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        Author Notes:

      

      

      

      This story is an MFFM, why-choose, second-chance romance. All characters are consenting adults, and while not everyone has the same tastes, please go into this with an open mind, and remember it’s fiction.

      The Holiday Fix takes place in my Sins of Seduction world. You do not need to read Sins of Seduction to read or enjoy this story, and there aren’t any spoilers if you read this first.
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      Holiday music blared through the speakers of a ratty old radio, and the cabin smelled like cinnamon and fresh cookies from the batch that was made earlier in the day. The snowstorm outside added to the holiday ambiance. The cabin was filled with warmth and holiday cheer. The walls bore witness to everything from lazy Sunday mornings to a place to hide out from the rest of the world to holiday celebrations and falling hopelessly in love.

      But it hadn’t been all rainbows and sunshine inside this cabin.

      The walls held on to the pain of a breakup so bad, the stench of it still lingered in the air just under the smell of cinnamon and pine. No matter how much he aired the place out, Dante Sanchez could never escape the hurt that happened within these walls.

      “And that’s why we’re selling it,” he grumbled, shaking off the snow from his coat before hanging it on a hook by the door. “If it’s gone, maybe I can finally move on.”

      And maybe they could move on too. He thought as he touched the other two winter coats on the hook.

      Dante kicked off his snow boots and rubbed his cold hands together, trying to infuse some heat back into them. They were like ice because he hadn’t thought to grab his gloves before he went outside to clear a path as best as he could.

      The current snowstorm they were in wasn’t making it easy, and it would be a while before the roads were clear enough to drive. As much as he was ready to rid himself of this cabin, he was secretly glad for this last hurrah with the people he loved.

      The infectious laugh of Maya reached his ears before he made his way farther into the living room. She was tossing red and gold tinsel on a half-naked Gio, who had his arms crossed, trying and failing to look annoyed. He put up a good front when it came to Maya, but always relented the fastest between the two of them. She had him wrapped around her finger, and she was never afraid to wield that power over him.

      Case in point, the little pout she was sporting now meant she was trying to coax Gio to get involved and hang some ornaments. Gio wasn’t one for decorating for any holiday. He thought, while it was nice to look at, it was also a pain in the ass to put up and put away once the holiday was over, and Dante kind of agreed with him until the decorations were put up, and he couldn’t understand why he was against it in the first place.

      There was a low grumble, but Gio moved toward the tree in record time even while she threw more tinsel his way. Dante heard a mumbled brat, and it made him smile as he watched them interact. Sometimes he enjoyed stepping back and taking them in, noting how they move around each other. It was like watching two experienced dancers move around the floor, both connected in such a way you couldn’t tell where one began and the other ended.

      Maya moved around Gio, and even with his back toward her, he was acutely aware of where she was in the room. He reached behind him, grabbing her wrists before he spun her into his body, buried his face into her neck, and then released her. “How do you and Dante do that every time? I can never sneak up on you guys,” she asked on a laugh, pushing the few strands of hair that had escaped her bun out of her face.

      Dante drank her in. She was wearing one of his shirts, which came down to her knees. The bronze hue of her skin flushed when Gio turned around and stalked toward her. He reached for her and she yelped, spinning out of his hold. Her laughter was contagious, but it made Dante’s heartache when his mind whispered that there was a piece missing.

      “She chose to leave,” he mumbled under his breath, trying to push away the reason his heart hurt and the reason behind him selling this place.

      Both Gio and Maya hadn’t been too thrilled with his idea to sell, but they understood it and made sure they had one last holiday in the cabin. As many good memories as this place possessed, the bad memory it held was just as heavy. This place had brought the three of them together and inevitably tore them apart.

      Another scream ripped through the cabin as Gio chased Maya around the couch before he caught her back by the Christmas tree. He pulled her back to his front and tickled her. The shrill laughter that echoed in the cabin made Dante smile.

      Maya’s head tilted back, just under Gio’s shoulder. They made the perfect picture standing in front of the tree, and it was hard for Dante not to reach out and touch the past when there were four of them standing in front of a similar tree not so long ago.

      “I love you, the three of you. We’ve been dancing around this and have been trying to keep this as just the physical, but I can’t be the only one who feels like it’s more. That we’re more.”

      It had been several years ago, the first Christmas they had all spent together. They had gotten stuck in this very cabin because of a similar snowstorm that was brewing outside. They had found the magic of the holiday and a way to redefine what it meant to be in love—to define how their relationship would work on their terms, even though it went against the norm.

      “What are you saying?” Dante couldn’t keep the hope out of his voice.

      He wanted her and Maya. Had felt himself falling the moment they had fallen into bed together. Gio had been his best friend since they were ten. They had shared everything, especially women, and he knew how his best friend felt about both of them.

      He dared a glance at Gio, who had Maya’s hand in a vice grip. He was nervous, too. Maya had already agreed to be their girlfriend, and she wanted more with all four of them.

      “I’m saying I think it’s time to be together for real. I know it’s not normal, and it’ll be hard and confusing, but I can’t pretend I don’t see a future with all of you.”

      Dante scoffed as the memory faded. Some future. They lasted all of a year and a half before it was ripped from his grasp.

      No use in dwelling on what you can’t change.

      “I see you’re using Gio as the tree this year, amore mio.” He chuckled when her gaze swung toward his.

      Her smile was wide and mischievous as she pushed out of Gio’s hold to throw more tinsel at him.

      “You weren’t here,” she shrugged, “and Gio and I got a little carried away with other things.” Her gaze traveled down the length of Dante’s body, and his cock twitched at the thought of the two of them together. There were benefits of being snowed in with no outside world to interfere, benefits that left them naked and intertwined with one another.

      “What other things, Maya?” Dante’s voice grew thick as he stalked toward her.

      The need to bury himself in something—in anything that wouldn’t remind him of the person who discarded all of them—had him moving with an urgency he needed to check. Maya wasn’t going to disappear, and Gio had been his ride-or-die too long for this not to work anymore.

      Dante stopped in front of her while Gio stepped behind her, caging her in. He could feel the heat radiating off her, and it warmed him faster than the heat pumping through the pipes of the cabin.

      “Tell him, Maya.” Gio’s lips pressed against her pulse. His hand gripped her neck, angling her head so it was pressed into his chest. “Tell him how much of a good girl you were when you got on your knees and put my cock in your mouth.”

      She whimpered, pushing back against his body. Her hand reached up, curling into Dante’s shirt, and she pulled him closer.

      “You have too many clothes on, Dante,” she murmured.

      “That’s because I’m still cold.” His fingertips brushed her bare thigh, and she gasped. He went to pull his hand away, wondering if they were too cold against her skin, but her grip on his wrist stopped him.

      “I’m sure we can fix that.” She spread her legs, guiding his hand in between them to cup her warm heat.

      “Already wet, Maya,” he groaned, still amazed at how well her body responded to both of them. He dragged her wetness along her lips, teasing her and coaxing more of her flavor onto his fingers.

      Her nails dug into his wrist as he continued to toy with her. “Tell me, did Gio get to fuck you after you so eagerly sucked his cock?”

      “N…no,” she whimpered, and he glanced at Gio. He released his grip on her neck, and Dante replaced it with his other hand.

      “Such a shame that he left you in this wet mess.” He brought his face closer to hers, loving the way her brown eyes seemed to darken the more he touched her.

      “Please….” She gasped when Gio’s hand landed on her ass.

      “Please, what?” Gio’s voice had an added gruffness to it when his eyes dropped to where his hand was on her skin. “You know we love it when you beg, but we need you to beg properly.”

      “Come on, Maya. Tell us how much you want this.” Dante licked her bottom lip, nipping at it before his hold on her neck tightened. “Tell us how desperate you are to feel Gio’s cock slide inside of your greedy cunt.”

      The gasp that fell from her lips hit Dante low in his stomach. The cold that had seeped into his body from being out in the elements had been forgotten. He was burning up now. Need and desperation for the woman in front of him clawed at his insides. He wanted Gio to put them all out of their misery and fuck her till she was screaming both of their names and exploding all over the both of them.

      But he knew the importance of the slow burn—of edging until they were all out of their minds—Maya loved it. She loved holding on until the last possible second, knowing it made the release more powerful. Her smile widened as she looked at Dante in the eye, and he knew she wasn’t going to do what Gio asked.

      She wasn’t going to beg, not until they made her.

      Dante tsked under his breath, chuckling. “I think she’s forgotten how to beg. Maybe we should remind her?”

      The shrill sound of a phone ringing had all three of them cursing. Maya’s grip on Dante’s wrist tightened. “Don’t,” she whimpered.

      He wanted to ignore the phone as much as she did, but he knew it wasn’t an option given the weather outside. There were too many reasons why his phone would be ringing, and none of them landed on the non-emergency side.

      “Hold that thought.” He kissed her before he unhooked himself from her grasp.

      He rushed back toward the door and grabbed his coat. His keys, wallet, and phone were in the inside pocket. A sense of urgency made his movements chaotic as dread filled him. He’d been contracted by search and rescue when the weather had gotten serve or there were people hiking up the mountains. He could remember each and every call he’d ever gotten when someone’s car got stuck or when someone hadn’t checked in and were presumed missing. The car rescues were easy and usually resulted in happy endings for everyone; it was the missing persons that always haunted him.

      The phone continued to ring as he fished it out of his inside pocket. If it wasn’t an emergency, he assumed the person would have hung up after a while.

      This didn’t bode well.

      When he finally got his phone out and glanced at the caller ID, his heart lurched to his throat. He rubbed his eyes, wondering if he was hallucinating. There was no way the name across his screen was accurate.

      Denise Ortega.

      The mother to Diandra “Dee” Ortega, the woman who had been the reason for Dante’s need to sell the cabin and the broken heart he, Maya, and Gio were still nursing.

      His thumb hovered over the answer button as his pulse raced. It wasn’t as if he hadn’t spoken to Mrs. Ortega in passing. The town was small, after all. But why was she calling?

      He scrubbed a hand down his face, pressing the answer button. It was foolish of him to think anything pertaining to her daughter was the reason for the call. There was a storm happening outside. Maybe she was checking for power outages or something along those lines.

      “Hello?” His body shook when he heard her voice.

      “Hi, Dante. I’m so sorry to bother you. I tried calling Maya, but she’s not answering.” She sounded nothing like her daughter over the phone, and for that, he was grateful.

      “It’s okay. What’s up? Are you okay with this storm?” He hoped she was. He wasn’t sure he’d be able to make it to her and back here in one piece with his personal truck.

      “Yes, yes, I’m fine. It’s just…I need a favor. I wouldn’t ask for it if the weather wasn’t so bad and getting worse.”

      Dante’s blood rushed to his ears, making it difficult to hear what Mrs. Ortega was saying to him. He went through the motions of saying something and couldn’t remember hanging up or walking back to the living room.

      “What’s wrong?” Gio had jumped up from the couch, alert and pulling his pants back up around his waist. “What happened?”

      The urgency in his tone had Dante collapsing on the nearest surface.

      He couldn’t get his voice to work—couldn’t get his brain to wrap around what Mrs. Ortega told him, and before he could rationalize what he just agreed to do, his phone chimed again with a text:

      She’s outside.

    



OEBPS/images/untitled-design-14.png





OEBPS/images/untitled-design-17.png





OEBPS/images/untitled-design-16.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/thf.jpg
NICOLitBANKS





OEBPS/images/untitled-design-13-2.png





OEBPS/images/untitled-design-16-2.png





