eager, and talented, and she enjoyed every second of their scorching kiss, tightening her grip on his hair as their embrace grew even more passionate, more frantic. Their gasps and moans rang out into the room, and Ginny wriggled on the bed, tensing her buttocks to lift her hips and hoping like hell one of the other two paid her the attention she so desperately needed. 
 
    To her intense relief, someone scooted close to her other side, then a hot, heavy hand landed on her thigh, before immediately sliding between her legs and cupping her pussy. The hand squeezed, roughly, sending a spike of lust right through her belly, before immediately plunging two thick fingers into her soaked core. Pleasure filled her entire being. 
 
    She pulled Landon’s bottom lip between hers, then sucked it. Dizzy with want, she dropped one hand from his hair to his lap, where she wrapped her fingers around his dick, finding it hot and slick to the touch. Still suckling on his lip, she spread his precum over his glans, getting it good and wet, then began to toss him off. Slow at first, then faster, firmer. 
 
    The guttural moan that escaped his mouth gusted over her face, bringing with it the spicy scent of apple cider. She released his lip and hair, then pulled back with a smile and turned to see what the others were doing, while continuing to stroke his cock. Trent was on her other side, still fingering her pussy, his thumb now jammed up against her clit and rapidly sending her on a journey to what she suspected would be another mind-blowing climax. His cock poked rudely up against his belly, thick, long, and begging to be touched. 
 
    She happily obliged, taking him in her other hand, then dragging in some much-needed oxygen before leaning in to capture his mouth in a kiss. 
 
    “Fuck,” came Kai’s voice, heavy with lust. “That is so fucking hot.” 
 
    Smiling against Trent’s mouth, Ginny responded by picking up the pace on both Landon and Trent’s cocks, relishing the sensation of velvet-soft skin over thick, hot hardness—though of course Trent’s circumcision made his feel very different—but no less delicious. 
 
    The noises they all made grew in volume and intensity as they continued to touch and be touched. Since she’d released him, Landon had begun playing with her breasts. Her body was one big mass of arousal, and she only wondered who would come first. Smugly, she realized that no matter who got off first, things would always be skewed in her favor—not only was she perfectly capable of multiple orgasms, but when one of her men came, she had two more right behind him to continue playing with. Providing they didn’t climax simultaneously, as they’d claimed to earlier. That had to have been a coincidence, or something to do with it being their first time together. 
 
    Pushing the thoughts from her mind, she concentrated hard on what she was doing, determined not to get distracted by the pleasure zinging through her. It was overwhelming, though, the physicality of what was happening, and the pure, unadulterated eroticism of the situation. How many other women get lucky enough to have three mouths, three cocks and six hands at their disposal? 
 
    That gave her an idea. She broke her kiss with Trent, then turned her gaze on Kai, who was watching proceedings through heavy lids as he knelt on the bed by her feet, cupping his balls in one hand and masturbating with the other. 
 
    “Want some help?” she asked. 
 
    He blinked, seeming to pull himself out of a trance, then nodded frantically. She disentangled herself from Trent and Landon, then positioned herself on all fours and shuffled forward. Then she threw over her shoulder, “Would one of you be so kind as to put on a condom, and fuck me?” 
 
    Figuring she’d let them sort out the who for themselves, she licked her lips, before taking Kai’s dick in her mouth. The salt and light sweat taste exploded over her tongue, and she squeezed her eyes closed, allowing saliva to fill her mouth before beginning to suck Kai in earnest. He slid his fingers into her hair and guided her as she bobbed back and forth on his shaft, coating it in plenty of saliva as she went. 
 
    Seconds later, she picked up the clear sound of a condom packet being torn open. Tingles skated across her skin, and more juices trickled from her core in anticipation. 
 
    She didn’t have to anticipate for long, either. The mattress shifted behind her, then a hand gripped her hip. Legs bumped up against the back of hers, then something brushed her vulva. There came the unmistakable sensation of the head of a dick being nudged up against her, before it slowly forced its way through her folds and into her entrance, then gradually sunk deeper until balls crushed against her arse. 
 
    She moaned loudly, the vibrations causing Kai to moan right back and tighten his grip on her hair. Sparks of pain danced across her scalp, and she involuntarily clenched her internal muscles. Landon’s voice came, “Fucking hell, Ginny, do that again and I’ll come in seconds!” He pulled back, then shunted roughly into her, stretching, filling and stimulating her all at once, and making her moan yet again. 
 
    The chain reaction went through another cycle, with moans, grunts and curses filling the air. 
 
    Then she heard, “Well, fuck this! I want to do more than just watch,” and became aware of yet more mattress shifting. Soft hair brushed against her side as Trent shuffled into position with his head beneath her, then closed his hot mouth around her nearest nipple, drawing as much flesh into his mouth as he could. 
 
    Ginny couldn’t take it any more—her senses were overloaded. Heat swelled inside her, making her feel as though her skin was suddenly too tight. She was lost in a maelstrom of sucking and being sucked, and her pussy being plundered. It was just as well her mouth was full because she wanted to scream her pleasure to the heavens. She contented herself with moaning and see-sawing herself back and forth, forcing herself harder and harder onto the cocks at either end. She barely knew where she ended and the three men began, and at this stage, she really didn’t care. All she could do was ride out the storm of sensation. 
 
    When her orgasm hit, her core clamped down on Landon’s dick, then began spasming, pulling him over the precipice alongside her. Her moans sent Kai spiraling into bliss, too, and his shaft stiffened further still, then began throbbing between her lips as he emptied his load into her mouth. She swallowed quickly and eagerly, even as waves of pleasure crashed through her, praying her limbs would hold her up—Trent was a big boy, but she didn’t want to suffocate him with her tits. Though he’d probably argue it’d be a good way to go. 
 
    Before long, Landon and Kai carefully pulled themselves from her, leaving Trent to scoop her up in his powerful arms and flip her onto her back. He made short work of sheathing himself, then sunk into her with a hiss. Her slick pussy admitted him easily, and he quickly bottomed out. He picked her up as though she weighed nothing, then pulled her onto his lap, where he gripped her hips and pounded up into her. She put her arms around his neck and held on tightly as she was bounced around like a ragdoll, the embers of her waning climax being fanned into flames once more. 
 
    Trent attacked her breasts and nipples again with his lips and teeth, rougher this time—he would undoubtedly leave marks. Pain mixed with pleasure, and was stirred into a heady mix. Molten lava bubbled inside her belly, then forced its heat through every nerve ending. She was going to come, any second. 
 
    She dropped her head to the crook of Trent’s neck. As he fucked her harder still and bit down on her left nipple, she sunk her teeth into his skin, eager to leave some marks of her own. The jolt of pain sent Trent over the edge, dragging her along with him. 
 
    They climaxed together in a torrent of clashing, pulsating flesh, their cries mingling with the slowing breaths of Kai and Landon as they continued to come down from their own orgasms. The air stank of sex, and Ginny grinned stupidly to herself as she and Trent eventually separated, then the four of them dragged themselves up towards the pillows and collapsed in a tangle of trembling limbs. 
 
    Her last thought before passing out was: It’s probably technically the day after now, but that was still undoubtedly the best fucking Christmas gift I’ve ever received. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty 
 
    Ginny woke to the sound of soft, masculine snores and the shifting of the mattress as someone turned over. She opened her eyes, and grinned as memories of the previous night flooded into her brain, answering her internal question about the aches in her body. She’d been right, she hadn’t got an awful lot of sleep, but it didn’t matter, since Boxing Day—which she’d learned didn’t exist as a holiday in America—was generally a lazy day in the Miles household. A day for putting presents away, eating leftovers and wrapping up warm to go for a walk. But back home in England there generally weren’t a couple of feet of snow on the ground. Perhaps they’d make a snowman, instead, and have a snowball fight. 
 
    At some point in the early hours, the four of them had exhausted themselves, crawled beneath the duvet, and pulled it over them. Now, Ginny wriggled deeper into the warm embrace of the bed, hoping she could stave off the need to visit the bathroom for a little longer. She really didn’t want to extricate herself from the pile of gorgeous men surrounding her. 
 
    A cold sensation seeped into her belly. She didn’t want to leave them at all—not even to go to the loo. The mere thought of being away from them for any length of time was highly unappealing. Painful, even—like wrenching her heart from her chest. She certainly didn’t want to go back to London. 
 
    The realization turned the chill in her tummy to butterflies, and made her heart race. 
 
    Well, that’s that then. Decision made. I’ll have to go back to London to tie up loose ends and sort all the practical stuff out, but it looks like I’m moving to America. Bloody hell! 
 
    The thought was petrifying and insanely exciting all at once, and Ginny decided to keep the revelation to herself for now. She’d give herself a little while to come to terms with it before she told anyone else. Maybe by then she’d actually have some idea what she would do job-wise over here, too. 
 
    Her heart still pounding, she lay there in silence, staring at the ceiling and listening to the sounds coming from the slumbering blokes. Was this really her life now? How had this even happened? She’d only set foot in the country four days ago, and now she’d met these three amazing men and was planning to completely uproot her life for them. 
 
    No, she reminded herself, it’s not for them. It’s for me. The job situation and missing Mum and Dad set things in motion—meeting those three just sealed the deal. 
 
    She really had nothing to lose. Thanks to her parents, she would have a roof over her head and food in her belly no matter what happened, or how long it took her to get a job sorted. If things didn’t work out with her, Landon, Kai, and Trent, she would still have her wonderful family. But for some reason, she wasn’t at all worried about things not working out. Like her mother, she didn’t believe love at first sight was a thing, but she was beginning to believe Deborah had been right about fate having had a hand in the four of them meeting. What were the chances, otherwise? They lived in Upstate New York—and not even in the same town her parents lived in—she lived in London. And yet Trent’s truck had broken down outside her parents’ place, right before a series of blizzards that had made sure they couldn’t leave Silver Springs. 
 
    Through a series of bizarre coincidences, they’d been thrust together for a period of time and had somehow just clicked. Whatever mysterious forces had been, or possibly still continued to be at work, who were they to argue? 
 
    Today, though, that period of time might well be over. Unless the forecast had changed overnight, they weren’t due any more snow for the next few days at least, meaning the ploughs would be out on the roads, and life in and around Silver Springs could start returning to normal. Trent would no doubt be eager to get back to check on the ranch, and his father. The other two had family they’d missed out on spending time with over the past couple of days, too, and undoubtedly all three of them would be desperate to change their clothes. Between them, Deborah and Charlie had laundered their clothes and found them other stuff to wear in the meantime, but it hadn’t been easy—especially when it came to Trent and his size. 
 
    They were probably ready to clean up in their own bathrooms, too, and sleep in their own beds. It had been a while since Ginny had even been on holiday, but, much as she’d always enjoyed being away and having adventures, there was always a sense of relief on arriving home, to all her belongings, her creature comforts, her routine. They had to be feeling something similar, particularly since their ‘adventure’ had been both unexpected and forced upon them—though of course it had had a wonderful outcome. 
 
    Somehow, the thought of them leaving didn’t send the same cold finger of dread trailing down her spine as the thought of her going back to London had. She wouldn’t say she wanted them to go, but they had to return to normality sometime, and she found she relished the thought of becoming a part of their everyday lives. Seeing where they lived, where they worked, meeting their families, their friends. Exploring the area. She hadn’t a clue how they would explain their relationships, but that was something they’d have to figure out when the time came. 
 
    The idea of returning to London had felt very much like the ending of something. Something that had barely begun. But the boys leaving the retreat and going back to their homes, their lives, their jobs, actually felt like the beginning of something. Something exciting. Not only would she have a new home, and new relationships, she would have the opportunity and the impetus to find a way to spend her days that made her happy. The more she thought back on the past couple of years, the more she realized that at some point along the way, she’d entirely lost her enthusiasm for her work. She’d just been going through the motions. Turn up at work, spend hours feeding other people, go home, spend five minutes feeding herself, shower, sleep, repeat. 
 
    She couldn’t help thinking that being laid off had actually been for the best. If that hadn’t happened, would she even be contemplating a transatlantic relocation? Would the powerful, inexplicable draw of Landon, Kai, and Trent have been enough? Or was losing her job simply the first thing on the list of coincidences that had led her to this point? 
 
    As a warm, muscled arm snaked its way across her belly and yanked her up against a hot body that was hard in more ways than one, she decided it really didn’t matter. What-ifs were pointless. She’d made up her mind. This upcoming new year truly would be a new start for her, and she couldn’t think of anything more exciting. 
 
    “Hey,” she giggled as dark hair fell in her face, and Landon began raining kisses down on her face, neck, and shoulders, his stubble grazing her skin, “let me go. I have to use the bathroom.” 
 
    “Aww,” he murmured against her, deliberately grinding his erection into her leg, “but I have something for you.” 
 
    She sniggered. “I’m sure you do, but if you don’t let me go, I’m going to wet the bed. Besides, we’ve got no condoms left, remember?” 
 
    He landed a quick kiss on her lips, then released her with a dramatic sigh. “Fine. Spoilsport.” 
 
    She ducked beneath the covers, then scrambled to the foot of the bed, since a climb to either side would have meant scaling a man mountain. She then hopped to the floor and padded to the bathroom, painfully aware of her nakedness, but considering her desperation for the loo, she didn’t stop to find something to cover up with. Luckily, the room was plenty warm enough—the retreat’s heating system was excellent. 
 
    She darted inside the en suite, but before she closed the door behind her, she peered through the gap. All she could see was a duvet-covered mound, with the occasional hand, knee, foot, and mop of hair peeking out. But in her heart, she knew that, beneath the material, were the three men she was going to spend the rest of her life with. Where that sentiment, that certainty, had come from, she had no idea, but it made her pulse flutter and sent sparks racing across every inch of her skin. 
 
    She closed the door. 
 
    Minutes later, her bladder emptied and her hands and face washed, she emerged to find signs of life from within the duvet-covered mound. Landon was out of bed, gloriously naked, ridiculously tempting, and attempting to make some kind of sense of the haphazard pile of clothes the four of them had created the previous evening. The other two, clearly having just woken, leaned against the pillows, blinking dazedly as their eyes adjusted to the light spilling through the window. 
 
    At the thought of the window, Ginny crossed over to it, swiping a random T-shirt along the way and slipping it on. Given it barely covered her arse, it was probably Kai’s. Once there, she peered out at the view across the rear of her parents’ property, and found that although there’d clearly been plenty more overnight, the snow had stopped. Even better, the sun had come out. It didn’t appear to have enough heat to have started thawing anything yet, but the brilliant blue sky was beautiful and held the promise of ploughs being able to hit the asphalt today and get things moving. 
 
    “How’s it looking?” Trent asked. 
 
    She turned just in time to see him fling off the duvet and get out of bed. It was quite a sight. She swallowed hard against the sudden dryness in her mouth. Christ’s sake, why must these men be so bloody tempting? “Gorgeous, actually. Blue skies. The three of you should have no problems getting home today.” 
 
    “Great.” He walked over, took her in his arms and kissed the top of her head. “Can’t say I relish the thought of leaving you, but I do need to get back and check on Pop.” 
 
    Before she had chance to reply, a knock came at the door. All four of them snapped their heads in that direction, just as Deborah’s voice rang through the wood, “Breakfast in five, you lot! Get a move on!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter Twenty-One 
 
    “Okay, buddy, we’re on our way. Give us a few—it’s a long driveway!” Trent pulled the phone away from his ear, tapped the screen, then stuffed it in his jeans pocket. He turned to Ginny and the others with a wry smile. “Tow truck guy is waiting at the bottom of the driveway, so we’d better get going. I’m so sorry we can’t help you clear up the breakfast dishes, Mrs. Miles—I had no idea he’d be able to get here so soon after I called. It’s just as well I’m here, rather than at home.” 
 
    Deborah waved her hand. “Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. Honestly. Just make sure you get your truck back on the road as soon as possible, so you can come and see us again, all right?” 
 
    That was the cue for everyone to stand from the table, leaving nothing but empty plates behind after another delicious fried breakfast. Ginny was pretty sure that, despite the ridiculous amount of food her mother had bought for Christmas, she would need to go shopping again very soon, not having planned on feeding three extra mouths for three days. 
 
    Trent moved over to Deborah and engulfed her in a hug, much to everyone’s surprise. He’d certainly thawed out over the past few days, but this was next level. Perhaps the Christmas spirit had really got to him. He released her, then gave her a warm smile. “Of course. I’m hoping these guys—Harrison’s, they’re called—can get me all fixed up, as well as providing the tow. No point using two different companies—it only slows things down. At least if they already have my truck hooked up, they can drag it right to their auto shop and get to work. Anyway, I want to thank you, and Mr. Miles, of course, again, for your awesome hospitality. I have no idea what we’d have done without you guys.” It seemed he couldn’t resist a glance at Ginny. “And you can bet your bottom dollar I’ll be back as soon as I can. Probably won’t be the only one, either.” 
 
    He kissed Deborah’s cheek, then crossed over to Charlie and shook his hand. “Thank you, sir, for everything.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, son. Be safe, and we’ll see you soon. We need to talk about our business plans, too.” 
 
    Trent nodded, then clumped out into the hallway to pull on his outerwear. Ginny followed, leaving Landon and Kai to say their own goodbyes. “So,” she said, stepping into her boots and bending to lace them, “snowmageddon is finally over. For now, at least. You can escape the clutches of the retreat!” 
 
    With a shake of his head, Trent chuckled. “I dunno about escaping. That implies wanting to leave.” He winked as he pulled on his hat. “Seriously, your folks have been amazing. It was bad enough being lumbered with us on Christmas Eve and Christmas Day, but yesterday too! I’m sure they’ll enjoy the peace and quiet when we’re gone.” 
 
    The snow clear-up hadn’t been as quick or straightforward as anyone had expected. The sheer volume of snow meant it took longer than anticipated for the plough drivers to get the main roads cleared. Only then could the Silver Springs-owned plough be deployed to work on people’s driveways. Fortunately, the Miles’ property was in a position on the rota that meant it was cleared the same day, but by the time it was all done, darkness was approaching, and they still had to dig out the Miles’ car and Trent’s truck. Everyone was freezing cold and exhausted by the time that was finished, and Deborah had suggested it wasn’t worth hitting the road that night, only to have to come back first thing to sort out getting Trent’s truck towed. Nobody had disagreed. 
 
    Ginny grinned widely. “I can’t comment on how my parents felt about having you stay over an extra night, but I certainly wasn’t complaining.” 
 
    His expression mirrored hers. “Me either.” 
 
    Just then, everyone else strode into the hallway, and a flurry of dragging on boots, coats, hats, scarves and gloves ensued. 
 
    “Hey,” Kai suddenly said with a frown, as he realized the Miles’ were doing the same. “You guys really don’t have to come out in the cold, you know.” 
 
    Ginny shrugged. “Well, I’m coming out to wave you off.” 
 
    “And so are we,” Deborah added. 
 
    “We’ve actually got our swimmers on underneath,” Charlie put in, pointing between himself and his wife. “We’re going for a dip in the springs afterwards, to blow the cobwebs away. Or should that be wash?” 
 
    Ginny gave her dad a sidelong glance, then shook her head, resolving to scurry back to the house the minute the boys were gone. If that water had the same effect on everyone that it had had on the four of them… She shuddered. The last thing she wanted was to witness her parents getting amorous. It was one thing knowing it happened, and quite another to see or hear it. 
 
    The six of them headed outside. It might have stopped snowing, but bitter cold still nipped at every inch of exposed skin. They trudged down the driveway, through the gate, and down towards the road, chatting and laughing as they went. Soon they spotted the hulk of Trent’s black truck, and could just see what appeared to be a bright orange tow truck loitering in the opening of the driveway. They approached. 
 
    “That’s him, all right,” Trent said, pointing at the side of the truck, where black writing spelled out Harrison’s Towing.  
 
    The handsome, bearded young man behind the wheel did a double take when he saw the six of them, then shook himself and clambered out of his vehicle. “Hi. I’m Tyler. Which one of you is Trent?” 
 
    Trent stepped forward, hand outstretched. “That’s me, buddy.” The two men shook, then Trent explained the situation. 
 
    Tyler nodded as he listened, scratching at his dark beard and squinting his brown eyes thoughtfully. “All right, not a problem. We’ll get you hooked up and run your truck to the shop, then get you guys home. Sounds like you’ve had a hell of a Christmas!” 
 
    Kai, Landon and Ginny exchanged smirks. Trent had outlined the part about being stranded, but obviously hadn’t gone on to divulge exactly what else had happened, so Tyler could be excused for thinking they might have had a shitty time. 
 
    With a shrug, Trent said, “We made the most of a bad situation.” 
 
    Ginny bit her lip to stop herself laughing. That’s one way of putting it. 
 
    They stood around, hands shoved into pockets, stamping their feet to stave off the cold as Tyler skillfully reversed his tow truck into position, before securing Trent’s truck to it. That done, he hopped back into his cab. “Ready when you are, guys.” He gave a thumbs up and slammed the heavy door behind him, presumably to keep the heat inside. Ginny didn’t blame him. 
 
    “Right,” Trent said, giving his vehicle a pat. “Better get her to the shop, then. The sooner they get started, the sooner they’ll finish. I’ve a feeling I’m going to be needing this truck more than ever over the next week or so.” He glanced at Deborah and Charlie, then peered almost shyly at Ginny. “I’d love to spend as much time with you as possible before you go home, if that’s all right.” 
 
    Landon put in sharply, “I think he means we’d love to. Right, buddy?” 
 
    Trent opened his mouth, then closed it again and settled for a nod. “Sorry. It’s just… there’s not much that’s usual about this situation, is there? I don’t know how to describe it, how to arrange things. I certainly don’t think I should be speaking for anyone else, though.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Landon replied. “But, just to be clear, Ginny, I would love to spend as much time with you as possible, too.” 
 
    “Me too,” Kai added. “I’d be more than happy to run you to the airport, too, when the times comes, if that’s what you want. Though I’ll understand if you’d prefer your parents to do it. As long as you know the offer’s there.” 
 
    “Thank you.” She reached out and squeezed Kai’s arm, though she could barely feel a thing through their respective layers. “That’s really lovely of you. And, of course I want to spend as much time with you guys as possible. But time isn’t quite as tight as you think.” 
 
    Her parents had been standing a few feet away, but now shuffled closer, clearly eager to hear what she had to say—though of course Deborah had a pretty good idea, already. 
 
    Ginny paused, drew in a deep breath, then said, “I’m not going home. Not for good, anyway. I’ll travel back on my original flight, get everything sorted in London, pack my things—what I don’t get rid of, anyway—and start shipping them over. As soon as all the practicalities are taken care of, I’m coming right back. To live. Permanently.” 
 
    The only sound to be heard for several seconds afterwards was the chugging of Tyler’s truck engine. 
 
    Kai recovered first. He speared Ginny with a serious look and said quietly, “Well, that’s the best darn news I’ve heard all year.” 
 
    “Yes,” Landon said, nodding frantically. “It is. That’s awesome, Ginny!” 
 
    She smiled at them, then chanced a look at Trent. He appeared stunned, but happy. He rubbed absently at his stubbled cheek—the stuff her parents had given or lent them hadn’t managed to stretch to razors, so all three men were looking decidedly hairier than when they’d arrived—then shook his head. “I don’t know what to say. I’m… well, I’m thrilled. Just shocked, that’s all. It’s a big step.” 
 
    “It is,” Ginny agreed, then shuffled between her parents and slipped an arm around each of their waists. They hugged her tightly. “But it’s one I’m ready to take. One I need to take. There’s certainly a lot more for me here in Silver Springs than there is in London. I don’t quite know what I’m going to do for work, just yet, as I don’t know what’s involved in terms of paperwork and stuff, but I’ll get something figured out.” 
 
    “Of course you will,” Kai said. “And we’ll do everything we can to help you.” He paused, then blew out a breath. “Wow. This is huge. And amazing. And unexpected. And—” 
 
    The blast of Tyler’s truck horn drowned out any further words. He was obviously fed up of waiting. “Go on,” Ginny said, stepping away from her parents and wafting her hand towards the tow truck. “You’d better get going, before he takes the truck and leaves you here.” 
 
    Kai, who was nearest, closed the gap between them, cupped her cheeks and placed a gentle kiss on her lips. “We’ll talk later, all right? Let’s just get things straightened out, then we’ll all talk.” He smiled. “I feel so much better knowing you’re not leaving for good. Like a weight has been lifted from my shoulders.” 
 
    Landon nudged him out of the way, sneaked a peek to see if Tyler was looking, then kissed her quickly. “Yeah—what he said.” His dimples flashed. 
 
    Trent followed suit, then the three of them scrambled up into the tow truck’s cab and closed the door. The sound rang out into the still-quiet landscape, then the pitch of the engine changed as Tyler put the vehicle in gear and pulled away. 
 
    Ginny watched as the truck rolled along the driveway towards the road, taking her three men with it. She felt a twinge of sadness, but not the heart wrenching agony she knew she’d be experiencing if she hadn’t made this life-changing decision. 
 
    As the orange truck made its turn on to the road, then disappeared from view, her parents flanked her once more. Charlie looped his arm around her waist and kissed the top of her head. “I’m so proud of you, Moony.” 
 
    She looked at him, her brow creased. “You are? How come?” 
 
    “Because you followed your heart. You were faced with a scary decision, and you didn’t take the easy route.” 
 
    “I didn’t, Dad, you’re right. But honestly?” She stared at the end of the driveway, where only moments ago Kai, Landon and Trent had been. The connection, the bond, between the four of them still burned bright inside her, even though they were no longer in sight. She had no idea where it had come from, or how it had happened, but it was here to stay. Just like her. “I’m not sure I even had a choice in the matter. Perhaps it was a Christmas miracle.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A note from the author: Thank you so much for reading Moonstone. If you enjoyed it, please do tell your friends, family, colleagues, book clubs, and so on. Also, posting a short review on the retailer site you bought the book from would be incredibly helpful and very much appreciated. There are lots of books out there, which makes word of mouth an author’s best friend, and also allows us to keep doing what we love doing—writing. 
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If You Enjoyed Moonstone 
 
    If you liked Moonstone, you may enjoy these other Jewels Cafe books: 
 
      
 
    Amber by Mia Harlan 
 
    Sapphire by Eva Delaney 
 
    Peridot by M Sinclair Author 
 
    Opal by Candice Wondrak 
 
    Topaz by J.E. Cluney 
 
    Ruby by Ann Denton 
 
    Amethyst by CY Jones 
 
    Pearl by Tabitha Barret 
 
    Emerald by Jade Waltz 
 
    Onyx by Melissa Adams 
 
    Rose by Jewels Arthur 
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An Excerpt from Rose by Jewels Arthur 
 
    Blurb: 
 
    Meet Rosalie, or Rose for short, she is a gorgeous plus sized heroine who is about to get mixed up in a whole ‘nother world! 
 
    Rose has a night job at a bar in Silver Springs called Vee. She loves it because it gives her freedom, free drinks every night, and she gets to spend time with the 3 oh so sexy owners of the bar. 
 
    What Rose doesn’t know is that these guys have a dark and dangerous secret and the bar she works at isn’t quite what it seems. 
 
    Rose’s attraction to these guys is strong but she thinks she has no chance. The guys are drawn to Rose but they know they could never date a human. Insert one magical PSL then Rose’s world is flipped upside down. 
 
    Buy on Amazon or read in Kindle Unlimited. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 - Rose 
 
    My feet ache as I walk in my kitten heels down the cobblestone street. Whoever decided kitten heels was an apt name for these satanic foot prisons is fucking dumb. Kittens are cute and cuddly, they don’t help torture your feet. Rule number eleven in Rose’s book of plus-sized girl rules, don’t wear heels. There’s something about weight distribution and my cankles that means I can’t wear heels. It seems like a good idea when I leave the house, but I’m always five feet outside my door when I realize it was a stupid fucking idea.  
 
    The only reason I put them on was to impress the sexy guys at my job. I work all night as a bartender at the local bar called Vee. It’s a really hip scene that is a nightclub-bar mix. It’s pretty exclusive, and it doesn’t hurt that the three owners are hot as sin. I know they are totally out of my league, but I figure what’s the harm in trying? I mean, the harm to my feet is pretty real right now, but I can deal with it if it means I get a second glance from them. It also doesn’t hurt in the tip department. I was honestly surprised when they hired me almost two years ago, you just don’t see a lot of plus-sized women bartenders. My ass is not hopping up on the bar to dance and I’m not your typical Daisy Dukes wearing, stick-thin blonde. I’m very full-figured with auburn hair. I love coffee, cheesecake, and Coca Cola. I’ve tried all the fad diets, dragged my ass to the gym, decided to only eat salad, and failed at them all. What can I say? Cheesecake is delicious and water tastes like spit. Bring on the sugar and calories, because I’ve accepted that this is me.  
 
    I used to find the darkness of the city frightening, but I’ve since learned that Silver Springs is a pretty harmless town. It’s a lot like Stars Hollow on Gilmore Girls. Peaceful. I find comfort in the dark, it’s like a warm blanket. Nights are for fun and spontaneity. They are for getting drunk, hooking up with strangers, and sweatiness. Sweatiness is erotic at night. It’s from dancing the night away and sex. Sweating during the day just isn’t as attractive. The morning is the enemy—walk of shames, hangovers, and blisters. That’s what the morning brings.  
 
    As I near Vee, I can already see the crowd gathering around outside under the red, illuminated sign showing the club’s name. The doors will open soon, and the youth of the town are already gearing up for another night of partying, even if it is the day after Christmas.   
 
    “Hey, Rosie,” a deep voice greets me in the night. I look up to see Reggie, Vee’s bouncer, manning the door. I smile at him, but also squint my eyes in accusation. 
 
    “You know I hate being called Rosie, Reg. It’s a kid’s name.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. Rosalie. I just like the ring of it, Rosie and Reggie,” he singsongs, winking at me as he adjusts his pants, bringing my eyes to how tight his clothes are tonight. His black shirt and pants display his muscles in a way that will intimidate most of the crowd as they await entrance. Reg is the perfect bouncer because he’s overall a nice and jokey guy, until he isn’t. Then, he’s kicking your ass to the curb. Reggie is nice but also a little intense. I appreciate the attention, I honestly do—bigger girls don’t get as many wolf whistles as our skinny sisters—but his crush on me is overbearing, and although I don’t find him unattractive, he’s just not my type.  
 
    “In your dreams, Reg.” I laugh as I walk past him and into the club. The room is bright with the overhead lights on as the staff shuffles around, preparing for another night of chaos. I walk up to the beautiful black wood bar and graze my fingers against the smooth surface. I love this place so much. I never thought I would enjoy being a bartender, but this club just makes me happy. Between the people that work here and the atmosphere, I fell in love. I gaze around the room that looks so different with the lights on, and take in the baroque red walls, the small, corner booths with black suede seats and blood-red curtains made for those who want some privacy, and then the spacious dance floor that comes alive at night. The feel is somehow modern, but also has a classic atmosphere. I adjust my cleavage in my skintight, pink and black spaghetti strap dress, and tug at the bottom to make sure my butt is covered. I’ve barely begun working and I’m already sweating in this thing. It’s cute, but it’s snug, and big breasts always lead to major boob sweat. My black heels are still killing my feet, but I struggle through the pain for the sex appeal. 
 
    “Good evening, Rosalie.” I hear the silky smooth voice before I see him, and I can already feel the butterflies in my stomach—Finn.  
 
    “Hey, Finn. How are you?” I reply in what I hope is a sultry voice. I normally just end up sounding nasally, and I know my cheeks are probably reddening. Just being around him and his brothers makes me lose any confidence I have.  
 
    “Living the life,” Finn answers with a chuckle, as he leans across the bar toward me, his hand inches from mine. “You look beautiful tonight. Anyone special coming in?” I hear a note of jealousy in his tone, but shrug it off as my imagination. I’ve made it clear that I think he’s hot, so if he’s interested he would have made his move by now.  
 
    “Everyone that comes in is special, silly,” I respond with a laugh. “I just wanted to dress up tonight. Sometimes it’s fun to get all cute, even if you’re just going to work.” 
 
    Buy on Amazon or read in Kindle Unlimited. 
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