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            Stalking in a Winter Wonderland

          

          by Alexa Riley

        

      

    

    
      Eve Tinsel loves everything about Christmas even though she doesn’t have anyone to celebrate it with. So instead of getting down about it, she throws herself into planning the best holiday parties ever! Too bad her new client Dasher Sleigh is barking orders like Scrooge…until they meet in person. 

      One look at Eve, and Dasher can’t stay away. He’s doing things that are a little crazy, but what choice does he have? Eve belongs to him, and to prove it, he’s stalking her every move. 

      Warning: Does Christmas cheer include hunting down the woman you love and claiming her? You bet your cute tinsel! Sip some cocoa and kick back for an over-the-top holiday read. 

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Eve

        

      

    

    
      Some of my hair has fallen into my face, and I blow hard on it to try and clear it out from in front of my eyes. How can I put on the biggest events without missing one detail, but I can’t get myself together?

      “On your head,” Jewels says as she places a hot chocolate on my desk and keeps walking.

      Reaching up, I feel the glasses I’ve been searching for and sigh in relief as I take a drink of the treat she’s brought me.

      When the temperature changes, Jewels usually goes out once a day to get our drinks from the local café. It’s only a few blocks away, and even though their drinks are pretty good, mine are better. I’m not trying to be snotty, it’s the truth. I take it seriously since my mom taught me how.

      I get back to work checking that everything is in order as I go down my list. I’m a list checker by nature and make one every day. It’s how I never miss a detail. It’s also the prime holiday season, and we are busier than ever.

      We spend months preparing for this season, and some of these parties are such grand events that we’re still cleaning up one as we begin another. It’s a lot of chaos in a short amount of time, but it’s my absolute favorite, so I can’t say I would change it.

      “Have you made a decision yet?” Jewels asks, popping back up next to my desk and making me jump.

      I let out a long breath. “Is he serious?” I start to push my glasses up into my hair, but Jewels smacks my hand.

      “Leave them alone, and yes he’s serious. You should do it,” she pushes.

      “We get a lot of crazy requests, but I thought we drew the line at hookers.”

      Jewels rolls her eyes. “He only wants a date, and he wants that date to be you.” She wiggles her eyebrows.

      We have a few new clients this year since Jewels has expanded the business, and I was given those clients. One of them asked if I was able to attend the event, and I told him I’d be there because it was part of my job. A few times I’ve had to fill in places where someone called in sick, but that’s just part of the job.

      Later I found out that he didn't want me working the event; he wanted me to be his date. I laughed at first until I realized he was serious. I told him I couldn’t because we were technically working for him, and he said okay. I thought that was the end of it because Rick Victormore the III is kind of a jerk. I think he was taken aback when I didn't jump all over his invite because I’m just some commoner that doesn’t want to date him.

      “He’s hot!” she adds, and now I wonder if I’m being crazy. “You never date.”

      “I don’t, but to be fair, I don’t really get asked either.”

      “Because you live like a nun. Someone would have to hit on you in the baking aisle in the grocery store. In fact, I bet someone has and it went right over your head.”

      More often than not men have stopped and asked me if I thought this or that would work best for a dessert. Was I being hit on? As I try to think about it, Jewels laughs at me.

      “Last year when you drank that spiked eggnog, you said, and I quote”—she claps her hands together, blinking in a dreamy look and trying to impersonate me—“‘I want my first kiss to be under the mistletoe. Then he’ll whisk me away and ask me to marry him on Christmas and I’ll have a snow baby.’”

      Before she even began, I had my face buried in my hands and I was already turning red. After that night I had a killer headache, and I haven't touched eggnog since.

      The most embarrassing part is that at one point it was actually what I wanted. It might have been this fairytale idea I had in my head, but once I lost my parents, things changed. Christmas was a big deal to my parents before I lost them. I was in my last semester of college getting my Bachelor’s in Hospitality Management when they passed, and now that I don't have anyone to celebrate with anymore, I try not to think about that silly dream.

      It’s also why I love this job so much. I get to be a part of so many Christmases, and even if they're not really mine, I have a hand in them.

      “You should go. What’s the worst that can happen?”

      I’m not sure, but knowing me, a lot. But I guess if I never put myself out there I might never find the one. I want to have what my parents had; I’m just not sure it’s possible. Their love for each other was like a fairy tale, and in some ways it’s kind of good they left this world together. I’m not sure either would want to be here without the other.

      “Okay,” I agree, and Jewels’s whole face lights up with excitement.

      A knot tightens in my stomach at the same time, and I don’t think that’s a good sign. Is it possible to hit it off with someone that you feel nothing for? I guess there’s only one way to find out.

      My phone rings, and I hit the button on my Bluetooth to answer.

      “Good afternoon. this is—”

      “What this is is fucking ridiculous.”

      I look down to see who’s calling and the name Dasher Sleigh flashes across the screen. Oh crap. I was set to stop by Mr. Sleigh’s place on my way home and check on things. His Christmas party is going to be extravagant, so much so that it’s going to take some time to get everything set up. The first stage was the lighting outside, and clearly that hasn’t gone well. The man lives in a castle-like home, so whatever this is must be a major problem. I was excited when Jewels passed the project over to me late last night, saying Deborah was overwhelmed, but perhaps I’ve bitten off too much too.

      “I’m sorry, sir. Can you tell me what the problem is?” He doesn't answer, and I glance down, thinking maybe the call dropped, but it says the call is still going. “Sir?”

      I hear him clear his throat. “What is your name?”

      I want to tell him if he hadn't interrupted me he would know it, but I don’t think poking an angry bear is the answer here.

      “Eve Tinsel.”

      “Well, guess what, Eve, you’re going to come out here and fix the mess that blond woman made today. And I don’t ever want to see her out here again. My niece and sister will have the best Christmas of their lives this year, and you’re going to make sure that happens.”

      So this Dasher guy is a dick, but maybe there’s a reason he’s so hell bent on Christmas for his niece and sister to be the best. It makes me think something happened, and that I can absolutely relate to.

      “Say you’ll be here today, Eve.”

      “I’ll be there.” The words roll off my tongue before I can give it another thought.

      “I’ll be waiting.”

      Why do those three words sound like a threat of some kind? The call ends before I can say anything else, and I look up to see Jewels watching me.

      “Is he firing us?”

      She’s chewing on her thumbnail, which is what she does when she’s in panic mode. “He could blacklist us. Dasher Sleigh is a very powerful man. I was excited when his assistant called about using us, but now I’m not so sure.”

      “I’ll handle it.” I grab her elbow, pulling her thumb out of her mouth.

      “Right.” She nods but still doesn't look too sure.

      “I’ll get him in the spirit in no time.” I flick on my Christmas sweater, and when it lights up, a small smile pulls at her lips. Next I put on my reindeer headband, and finally she grins and I see some of the tension leave her body.

      “I bet you will, Eve. Just flash those dimples because they’ve gotten us out of a few tight spots.”

      When she walks back to her office, I touch my cheeks, wondering when my dimples ever do anything, but the thought vanishes when my phone starts to ring.

      “Good afternoon, this—”

      “When I said today, Eve, I meant now.”

      “On my way.” This time I’m the one to hang up on him. I really shouldn't have, but I can claim it was an accident. It’s probably not a good idea to provoke him, but I have to say it felt pretty good.

      I jump up from my seat and grab my bag and notepad to take with me. I’ll save Christmas, not just for Dasher Sleigh, but for us too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Dasher

        

      

    

    
      “Sir, we can have these taken down in one hour,” my assistant Tori says as he clicks on his iPad.

      “It took them all day to do this. Do you really think I’m going to just let them rip the lights down and re-do it?” I try to keep the anger in my voice in check, but it’s been a long day, and this is the proverbial straw on my camel’s back.

      “The party isn’t until this weekend.” He keeps clicking, and I want to rip the device out of his hand and launch it into the fountain.

      This estate has been in my family for generations, and although it looks ostentatious, it’s home. I rode my bike without training wheels for the first time in this driveway. I broke my arm when I was seven swinging on the tree by the garden. I snuck out of my bedroom on the second floor and stole my dad’s car when I was sixteen. This place has my favorite memories, but it’s been a long time since I made a new one that wasn’t painful.

      My sister had her wedding here, and although she was happy that day, I knew it was a mistake. Her husband Paul was a pompous asshat and was only with her for the money. We all saw it from the beginning, but I think she was so desperate to get married and start a family she said yes to the first man to ask.

      Last year I finally got sick of his shit and hired a detective to dig up dirt. I tried to be respectful because he was my sister's husband, but I’d had enough. I could feel how slimy he was, and I refused to let my niece Rae be raised by a man who was rotten inside. I found out all I could about what Paul was doing behind her back, and when I spoke to Jillian, she wasn’t at all surprised.

      It took a lot of lawyers, but she left him, and I paid him to sign over his rights to Rae. I never told Jillian how much money he asked for, I just wrote a check. But I know that I would have given my last dime to cut them free, and he didn’t care. Last I heard his boat sank in the Caribbean and they’re still searching for the remains.

      My sister is two years older than me, but I’ve always been the one to take care of things. It’s why we live here now as a family raising Rae at the estate. Our father died the year after Rae was born, and our mother lived for a year after. They were older when they had kids and lived a long and beautiful life together. I just wish they could have seen what an incredible young woman Rae is becoming.

      “What time is it?” I ask while I pace.

      “Five,” Tori answers, and I curse.

      Just then a silver sedan pulls up at the end of the driveway behind all of the work trucks. It’s not Jillian and Rae because they would be driven to the front, although they’re due home any second.

      There’s a spotlight shining in my eyes, so I can’t see who gets out and walks closer, but I’m hoping it's the person who ordered these lights so I can finally yell at someone.

      This is the first Christmas Rae and Jillian will have at the estate, and I want everything to be perfect. I even went and hired a company that specializes in holiday decorations and parties just so that I could make this an event for them. I’ve invited half the city to be here this weekend to celebrate, and now the first thing they see when they pull up will be this catastrophe.

      “Why don’t you let me speak to them—” Tori offers, but I hold up a hand, cutting him off.

      “Of all the things that could go wrong,” I begin speaking as the person walks closer. I still can’t make out who they are, but I see a light-up Christmas sweater through the haze, and I’m even angrier because of it. “This is absolutely the most ridiculous thing, and I swear if I had time to fire you and hire someone else, I would.” My voice is sharp and rings in the silence of the night even as the people continue to work on the house.

      I blink as a young woman steps in front of the spotlight and finally I can make out the person I’m speaking to.

      “Mr. Sleigh, I presume?” She smiles as she holds out her hand, and I’m momentarily struck by her appearance.

      Her dark curly hair is piled up in two buns, and she’s got on reindeer antlers, along with her light-up sweater that has two gingerbread people kissing. What strikes me the most is that even with her glasses on, I can see her big brown eyes are…happy.

      I clear my throat and blink again as I take her hand and quickly let it go. She must have just put her sweater on because her touch felt like static electricity.

      “Yes,” I hiss, leaning into my anger and waving a hand to the house. “And you must be Eve.”

      The way she nods and still smiles at me rakes down my back. Why is she in such a good mood? When we spoke on the phone earlier, I pictured an old lady. Not that she sounded old, she just sounded like someone that read bedtime stories to children. I liked hearing the warmth in her voice, but as soon as I hung up, my agitation came back with a vengeance. The closer we get to Jillian and Rae’s arrival, the angrier I get.

      “I am, and I’m here to help.”

      “Great. Then can you tell me, Eve, who's the idiot that signed off on pink Christmas lights?” I jab a finger toward the estate that looks like Barbie threw up on it.

      “Oh,” she says, smiling brightly as if just now noticing. “That would be you.”

      “Excuse me?” I say, and Tori makes a choked noise from behind me.

      “I said that would be you, Mr. Sleigh.” She bites her bottom lip and tucks her chin as if she’s trying to hide a smile.

      She holds out an iPad similar to Tori’s, and I see the contract I’d barely glanced over. At the bottom just above my signature, the preference for lights is filled in as pink.

      “I even personally called to confirm the color last week with your assistant.”

      I turn around to glare at Tori, who is fighting a smile of his own. When I narrow my eyes at him, he just shrugs. “I asked you and you said that whatever you had was fine.” He sighs like he knew this would happen.

      “I’ll deal with you later,” I say to him,, and he turns for the house.

      “I’m going to check on dinner,” he says, and I clench my fist.

      “Now that we’ve established who's responsible for this, let’s see what our options are,” Eve says from behind me, and I close my eyes.

      When I turn to face her, she’s smiling just as brightly, and it’s innocent and sweet. I try to take a breath to calm myself down, but now I’m even more irritated, only this time at myself.

      “You realize the party is this weekend.” I look at her blankly, and she nods. “On Christmas,” I confirm, and she nods again. How is she not the least bit fazed by my panic? In a way it’s calming me. and I don’t like it. I want to be angry.

      Just then the family town car pulls down the long drive, and my heart sinks.

      “Fuck.” I throw my hands up because now what was supposed to be a surprise for them to come home to is an utter disaster.

      Eve stands there with her perfect smile and light-up sweater as the car pulls to a stop in front of us, and Jillian and Rae get out.

      Jillian takes one look at the house and covers her mouth with her gloved hand as Rae runs around from behind her.

      “Oh em gee!” she squeals, her mouth falling open, and she turns to me. “Uncle Dasher, is this real?” she asks, staring wide-eyed at the pink lights, and my heart melts.

      That was the reaction I was hoping for, but I somehow didn’t see it playing out exactly like this. Jillian laughs behind her glove, and she knows me well enough to see that this wasn’t my doing. At least not on purpose.

      “It’s real and it’s totally awesome, right?” Eve answers for me, and I realize I’ve been silent too long.

      “Did you do this?” Rae asks Eve.

      “Well, I had a little help from some elves.” Eve winks at her, and when I see the way Rae lights up, I feel guilty over the way I reacted.

      “It’s stunning,” Jillian says as she walks closer. “This will be a Christmas to remember.” When she looks in my eyes, I can see her tears forming, but she doesn’t let them fall. I know this has been hard on her, but I plan on making new and better memories from here on out. Even if that includes pink Christmas lights.

      “Oh ladies, you’ve arrived,” Tori says to them. “Dinner is ready.”

      Rae and Jillian follow after him, and I pause as I turn to face Eve. “I’d like to apolo—”

      “No need,” Eve says, interrupting me. “I’m just happy your daughter enjoyed the lights even if it wasn’t your intention.”

      I open my mouth to correct her, but I’ve always thought of Rae as my daughter even if she isn't. “Thank you,” I say simply, trying to swallow my pride. I want to explain that I wasn’t trying to be an asshole, I just want her to have the perfect day.

      “I’ll be back tomorrow to go over details of the party just to be sure we’ve got the right color choices made.” She smiles again, and it makes my chest tight.

      I nod, unable to say anything else because I’ve made a complete fool of myself tonight. I’m also not sure how to apologize to someone because it’s been a long time since I’ve had to do it. So I just remain quiet while possibly making things worse.

      “I hope you and your wife have a nice evening,” she says, and before I can open my mouth to correct her, she’s down the driveway and getting into her car.

      Stepping around the spotlight, I watch her and think about that first touch. Why do my fingers still pulse like they’ve been shocked, and why did I like hearing her voice so much? Something about Eve has pricked the hair on the back of my neck, and I’ve been around long enough to trust my gut.

      Taking a few steps forward, I grab my phone and unlock it. Before I can think through my actions, I snap a picture of her license plate and then watch her leave.

      She’ll be back tomorrow, but perhaps I’ll look into Eve Tinsel a little more. There’s nothing wrong with knowing more about the people I hire. Nothing at all.
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          Eve

        

      

    

    
      “Bring it over another two feet, please.” I watch as Luke and Ben move the massive tree over, and I’m still not sure that looks right. I try to picture the shelves lined with presents to get the full effect, but it’s off.

      “Just say it, Eve.” Ben gives me a knowing look.

      “Okay, back over a foot.” They quickly do as I ask, and I hear Luke chuckle. “Sorry.” They step back and look at the tree with me, but I think it’s perfect. “That should do it.” I look down at my clipboard and check one more thing off. “Are you headed to the Sleighs’ now?” All the heavy lifting has been done here, so now it’s time to decorate and get down to the details.

      “Yep. We’re off to the Barbie Christmas house,” Ben teases.

      “Whatever.” Luke shakes his head. “Don’t show your girl a picture of it. Now Kayla wants me to take our lights down and put up pink ones. Said she didn't know that was an option.”

      “It’s Christmas; everything is an option,” I remind them.

      I too enjoy the pink lights. It’s different, and the whole point of Christmas is to make someone’s heart light up. The pink lights did that for Mr. Sleigh’s daughter and that was the most important thing.

      “Right,” Ben says as they both head out.

      “I’ll be there in a little bit,” I call after them before getting back to work. I do a final check, making sure everything is perfect, and all the items are complete.

      “I want pictures, Chel,” I tell my assistant. I’m not used to being spread so thin, but at this point it is what it is, and I can only do my best.

      “I’ve got it,” she tries to reassure me.

      “Evie, is that you?” I turn around to see Rich coming down the stairs in his bathrobe.

      It’s a little past ten in the morning, and I really wish I hadn't agreed to the date. When I look at Rich, there is no spark or anything. In fact, when he calls me Evie it works my nerves, something that is usually hard to do.

      “Morning, Rich.” I give him a bright smile as I look at what he’s wearing. I didn't know someone could make a robe look so…well, rich, but Hugh Hefner springs to mind.

      “How are things going?”

      “We’re right on track.”

      He comes down the stairs and looks at the tree in the sitting room. “What goes here?” He points to the shelves I've emptied out.

      “The presents,” I remind him.

      “Presents?” He gives me a confused look.

      “Yes, everyone is supposed to bring a gift for a child. They will be donated to the children's hospital.” It was something I came up with a few years ago. Most think it’s a great idea because they don’t like coming to parties empty-handed.

      “Oh.” Rich doesn't look pleased by my response, so he must have forgotten. Does he really not want people to bring him Christmas gifts?

      “It’s such a great thing you’re doing. Think of all the kids that will have a wonderful Christmas all because of you.” I give him a bright smile, laying it on thick.

      “Right.” He smirks. “And you’ll be here?” He steps in closer to me as his eyes travel up and down my body.

      “Yep.” I glance at my clipboard.

      “Eve,” Chel calls.

      “If you need anything, Rich, let us know,” I say before I step away from him and over to Chel.

      “What’s up?” I ask her.

      “Nothing.” She winks at me. “You’re welcome.”

      I laugh, thinking maybe she does have this handled. Unable to help myself, I take one last look around before I head out, and if I’m truthful, I think I might be stalling.

      I feel terrible because last night I couldn't get my mind off Mr. Sleigh. I kept thinking about the adorably sexy way his face changed when he realized the mistake was his own. The man is married with a daughter, and I shouldn’t have those thoughts. Or a sex dream.

      I’ve never in my life had a sex dream, and I can’t figure out what is wrong with me. I’m crushing on a man that’s not even available and running from the one that is. I remind myself as I make the drive over to Dasher Sleigh’s residence that he’s kind of a jerk.

      My phone rings, and without looking to see who it is, I click the Bluetooth in the car and answer.

      “Good morning, this is Eve.”

      “Morning? It’s almost afternoon,” is growled in response, and I know immediately who is on the other end. When I look at the time, I see it’s only ten-thirty.

      “Is there something I can help you with, Mr. Sleigh?” I ask.

      “You’re not here, and the party is days away.”

      It isn't common for people to have parties on Christmas Day, but I guess with it being later in the day, most will have their Christmases over with. I’ll be running on a few hours of sleep unless I can slip out of Rich’s Christmas Eve party once I’ve seen everything is going as it should. Also I probably have to chat with Rich some, but how long do most dates last? Is that something I can Google?

      “Eve!” I jump, having gotten lost in my own thoughts. “Where are you?”

      “I’m on my way there now. There are people already on site setting up,” I point out.

      “They aren't you.”

      Someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed. I’m thankful that he’s being a jerk so he can stamp out this silly crush I have on him.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Sleigh. I had to stop at another residence this morning, but rest assured you’ve got me for the rest of the afternoon.” Then I’m off to another holiday party tonight.

      “Good.” He ends the call.

      I let out a breath of frustration and turn on Christmas songs as I make my way across town. I smile when I see the giant candy canes lining the driveway, because as much of a jerk as Dasher is, I’m actually enjoying decorating his house. He didn't really give us a budget, and with the pink Christmas lights, I’m getting to try new things. Like these white candy canes.

      They look solid white right now, but when the sun goes down, they will light up with colors. Then on the night of the party I’ll have music out front playing with them. Until then I’ll let the little girl tell me each night what color she’d like them to be. I think the best way to get Mr. Sleigh in a good mood is through the little girl.

      I don’t even get my car into park and Dasher Sleigh is coming out the front door. I grab my clipboard for his house and take a deep breath before I slip out of my car. I look at the lights that have been added to some of the bushes and scan my eyes across the house. Again, I’m stalling.

      “Who else are you doing jobs for?” Dasher demands.

      His arms are folded over his chest, and he looks irritated. I walk over toward him thinking that even if Dasher was single I don’t think I’d be his type. From my cheesy holiday sweaters to the two buns I have in my hair again today, I’m not polished enough. He’s in a suit that costs more than my car, and it shows.

      “We have a lot of clients. How has your morning been so far?” I ask, changing the subject.

      “Whose party were you at today? Is their party at the same time as ours? I want you here during the party.”

      “I’ll be here. I was at the Bagshaws’.”

      “Their party is on Christmas Eve,” he says, so he clearly knows who they are, and I’m not surprised. Both men have a lot of power around here. With the way Jewels was acting over Dasher, he’s the one with the real pull. “Rich is an asshole.”

      The need to agree with him hangs on the end of my tongue, but I bite the inside of my cheek so I don’t say it.

      “Is that Eve?” I hear a little girl scream before fast steps sound, and she pops her head out the open door. “Can we have a hot chocolate bar?”

      “Of course. Did you know I make the best hot chocolate in the world?”

      “Really?” Her eyes light up. “Show me now. We can have a test run.” She grabs my hand, pulling me inside.

      “Rae, I’m sure Eve is busy.” Jillian descends the stairs looking as beautiful as she did yesterday. Her blonde hair is down in soft waves. There isn't a thing about her that’s out of place, but I can tell she’s different from a lot of the wives I meet. Her smile is genuine and meets her eyes as she looks at her little girl. Rae is a mini version of her mother, except for her eyes. Rae’s are green like her fathers.

      “I’m never too busy for hot chocolate. I could use a glass myself, and we can talk about a few things I want to go over.”

      “With me?” Rae asks in surprise as her eyes widen.

      “With you,” I agree, and she goes back to pulling me toward the kitchen.

      The inside of Dasher’s home is as breathtaking as the outside, especially this kitchen. I can feel his eyes on me as I walk, and when I look over my shoulder, I see he’s right behind me.

      

      His eyes are on my ass until he sees I’m looking at him, and to my shock his wife is standing right next to him. She’s talking about something, but I don’t think he’s listening.

      God, what a total jerk, I remind myself, pushing down the flutter in my stomach that he gives me. I think I’m going to need two hot chocolates.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          Dasher

        

      

    

    
      I watch her every movement as Eve goes into the kitchen with Rae. I follow closely behind them and take a seat at the small table near the bay window. We have a live-in kitchen staff, so the kitchen is usually their area. But ever since Rae moved in, she’s forced us all to participate in the meal prep, and I can’t say I haven’t enjoyed the time together.

      Rae is excitedly pointing to where all the dishes are and then showing Eve into the pantry. Jillian takes a seat across from me and opens the newspaper. She immediately hands me the business section while she reads the sports. You’d never know it by looking at her, but she’s obsessed with football.

      Eve glances over at us out of the corner of her eye as she explains to Rae her secret hot cocoa process.

      “How old are you?” Rae asks Eve, and Jillian clicks her tongue.

      “That’s rude,” she tells her, and Rae tucks her chin.

      “It’s okay,” Eve says and nudges Rae. “I’m twenty-four.”

      “Are you married?” Rae asks, and Jillian makes another noise.

      “Rae,” she warns, and my niece shrugs.

      “It’s just a question.”

      “It’s fine, really,” Eve says, and I’m playing with the edge of the paper as I wait for her answer. “No, I’m not married, and I don’t have any children either.”

      “What about a boyfriend?” Rae asks quickly this time, and before Jillian can object, I kick her under the table.

      “Ow!” she hisses at me, but all my concentration is on Eve’s answer.

      “Um, no, not at the moment.” She’s quieter this time when she answers, and then I hear her explain some of the directions on how to melt the chocolate.

      “My uncle is single,” Rae offers, and I remind myself to slip her some cash later.

      “Oh really?” Eve exaggerates the words and smiles over at Jillian. “Is he good looking?”

      “Yeah, my mom says he’s a catch.”

      “I’m not sure this is appropriate,” Jillian warns, but Rae keeps pushing.

      “Anything else I should know before you introduce us?”

      Rae pretends to think. “My mom also says it’s going to take a good woman to knock him over the head.”

      Eve smothers her laughter, and I narrow my eyes at Jillian. “What?” She shrugs and goes back to reading the paper.

      “Sometimes it takes the right person to make us change our ways,” Eve says to Rae as they whisk the milk on the stove. “My parents fell in love at first sight.”

      “Really?” Jillian asks as she props her chin on her hand. “That’s so sweet.”

      “Yeah, it was. They’re not with me anymore, but I hope someday to have a love like that. One that just knocks you off your feet.”

      “How romantic,” Rae tells her as she looks off dreamily.

      Eve laughs, and the sound is so soft and sweet. She moves around the kitchen like she’s done it a thousand times, and I like how good she looks here in this space.

      When I first asked Jillian to move back home, she was hesitant and made the excuse that I could always fall in love and want to start a family here at the estate. I didn’t think it would be possible, but I told her even then that this place was our home, and we would raise our families together. It’s also big enough to raise five families here and never be in the same room. Our parents left the estate to both of us, and it’s just as much her home as it is mine. Her ex-husband was the one who didn’t want to live here. Probably because it would have been easier for us to keep tabs on him.

      “How did you two meet?” Eve asks while she and Rae get out mugs.

      “Pardon?” Jillian asks, looking at me and then to Eve.

      “You and Mr. Sleigh. How did you two meet?”

      Rae laughs as she shakes her head. “That’s my uncle, silly.” She elbows Eve. “We should put extra marshmallows in mine.”

      I cock my head to the side and take in the shock on Eve’s face as she stands frozen for a second. I never corrected her last night, and I was enjoying Rae’s interrogation. A smile tugs at the corner of my lips, and I look down to try and hide it.

      “Oh,” is all she says as she blinks and then goes back to making hot chocolate.

      “Jillian is my sister,” I say, and Eve’s eyes come to mine. “Rae is my niece, and this is their first Christmas here since Rae was born.”

      “It’s going to be the best,” Rae says as she brings a mug over to her mom and then to me.

      “I agree, munchkin.” I wink at her and take the hot cocoa.

      “If this hot chocolate is any indication, I’m inclined to agree,” Jillian confirms as she sips on her drink. “And as much as I’d love to stay right here and sip this all day, we’re late, Rae.”

      “Mom, please,” she whines as my sister gets up from the table.

      “Sorry, but your friends are waiting.” When Jillian mentions her playdate, Rae forgets all about hot chocolate and bolts for the door.

      “We’ll be home for dinner,” Jillian says to me as she goes to the entrance of the kitchen. “It was so nice meeting you, Eve. Thanks for the hot cocoa.”

      “My pleasure,” Eve answers and waves.

      I let a few beats of silence pass before I hear the front door close, and I fold the newspaper and place it on the table beside me.

      “So,” Eve says as she looks around the kitchen and then snatches up her clipboard. “Why don’t we go over some of the decoration details? I was going to have Rae choose, but I see now that you’ll have to do.”

      I raise an eyebrow. and her cheeks flush.

      “I didn’t mean it like that. Of course I want you.” She pauses and blunders over her next words. “No, not like that. I don’t want you. Of course I don’t, and you’re not asking me, but that would be really unprofessional. And even now I should just stop talking. Is it hot in here?”

      She fans herself with her clipboard as her cheeks turn redder, and I stand from the table. “Why don’t we go for a walk in the garden?”

      “Outside. Yes, it will be cooler there.” She shakes her head. “Not that your kitchen isn’t awesome, I think this sweater is just cutting off circulation to my brain.”

      I try and hide my smile as I come around to the end of the counter and hold out my elbow for her to take a hold of.

      “Do you want to see flowers or fountains?” I ask, and she blinks a few times before her eyes meet mine. The dark brown has flecks of gold this close, and I can even see a hint of blue. What I’d assumed was chocolate is so much more, just like Eve.

      “Both?” she says, and I nod.

      We walk through the west wing and out onto the terrace. Stone steps lead outside to a rose garden and this side of the estate has fountains hidden throughout. There are trees and topiaries keeping it secret so even if you were on the terrace you couldn’t see people relaxing in the roses. It’s one of my favorite places on the property, and I’m happy that I get to show it to Eve.

      “So,” I begin as we make our way along the stone path. “You’re single?”
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          Eve

        

      

    

    
      “I think your niece already got me to answer that one,” I say with a laugh as I turn my head away, trying to hide the heat that hits my cheeks. Is he asking because he wants to ask me out or is he only making small talk?

      This version of Dasher is a completely different one than the man I met yesterday. Today he’s charming and sweet as he shows me around his property and talks endlessly about how the estate was built and all the reasons he loves it here. I get lost in him, and before I know it hours have passed. I swear I thought it was only minutes, but talking with him is so easy.

      “Lunch?” he asks as we make our way back toward the house. His hand comes to my elbow when we reach the stone stairs. I think he keeps finding ways to touch me, or I could be making that up in my head.

      Every time it's happened today, warmth has bloomed from that spot. This man does something to me, and I’m relieved he isn't married. Not they we’re going to do or be anything, but I feel less guilty about the sex dream now. It felt like a boulder was lifted off my chest that I didn't know was there.

      “Are you cold?” Dasher asks. He reaches up and runs his knuckle down my cheek. “Or do you always blush when there’s talk about lunch?”

      “It’s getting a bit cold,” I admit, and it’s at least enough of the truth.

      We’ve been having a warm winter so far, but I heard that will be changing soon with the cold front coming in. Winter has plans to catch up before the year is over, and I would love to see this place covered in snow.

      “Then let's get you inside. I’ll make us lunch.”

      “I really should get back to work. There’s so much to be done.” He opens the back door for me, and it’s nice to have someone act like a gentleman.

      “You’ll have lunch with me.” His tone turns firm, and something sparks inside of me.

      “Okay,” I agree as we walk into the kitchen, and he pulls out a chair for me. “Do you mind if we go over a few things?” I reach for the clipboard I left inside when we went for our walk.

      “A question for a question.” He smirks at me as he begins to move around the kitchen.

      “I think you already learned a ton about me. There’s not much more.” When he walks over to where I’m sitting, he places a cherry 7 Up in front of me, catching me by surprise. It’s my favorite.

      “I beg to differ.”

      “My life is pretty simple,” I admit, taking a drink. “I went to college, lost my parents, and now I spend my days planning events so people can have the Christmas of their dreams.” In truth, though, it’s getting harder each year. The longing for a family of my own aches inside of me. The ache makes itself more known by the day, and I’m beginning to wonder what direction I want to go in.

      “What’s your dream, Eve?”

      My mind blanks. “I don’t really know, to be honest.” Dasher takes out everything for what looks like grilled cheese and soup. “I would be happy just to have family.”

      Dasher stops what he’s doing for a moment but then continues as he thinks of another question.

      “What is the one thing you always wanted for Christmas and never got?”

      “A kitten.”

      “You had that one ready to go.” He laughs and then slides a plate in front of me.

      “My place is too small for one, and I’d feel guilty leaving a kitten at home all day. Take today, for instance. I hit the ground running when the sun came up and I won’t get back home until late tonight.” Dasher looks irritated at my response, or maybe I’m reading him wrong.

      “You should eat.” He picks up a piece of grilled cheese and dips it into the soup.

      “I’m starting to think this house is trying to lure me to stay,” I tease. “First with the roses, then with my favorite drink, and now you went and made one of my favorite meals. I make it at least twice a week.”

      The way he’s looking at me now makes a little shiver of desire skate down my back. I shouldn't be doing this. This client is a big deal to Jewels, and this could get really messy.

      I smile and then duck my chin as I do the same and eat my lunch. I let out a small moan as the taste explodes in my mouth.

      “Three different cheeses is the key,” he tells me before I can ask him what he did to this sandwich.

      Dasher’s heated eyes stay on me as he lifts his hand toward my face. I scoot back, forgetting I’m in a backless chair and begin to topple over. Thankfully Dasher saves me and helps me back in my seat.

      “Are you okay?”

      My face fills with heat. I’m as graceful as a baby giraffe at times. It’s why I don’t decorate. I point and plan or everything would be broken along with a few of my bones.

      This time he brings his napkin to my face and wipes the edge of my lip where some of the soup must have stayed. The way he’s touching me and treating me is so tender, I get nervous.

      “We can’t date,” I blurt out, and his eyebrows rise. “Not that you asked me to.” Why did I blurt that out? “I just mean it’s not a good idea with me working for you and really, I’m not your type.”

      “Okay,” he says before his eyes leave me to go to his food.

      Okay? Why does that feel so anticlimactic? He'd given me the okay as fast as I’d said kitten. I clearly misread what was going on, and oh God, I wish a hole would open up and swallow me.

      I try to eat more of my food, but a knot forms in my stomach. Why am I upset? This is what I wanted, and he didn't correct me when I said I wasn’t his type. When I hear Rae’s little feet running into the kitchen, I’ve never been more thankful.

      “You’re still here!” She runs over to me as I get off the chair and then I feel her arms hugging around my waist.

      It catches me off guard, but she is the sweetest little thing. “I came up with more ideas.”

      “Rae, the woman probably has enough on her plate.” Jillian shakes her head, but she’s smiling.

      “It’s fine.” I grab my clipboard. “How about you help me check on everyone and we discuss these ideas while we do it?” I suggest.

      “Do I need a clipboard too?” she asks, looking serious, and I fight a laugh.

      “Of course. I have extras in my car.” I hold my hand out to her and she takes it. “Thanks for lunch, Dasher.”

      I make my escape with Rae, but using her as an excuse doesn’t make a difference. He ends up following us around, and every time I look up, Dasher is there. I try not to fidget, not wanting him to know he’s affecting me, but then I wonder if he thinks I’m going to mess something up and he’s just being cautious.

      I keep working because I’m feeling behind, and when my cell vibrates, I see all the pictures Chel took for me. I let out a breath because everything looks amazing. I glance at the time, and I’m thankful I always keep a holiday dress in my car for times like this. I grab my stuff and turn around, running right into Dasher.

      “Oh, sorry.” He grabs me by the shoulders so I don’t fall back on my ass. Again.

      “In a hurry?” he asks as I stare up into his handsome face. He’s good looking, really rich, sweet with kids, and cooks. Why did I think he was hitting on me?

      “Yeah, actually. Do you mind if I use one of your bathrooms to change?”

      “Change for what?” He keeps his hold on me.

      “I have a holiday party tonight. I need to be there to check on things.” He stares at me for a moment, and I think he’s going to say something, but he drops his hands and steps back.

      “Of course you can use one of the bathrooms.”

      “Thanks! I’ll see you tomorrow.” I hurry out the door to get my bag to change. In record time I’m back in my car heading towards the Mills’ holiday party. Each mile I get farther away from the Sleighs’ that ache in my stomach grows worse.

      That house is messing with my head and maybe my heart too. I need to get it together before I return tomorrow. I don’t want to make an ass out of myself once again.
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      I shouldn't be doing this, but what else am I supposed to do? It’s dark in the driveway outside the Mills’ house and it’s crowded with cars. They don’t live too far from me, and I happened to find out there was a party here tonight. Never mind how I got that information, the important part is that I see Eve’s car parked toward the exit, and I walk over to it.

      Glancing around to make sure no one is watching, I try the door, and to my surprise it opens. I slip inside quickly and close the door so the light goes out, not that I think anyone would notice. Inside the house the party is in full swing, and no one is out here paying attention.

      I look around Eve’s car and open the glove box. It’s not that I’m snooping, I just want to know everything about her. And more.

      There are a few trinkets in her seat that I look at, and a bag of clothes in the back. I see the Christmas sweater she had on earlier, and I bring it to my nose and inhale. It smells like cinnamon and sugar, and I close my eyes savoring the fragrance.

      I’m hard when I think about this being against her body and I glance around again just to make sure I’m alone. Sitting here in the dark with my cock aching, I wonder if I could just get a little relief. I didn’t have time to earlier with how quickly she left, and then I was trying to figure out where she went.

      I slide my hand down the inside of my thigh and tug on my cock over my slacks. I clench my teeth with how excited I am, and I want to jack off. I want to jack off in her car while smelling her sweater and surrounded by her things. It’s the only way I’ll ease this ache because if I go into that party right this second I won’t be able to control myself. I also won’t be able to hide this tent in the front of my suit and the growing wet spot.

      Once more I look around and see nothing but darkness as I unzip my pants. It’s so quiet the zipper echoes in the car, but I’m too hard, too horny to care.

      I’ve never been so out of control before, and never has a woman turned my head like this. Eve Tinsel has struck me like a bolt of lightning, and I don’t think I’ll ever recover. The way she speaks, the way one side of her lips curls when she smiles, and the tiny freckle under her eye that I’m desperate to kiss are driving me mad. When she touches me, it’s like fire, and I don’t want to ease that ache. I want to throw gasoline on it and burn up with her love because I am so beyond desperate for it.

      My cock is out, and I hold it in my hand, feeling the beat of my pulse in it. I bring her sweater to my face and inhale as I squeeze the hard length at the same time. I groan, looking down to see a small bag on the seat next to me. Inside is a bottle of lotion, and I groan thankfully and take it out.

      When I open the bottle, the scent of vanilla and cake fills the car, and I lick my lips wondering if this is what her pussy tastes like. I squirt some in my hand and then quickly toss the bottle back in the bag before I begin to jack off. There’s no finesse or foreplay, I just go straight to my cock that’s jutting up from between my legs. Its tip is glistening with need, and I squeeze tight as my hand moves fast. Faster, faster, I stroke myself, needing to hit that high. I shove the sweater against my open mouth and breathe deep as I imagine her in front of me, legs spread and knees up. I think of her pink petals and what they’ll feel like on my tongue and how I want to eat her ass.

      I grunt, but my cock responds faster than I do, and I spurt cum on her steering wheel. It catches me off guard and without thinking I shove the sweater over my cock and pump my release into it. It’s soft and cushioned as I thrust my hips up. It’s too late to stop now, and I couldn’t if I tried.

      My head falls back on the headrest of the seat, and I close my eyes as a wave of bliss rolls over me. I only enjoy it for a second before my cock twitches again, demanding another. I want to do it again, but it’s enough to curb the edge for now, and I need to get inside. I stare at the steering wheel and use the sweater to wipe it up as best as I can. Once I’m done I contemplate taking the sweater and keeping it, but I have nowhere to put it. There’s also a dark part of me that wants her to have something of me with her, and although that may be fucked up, I’m not able to control myself when it comes to Eve.

      I glance at myself in the rearview mirror and see how dark my eyes appear. Yes, this is crazy. I’ve broken into Eve’s car, jacked off on her sweater, and left it for her as a gift. I know that this isn’t exactly normal, but my need for her is overriding all of that.

      Once I’ve cleaned up and put my cock away, I slip out of her car and down the long driveway toward the house. When I get inside, the place is packed, so I grab a drink from the waiter passing in front of me and move along the edges of the party. There’s a fair amount of people I know, but we don’t always run in the same circles enough for me to have been invited. This looks like a party for real estate investors, and I don’t dabble in land anymore. My investments are based on the market.

      “Dasher Sleigh, I didn’t know you’d grace us with your presence tonight,” Penelope Cleveland says as she blocks my path.

      “Just saying hello to a friend.” I nod, trying to move past her, but she side-steps me. I catch a glimpse of red out of the corner of my eye and I crane my neck to see Eve speaking to someone. “If you’ll excuse me…”

      “One second.” Penelope grabs my arm, and I stare down at it like a snake has bitten me. “I was hoping to get to talk to you. We’ve got a party tomorrow night at Rich’s house.” When my face is blank, she smiles. “It’s for charity. I’d love for you to come as my date.”

      I open my mouth to tell her no, but then I remember Eve mentioning doing an event at Rich’s house. That asshole definitely didn’t invite me, and it might be my only way in.

      “I’ll have my assistant set something up,” I say, and it’s enough for Penelope to move out of my way.

      “Speak to you soon,” she calls from behind me, but I ignore her.

      I’m scanning the room quickly again, and it takes a second before I find Eve. She’s off to the side talking with a man that’s leaning in close to her. I don’t like the proximity, and as I move closer, I see her smile is tight and her hands are clenched in front of her like she’s uncomfortable.

      Sneaking around the room, I get closer, and eventually I’m only a few feet away. I pretend to sip my wine and glance out the window as I listen to her conversation.

      “Party planning must be a lot of fun,” the guy says, and there’s something about his tone that grates my nerves.

      “It is. I should probably get back to the event.” Eve sounds like she’s trying to break off the conversation, but the guy isn’t picking up on it.

      “I have a party coming up and I could use a soft touch,” he says, and I glance back to see him leaning closer. “You look like you’ve got something soft under there.”

      I squeeze my now empty glass so hard it shatters in my hand, and I place it on the table beside me. A quick glance down lets me know I’ve cut my fingers in a couple of places, but I can’t feel a thing.

      “I-I’m…uh,” Eve stammers, and I’ve had enough.

      “Hey baby, I found you,” I say warmly as I slide behind Eve and wrap my arm around her waist. I pull her back to my front and lean in to kiss her neck, all while never breaking eye contact with the asshole. “Who’s your new friend?”

      Eve takes a deep breath, and I feel her sigh and relax against me. My cock is still hungry, and he stirs against her ass, but I ignore it. Right now I just need to make sure she’s safe.

      “I’m sorry. I don’t think I caught your name. What was it?” Eve asks the guy, but he’s already taking a step back after I glare at him.

      “Would you look at the time?” The guy glances at his wrist, where there’s no watch, and then he’s gone.

      Eve lets out a small laugh as she leans against me, and I tighten my hold. I’m in no hurry to let her go now that I’ve got her close. After a long pause, she turns in my arms, but still I don’t release her waist. It’s like I’ve got to shield her from every potential asshole because she’s mine. She just doesn't know it yet.

      “Thank you,” she says softly and bites her bottom lip.

      “I’m glad I could help.” When I bring my other hand up to brush her hair out of her face, I see the blood dripping on my fingers.

      She gasps and grabs my wrist. “Oh God, Dasher, are you okay?”

      “Just a scratch.” I try to wave it off, but she’s shaking her head.

      “I think you need stitches.” She looks around the room and then back up into my eyes. “Let me take you to the hospital.”

      “Okay,” I agree because I would go anywhere with her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          Eve

        

      

    

    
      I sit in the chair next to the hospital bed, trying my best not to glare at the nurse who is falling all over herself to help Dasher. I can’t blame her; really, the man is beyond handsome. Not to mention the million other things he’s good at.

      When I got to the Mills’ house tonight, all I did while working was think about Dasher. It’s safe to say I’m a resident of Crushville. It’s the only thing I can think to call this even though I’m not sure I’ve had a crush before. It’s exciting to some degree and scary too because I’m going to get my heart broken. I keep trying to put space between Dasher and me, but at every turn I’m running into him.

      “You poor thing. Don’t you worry, handsome, I’ll get you all fixed up.”

      “Thanks,” he says to the nurse as his gaze flickers toward me. I give him a smile trying to mask my jealousy. I’m pretty sure that’s what I’m feeling right now.

      “Let me go grab some things,” she giggles and then turns to leave the room. It’s obvious how she swings her hips as she goes, but Dasher misses it because he’s still looking over at me.

      “I think the nurse has a thing for you,” I try and tease him.

      “Not my type.” He winks at me and I guess he’s teasing me back? I thought he was flirting with me today, and I was wrong.

      “Is it hurting?” My fingers itch to reach over and touch him. The need to soothe him nags at me but he’s not mine to soothe.

      “No, and I’m not sure it needs stitches.” He inspects the cut. “The bleeding has almost stopped.”

      “Better safe than sorry. I don’t want you coming down with an infection and ruining Christmas for Rae.”

      “Do people always hit on you like that at your parties?” The question comes out of left field, or maybe not since I started it.

      “Sometimes.” I shrug. “I’ve learned some men can be handsy once they start drinking, but for the most part I’m left alone. I’m the help.” He starts to say something else, but the curtain separating us from the emergency room is pulled back, and the doctor steps in.

      “Dasher Sleigh,” the female doctor says, and her whole face lights up with a smile. “How long has it been?”

      “A few years, I believe,” he answers as she walks over to him.

      I see the name on her badge is Dr. Nina Porter, but she doesn't give me a second glance as she clears the space between Dasher and her. Maybe this is Dasher’s type.

      The tall dark-haired woman is beautiful with plump lips and bright blue eyes surrounded by thick eyelashes. She’s tall, too, and I can clearly tell she’s fit even though she’s wearing scrubs. She picks up Dasher’s hand right away and takes a look at it.

      “How are Jillian and Rae doing? I really need to call her. It’s been too long, but this place keeps me busy.”

      “They’re good” is all he gives her. I stare at him trying to read his expression while he looks at the doctor. The nurse comes back into the room and stands close to the bed.

      “I’ve got Dash,” the doctor says.

      Dash? She has a nickname for him? She takes the box from the nurse, and the nurse’s face drops in clear disappointment.

      “Are you sure? I can—”

      “I’ve got it,” Dr. Porter says again, and this time she gives the nurse a quick glare.

      Great, wow, women are fighting over him. The nurse huffs out a breath before stomping from the room. I actually want to laugh a little because this is getting ridiculous. Is this what it’s like to be out in public with Dasher Sleigh?

      She gets to work cleaning the cut, and luckily he doesn't need any stitches. She patches him up and puts some glue on his hand while talking the whole time.

      As I listen, I find out they went to college together and they ask each other about old friends. I start to feel almost awkward, because neither of them is saying a word to me. I thought at first that she didn't notice me, which is dumb, because we’re literally in the same room. A couple of times I catch her stealing a few looks my way, but my phone chimes before I can say anything to her.

      When I reach to grab it, my purse falls onto the ground and everything inside of it spills out. The two of them look my way as I bend down to scoop everything back into my bag.

      “Sorry,” I mumble, heat rushing to my face. When I sit back down in my seat, I keep my head down and put on my glasses so I can respond to Jewels’ texts. I let her know everything went off without a hitch at the Mills’ place, but I don’t mention that I’m at the hospital with one of our most important clients.

      “Are you going to introduce me to your assistant?” Dr. Porter asks.

      Ouch. Was it that clear that I couldn't possibly be a girlfriend? I guess I don’t scream money, because I think I’m what people might call mousy with a side of plump.

      “She’s not my assistant,” he says but doesn't say anything else, and Dr Porter doesn't push.

      “All right, I think you’re good to go.”

      I finally look up at them and see Dasher nod. “Thanks.” Once again his response is short and borderline terse. This feels so awkward, and I wonder if they have a past or something. She stares at him for a long moment and looks like she’s about to say something but changes her mind.

      “Tell Jillian I said hi. I think I might call her after Christmas.” He gives her a nod, and she finally turns to leave but stops after she pulls the curtain back. “You know I’m busy, but I’d always make time for you, Dash. Call me.” With that she’s gone.

      “Okay.” I let out a breath as I stand from my seat. “Let’s get you out of here and home before the ladies around here mob your room,” I joke, but he doesn't crack a smile.

      “Yes, let's get out of here.” His non-injured hand comes to my elbow to guide me out of the room and straight out the exit. We make our way over toward my car, and he opens the driver’s side door for me.

      “Go to your home,” he tells me when I pull out of the parking lot of the hospital. “I’ll have my driver pick me up there.”

      “I can take you home, Dasher. It’s fine, really.”

      “No. It’s late and I want to be sure you make it home safely. Really, you should just pack a bag and stay at my place for a few days. A big storm is rolling in.”

      “What?” I glance over to him when I pull up to a red light.

      His eyes are on me again. “We’re going to your place to pack a bag. It’s not like you won’t be there first thing in the morning anyway. Then I can have someone take you over to the Bagshaws’ home. I’m sure that’s where you’ll be.”

      “Yes, I need to be there mid-afternoon.” My plan was to stop at Dasher’s in the morning and make sure everything is on track and then head over to Rich Victormore’s to get things ready for the party. “I’ll be fine. They said it might shift and not even hit us.”

      “Why risk it? I’m closer, and this car isn't made for heavy snowfall.”

      “I don’t think—”

      “You will,” he orders. “I have a dozen empty bedrooms.”

      I have a feeling this is a fight I’m not going to win. I also think he might be right about the whole snow thing. It would suck to get stuck home tomorrow because of my car.

      “Okay,” I agree, and I see Dasher smile out of the corner of my eye.

      I’ve never in all my life met a more confusing man. I never know what mood he’s going to be in. The more I think about it, when I see him with other people he is cut and dried. That’s how he was with both the nurse and the doctor that knew him and how he was with me before I met him in person.

      Then there is this other Dasher, the one that is relaxed and happy like when he’s with his family. Somehow I’m getting some of that, but I still get the other side, too, with his short answers and demands.

      “You should have invited the doctor to your party.” I shouldn't want to know what’s up with them, but I do.

      As I drive toward my place, I realize he’s going to see my small studio. I try and remember what my place looked like this morning before I left because I can be somewhat of a mess this time of year.

      “She’s a crazy bitch.” I gasp at Dasher’s statement. “It’s the truth, and it’s why I didn't introduce you. She hasn't talked to Jillian in years because Jillian cut her out of her life. She was only my sister’s friend to try and get close to me.”

      “You’re like a woman magnet.”

      He grunts, and it doesn’t sound like he likes the description. I bite the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling. Dasher might not ever be mine, but I’m happy he isn't anyone else's at the moment. I need to get through the next forty-eight hours without falling even further for him. Then I need to get the hell away from Dasher Sleigh.

      I know without a doubt seeing him with someone else would crush me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          Dasher

        

      

    

    
      Her apartment is small and a little messy but not unclean. She blushed furiously the whole time as she ran around and grabbed things to shove in her bag. At first I offered to help, but then decided to stand back and watch her. I catalogued as much as I could in the short time we were there, but the weather was already beginning to change.

      As we drive back to the estate, the snow gets heavier until it’s almost impossible to see. I don’t like that she’s driving, but she insisted when we got to the car. I try not to talk much because I don’t want to distract her, and I can see how tense her body is as she steers in the weather.

      Once we’re back at the estate, I open the back door and grab her bag along with the other one containing the sweater I made love to earlier. I’ll have that cleaned before she can notice something on it.

      “Are you sure this is okay?” she asks when we walk through the downpour of snow and into the house.

      “Yes, I’m entirely sure,” I reassure her as the staff comes to greet us at the door.

      I pass along the bags to the butler and give instructions on which room she should sleep in and what bag needs to be laundered. He raises an eyebrow at me and looks over to Eve, who is being helped out of her snowy jacket and doesn’t hear the exchange. I nod, and he walks in the direction of the stairs.

      “Hot cocoa?” I ask, and Eve brightens.

      “That would be great. I know it’s late, I can make it myself.”

      “No, I’ll have some sent up,” I say, and she nods. “You need sleep.”

      “Yeah, you’re probably right.” She blushes and nudges me with her elbow. “I’ve got a grouchy boss that’s going to be on my butt tomorrow.”

      My eyes slowly move from her mouth down her body as I think about being on her ass. I think about having my face buried against it and holding it tight as I sink my cock into her.

      “That sounds awful,” I tease and feel a smile tug at my lips. She somehow manages to arouse me and make me happy at the same time. “Let’s get you ready for bed.”

      I move close to her so that I can catch the scent of her vanilla cookies, and my cock hardens. I have to place my hand on her back and lead her in front of me to hide it. It’s dark throughout the house, and as we go to the wing that I live in, most of the lights are off.

      Jillian and Rae sleep on the opposite side and have their own area for relaxing and working. My side is simple with far fewer decorations and furniture. In fact, my room is the only one on this side that has a bed in it. After our parents died I took this wing of the estate and cleared it out. I did the same to Jillian’s side and over time she’s made it her own. I sort of left it as it was and only got the essentials for my room. Maybe there was a voice in the back of my mind telling me to wait on Eve, but even now as we walk to the bedroom I wonder what she will choose when she lives here.

      Crazy? You have no idea.

      “You’ll be sleeping in here,” I say as I open the door to the bedroom.

      It’s larger than most living rooms, with a large bed surrounded by heavy drapes. The windows face the rose garden and there’s an en suite with a small reading area on the other side. There’s also a room attached that’s been converted into a closet, so that there’s never a need for more space.

      The butler came ahead of me and turned down the bed and also placed her bag on the couch nearby.

      “Oh my God, this is like a magazine.” She turns in a circle, and I see her wide eyes even in the dim light.

      “There’s still so much left to do,” I say as I take her hand and pull her close to me. “But we have time.”

      I can tell she doesn’t understand my meaning, but I don’t intend to ever let her leave. Is that potentially keeping her prisoner? Possibly. But I plan on making her cage so comfortable she never has a reason to leave it.

      I touch my finger under her chin so she tilts her head back. “Dasher,” she says softly as her lips part, and I lean in close.

      “Good night,” I whisper to her right before my lips barely brush over hers.

      The door to the bedroom opens, and one of the cooks comes in with a tray. I see the cocoa along with some snacks, and I take a step back.

      I look at Eve one last time and nod, then I turn to walk out of the room. “Good night,” I hear Eve say softly from behind me as I step across the threshold.

      I try not to let the interruption make me angry, but I’m disappointed I have to let her go. Right now it’s after midnight and I saw her schedule in her apartment. She’s got an entire day of duties planned, and I don’t want to be the one that gets in the way of her work. Even if I don’t like that it takes her from me.

      The next bedroom is down the hall, and I walk into it. It’s empty save for a velvet couch in the corner. It’s an incredibly large room for it to not have a use, but I believe at one point it was a nursery because it was so close to the master in this wing.

      Taking off my jacket, I toss it on the back of the couch and then unbutton and roll up my sleeves. I kick off my shoes and then take off my socks and my bare feet sink into the carpet.

      I fall onto the couch and look up at the gilded ceiling as I think about what it would be like to have babies with Eve. Obviously we would want them right away, and we’d have three. Maybe four if she would let me. I wonder if we could have our wedding in the rose garden this spring. An image of her surrounded by the blooming flowers as I make her mine has my cock hard once more.

      I reach into my pants and grab my length, squeezing it lazily. I think about our wedding night and then our honeymoon, and I wonder where she would want to go. I can’t wait to show her the world and give her everything her heart yearns for.

      It’s a long time later that I check my watch and see that I’ve been fantasizing about our lives together for hours. Pushing off the couch, I quietly pad out of the bedroom into the pitch-black hallway.

      I glance behind me a few times as I reach the bedroom door, then press my ear to it and listen. When I don’t hear anything, I silently open the door and then close it quietly behind me. The room is so dark I can hardly see in front of me, but I know it like the back of my hand. I walk over to the bed, and as I get closer I can see some of the moonlight spilling onto it.

      Eve is sleeping peacefully in my bed, and my body aches to lie with her. I’m desperate to feel her warmth against my body, but instead I grab the chair nearby and move it beside the bed. I sit down and lean back as I watch her sleep and every muscle in my body finally relaxes. It feels right being close to her, and I don’t realize how much I need it until I’m away from her for so long.

      I memorize the curve of her lips and the flare of her lashes on her cheeks. After doing all of this I know that it won’t be enough. I have to touch her. I lean forward and brush a dark strand of hair off of her cheek, and to my shock she leans in to the touch. Her skin is so warm and soft, and I let my fingers linger there.

      “Dasher,” she says softly, but her eyes don’t flutter as she continues to sleep.

      My heart swells in my chest, and I feel myself smiling as I sit there until the sun comes up, just being with her. Maybe this is wrong, but everything inside me is telling me to protect Eve and to keep her safe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          Eve

        

      

    

    
      I should get up. Even as I think those words I snuggle further into the bed. I don’t think I’ve ever slept so well in my life, and I decide I want my next vacation to be in this bed.

      A soft tap on the door has me sitting up, but before I can say come in, one of the double doors swings open and Dasher enters with a tray in his hands. How does he look so handsome this early in the morning? It really isn't fair to us mere mortals.

      “I thought you might want some coffee.” He comes in and sets the tray down on the bed, and I look down his body.

      He has on a pair of slacks and a button-up shirt that’s rolled up at the sleeves, making him look more relaxed. His short dark hair is tousled, and I itch to reach out and touch it.

      “You didn't have to do all that,” I say, reaching up to try to tame my own hair. I’m sure I look like a hot mess right now.

      “You have a busy day. It should start off with breakfast.” He lifts a silver lid to reveal pancakes and bacon.

      “Oh wow,” I laugh. “You do know I work for you, right?”

      He shrugs, and although I expect him to leave and say he’ll see me downstairs, I’m pleasantly surprised when he sits down in a chair next to the bed. I must have been really tired because I don’t remember it being that close last night.

      “What time is it? Did we get snow?” I ask, looking over to where the windows are. Big thick curtains hang over them, not revealing anything.

      “We got about six inches, but it’s stopped for now.”

      “Oh, I guess that’s good. It gives them time to clear the roads.” Dasher nods in agreement.

      “Eat,” he orders, and I give him a look before I pick up a piece of bacon. He really has two moods: sweet and stern. When I take a bite of the pancake, I let out a small moan, acknowledging that it beats out my normal breakfast of cereal by a mile.

      “You better be careful or I’m never going to leave here. A girl could get comfortable,” I laugh, but Dasher only stares at me with that unreadable look on his face so I take another bite of my food. “Time?” I ask again.

      “There’s no hurry. You’re here until the afternoon.”

      “Yes, but I have work to do.” I turn, throwing my legs over the side of the bed. “I should get ready.”

      “Eat.”

      “You’re bossy.”

      “I’ve been told.” He smirks, and I don’t know if I want to smack him or kiss him, so I go back to eating my breakfast.

      “Happy?” I ask when I take my last bite.

      “Getting there.” He pulls out his phone. “It’s almost ten-thirty.”

      “What!” I jump from the bed. “How is that possible? I’m a morning person. I can’t remember the last time I slept past eight.” I rush over to my bag to find something to wear. I go with comfort since I’ll be working and can change here before I go to the Mills’.

      Dasher leans back in the chair and watches me scurry around the room getting all my crap together before heading into the bathroom to get ready. When I come back out fifteen minutes later, he’s still sitting in the same spot.

      “Don’t you have things you should be doing?” I accuse, but he just stands from the chair and walks over to me.

      “How do you make these odd Christmas sweaters so attractive?” Wait, what did he say? “Here.” He holds out my glasses, and I take them from his hand.

      “Thanks.” I slip them on, and his eyes drop to my mouth. I lick my lips and my heart starts to race as he leans down toward me. Is he going to kiss me? The heat of his body so close to mine feels nice, and on instinct I close my eyes.

      “Uncle Dasher!” I jump back at the sound of Rae’s voice, and the bedroom doors fly open.

      Rae comes to a dead stop when she sees me, and there’s a confused look on her face. I hold my hand over my chest, trying to get my racing heart to slow down as I manage a smile.

      “Oh! Are we decorating Uncle Dasher’s bedroom too? It’s kind of lame over on this side of the house.” Her little nose scrunches. “I offered him one of my unicorn pictures for in here, but he passed.” She lets out a long sigh like she doesn't know what she’s going to do with her uncle. It makes me laugh until the rest of what she said settles inside of my head.

      “Wait, this is your room?” I look to Dasher, and he gives me one of his signature nods. There are a million rooms in this house, and he gave me his bed. Where the hell did he sleep? I don’t know if that’s strange or sweet.

      “Can I wear those?” Rae runs over toward my bag and picks up my reindeer headband. Before I can answer her she’s putting them on her head and asking another question. “Does this mean you’re moving in? Are you guys getting married?” Her eyes are round as she stares at my two bags. I guess it is a lot of stuff.

      “I’m only staying a few days because of the snow.”

      Her shoulders drop in disappointment. “Uncle Dasher, you should marry her, and then she’ll have to stay.”

      “Kidnapping?” Dasher asks like he’s considering the idea. It makes her giggle so it’s pretty cute.

      “I’ll ask Santa for it.” She tilts that little chin of hers up. “He’s always good at coming through.”

      “Rae! I thought we were making cookies for—” Jillian’s voice trails off when she sees us all standing in Dasher’s bedroom. Her eyes bounce from me to the bags to her brother before she lifts her eyebrows high.

      “It’s not what you think,” I blurt out.

      “It might be too late to let Santa know what you want, Rae. It’s Christmas Eve already.”

      “Ahh.” Her bottom lip puffs out.

      “I bet I can find an email.” Dasher holds his hand out for Rae to take.

      I glare at him because he’s not helping. He winks at me before he and Rae are off.

      “You and my brother?” Jillian asks once they are out of earshot.

      “No! The snow was bad, and he cut his hand. Then before I knew what was happening, I’m here, and honestly your brother can be like a bulldozer,” I blurt out in one long messy breath, and she stares at me for a long moment.

      “You’re right, and that’s why you should be careful. I love my brother, but I’ve never seen someone get so—” She searches for a word. “Passionate. Yes, when he has his sights set on something, that something is done for. He will stop at nothing until he gets it and then—” She trails off. “I just want you to be careful. I know what you’re in for if you go down this path.” With those strangely cryptic words, she leaves me alone in his bedroom.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          Dasher

        

      

    

    
      The only way I could describe the day would be “perfect.” I follow Eve around as she puts the finishing touches on the house and gets everything ready for the party. Tomorrow is Christmas, but we’ve invited close friends and family to celebrate, and I want it to be perfect. I also want Eve to be here, and I’m doing everything in my damn power to make sure that happens.

      As she works, I make sure food is brought to her, and I ask questions about her work. I can’t get enough from her, and I absorb every little detail. It’s all I can do not to kneel down and propose to her every time she smiles.

      I’ve never been so far gone about anything before, no matter what my sister told Eve. I stayed close as I heard them talk, and I have to agree with Eve. I am like a bulldozer, but only when it comes to her. Maybe I’ve been that way with business, but the women I’ve had a few dates with in the past have a hard time getting a single detail about my life. It’s why Nina befriended, Jillian only to get closer to me.

      Eve went to get ready a few minutes ago, and I wait at the bottom of the stairs for her. I know I can’t go with her to the party, but I plan on meeting Penelope there. I had my assistant Tori send a message to her last night confirming that I would meet her at the Mills’. Rich is a complete asshole, and if I’m not there with an invited guest there’s no way he’s letting me stay.

      It’s not too long later that I hear movement at the top of the stairs. I know it’s Eve, but I can’t decide if her getting ready quickly means that she wasn’t planning on dressing up for the event, or she just gets ready fast. I have to know if she’s going as a date or as an employee. She never gave me a straight answer when I asked her earlier today.

      When I see her dressed in a red dress that’s the color of a poinsettia, my heart stops. It’s cut across her collarbone and tight all the way down past her knees. It’s like something out of a fifties catalogue and I want to run my hands all over it. She looks effortless and graceful, but just as I have the thought, her heel catches in the carpet and she comes flying into my arms.

      I catch her quickly and then turn so that she’s in my arms like I’ve somehow dipped her after a dance. She smiles up at me with those dark red lips and I can’t stand it any longer.

      My lips press to hers, and she gasps in surprise. I use the opening as my advantage and touch my tongue to hers. She moans against me, and I feel her hands pulling me closer to her body. I move one of my hands to her ass and grip her there hard as I groan.

      Someone clears their throat behind me, but I don’t give a fuck. I’ve finally got Eve exactly where I want her, and I don’t plan on ever stopping. I feel her lips pull into a smile against mine, and I finally admit that I really don’t want an audience for this.

      When I open my eyes and look into hers, she’s grinning from ear to ear with cheeks almost the color of her dress. I give her one more quick kiss because I can’t stand not doing it now that I’ve tasted her.

      “You look stunning,” I whisper, and she bites her bottom lip.

      “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

      When I stand her up on her heels, she glances over my shoulder and behind me where the interruption came from. I don’t bother turning around, but instead trace the edge of her chin and cheek before I tuck her hair back into place.

      “The car is here,” the butler says, and I nod in acknowledgement. His footsteps retreat, and then I’m alone again with Eve.

      “I wish I didn’t have to go to this party tonight.” Her hands are resting on my chest because I refuse to let her waist go.

      “After it’s over you’re coming straight back here,” I order, and she nods.

      She smiles as she reaches up and straightens my tie and then places a kiss on my lips. “I’d like to do that again. But maybe without the falling.”

      “As long as you end up in my arms, I don’t care how many times you do that.” I realize my cheeks are sore from smiling all day, and I don’t know that it’s ever happened before. God, she’s changing me from the inside out.

      The front doors open, and the driver is there waiting. Although I don’t want to let her go, the sooner I do, the sooner she can come back here and get in my bed. Reluctantly I drop my hands, but to my surprise she steps closer to me. I feel her go up on her tiptoes, so I lean down, and she whispers in my ear.

      “Wait up for me.” When she steps back, she winks, and my heart falls on the floor at her feet. She could literally do anything she wants with it, and I won’t try and stop her.

      I swallow hard and nod as I shove my hands in my pants and watch her go. She looks back over her shoulder several times on her way out, and I haven’t moved an inch. How could I when the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen wants me to wait up for her?

      The party isn’t for another two hours, and I know she needs to be there early to set up, but I can’t stand the thought of not being near her while I wait.

      Standing in the foyer, I watch the car leave and make sure the tires have chains on them. The roads have been plowed, but I’m not willing to take chances when it comes to Eve. As soon as they’re out of the driveway and far enough ahead, I go into the garage and grab the keys to the truck. It’s heavier and made to drive in winter weather, so I know it will be fine. Jillian and Rae are baking cookies for Santa, and I asked if they needed help, but Jillian really wanted to make this a memory with just the two of them. Living together, it’s easy to get wrapped in their life, but I know that their relationship is still mending after the hell her ex put them through.

      It’s all the more reason that I need to be with Eve tonight, because it’s my job to protect her too. How am I supposed to do that when I don’t have eyes on her? I’ve been thinking of a way to track her movements and made a few purchases. I’ve also gotten her several Christmas presents that are wrapped and under the tree.

      I pull out of the garage and drive slowly over to the Mills’ house. I don’t pull in the driveway because there are still trucks setting up and I see Eve out front directing people on where to go.

      The sun has begun to set and the way the light shines around her, she looks like the star on a Christmas tree. She’s so beautiful, and I can’t take my eyes off of her even as I force myself to keep driving around the block.

      After a few loops, I see everyone has gone inside, and I take the back entrance where there are trees and other trucks to hide me. It’s dark by now, but I need to somehow get closer even though I know I can’t. From where I’m positioned, I can see straight into the kitchen, and luck is on my side. Eve is seated there at the counter with her big notebook and a group of people surrounding her. They’re all happy and listening intently, and I’m sure she’s giving orders on what needs to be done.

      I reach under the seat and grab my binoculars. Yes, this might make me even crazier, but I’ve already crossed so many lines, why not a few more? I use them to zoom close so I can watch her from a distance. Getting her in my sights eases the ache in my chest, and I sit there for a long time just observing her while she works.

      She’s grace under pressure as more people come in and out of the kitchen and she checks off her list. The back parking in the house is beginning to fill up, and the hired valets are moving cars. People are arriving with gifts, and from what Eve told me, they are all going to charity. It was her idea, and one that is exactly like her. She’s so kind and thoughtful, and of course she would want to host a party while giving to the children’s hospital.

      I get an alert on my phone and see it’s Tori telling me that Penelope is arriving at the party now and to meet her out front. I purposely didn’t give her my number because although I can handle Penelope, I don’t need her to have my personal phone number.

      It’s not hard to sneak out of the truck and around the house with all that’s going on. I spot Penelope at the top of the stairs and move quickly. She’s in a black dress, which seems a bit odd for a festive holiday party, but it matches her soul, so why not?

      “You know it’s ridiculous I have to text with Tori about where you are. He’s just as rude as you.”

      “What can I say, I see the potential in him.” I make no move to touch Penelope, but I do hold the door for her as we walk inside.

      As I suspected, Rich is right there, and his eyes narrow as he sees me. “Rich, it’s so great you’re putting on this party tonight. What a great way to give back,” I say, laying it on thick. I snatch the box Penelope is holding and place my envelope of cash on top of it. “Where should I put our gifts?”

      “By the tree,” he says through clenched teeth, and I smile as brightly as I can manage.

      Penelope takes Rich’s arm and leads him over to the bar for a drink, and I make my way around the room. It’s already so crowded that I can hardly see from one side to the other. Do these people have nothing else to do on Christmas Eve? I think about what I’d be doing right now if it was just Eve and me, and none of it involves a room full of people. I place the gifts by the tree and then slowly make my way through the sea of bodies. I’m hoping to surprise Eve by being here and maybe finding some mistletoe.

      “There you are,” Penelope coos as she passes me a glass of eggnog. “So tell me, you’ve got that big house all to yourself tonight?” The room is so crowded she’s pressed against me, and I can’t back away from her.

      “No,” I say in confusion as I try to move, but she keeps stepping with me. I feel her arm come around my waist, and I hold my free hand up to tell her to stop.

      “Perfect, then you can come back to my place.”

      Just then I glance up and over the crowd I see Eve on the stairs talking to Rich. He’s leaned over her, and it’s too damn close for my liking, but just when I’m about to get away from Penelope, she looks my way.

      Eve stares at me, with a woman pressed against my chest and a drink in my hand, and I know exactly what she’s thinking. That I didn’t tell her I would be here, or that I would have a date. And I certainly didn’t tell her that I would do this right in the middle of a party like I didn’t kiss her with all my heart a few hours ago.

      The moment it all registers I see her eyes begin to form tears and she runs up the stairs. To my horror I see Rich place his hand on her lower back right near her ass as he follows her.

      “Eve!” I call out, but it’s no use. The music is too loud, the crowd is too thick, and I can’t get away from Grabby McGrabs-a-lot.

      I may have just ruined everything.
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          Eve

        

      

    

    
      “Are you okay?” Rich asks me as he follows me out of the room.

      I need air. There are too many people, and when my eyes first locked with Dasher’s I was sure I was imagining him here. He hadn't said one word about being at this party tonight, and he knew where I was going. I’m guessing he thought with so many people attending I might miss him on his date. Jerk.

      “I’m feeling lightheaded,” I say, walking faster to make my escape. I think I feel Rich’s hand on my back but I’m too numb to pay attention. All I want to do is get away as quickly as possible.

      “Here.” Rich opens a door and ushers me into a private room.

      I let out a long breath as I sit down in a chair. Why does this hurt so much? Twenty-four hours ago I was telling myself Dasher wasn't for me and that we couldn't date and that he didn't want to date me either. Now my heart is shattering inside my chest. Maybe I read everything wrong, and maybe I’m overreacting. What if this is how people date these days? He didn’t say anything, but what if people see a few people at a time? I know Dasher and I haven't had a chance to talk about what is happening between us, but I think I made it pretty clear that first day in his kitchen that I wasn't the fling type of girl. I told him about my parents.

      “Can I get you anything?” Rich drops down in front of me. He’s being pretty dang nice even after telling him I couldn't be his date tonight. Not after the kiss I’d shared with Dasher. It felt wrong, and I told him when I got here that it couldn’t be more than a work relationship. Plus I was hoping to dip out as soon as I could because I was trying to get back to Dasher.

      “I just need a second.”

      He nods and stands up. “So you know Dasher Sleigh?” Rich asks.

      “Yes, he has a party tomorrow night,” I say, not wanting to go into more details than that. Though I think Rich caught us staring at each other right before I all but fled the room. Why else would he be asking?

      “Ahh.” Rich walks over to a small bar and pours himself a drink. I hadn't noticed which way we turned when I fled the front entry of the house, but we’re in a small office now.

      “Ahh?” I ask, making the same sound as him.

      I should really leave instead of hiding in here. How easy will it be to make an escape? What if Dasher chased after me? Is he looking for me right now and does he actually think I’m going to go back to his house when I leave here after he’s been out with another woman all night?

      “You really have no idea how alluring you are, which only adds to the appeal.”

      I sit up a little straighter because Rich is staring at me now. His eyes roam over my body, making me feel naked as his nice-guy act fades fast.

      “I should go.” I stand. “The party is in full swing right now, and I’ve left Chel to handle everything. I really am sorry about canceling as your date tonight. Thank you for being so understanding.”

      “How sorry?” he asks, tilting his head to the side.

      “What?”

      “How sorry are you, Eve?” He shoots back the rest of his drink and sets the glass down with a loud thud. “And I never said I was understanding.” He pulls at the bow tie he has on and tosses it down next to his empty glass.

      “Again, I’m sorry. I wasn't trying to lead you on. I just—”

      Rich tilts his head, laughing. “No, I don’t think you know that you’re a cock tease. Which is another thing that makes men want to fuck you so bad. Even Dasher wants to, but you’ve got to tell me what it is all of you see in him.” My mouth falls open. “Is it because he never dates? That’s a bunch of fucking bullshit, if you ask me. All men need their dicks wet.”

      I stand there in shock, not sure what to say. When I realize what he means, my mind goes straight to Dasher doing that with the beautiful woman that was on his arm tonight. Has he been kissing her tonight the same way he kissed me?

      She was elegant in a tight-fitting black dress, and if someone told me she’s a movie star I wouldn't be shocked. Would it have killed her to put on a little holiday flair? It’s a Christmas party, but maybe I’m being petty.

      “Well?” Rich prompts, but it wasn't really a question.

      “I’m leaving.” I turn for the door and realize that there aren’t other men like my father out there. He would have done anything for my mom because he loved her so damn much. For them it had only been each other. Their lives might have been cut short, but they had something I don’t think many ever do.

      I let out a small scream when Rich grabs me by the arm and pulls me back. He steps into me and I walk backwards, trying to get space between the two of us. Of course my heel catches on something, and I start to fall. When he grabs me, my body instantly rebels and I push at his chest, not caring if I take a tumble to the floor. The need to get away from him outweighs anything else.

      “Damn, you’re fucking soft. I’ve never been with a girl with some meat on her bones. I’m really seeing the appeal.”

      I push at Rich’s chest, and he goes flying across the room like a rag doll being tossed away. I’m shocked because there’s no way I’m that strong, but as I see Rich scramble to his feet, Dasher looms over him.

      “You motherfucker,” Dasher growls, going for Rich.

      Rich swings on Dasher, and I’d bet my life on it that Dasher lets him get the hit in. The look on Dasher’s face after the blow hits him in the jaw confirms my suspicions. A smirk pulls at Dasher’s mouth right before he swings on Rich fast. Two blows to the face and a third to the stomach. I cringe when I see Rich crumble.

      People rush into the room, making a grab for Dasher to pull him off Rich. Dasher’s date stands there watching with a smile on her face. Now I’m the one wanting to punch, which is horrible. She didn't do anything, but she can be the one to make sure Dasher is okay. I steal the opportunity to make my escape.

      Someone shouts my name, but I keep on moving, grabbing my bag and coat from where I’d tucked them away. When I exit the house I remember that I don’t have my car. Crap. I glance over my shoulder, wondering if I should call for an Uber.

      “Miss Eve, are you ready to leave?”

      “Thank you, yes.” I let out a sigh of relief when I see the driver from earlier standing outside with a couple of the valet men.

      “I’ll grab the car. You stay under the heaters so you can keep warm.” He nods to one of the tall metal heaters they have set up outside in front of the house.

      “I could use a walk.” I put on my coat. “Please,” I add when he opens his mouth to try and stop me.

      “Take my arm.” He offers it to me. “I know they cleared the snow, but you can never be too safe.”

      “Thank you.” I take his arm as he leads me to where he parked the SUV he brought me here in. I’m silent as we make our way back towards Dasher’s so I can get my things. How the heck am I going to handle tomorrow?

      I start to realize I could be fired by tomorrow morning after what happened at the party. My heart starts to slow down from the rush of emotions I was having, and then there’s a hollow pit in my stomach.

      The Mills party went to hell, and I’m right in the center of it all. This day started off as one of the best days I’ve had since losing my parents, but now I’ve made such a mess of things. This is why I told Jewels I shouldn't go on a date with a client. I’ve not only messed up one but two parties because of this.

      I reach up and press my fingers to my lips, remembering the kiss Dasher gave me. It was everything I thought a first kiss would be and more. Now I’m wondering if that’s how all kisses are and I’m just naïve about the whole thing. The flood of emotions that hit me when his mouth met mine had me throwing all judgment out the window. I was ready to go all in with Dasher, that’s how much I believed in the kiss.

      When we pull down Dasher’s driveway, I smile at the pink lights and all the decorations. My smile slips when I remember how all afternoon while I was at the Mills’ getting everything together for tonight I was thinking not only of Dasher but his family too.

      My mind had begun playing out fantasies of what it would be like if Dasher and I did fall in love. I even imagined the Christmases we’d have with our children. Dasher would probably run from me if he knew I was already thinking about this stuff after only one kiss. I couldn't help myself, it meant that much to me.

      I’m out of the car before it stops fully and rushing inside to get my stuff. I’m not sure how much time I have or if he’s even trying to catch me. Doesn't matter. I’m not going to be here when he finally returns home.

      When I get inside, I shoot straight to Dasher’s room to get my stuff. I toss everything into my bag and make it back downstairs in a couple of minutes. When I get to the entryway, I start looking for my car keys in my purse, but they aren't there.

      Crap! Did I toss them in my luggage? I open a bag and start digging through it. The driver comes into the house and gives me a strange look. I can’t blame him. I’m on my knees in the entryway of the house pulling everything out of my bags. It looks like a closet exploded in here.

      “I can’t find my keys. Have you seen them?” I ask when I see Jillian and Rae coming down the stairs wearing matching Christmas pajamas. It’s so adorable I have to stop myself from bursting into tears. My emotions are all over the place.

      “No,” the driver answers.

      “Me either.” Jillian adds.

      Okay, screw the keys, I’ll worry about them later. I have a spare at home and I’ll come back later for it.

      “Can you give me a ride home?” I ask the driver, but Rae steps forward and gives me a sad look.

      “I thought you were staying the night? I decorated a cookie for you to have in the morning. On Christmas we get cookies for breakfast.”

      “That’s so sweet of you, Rae.” I force a smile onto my face.

      “I can’t take you home,” the driver answers.

      “Okay, is there a car I can use? Never mind, I'll call for a ride. It’s Christmas Eve, you all should be watching Christmas movies or something. I’ll get myself handled.”

      “I’m sorry, Eve, but I’ve been told to close the front gate. No cars in or out until Mr. Sleigh returns.” The driver gives me an apologetic look. I don’t fight him on the issue because I know he’s only following orders, and Dasher is his boss.

      “I tried to warn you, Eve.” Jillian shrugs one of her shoulders.

      She didn't warn me that her brother was dating someone else. I think that would have been better information to pass along. Before I can try and think of another way out of here, the front door swings open, revealing a pissed-off Dasher.

      Yeah, I’m totally fired.
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          Dasher

        

      

    

    
      “Thank you, I’ve got it from here,” I say to the driver. There’s a moment of pause as I keep my eyes on Eve, and I hear him leave out the front door.

      “Come on, Rae, let’s go get the movie room ready for The Grinch,” I hear my sister say to my niece.

      “Okay, but I’ll be really disappointed if Eve isn’t here in the morning,” Rae complains while they walk away.

      “Oh, I have a feeling she’ll be here,” Jillian answers as they disappear down the hallway.

      “Dasher,” Eve begins, but I hold up my hand.

      “You’re coming with me.” I take her by the hand, and for a second she tries to tug it away from me. “You’re going to come with me and let me explain.” I stare into her eyes, trying to control myself. “This is not a request.”

      She swallows hard as I leave all her things strewn on the floor and lead her up the stairs to my wing.

      “Dash—”

      “No.” I shake my head, cutting her off. “I want a chance to explain.”

      She presses her lips tightly together until we’re in my bedroom. Once I release her hand, I close the double doors and bolt them.

      “Am I not free to leave?”

      “Absolutely not,” I answer, turning around to face her. “Eve, you have no idea how close to the edge I am right now, and if I even have a hint that you might try to escape, I’ll lose it.”

      “Okay, that’s not scary at all.”

      “I’m not trying to scare you. I’m trying to protect you.” I take off my jacket and loosen my tie until it’s undone. I toss it on the floor with my jacket and then unbutton my sleeves. “You ran from me.”

      “I ran from the party.” She takes a step back as I take one closer to her. “I ran from a fight, and why do you even care if you were with that woman?” she snaps, color rising on her cheeks.

      “You think I was with her because you saw her try to get close to me.” It’s not a question but a statement, yet she nods anyway. “I could never touch another woman after meeting you.”

      Eve rolls her eyes and crosses her arms over her chest defensively. I stalk closer.

      “I wasn’t with her. It was the only way I could get into that party. Rich Mill is a dick with some kind of vendetta against me that I don’t even know about. It’s been simmering for years, and tonight when he put his hands on you, it came to a head.”

      She glances at me out of the corner of her eye, and I see her brows pull together as she tries to process this new information.

      “I used her to get close to you, and that may make me an asshole, but I won’t apologize for it.” I’m only a few steps away, but I stop and hold my hands out with my palms up. “I’ll scour my skin clean where she touched me if that’s what you want. I’ll do whatever it takes to erase it from your memory, but I’m not sorry for it. I would do anything, anything, to be near you, and that includes using someone that I don’t care about.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me you were going to be at the party?” The hurt in her voice nearly breaks me in two.

      “Because I didn’t know if you’d want me to be there.” I shake my head. “After that kiss…” I trail off and look into her eyes. “After that kiss I couldn’t think straight.”

      She nods slightly as if in understanding.

      “From the moment we met I haven’t been able to breathe without my eyes on you at all times. I’m obsessed with you, Eve, and I can’t control myself. I’ve never been this way before with anything in my life.”

      I move closer now, close enough to touch her.

      “Please, Eve. Please don’t shut me out, I won’t survive without it.” I bring my hand slowly up to cup her face, and to my relief she leans into it. “I love you.”

      Her eyes widen in shock, but I just shrug my shoulders. I don’t know what else to do except confess what I feel and be honest with her. I may not give her all the details of just how crazy my love for her is right this moment, but she has to know that this is it for me.

      “Oh God, Dasher, this is all so much.” She bites her bottom lip and looks up at me.

      “There was never anyone else from the moment we met, and there won’t be anyone even after I’m done.” I bring my other hand up to her waist and wrap it around her to pull her close. “You’re mine, Eve, and I’m yours. This is forever.”

      Before she can answer, my lips are on hers, and she’s opening for me. The passion we share ignites like never before, and suddenly we’re frantic. Her hands cling to my shirt while I grab at her dress. I tug the bottom of it up so that it’s around her waist, and then I lift her in my arms. Her legs automatically go around me, and I walk us over to the bed. Without hesitation I place her in the middle and cover her body with mine.

      “I need you,” I say between kisses, and she nods as she bites my lip.

      Our hands are pulling at clothes, and I feel her rip the front of my shirt open as buttons fly across the room. I’ve never been so turned on before, and my cock is practically ripping through the zipper of my slacks. When I feel her fingers at my belt, I nearly come undone. I groan as she opens them and reaches inside to palm my length.

      “Fuck,” I hiss, pulling my hips back, and it falls out of her hand. “Not yet. I won’t last.”

      “Dasher,” she moans while I peel off her dress and kiss my way down her body.

      I take my time on her breasts, pulling down the cups of her bra and sucking on her nipples. The tight peaks are proud as I move my mouth back and forth, loving each of them equally. By the time I make it to her stomach, she’s writhing under me. I toss her dress on the floor and then pause when I look at her panties.

      “Is this for me?” I let out a small laugh when I see the mistletoe embroidered on the front of them.

      “It was a gag gift last Christmas from the girls at work.” She covers her face with her hands. “I didn’t think anyone would ever see them.”

      “Hey.” I tug her hands away from her face until she looks at me. “Nobody but me will ever see them again.”

      With her eyes locked on mine, I place my mouth on top of the mistletoe and kiss her there. She moans, her head falling back, and I pull the panties to the side. Her soft curls make a little triangle above her wet lips, and I bury my nose there and inhale. The scent of her is so ripe and sweet that my mouth waters.

      “Mine,” I growl just as I cover her pussy with my tongue.
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          Eve

        

      

    

    
      I gasp at the sudden pleasure that races through my whole body. Dasher’s fingers dig into my thighs, spreading me wider to make room for his broad frame. A dark part of me hopes I see his mark on me come morning. I don’t know where the thought comes from, but I can’t stop it.

      When Dasher told me how he felt about me, it should have sent me running. This is all so fast, but his confession ripped the lid off of my feelings for him. I’ve been pushing them down, scared to fall for him and get my heart broken. With each word he said, I knew Dasher would never break my heart because he wants it for himself.

      Dasher licks and sucks between my legs, driving me insane. I had no idea oral would feel this good. Sure, I’ve heard girls talk about it before, and I’ve read it in books, but I don’t think anyone gave me the full understanding. It’s magical.

      “So damn sweet,” I think I hear Dasher say. “Perfection.”

      My hips jerk, and I try to press myself harder into his mouth. His big hands slip under my ass and he grabs ahold of me. Lifting me partly off the bed, he feasts on me like a starved man. All I can do is lie there and moan his name.

      When he looks up and his eyes lock with mine, I lose it at the intensity I see there. He wants to devour me so that only he can ever have me. My orgasm is a hot wave of pleasure as I cum, crying out his name. I’m starting to understand why I’ve never been told how amazing this can be, because I don’t have the words to explain it either.

      Dasher doesn't stop there. I try to wiggle away from him but my whole body is too sensitive and still tingles from the release. I’m not sure I can take more, but I don’t want to stop either.

      “Dasher. I don’t think I can—”

      “You will.” He lowers my ass back down onto the bed, but his mouth doesn't leave me.

      After a moment, the feeling of it being too much fades away, and it’s replaced with want all over again.

      “Don’t stop!” I find myself pleading, digging my fingers into his short hair.

      His tongue slides down and presses inside of me. He thrusts it in and out, mimicking sex, and my hips start to move on their own. When his tongue slides out, he replaces it with one of his thick fingers as his mouth goes back to my clit.

      “Dasher!” I tighten my hold on his hair.

      I can feel I’m about to go off again just as a second finger joins in, stretching me. He sucks my clit into his mouth while his tongue flicks back and forth across it. When he hooks his fingers inside of me, I’m done for.

      I start to orgasm, and Dasher’s mouth doesn't stop. I feel a small sharp pain for only a second, but it fades quickly as the climax takes over, and it’s the only thing that I can feel. I lie in the center of Dasher’s bed, not sure I’ll ever be able to move again.

      My eyes flutter open when Dasher shifts and gets up from the bed. I expect him to go for his slacks, but I watch as he bends down to pick something up off the floor. When he comes back up, I see he has my panties in his hand.

      He wipes his fingers across them, and then I realize he’s bleeding. I sit up to take a look and stare down at the stain.

      “You’re hurt?”

      “It’s not mine, sweetheart.” He bends down, kissing me softly as I wrap my arms around his neck. I try to pull him back into the bed with me, but he picks me up. “Let's get you in the bathtub.”

      “What?” I ask, dazed. As wonderful as it sounds to take a bath with Dasher, I want him in bed with me more. The man told me he loved me. Now I want him to make love to me.

      He easily carries me into the bathroom and places me on the counter before he turns on the water in his giant tub. He grabs a hand towel and soaks it in the warm water and wrings it out. I try not to fidget and cover myself because I’m full-on naked sitting in front of him. The bright light of the bathroom shows every inch of me, but when his heated gaze meets mine, I know there is no reason to be shy. The look in Dasher’s eyes says that he likes what he sees.

      “Spread your thighs, baby.” I do without question, and he brings the towel between my legs.

      It’s then I realize it’s me that was bleeding because he’d taken my virginity with his fingers. He’s so gentle as he cleans me, my eyes start to sting with tears, and one escapes.

      “Eve.” He tosses the hand towel away and kisses my cheek to stop it. “Did I hurt you?”

      I would not call anything about what Dasher did to me painful.

      He spins around, giving me his back before I can say anything. He lets out a few curse words, his hands clenched into fists at his sides. I can tell his whole body has gone tight, so I slip off the counter and wrap myself around him. My bare breasts push into his back, and this connection feels good.

      “They’re happy tears.” I try to fight a sniffle, knowing my tears are upsetting him, but I lose.

      “I never want to hurt you.” He turns around and cups my cheek. I lean into his touch. “But I find my control lacking when it comes to you.” His sister’s words to me this morning make so much sense now.

      Dasher can be a very intense man. I learned that the first day I met him. He’s full of passion when it comes to something he wants, and I get a thrill out of knowing that I have now become something he’s so passionate about.

      “Don’t control yourself.” I place my hands on his chest. “I want to see it all.”

      “I don’t think you know what you’re asking for.” I lick my lips, and the hunger in his eyes flares.

      “I don’t want to take a bath.” I trail my fingers down his chest till they reach his slacks that are still undone. I can see the hard outline of his cock, and my core clenches. “I want you.”

      The look he gives me, and the fact that he loves me, has my shyness fading away, and I fall to my knees in front of him.

      “Eve.” He growls my name as his eyes close tight. I reach my hand into his slacks, needing to touch him. I want to give him the same pleasure he gave me.

      I gasp when I realize he must have cum once already, but he’s still rock hard. His cock jerks in my hand when I pull him out, and I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to fit him inside of me. I circle my tongue around the head of his cock, tasting his orgasm from earlier that still lingers. He lets out a sound like he’s in pain as I wrap my mouth around the head of his cock.

      His eyes snap open, and I know I’m going to get every inch of what I asked for.
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          Dasher

        

      

    

    
      Her warm wet mouth wraps around my cock, and my knees nearly buckle. I have to lean forward and hold on to the bathroom counter as I feel her little mouth suck on it.

      “Fuck,” I hiss through my teeth and close my eyes tightly.

      The feel of her hot tongue along the hard ridge is better than anything I could have imagined. Without thinking, I thrust forward and then try to pull back. Her throat opens, and she takes more of me, and I nearly cum right then.

      “Careful, Eve, not too much.” I grip her hair on both sides of her head now and hold her steady as I gently pump into her mouth. “Goddamn, you suck dick so good, baby.”

      She whimpers, and I look down to lock eyes with her. Her hands are braced on my thighs, and I watch as she slides them between my legs to cup my balls. It’s too much, the sight of her so full of me and on her knees. I try to pull back, but she shakes her head, reaching around and jerking me closer.

      The motion sends my cock deeper, and when I feel her swallow, I know it’s game over. My cock tightens, and the muscles in my legs lock as my whole body coils. “If you don’t want to swallow, you need to stop.”

      To my utter shock, she sucks me deeper as both of her hands grip the length she can’t fit in her mouth. She swallows once again, and I shout a warning a millisecond before I begin to cum. She swallows over and over, greedily taking me, and the muscles in my thighs bunch. My cock feels like it’s been hit with electricity, but in the best way possible.

      I wobble and have to step back, causing my cock to slip from her mouth. It’s still just as hard as it was before and jutting straight out at her. It’s like an arrow pointing to what it wants the most and I can’t say I disagree.

      “Tub,” I breathe, trying to catch my breath. “Now.”

      She smiles shyly at me as she gets off the floor, and I pull her against me. I lean down and kiss her slowly, taking my time and tasting the two of us.

      When I’ve managed to get myself together, I take her by the hand and step into the tub. I lie back against the cool marble and let my eyes linger on her naked body as she steps in after me. I hold my hands to help keep her from falling and I have her straddle my legs, facing me.

      My cock juts up proudly between us, and I groan as her pussy rocks against it. I want to sink so deep inside of her until I can’t tell where she begins and I end. But I take a breath and just look at her as she sits on me. I trace the edge of her cheek, then down her neck to her bare breasts. My fingers touch her nipples and then pinch them lightly as she moans and arches her back. Then my lips follow the same path as they linger on her neck. I’ve noticed that’s where she loves my kisses, and I intend to give her a million of them every day.

      When my tongue finds her tight peaks, I trace circles around her tight buds. Licking her pussy was the best thing I’ve ever tasted, but these sweet little nipples might be a close runner up.

      The warm water flows around us, and as she rocks, her movement creates ripples. Watching her like this, searching for her pleasure, is the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen in my life. Also the most beautiful.

      Her pussy presses into my length, and I feel her lips on either side of my shaft. She rocks up and down, rubbing her clit in search of relief. I can’t take any more of this teasing torture, so I lift her a little and settle my cock at her opening. The warm water will relax her body and make this much easier on her. Hopefully she won’t be as sore afterward because I plan on being greedy tonight.

      “Go slowly,” I warn, easing my hold on her hips and letting her fall ever so slightly down on my cock.

      “More,” she whines as she continues to rock, searching for a few more inches.

      My grip on her hips tightens in warning, but she won’t be dissuaded. I hiss as she bears down and takes more of me, smiling as I fill her. It’s pure agony going slow and trying to ease her on my thick length. But she is determined, and I don’t know that I could ever deny her what she wants.

      I release my grip on her, and she slides down, taking all of me at once. She gasps, and when I try to pull her back off, she shakes her head.

      “No, no, just give me a second.”

      Wrapping my arms around her, I hold her close to me as we gently rock. Her tight sheath squeezes me impossibly hard, and I groan at the connection. It’s perfect. So fucking perfect it’s like we were truly meant to be. My cock aches to release, but it’s too soon, and I want her to feel as good as I do right now.

      I feel her lips on my chest as she kisses her way across it. Her hips begin to move with mine, and she grinds her clit with every rock.

      “Dasher, it’s so good.” She kisses my lips, and I feel like a king.

      When I get her in bed after this, I plan on pinning her under me and thrusting until I can’t move. But for now, this is all about making this first time good for her. I want her to feel my love in this and in my touch. I hated that I had to break her virginity, but it was the most special moment to me. She’s mine in every way, and nothing will keep her from me.

      “We’re not using protection,” she whispers, and I kiss that sweet spot on her neck.

      “Do you want me to pull out?” I ask, and she hesitates. I’m not even sure I could pull out if I wanted to. I’m so far fucking gone.

      “I want to know what it feels like inside of me.” Her words sound like a confession, and my cock grows harder.

      “I do too.” I grab her hips, and instead of thrusting I just rock her slightly as I rub her clit on my cock. “Let me fill you up.”

      “Okay.” She bites her lip, and I can’t tell if that flush on her cheeks is from the hot bath or the fact that she wants me bare inside of her.

      She’s a goddess with wet hair clinging to her naked breasts and sitting on my dick. I want this burned into my memory until my last breath because I’ve never seen anything more stunning. Just when I think she can’t get any more beautiful, her legs tighten, her pussy squeezes me tighter, and her back arches. I watch as she tosses her head back and calls out her pleasure into the quiet bathroom.

      The sight of her so lost to her release forces my own, and I cum deep in her womb, taking up space where there’s none left. I cum and cum until my vision blurs, and it’s more intense than anything else I’ve ever felt. My fingers dig into her thick thighs, and I bite down on the place where her shoulder meets her neck. I feel her pussy squeeze with pleasure, and another orgasm shoots through her.

      It’s long, long moments before I’m able to come back to earth. But when I do, she’s still in my arms, and I’m still buried deep. I smile at her, and she smiles at me as we touch and pet each other. I kiss her slowly at first as our passion grows, and I’ve never felt more connected to another soul.

      “I love you,” she says when our lips finally break apart.

      My heart nearly bursts out of my chest at those three little words, and I rest my forehead to hers. “I love you too, Eve.” I kiss her gently once again, savoring this moment. “My sweet, perfect Christmas Eve.”
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          Eve

        

      

    

    
      I giggle as Dasher kisses my neck, and the short hairs of his beard tickle my skin. “Merry Christmas.” He grabs my leg and pulls it up and over to spread me wider. He cups my sex, and I moan at the way he handles me.

      “Merry Christmas,” I say back. The smile on my face is so big, I bet my cheeks will ache by the end of the day.

      “How do you feel?”

      “Sore,” I admit. His eyebrows pull together in concern, so I clarify. “A good sore.” I roll over to fully face him. “I think the bath helped.” I tilt my head for a kiss, and he’s there, ready to connect.

      “Hey! This is locked.” Dasher and I both look toward the bedroom door, and we see the handle on it wiggling. “Why is this locked?” Rae shouts through the door before she knocks harder. “Anyone in there?” I bury my face in Dasher’s neck to keep from laughing. She is too adorable.

      “One day that will be our kids,” Dasher whispers.

      My stomach explodes with butterflies at the thought, and I shake my head. “Christmas Eve, they are all going to sleep in bed with us. It will be miserable and wonderful.”

      “That sounds perfect.” He kisses my forehead before getting up from bed, and I watch as he walks to the bathroom naked.

      “I know you’re in there!” Rae shouts. “Is she in there too?”

      “Rae!” I hear Jillian shout. “Leave them be.”

      “It’s fine!” I shout and start to get up.

      “We’ll meet you guys downstairs.” Jillian says, but not before I hear Rae’s squeal of delight that I’m here. It makes my eyes fill with tears.

      “Are you crying?” Dasher comes over to the bed, and I see he’s slipped on a pair of gray sweatpants. He really needs some Christmas pajamas, and I make a mental note to get him some next year.

      “Happy tears.” I blink quickly, trying to get them to go away. He cups my face and leans down to kiss me. I close my eyes as I savor the tender feel of his lips on mine. “I love you.” I didn't know I could love like this, but here it is, and I’ll never let it go. I feel closer to my parents now and understand how deep their love for each other was. They would both be so happy to know I’ve found the same thing they shared.

      “I love you too.” His hands drop from my cheeks, and I open my eyes to see him on his knees in front of me. I’m sitting on the side of the bed, making us eye level as he looks at me intently. “You’re going to marry me.” I feel him slip a ring on my finger, and I actually let out a bark of laughter.

      “You’re lucky I find your bossy attitude attractive.”

      “I’m more than fucking lucky.” I don’t think anyone outside of this house gets this side of Dasher, and I realize how fortunate we are that he saves it for the people he truly cares for.

      “I know you’re not technically asking, but yes, I’ll marry you.” I look down at the ring, and I’m shocked to see a large green emerald with smaller diamonds all the way around it. “It’s perfect.” I’m overcome with emotions again, and I sniffle as I try not to cry.

      I throw myself at him, and he catches me easily, standing with me in his arms. “I’m going to make sure every Christmas you have from this moment on is full of family and love.” I cry harder as he holds me tight, letting me get it all out.

      “I love you so much. You have given me more than you’ll ever know.” I pepper kisses on his face until I get to his mouth. His hand tangles into my hair as he deepens the kiss.

      “Love you too.” He drops his forehead to mine. “If we don’t get out of this room right this second, we never will. We have a big day, and no doubt if we aren't downstairs in the next five minutes Rae will be back here banging on the door.”

      “Right,” I agree but glance at the bed. It wouldn't be bad to not leave the room all day either.

      “You’re going to kill me.” He kisses me again. “When we get into this bed tonight we won’t be leaving it for a few days.” He smacks me on the ass, and I squeal. “Now put some clothes on.”

      I jump into action, trying to find at least some pajamas to put on until it’s time for the party tonight. Then I remember I left all my stuff downstairs in the entryway.

      “My clothes—”

      “In the closet.” He nods, and I step inside his massive closet to see my bags are not only in here, but everything is put away. I see a pair of green and red flannel Christmas pajamas sitting on the big island in the center of the closet. I put them on, knowing Dasher must have gotten them for me, along with some fuzzy socks.

      When I step back out of the closet I almost fall over. Now Dasher is wearing matching pajamas, and he’s got a smirk on his lips.

      “I thought you’d like the idea of a new tradition,” he says as I walk over toward him. He picks up a wrapped present I didn't see a moment ago and hands it to me.

      “You already got me this.” I show off my ring that fits perfectly.

      “This one isn’t for just you.” I pull off the bow first before unwrapping the gift. When I see what’s inside, I once again burst into tears. It’s the same matching pajamas we have on now, but for a baby.

      “You’re crazy, you know that?” I say, but I don’t care if we’re going too fast. I guess maybe that makes me crazy too, but life is short, and this love is forever.

      “And you love it.”

      “I really do.”

      My dad was so over the moon for my mom, so I knew I wanted the kind of love they had for each other. I know that’s exactly what I’m going to get with Dasher because he’ll do anything to make our lives perfect.

      He takes my hand as he leads me out of the bedroom and downstairs to where Rae and Jillian are already sitting on the floor by the tree.

      Rae jumps up and runs over to me, wrapping her little arms around my waist. Jillian watches with a smile as they both make it clear they want me to be a part of their family.

      “Can we give it to her now?” Rae asks when she unlocks her hold on me. Before Dasher and I answer her question, she’s grabbing my hand. “They are getting married!” She jumps up and down. “Can I be the flower girl?”

      “I don’t see why not,” I tell her.

      “I thought you were going to be my best man,” Dasher says.

      “Oh.” Her eyes widen, and I can tell she’s fighting an inner battle of which she would rather be. “Mommy could be your best man.”

      “We have time to work out all the details.” Jillian stands up and comes over to give me a hug. “Welcome to the family. You’re stuck with us now,” she whispers into my ear before placing a kiss on my cheek. She was right to warn me about Dasher. He’s an intense man that stops at nothing to get what he wants, and it’s one of the many things I love about him. I’m just happy to be the lucky girl he wants to have for the rest of his life.

      “Not too long,” Dasher grumbles.

      “No, not too long,” I agree. He tucks me into his side.

      “Now can we show her?” Rae asks. She’s wiggling all around, clearly excited about whatever it is she wants me to see.

      “I think she’s ready.” Dasher smiles down at me.

      He’s my life now, and I’ll never need another Christmas gift. I was happy with only Dasher, but I lucked out with so much more.

      “We want you to feel like this is your home too.” Gosh, when I think he can’t get any sweeter, he proves me wrong. Who knew this would be the same man who shouted at me through a phone a week ago?

      Rae and Jillian walk over toward the fireplace. It’s then I realize a sheet is hanging over the top of it. Jillian reaches up to grab it and gives it a small tug. The sheet drops to the floor, and I stand there in shock.

      The picture over the fireplace is of my first Christmas. I’m sitting in my mom’s lap in front of the tree, and my dad has his arm wrapped around my mom. We’re all smiling and I’m thinking Dasher must have snagged the picture from my place and had it done. I turn my head, burying it in Dasher’s chest.

      “You’re home, Eve,” he says softly, and I look up at him to meet his eyes. This man, who has changed my whole world from the moment he came stomping into it, has made this truly the best day ever. “Merry Christmas.”

      “Merry Christmas,” I say back, pulling Dasher down for a kiss.

      I have no doubt my Dasher will live up to his word, and every Christmas here will be filled with love and happiness. How could it not be when Dasher is at my side?
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        Two years later…

      

      

      I stand in front of the Christmas tree, my hand resting on my stomach. I still haven't told Dasher that I’m pregnant again. We’d barely gotten the all-clear to have sex and we managed to make baby number two. Not that I’m upset about it, because I want our son to have brothers and sisters.

      I see how Jillian and Dasher are together, and they know that no matter what they will always have each other. It would’ve been nice when I lost my parents to have had someone there with me. It makes me crave a big family. A craving I know my husband will fulfill.

      “I miss you,” I say to the picture over the fireplace. The room is now filled with more of them since Dasher made it his mission to make this place my home too. It wasn't hard with how bare his side of the estate was.

      “Wife.” Dasher wraps his arm around me from behind. He kisses my neck. I turn in his arms. “Jillian stole him from me,” he says before I can ask where our baby boy is.

      Jillian has been a saint. She might not have been born my sister, but she is now. Both she and Rae have their own spots in my heart.

      “People will be arriving soon,” I remind him. I know what he’s thinking from the look in his eyes. We’ve already done our Christmas morning. Now it’s late afternoon, and the Christmas party will start soon. He wants a stolen moment with me.

      “I hate sharing you.” I laugh at the pouty look on his face.

      “The girls love it,” I remind him. I love it too. This is now our tradition. “Plus, I can’t help myself. You know how much I love celebrating Christmas.” He gives me a look. “Okay, I like celebrating every holiday, but I’m a damn good party planner.” I might not do it as a job anymore, but I still know how to throw an over-the-top party. I’ve actually gotten a little competitive about it.

      Jewels was sad to see me go from the company, but she knew I was following my heart. My dream has always been to find my true love and spend every waking moment with my family. I knew better than most to cherish these moments. I was lucky enough I found a man who wants to make all my dreams come true.

      “There is one more gift I haven't given you yet. It just arrived.”

      “Oh, I was sure you were trying to get lucky,” I tease him.

      “I don’t have to try.” He gives my ass a squeeze. This is true.

      “I still have one more gift for you too.”

      “You want to go first?” he asks.

      “What is taking so long!” Rae pokes her head in, making Dasher chuckle.

      “I guess I’ll go first. Bring it in.” He motions to her. Rae comes walking in with a box in her hand. “Go on,” he tells me.

      I reach for the top of the box and pull the lid off. Two little fluffy gray kittens sit inside. Their big blue eyes stare up at me.

      “You remembered.” My eyes fill with tears. I told him forever ago when we first met that I always wanted a kitten. Of course Dasher went and got me two, because everything he does for me he does to the extreme.

      “I remember every word you say, Eve.” He reaches into the box and hands me one of the kittens. I lift the baby kitten up and kiss the top of his head.

      “Can I name them, Aunty Eve?” Rae asks.

      “Of course.” It never gets old hearing her call me that. I don’t think Dasher will ever understand all he’s given me. He thinks he can be a little crazy when it comes to me, but I love it.

      “We’re going to have a houseful,” I laugh, handing my kitten to Rae so I can give the other a few kisses. There are going to be so many babies around here, and I’m going to love every second of it.

      “We have a big house to fill.” Dasher smirks. He’s always talking about filling it. “We’ll get there.”

      I lean into him. “At this rate I have no doubt.” I tilt my head up, looking into his eyes. The same eyes as our son. “I’m pregnant.” He stares at me with no expression on his face. He takes the kitten from me, giving it to Rae. The next thing I know I’m in his arms and he’s kissing me.

      “This is not for kitten eyes,” I hear Rae say, teasing us as she leaves with my kittens. Dasher lifts me off my feet without breaking our kiss.

      “I don’t know what I did to deserve you.” He sits with me in his lap. His hand goes to my stomach. “You give me a little girl this time?”

      “If not this time then the next.” Dasher’s smile grows even bigger.

      I may have lost a lot early in life, but I found a love I’m not sure many others are lucky enough to find. If I’ve learned anything, it’s to love with everything inside of you. My Dasher may think he’s a little bit too crazy over me, but he is everything and more than I could have ever asked for to heal my heart once again. With him, I’m living in a love-filled winter wonderland.
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        Six years later…

      

      

      I take my time in the shower and scrub my beard. Eve asked me to grow it out this year during the winter, and I can’t ever say no. She got me an early gift with nice shampoo and conditioners for it and I want to make sure it smells nice for her.

      The scent of lemon and sandalwood clings to my face as I get out and towel off. It’s soft as I rub the towel over it, and once again she was right. It feels nice, and I decide I’ll let her be the judge after I get dressed and meet her and the kids downstairs for cocoa. I tie the towel around my waist, and when I walk out of the bathroom I stop dead in my tracks.

      She’s standing there in some kind of sexy Mrs. Claus costume, and my cock springs to attention. I’m instantly hard as my eyes devour all the skin she has on display and the scraps of red fabric that cover all of my favorite places.

      “What are you doing?” I ask warningly as she slinks off the bed and pops one hip out.

      “Just giving you another early Christmas present.” She winks at me and twirls around. I groan with need.

      She’s got on a little red skirt complete with a fluffy white trim that’s only long enough to cover her pussy. Her triangle top is the same way—tiny red patches over her nipples with fluff all around. My fingers twitch at my side, but if she wants to put on a show, I’m not about to stop her.

      “I used the stuff you got me on my beard,” I tell her, yanking off my towel and letting it drop to the floor. Her eyes go right to my thick cock bouncing between us, and she licks her lips. “I want you to tell me how soft it feels.”

      “Okay.” She smiles and reaches her hand up, but I shake my head.

      “Not like that.”

      Before she can blink, I grab her around the waist and toss her in the middle of the bed. She squeals as I climb on and lie on my back. She’s still trying to catch her breath as I grab her around the waist and pull her on top of me.

      “Sit on my face and see how good it feels.” I grab her ass with both hands and pull her to my mouth. Lucky for me she doesn’t have anything on under that little skirt.

      I push the white fluff out of the way as her knees move on either side of my face, and she grabs the headboard. As soon as my tongue makes contact with her wet seam, she moans and rocks against me.

      “Dasher,” she begs, moving her ass back and forth while she rides my tongue.

      “You like it?” I ask and then bite the inside of her thigh.

      “Yes.” Her voice echoes in our room, but it’s fine. We had it soundproofed years ago because I didn’t want her to ever hold back.

      She arches her back, and I feel her hand wrap around my cock as my tongue sinks into her pussy. I growl, and she moans at the vibration while we’re both overwhelmed with sensations.

      Eve never lasts long like this, and with one little suck and a flick of my tongue she’s falling over the edge of pleasure. I look up and watch her lost in rapture as I lick her pussy clean. As soon as the last pulse of her orgasm rolls over her, I slide her down my body and then sink my cock deep. She cries out at the tightness, but it’s always like this after she cums. I get bigger and harder every time I watch her climax, and her pussy needs a second to adjust.

      I grab her by the back of the neck and pull her down for a kiss as she stretches to make me fit. I smell her pussy on my beard, and the feeling of her tongue against mine is almost too much. Fuck, I want to eat her cunt and fuck her at the same time, but I’m a greedy bastard when it comes to my wife.

      “Santa's got his cookie,” I say and kiss my way down her neck. “What about the milk?”

      I untie the bow at her neck and let the front of her outfit fall away. I look into her eyes as I kiss her nipples, and she waits for what comes next. I use my hand to hold her breast up while I lave her nipple until the pearl of milk appears. Her pussy clenches around me as I take a drink and I feel her getting wetter.

      There’s nothing about my wife I don’t love, including the milk she makes for our babies. She’s still nursing our last one, and I want to take advantage as long as I can.

      I switch to the other one and feel her grind down on my cock. She’s needy now and ready to cum again. It’s dirty what we’re doing, and it turns her on even if she doesn’t ask for it.

      “You taste so sweet,” I tell her, rubbing my face against her nipple, and she grips my hair with both hands. I’m not even thrusting into her, she’s just rubbing her pussy on my shaft as she gets wetter and wetter. “Since you’re still nursing I can cum inside you all I want.”

      “Oh God, Dasher,” she moans, and that’s all it takes to send her over the edge.

      Her pussy clenches around my cock, and I follow her over the edge. It’s hot and sticky as I thrust hard and deep one time and fill her with all that I have. I wrap my arms around her back and roll us over so that I can rut on top of her until the end. Any time we’re joined like this we’re making love, sometimes it’s just a bit more dirty to keep it fun.

      It’s a long moment later when I finally catch my breath and kiss every inch of her, slowly this time.

      “They’re waiting on us,” she says, tracing her fingers down my back.

      “Nah, Rae has them all in line and is barking orders.”

      Eve laughs as she nods. “That girl is going to run the world.”

      “Besides, this was your fault.” I look up at her and raise an eyebrow while she pretends to be innocent. “It’s okay, though, I approve.”

      “I can tell.” Her pussy squeezes my cock, and I stare down at her, daring her to tease me again.

      “Careful, wife.”

      “Come on,” she whispers as she leans closer and puts her lips to my ear. “Pretend you snuck in my car and let me watch you jerk off.”

      I grab her wrists and pin them above her head, and she begins to giggle. “You know, one day I’m going to regret telling you about that little incident.”

      “Stalker,” she teases, and I nod.

      “Always for you, my sweet Christmas Eve.”

      
        
        THE END!
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      “‘Please,” she begged. “I need to feel you inside me now. It’s been too long.” Annabelle pleaded with Sam before taking matters into her own hands, grabbing his hard cock and guiding it to her wet pussy. Wanting to make them whole once again, to never be apart from the only man she’d ever loved. Would ever love.

      “I’ll give you what you want. Just give me what I want,” Sam demanded, pulling back just a little from her, the head of his cock barely touching her opening. She knew what he wanted, and she was sick of fighting these feelings. She’d find a way to make them work, no matter how different their worlds were.

      “I love you. Only you.” She gave him the words he wanted because they were true. She knew it down to her soul.

      Samuel thrust home into her welcoming body, his hard cock just as hungry for her as he was.”

      The heavy breathing through the phone pulls me from my narration “Mr. Lockwood, are you okay?”

      “Alex,” he grunts, sounding irritated with me. “Say it.”

      “Alex,” I whisper. He’s been correcting me for months now, but for some reason I always still say ‘Mr. Lockwood.’ It reminds me of who he is—that he isn’t a friend I’m talking to on the phone. He’s a client and nothing more, no matter what my late-night fantasies tell me.

      I hear a grunt, then the line goes quiet. I wonder if he’s mad at me, and I inwardly curse myself. I had steady work before I started narrating books for his company, All for You, but with him offering me more and more projects, he’s been my only client for well over two months now. It sounds silly, and I’m sure I can get more projects elsewhere, but I like working for him. He handles things a little differently than most clients I work with, but I like his way. Seems I like a lot of things about Alex, despite knowing very little about him.

      The silence hangs in the air as I wait for him to speak again. His words do things to me. Things they shouldn’t. I’ve somehow latched myself onto him recently. Waiting for our daily calls has now become a little bit of an obsession, one I’m sure my mother would tell me was just as unhealthy as my lack of a social life.

      “Hmm,” I mumble, trying to break the uncomfortable silence. I can’t bear the tension, but all I hear is his heavy breathing, something that reminds me of the many erotica books I’ve read. The hero would breathlessly pant into the heroine’s ear after a hard round of sex. It’s a sound I’ve never actually heard myself, but I find myself imagining what it would be like if Alex made the sound in my ear, his body on top of me.

      “I think that’s enough for today,” he finally says, his deep voice rolling over my skin like a warm rough caress, like it always does when he speaks to me. If anyone one should be narrating a book, it’s Alex. He has a voice like I’ve never heard before, and I’ve heard many in my line of work. Voices that are supposed to be the best aren’t anything special compared to his.

      “Okay, Mis— Alex,” I correct myself quickly, once again making myself look like an incompetent fool who can’t remember anything. “I’ll have the Scott book sent over this afternoon. Just a few more touches and it will be finished. Then I’ll start on this new one, if you liked the sample I just did.”

      Alex likes to do the samples over the phone and also likes to check in daily on my project status, something that’s not normal with audio work. Almost everything could be done over email, but Alex says he likes to do it this way. For what he’s paying me to voice audiobooks, I’m happy to jump through hoops for the projects. Okay, that’s only partially true. I would jump through the hoops, but our phone calls mean more to me than just work.

      Sometimes our calls dip into personal life, mainly about me and my life. Every now and then, I find myself rambling on, and he just listens. Maybe he’s really polite and feels sorry for me for having to carry on conversations with someone who is virtually a stranger. Though he doesn’t feel like a stranger anymore.

      “That sounds perfect. I have a lot going on tomorrow, so I want this taken care of tonight and off both our to-do lists,” he says, slipping back into business talk. It’s crazy how he does that. Sometimes I wonder if maybe he has a crazy sex life, because my narrations always seem to run on the dirty side and they never affect him.

      I usually end up in a pile of goo when we we’re done, with hard nipples and wet panties. We’d hang up and I’d have my hand down my pants before the line even cleared. It wasn’t narrating the books that turned me on. I’ve been doing romance narrations for years. Normally I did them alone so no one would hear. But somehow, reading aloud to Alex has me beyond turned on. It could be that the pieces he selects for samples are always the dirtiest parts, or it could just be him.

      I told myself it was because Alex was playing with me. I thought maybe he even had a little crush on me like I did him, but after time went on, he never seemed affected. He never tried to be more friendly to me like I was with him, and after a while I thought maybe I made it up in my head. My mother always told me I live too much inside myself, and it seemed to have happened again. I’d built something up in my mind that wasn’t really there. Worse, the thought of not having this interaction anymore was terrifying in some weird way.

      “Okay. I’ll send the file right over.” I try to keep my tone just as causal as his, but I’m still chewing on the fact that he has a lot going on tomorrow. It’s Christmas, so I should expect him to be busy. All I have planned is a TV dinner and Netflix.

      “Have a merry Christmas, Noelle.”

      “You too, Alex.” I hit End on the call, promptly wanting to disconnect from him. I drop the phone onto my desk and bring up my emails. I want to go ahead and send the file, but my internet won’t connect. After restarting the modem and my laptop, I make my way over to the window while everything reboots.

      It really is a perfect Christmas Eve. Snow has already begun to fall, and the Christmas lights on my tree behind me reflect in the window. It’s as if they’re mocking me. My house is decorated like I’m hosting a Christmas party tomorrow. There isn’t a spot that isn’t covered in some kind of Christmas decoration. Why I do this to myself, I have no idea.

      I’m an introvert and always have been. I made a couple of friends in college, always preferring to have my nose deep in a book. But since then they’ve dropped off one by one, slowly losing contact over time. No one wants to be friends with the girl who rarely leaves the house.

      Who knows where my parents are this time of year. No one likes to travel more than they do. I still have no idea how I came from such social butterflies. I like things small and intimate, and I always wanted to spend a Christmas like that with my parents. When I was a kid, my mom would go all out, kind of like I did in my own home, but she always filled the day with people I hardly knew.

      It’s almost laughable now. I hate how she’d do that, but now here I am in a house all made up for Christmas and not one soul to spend it with. I’m not sure which is worse.

      My mind wanders back to Alex, wondering what his plans might be. Would he have a special person to spend his Christmas with? The thought sends an irrational surge of jealously through me.

      Maybe I can come up with a reason to get in touch with him, or just call to wish him a merry Christmas. I chastise myself for the silly idea. Considering how fast he got off the phone moments ago, he probably has plans tonight.

      Growling at myself, I pull my hair from my ponytail to relieve some of the tension I’m feeling.

      Pull it together, I tell myself. I’ll finish this project for Alex, get into my Christmas pajamas, eat those cookies I spent all day baking and decorating, and watch my favorite holiday movies. I will not let myself have a pity party.
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