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Chapter One
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I used to love Christmas. But like snowfall during winter, things have built over the years and changed until I’m unrecognizable from the woman I used to be. The event was the beginning, and yet, I didn’t become what I am now all at once. It happened slowly. Like the snowfall... changing everything one snowflake at a time, covering something that used to be beautiful and turning it into nothing. 

Now, winter comes, and I feel... empty. Alone.

Staring into the fire, I wrap my blanket tighter around my shoulders, trying to ignore the white flakes drifting in front of my many windows. Seeing them will only make this feeling in my belly grow deeper and more painful, but I haven’t yet been able to tear myself from the fire to close the curtains. 

That night flashes in my mind and I can see the car accident that took everything from me. It's all with me as if it were yesterday. I can smell the snow. I can taste the blood in my mouth. And all at once I remember everything I lost that winter: My fiancé, my health, and my sense of beauty and wonder.

Everything that mattered.

I jump when the fire shifts unexpectedly, and I realize that my teeth are chattering. I hate this feeling, when I’m being sucked into the past, and that night becomes more real to me than the present. 

But even recognizing what’s happening, my thoughts keep sliding back to the cold, to the hopelessness. I walked through the snow for endless miles after miles, until I couldn’t walk anymore, and then, I crawled. My leg leaving a trail of blood through the snow behind me.

If it weren’t for them. For their car...

A shiver moves down my spine. 

Now, I hate Christmas. I hate the cold, and the snow. All of it.

But I’ve held off going out as long as I can. There’s nothing left to eat in this damned house.

Clenching my chattering teeth together, I rise, jaw locked, I draw the curtains on every damned window in my house, until I can’t see a single flake of white. I crank the heater, and then dress in my winter clothes. In here, my limp isn’t too bad, but out on the icy sidewalk...

I sigh, grab my car keys and purse, and head out into the evening.

Pulling away from my quiet house, I blare my music as I drive down the road. The lights out here are few and far between, just the way I like it. Other cars are rare. Several minutes pass and my hands shake as I turn out onto the main road. Here, there are more cars, people driving past our little town to get to the next big city. Young people out on the road hoping for an adventure.

If only I could tell them that there’s nothing out there except pain.

When I get to the store and turn my car off, I take a deep breath, glad to have made it.

People nod at me as I move through the store, filling my cart with everything I could possibly need. When I actually make the effort to leave my home, I stock up. Chips, chocolate, candy, and enough food to last a couple of weeks is swept into the cart. At the cash-register, an old friend from high school chats with me. There’s no one in line behind me, so she takes the time to gossip about the people I used to hang out with. 

Susan is sweet. She still remembers the woman I was, eighteen and engaged to my high school sweetheart, a cheerleader with a heart of gold who would talk to any and everyone.

I feel bad sometimes that she can't accept who I am now. A woman who fought to learn to walk again. A woman with terrible scars, both on my body, and my heart and mind. Someone who rarely leaves her house and would prefer to be left alone.

When another customer finally starts piling groceries on the belt behind me, I smile at her. “It was good to talk to you.”

She smiles back. “Hey, if you want to come by my place for Christmas—“

I shake my head. “That’s okay.”

Her smile wavers, and I see the sadness in her eyes that she so poorly tries to conceal. “Everyone should have someone around this time of year.”

This time of year is no different than any other.

“I’ll visit my parents and Evan.”

Oops. That was the wrong thing to say.

Her smile is gone now. “You can’t spend Christmas at a graveyard.”

My heart starts to pound, and I push my cart toward the exit. “I appreciate the offer, but like I said, I have plans.”

I feel her eyes on my back as I limp away as quickly as I can manage. Unloading my cart, I fill the trunk and climb back in. Blaring my music again, I head back out on the road.

I’m halfway between my house and town when I see the car pulled over at the side of the road. My pulse fills my ears, and I slow, without stopping. It’d be stupid for a woman alone to stop and check on a broken down car. I’ll call for help... I’ll—

A man gets out of the car and looks at me as my headlights flood him in sharp relief against the twilight. Oh, fuck!

I pass him and pull over a short distance in front of his car. My palms are sweaty as they grip the steering wheel. Something tickles along my spine.

It couldn’t have been a ghost. Maybe this was a nightmare?

Or, there is the very real possibility that I am losing my mind. That there’s no one pulled over behind me.

Someone knocks at my window. 

“Fuck!”

I look out the window, my heart in my throat.

And it’s him. Of course it’s him. His dark beard is longer. His eyes just as intense. Even now, I remember what it felt like when he plucked me out of the snow. When he shouted to the other men that I was bleeding out. That I was dying.

They argued. I shivered. My mind spinning.

Then, his hands were on me. The pain in my leg grew by a million, burning like a thousand fire ants, and cleared. And then, the pain was better. Not great, but better. My wound felt different, but I couldn’t quite place what had happened.

Our eyes are locked as if he’s remembering that night too. Hands shaking, I turn off my car. For some reason, I hate the idea of this man seeing me now. Ten years older. Heavier. My hair a mess. No makeup on. And my damn leg. Could I hide my limp from him?

This is stupid. He probably doesn’t even remember you. His car broke down. Pull yourself together and help him.

Taking a deep breath, I open my door. The night’s cold bites into me, but I ignore it, climbing out. Shutting the door, my keys in my hand, I look up, up into his face.

“Hi.”

“Hi,” he says, his deep voice sliding down my spine like silk.

“Aeron!” Someone shouts near the broken down car.

Looking over, I see man number two. His hair is messy, blond, and covered in snowflakes. His pale skin is rosy from the cold, and his hands are stuffed into the pockets of his leather jacket.

He starts toward us and stops when he sees me.

Something sizzles in the air. Something I don’t understand.

“Alice?”

I shudder. “Yes.”

His voice is familiar too. He’d been there, standing over me that night. He’d asked my name, and then spoke to me over and over again through the fog of my pain.

Someone slams the door of the car. “I can’t get this piece of shit working no matter—“

The third man looks at me and stops short. He’s taller and leaner than the other two. His dark eyes are so piercing that even from a distance I feel them rake over me.

“You’re her,” he says, simply.

I nod, unsure what to say.

The first man clears his throat, shifting slightly. “Uh, our car broke down.”

I stare. “The only repair shop in town won’t be open until Monday.”

“That’s... not good,” the first man says, but he doesn’t actually seem to care.

My brain snaps. “You guys saved my life. You’re the reason I’m not dead, and I don’t even know your names!”

To my shock, I start to cry. Hot tears rolled down my cheeks, freezing in the cold winter night.

Something touches my cheek. 

My eyes flash open. The first man is brushing my tears away with the gentlest touch I’ve felt since my fiancé, Evan, died that night years and years ago.

Which only makes me cry harder.

Their headlights die. And then, all three of the men are around me.

“You’re not healed at all, are you?” The first man whispers.

I shake my head. Healed was the last thing I’d call myself. Broken was a far better description.

“Can we help you?”

I lean into his touch, finally gaining some control over my emotions. “You’re the ones with a broken car. I can help you.”

His lips quirk up. “Ethan and Sage will grab our bags, and we’ll all get in your car and out of the cold. Okay?”

I nod. Take deep breaths.

It was the most logical thing to do, even though there was nothing logical about this night. In fact, it was almost insane that ten years ago, exactly, on this same road, these men saved my life. 

The first man... Aeron, opens my car door and helps me climb back in. He sits next to me in the front, and the two other massive men, Ethan and Sage, squeeze into the back. I turn on the car and shiver as the warm air from the heater hits my skin.

“I would take you to the motel, but it's being remodeled,” I tell them lamely. “There aren’t any available rooms. It was all over the newspaper." 

Aeron glances at me. “Can we stay with you tonight?”

I swallow. It’s the least I can do. “Sure.”

Any woman in the world would probably think I was insane, picking up three men like this. Until just now, I didn’t even know their names. But this is different. I trust these men... simply because I can’t believe that anyone who did what they did could be evil.

I can’t even imagine what they’d seen that night.

Our car smashed and rolled over on the side of the road. A trail of blood down the road, and me, crawling in the snow. 

They didn’t have to stop. Nobody would have blamed them.

They could’ve just let me die.

My hands are shaking as I switch the car into gear and start toward my house. The quiet road stretches out in front of me. The road is a little bumpy, which right now doesn’t matter one bit. But that night, every bump had been like a shock of pain burning through me. My memories pull me back in, and the present fades away like a ghost.

The man that held me in his lap, so gently, had shouted. “Let me do more for her!”

And another voice, the blond man, had shouted back. “If you do more, they’ll know! We saved her life, that’s the most we can do!”

“But her leg—“

“Leave it!”

I clench the steering wheel more tightly, determined not to think about that night anymore as I pull onto the little dirt road leading to my property. I glance at the blond man in the mirror. He watches me, his eyes so pale they’re almost silver. 

For some reason, words I never meant to say tumble out of my mouth. “Thanks for not letting me die.”

He stiffens, and something flashes in his eyes. 

When I get to my house, I cut the engine and no one speaks.

Closing my eyes, I will myself to calm down. To stay in the present. “There’s groceries in the trunk. Can you all help me carry them in?”

“Of course,” Aeron says.

As I limp up my driveway, carrying a couple bags in each hand, I get the strangest feeling. 

I hadn’t told anyone in the hospital, or the police officers, what had happened that night. Because I thought maybe they’d think I was crazy. I even wondered if it really happened.

But now I know. These men... they healed me.

Which means they aren’t human.

And tonight I’m welcoming them into my home.
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Chapter Two
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They put my groceries away, and then we make dinner together, like it’s the most normal thing in the world. Every brush of their hands. Every time they move close enough that I can sense their body heat, I feel something stir within me.

Like magic.

Like desire.

It’s as if I’m awakening after all these years alone. They talk about sports. They make jokes. With every word they speak, I feel more alive. I smile. I look around the walls of my home and swear that I can feel even the wood shivering with an awareness of them.

When we finish eating, we gather around the fire. They’d opened a bottle of red wine I’d forgotten about years ago. And now, I sip my drink, the flavors flooding my mouth.

Maybe it’s the wine that makes me talk. Maybe it’s just that I can’t hold it in any longer.

“You saved my life.”

The three men stop speaking. Waiting.

You’ve already told them that. Now, you need to say more. You need to confirm what you already know. 

I take a deep breath. “You aren’t human.”

The blond, Ethan, stiffens. “You’d lost a lot of blood. Your memories are—“

“I remember. Everything.”

He starts to rise.

“I didn’t tell anyone then, and I won’t tell anyone now. I just wanted you to know I knew.” Gripping the stem of my glass harder, I look down at the red liquid. “I also know you could have done more, but you didn’t, because you were scared of getting caught. I almost lost my leg. They told me I’d never walk again. But I’m not mad. I’m thankful that you healed me.”

Ethan smirks. “So what, are we aliens or some shit like that?”

I look up, holding his gaze. “I’m sure you’re used to lying, but don’t lie to me.”

“Listen—“

“Don’t!”

His smirk fades, and he glances at the two other men.

Sage’s dark eyes turn to me, and I swear he’s evaluating me. “She’ll never heal if she doesn’t know the truth.”

Ethan shakes his head, still looking tense. “We can’t.”

“We have to,” the dark-eyed man responses, not tearing his gaze from me. “And then, Aeron will have to do what we failed to do all those years ago.”

Will they fix my leg?

Aeron slides closer, and I glance up at his stunning hazel eyes. “We’re Gods, Alice. Gods that were once worshipped by mankind, but have long since been thought of as nothing but myths. We’ve been careful our whole lives not to be caught. But the night we met you... I couldn’t help but save you.”

Gods?

I almost laugh. Because as crazy as such a thing might seem, there’s no answer they can give me that isn’t crazy. A person who can heal with just a touch of their hands can’t exist anywhere in the world I know and understand.

So, I believe them. I accept what they’re telling me. Immediately, I feel it. Like a weight lifting from my shoulders. The reason I’m alive today is because these... Gods... saved my life.

My eyes fill with tears. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me.” Ethan’s gruff words bite back at me. “I told him not to save you.”

“It’s okay—“ 

His jaw clenches. “That night when Aeron saved your life, I took a life. The one of your man.”

I shake my head, my heart racing. “That’s impossible. His part of the car was squashed. He... he couldn’t have still been in his body when I left. His eyes were open, blinking, but...”

There’s no way I can finish. I can’t push the words past my lips.

Ethan continues, still watching me as if waiting for me to break. “We were driving along the road when I felt him calling for me. Begging me to end his suffering. We pulled over, and I took his soul to the afterlife.”

At least this God ended his suffering.

Ethan stares at me, grim. His jaw clenched. His expression one of a man waiting for a fight.

“Thank you,” I whisper, for what feels like the millionth time since meeting these men.

The hardness melts from his face. “I don’t understand. Everyone hates death. They hate me.”

Inching closer, I place a hand lightly on his knee. “Evan was a good man. And his injuries... if he had survived them, I can’t imagine that he’d want to live the only kind of life that would be left to him.”

Something strange comes over his face. “No one has ever thanked me for killing someone before.”

“Most people haven’t imagined that death might be easier than life.”

Sage rises slowly to his feet.

I look at him, a question in my eyes.

“Now you know. Ethan guides souls to the afterlife. Aeron heals injuries. Do you know who I am?”

I shake my head. 

“I’m the god of grief and mourning. And, Alice, I’ve felt you. Every day since we left. You’re still mourning. You’re still in pain.”

Taking a long sip of my wine to calm my emotions, I struggle for the right words. “You’re right.”

Sage offers me his hand. “I didn’t know we’d meet you tonight, but we were in this area to find you.”

I feel my brows rise. “Why?”

“To finish what we should have done those years ago. Take my hand, Alice.”

I stare at him. “How will you heal me?”

He smiles, and I swear it’s the gentlest smile I’ve ever seen in my life. “Trust us.”

My heart hammers, but I take his hand.

There were so many things I expected. A flow of magic. Of power. Lightning.

But I never expected Sage to pull me into his arms.  His shaggy hair falls forward, and those dark eyes seem to hold me as carefully as his arms. My hands rest on the front of his blue sweater, and his full lips part ever so slightly to reveal teeth that seem beautifully white against his tan skin.

“Wh—?”

He leans down and brushes his lips against mine, and I exhale. Oh! He moves closer again, and I stand on my tiptoes to close the distance between us. This time when our lips meet, they aren’t soft or gentle. They’re exploratory. As if neither of us quite knows just yet what to expect.

Each movement sends tingles running through my body, and when my lips part, his tongue dives in. I’m embarrassed when I moan. But to my shock, the slight sound causes him to pull me closer. Now, I can feel him, hard against my belly. Which is... surprising. And nice. It makes me feel attractive and wanted in a way I haven’t felt in so long.

When he breaks the kiss, I open my eyes and stare at him in shock. Is this how he’ll heal me?

He gently pulls away from me, and my legs tremble. Brushing my fingertips lightly against my swollen lips, I find myself aching for more. I want to kiss him again. I want him to hold me again. It’s like for the first time since the accident I’m warm.

I feel... safe.

So why did he stop?

But as soon as I start to feel something building in my chest, something that feels strangely like tears, I’m turned around. And there’s Aeron. He lifts my hands and places them on the sides of his face, letting his beard tickle through my fingers. I’m shocked. Did he know how badly I wanted to touch him? Did he know that I wondered if his beard was as soft as it looked?

And it is.

His lips quirk, as if this God of Healing can read my mind. He leans down, so slowly that it’s as if I’m the one pulling him down to me, and kisses me. His kiss is deep, possessive, so damn intense that when he pulls back, I can’t catch my breath. I’m just stroking my fingers through his beard and down his throat, as if I’m trying to memorize every inch of him.

And then, he pulls back too.

I’m left standing, feeling alone and vulnerable, when Ethan moves forward. “My touch won’t help you with your healing or your grieving.” 

“Will it kill me?” I ask, the words barely a whisper.

His brows rise. “No. I don’t kill. I guide spirits to the afterlife.”

I can feel his uncertainty and pain, as much as I can sense the soothing gentleness of the other two men. 

“Can I touch you?”

He nods, watching me wearily.

I move closer. For reasons I don’t understand, I grasp the zipper on his leather jacket and slowly tug it down. Then, I pull the heavy material from his body, revealing a black shirt underneath.

Maybe it’s my imagination, but I swear I can feel his heartbeat through his shirt as I lightly rest my hand on his chest. “Kiss me.”

“You sure?” he asks.

I lick my lips, and his gaze locks onto my tongue. It’s hard to speak. “Yes.”

Gasping, I grab his shirt harder as he sweeps me back and kisses me like we’re in a damn romantic movie. Only, this is nothing like that. His lips are so damn desperate and filled with desire that I’m lost to him. The room spins out of control.

One of my hands digs into the back of his hair, pulling him harder against me. My tongue tangles with his in a dance of domination. 

I'm still clinging to him when he lifts me back on my feet. 

“Fuck,” he whispers above me. “I wasn’t... I didn’t know it’d be like this.”

And then, they’re around me.

I raise my head from his chest and look at each of them. Hands reach out to stroke my skin.

“You’ve been calling to us for too long,” Sage says, a note of pain to his words.

I don’t deny them. Because maybe this is what I needed. Not just this foreign idea about healing and forgetting, but Gods who could kiss away my pain and memories.

“What now?” I ask.

Were they done?

“Now,” Sage stares, “now we take you to bed.”
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Chapter Three
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Ethan carries me to my room and sets me in front of my bed. The three Gods stare at me without speaking, and I realize, for the first time, that they’re going to see me naked. My mind goes to my injuries, and I stiffen. There’s no chance they’ll want me when they see that. Even if they could look past how out of shape I am.

My injuries are... revolting.

Looking down at the floor, every drop of my confidence fades. “I have a lot of scars.”

“We have scars.” Aeron’s voice is soft and reassuring.

I don’t move. “Not like sexy guy scars. I mean hideous ones. On a body that doesn’t exactly belong to a supermodel.”

Sage is there before me, his tall frame dwarfing mine. He draws my chin up, and our eyes meet. The second I look at him, my fears melt away. This God of grief and mourning has seen more terrible things than my body.

But will he like what he sees?

For some reason, I really want him to. I want this to be about more than healing.

It doesn’t have to be love. But more than just something for me.

“Maybe we should start,” Ethan says, and I’m surprised to hear something in his voice.

Is he cocky? Even as the question enters my mind, he reaches for the hem of his shirt and draws it off.

Holy shit. I think my heart just stopped. He didn’t just feel hard beneath his clothes. He is hard. A sea of incredible muscles that ripple over his entire chest and stomach. And my God, I don’t remember ever being an arm woman, but his biceps are something else. An ancient language curls along the chiseled lines, giving Death a bad boy edge that I’m digging.

When he reaches for the button on his jeans, my gaze snaps to his hands. The button flicks open. The zipper goes down, and those tight jeans get stripped away, leaving behind a gorgeous man in nothing but dark boxers.

“Death has an erection.”

“I’m not Death,” there’s a rumble of laughter in his voice.

Which is exactly the moment I realize I’ve spoken aloud. My cheeks heat, and I wrap my arms around my chest, realizing that my nipples are poking through the thin material of my shirt.

“If you liked that,” he continues, then slides his boxers off.

I swallow. “That’s... wow!”

There are people who say men don’t look good naked. I guarantee you they’ve never seen this man. I have never wanted to lick a person like an ice cream cone before, but I want to lick every inch of him.

I’m in serious trouble.

Sage moves closer to me. “I’d prefer if you undressed me, if you don’t mind.”

There’s a lump at the back of my throat as I reach for his sweater. Peeling it up, I realize he doesn’t have a shirt underneath. And these men, I’m pretty damn sure they all go to the same gym, because he is fine. Not just, “fine,” but fiiiinnnne.

“Are all Gods built like this?”

Sage laughs. “Living for eternity leaves a lot of time for working out.”

I’m about to say more when he places my hands on the top of his jeans. 

Don’t chicken out now, I order myself, before taking a deep breath.

Undoing the button on his pants and pulling down his zipper feels like I’m enjoying unwrapping a gift for the first time in years. Especially when I discover he isn’t wearing anything under his pants.

“Why hello,” I murmur, the back of my hand brushing his hard erection.

He groans. “Alice, shit.”

I should be embarrassed. I don’t know if it’s the wine, these men, or my years of loneliness crumbling away, but I’m not someone who undresses men and touches their massive cocks. And yet, as I stroke him again, and his head throws back, I like the woman that’s taken over tonight. 

And he seems to be enjoying this, a lot. 

Maybe this isn’t just about helping me.

He struggles out of his pants and shoes, and then I’ve got two hot, naked Gods standing in my room. My gaze goes to Aeron, the God of Healing. The man who saved my life.

I’m surprised when he crosses the distance between us. “How about you undress me while I undress you?”

I bite my lip. This isn’t going to get easier. If I want to do this, if I want to finally feel ready to move on, then I need to be brave. For the first time since the accident.

Nodding, I hold my breath as he takes my shirt off. The cool air hits my flesh, and I feel a second of embarrassment as I look at my simple white bra. Not willing to let myself change my mind now, I tug his shirt off. His chest and stomach are covered in tattoos. Some of the symbols look familiar, but others are ancient and strange.

I trace them with my fingertips, fascinated by the way they somehow turn the beauty of his body into something even more beautiful, something unlike any sexy human.

When he unclasps the back of my bra, I gasp.

My bra falls down my shoulders, and then, I’m standing in front of them, topless.

Shaking, I fight the urge to cover myself.

But they don’t give me time. 

Ethan reaches out and starts to stroke one of my breasts, his touch light. Sage begins to stroke my other breast. My head is spinning as Sage kneels down in front of me and tugs off my pants.

Desire wars with fear as he stares at my mangled leg. I’m trying not to think. Trying not to imagine these men pulling away from me in disgust. But Sage does none of those things; instead, he begins to stroke my scars in the gentlest way. As if he’s the God of Healing instead of the God of Grief. As if he believes his touch will heal my injuries.

And the strange thing is, his touch is like magic. With each stroke of his fingers, I feel less embarrassed. Less worried. And more... accepted.

When he kisses a trail up my leg, my warring emotions freeze, and hot desire takes control. When he yanks my underwear off, Aeron and Ethan begin to suck my nipples. 

I choke on my breath, and a moan slips past my lips. My hands dig into their hair, pulling them closer. Their mouths are hot, skilled, turning my core to a blazing inferno of need.

And then, Sage’s fingers part my folds, and his mouth presses deeply inside of me.

“Fuck!” I moan, goose bumps erupting across my flesh.

He licks and sucks as if there’s nothing more he’s wanted in his life. And if it wasn’t for their arms around me, holding me up, I would have fallen. My trembling legs betraying me.

When his fingers enter my tight body, slipping in and out of me, I start to buck against his hand and mouth. He groans between my thighs, adding another finger.

Everything is winding inside of me, tightening to an unimaginable point. My vision starts to waver, and my throat tightens.

“Please,” I whisper.

The men freeze around me.

Sage rises, his finger still buried deeply inside of me. “Would you like us inside of you?”

I nod, overwhelmed.

Aeron and Ethan pull back from me, and then Sage picks me up, curling my legs around his back. His tip strokes my wet folds as I bite back a sob of pleasure. But he doesn’t enter me. Instead, I feel someone behind me.

Aeron’s breath puffs against my throat. “I’m going to take your ass. Nice and slow. Understand?”

Again, all I can do is nod.

A second cock begins to slide in my juices, and I’m glad they’re holding me sandwiched between them, because I’m light-headed, swimming in a glorious sea of desire.

When Sage suddenly slips into my core, I dig my nails into his shoulder, gasping. He moves deeper one second at a time, as my tight body squeezes around him.

I hold perfectly still, not sure if I can handle these massively well-endowed Gods. But each time the border between pleasure and pain grows thinner, he slows. Sage’s lips finding mine. He kisses me with a rigor that reveals how close to losing control he is. And when he finally comes to his hilt, I feel deliciously ready. Aroused and in need of the orgasm that claws within me.

And then, Aeron moves his slick shaft and positions himself at my back entrance. His hands spread me wide, and I tense, waiting. When he starts to ease into me, I find myself breathing hard. Feeling unsure. But this big God is gentle too. He lets my body adjust to the sheer size of him, rather than just plunging right in.

So when, after what feels like years, he comes to his hilt, I finally take a deep breath. I feel... strange. Full. My body squeezes around these men as if testing how well they fit.

When Ethan strokes my arm, I turn to him. He gently wraps my hand around his massive cock and holds my gaze. Tightening my hand around him, trying to keep my nerves from shattering in pleasure, I stroke him slowly.

He throws back his head, his jaw locked, and I continue to stroke him faster and faster. For one minute, I feel completely in control, knowing that at any moment I could take this big, handsome man over the edge.

And then, Aeron and Sage start to move inside of me. I swear I shatter into a million screaming nerves of pleasure. I grip Ethan’s cock harder, and dig my nails into Sage’s shoulder as they begin to thrust harder and harder inside of me.

This is too much. There’s no chance that I’ll be able to stay in my body. My thoughts have fled. My body is stretching tighter and tighter. And my orgasm is building so quickly that I’m frightened it’ll tear everything into pieces when it finally hits, like a natural disaster.

But when their thrusting becomes frenzied, and my body has wound as tightly as it can go, I gasp, and fall screaming over the edge. 

I think I may have exploded like a bomb, taking everything down around me. I must have leveled the house and scorched the earth. Everyone must have awoken, starring in confusion as the ground shook beneath their feet.

Because this orgasm—it can’t possibly be contained inside of me. Can it?

I’m aware of nothing for a long time, just my nerves dancing beneath my skin. And then, I feel them come inside of me with groans. The heat of their seed tingles pleasantly, and moments later, I feel cum spill down my hand. Their thrusting finally slows, and nothing but my heartbeat fills my ears.

At last, the powerful feelings inside of me have calmed, and I collapse between them. 

Someone cleans off my hand, then they lay me on the bed and curl around me.

And for the first time since the accident, I feel... happy. Content. And my leg doesn’t hurt.

My eyes flash open. I stare at them with wonder. “Your magic... it healed me!”

They exchange a look, but Aeron’s the one to speak. “I think you misunderstood us, Alice.”

My heart starts to race. “What do you mean?”

“Our magic can’t just fix you. When we said we came here for you, we meant we came here for you. To be with you. And with time, we hope to bring happiness into your life. To help you finish mourning. And give you everything you need to move on.”

If they stayed here, it’d be better than magic. But... is that what they’re truly planning?

It’s hard to speak around the tears in my throat. “And then,” my voice is a whisper, “you’ll go?”

Ethan’s bark of laugher is dark and humorless. “I’m afraid you won’t get away from us that easily. Unless you want to...”

“No,” I say, the choice easy. “I—I want you guys to stay.”

Sage reaches forward and strokes my cheek. “Good, because as much as we pretended it was your choice, it never was. You were always going to be ours.”

“And, we’re never leaving,” Ethan says in a matter-of-fact kind of way, crossing his big, sexy arms behind his head.

I smile. Suddenly, I think about the snow outside and my little house. I imagine a Christmas tree, holiday music, and presents. I see us in those awful Christmas sweaters, cooking dinner and laughing.

Maybe this time of year isn’t so bad after all. 
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