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 Chapter One

December 26th

 Moonstone Guinevere ‘Ginny’ Miles stood in the hallway outside her
parents’ kitchen, feeling as though a rug had been pulled from
under her feet. Ever since Trent, Landon and Kai had shown up at
the bottom of the Miles’ driveway, their truck having broken down
just before a major snowstorm had hit on Christmas Eve, things had
been… interesting. Ginny had been inexplicably and powerfully
attracted to all three men from the second she’d laid eyes on them,
and it had soon become apparent that they felt exactly the same
way.

And now, less
than
forty-eight hours later—and following some spectacularly sexy times
in the bedroom and other, much more unusual places—she’d made the
decision to completely upend her life in order to move from London,
England, to the east coast of America in order to be with them. She
was only supposed to be visiting her parents in Silver Springs,
Upstate New York, for the Christmas holidays, and now it looked as
though she was sticking around.

However, nobody else knew that part,
yet—though her mother, Deborah, had a good idea. The decision was
still so fresh in Ginny’s mind that she wasn’t sure she’d come to
terms with it herself—though she was confident it was the right
thing, despite the fact the bond between herself and the three men
had come about so bizarrely, and so fast.

None of that was what had given her the
rug-pulled-from-under-her-feet feeling, though. That particular
honor went to her mother, who’d just fed them a delicious fried
breakfast—again. Over the past few days, she’d happily accepted
help from their stranded-by-snowstorm visitors, as well as her
daughter, to help prepare and clear up after meals. This time,
though, she’d flat-out refused, claimed she was fed up of having
everyone getting in her way in the kitchen, and banished the four
of them to “Anywhere but here. Why not go outside or something?
It’s a gorgeous morning.”
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