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A NOTE TO MY READERS:

I appreciate every one of you.  
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To the sugarplums and hearts that 

Grow three sizes.
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Dedicated to PK.

You never give up even when you should.  Especially on me.

Here’s to all the twinkly lights.
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Stalkers welcome.
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Sordid fun and other dirty shenanigans
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Malcolm
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“YOU KNOW YOUR NICKNAME is Scrooge, right?”  My sister Wilomena shakes her head as she turns to watch the leggy brunette rush out of my office in tears.  “Malcolm Scrooge Knight,” she adds softly, distracted by the chaos unfolding.

My assistant Maureen blocks the young lady’s way as she attempts to scurry through the executive office suites toward the elevator.  I watch as she is corralled into a waiting conference room before my sister shuts the office door behind her, drawing in a deep breath.  I swear she gets more like Mom every day.

“I don’t care.”  I shift in the chair at my desk and go back to hammering out a terse email notifying security to escort the young woman out of the building.  She was someone I considered dating.  And, truth be told, I don’t even know why I date, not really.  I guess it’s just what is expected of me, and I always do what is expected.  Even when I feel almost nothing.  

I’ve come to the realization that not only is love not for me, I don’t actually believe it’s real.  Sort of like Santa and his Christmas spirit.  Smoke and mirrors as far as I’m concerned.  From my experience, it’s not me women like, it’s the image of me.  The idea of me and the perks that would provide.

Oh, and the bank account behind that image as well.  

Willie fusses with the Celtic cross around her neck, a gift from my mother on her sixteenth birthday, so many years ago.  When she speaks, her voice is flat but her eyes are sad.  “That’s the problem.  You don’t care about anything.”

I consider her comment for a moment as I click send then withdraw my eyes from the monitor and fix them on Willie.  I hate absolute statements and she knows she’s annoying me with her proclamation that I don’t care about ‘anything.’

“I care a great deal about many things.”  I raise my hands, intertwine my fingers behind my head.  “I care that this company makes more profit this year than last. I care that our market share grows by five percent this year.  I care that—”

“Ssssssh.  Jesus, just stop talking.  You’re giving me a fucking headache.”  She waves her hands in front of her, dismissing the protest in my eyes at the cursing.  “You are so lucky I know you outside of here.”  Her hands now wave about the air.  “Because if I only knew the Malcolm Knight that you show everyone in this office and this business, I’d say you are a giant asshole.”

I let out a deep breath again, taking a moment to digest her comment and ascertain if there is anything contained within that is beneficial to me.

I quickly decide there is not.

“Listen,” I keep my tone measured, reasonable, like I’m presenting monthly statements to the board.  “This company is my life and I protect the profit as though it was my own child.  That allows a lot of people who work here to take care of their own by earning their paychecks. I’m a philanthropist at heart. I care deeply about people.”  My analytical nature is satisfied that my statement is true and should close this subject.

Willie nods, and I feel the satisfaction rise within me.  Another win for Malcolm Knight.  “A philanthropist, right.  What about her?”  Willie tips her head toward the now closed door through which the tearful brunette retreated as she walked in.  “You know, it’s not normal to have your assistant set up an appointment for your girlfriend to meet with you at your office just so you can break up with her.”

“What makes you think I broke up with her? Or that she was a girlfriend?”

“Come on.”  Willie shrugs and crosses her arms over her chest.  My little sister is the spitting image of our mother and it pulls at my heartstrings whenever her mannerisms remind me so much of mom.  “She’s not the first woman I’ve seen leaving here in tears.  I know your drill, Malcolm.  Beautiful woman, not much between the ears, dating the CEO of the world-famous Knight & Knight department store.  Thinks she’s just grabbed the brass ring.  But what she doesn’t know is you probably don’t even remember her name by now.  Probably never even bothered to learn her last name at all.”

She looks at me with pity and points her finger toward me as she approaches the desk.  Her blue eyes glare at me just like Mom’s always did when I was in trouble.

I lick my lips, bringing a hand down to grip my chin before I correct her. “First of all, I didn’t even date her.  She was under consideration, but we had not commenced in that fashion. And just so you know, I make no attempt to be less than upfront about what I have to offer when I do date someone.  In fact,” I reach down and open the bottom file drawer on my desk, flip through the first few separators and then pull a sheet of paper from a file.  “I actually have them sign an acknowledgment that they understand the limitations of a dating relationship with me.  A kind of release form.  See?”

I shove the paper across the sleek glass desk top and Willie drops her hand to pull it her way.  She looks down and after a minute shakes her head, and with a disgusted laugh, she shoves it back at me.

“You should come with a warning label to all women.  Stay away!  Emotionally unavailable!  Do not be fooled by the good looks and charm!  It’s a trap!”  She makes over-the-top gestures to emphasize each statement.

“Stop.”  I’m getting annoyed now.  “Are you done?  I have work to do.  Goddamned Christmas is here and our numbers are not where they should be.”  I look back at my monitor, and I click to bring up the current sales figures.

My head pounds when I see that our profit margin goals are not being met and overall sales figures are not where they should be by December 1st.

“All you do is work, Malcolm.  It’s not healthy.  Look where it got Dad.”  Willie takes a seat and her glare softens.  Her voice takes on a hint of Mom’s nurturing tone, tugging at the few soft places I have left.  “Mom—”

I cut her off, pointing my finger at the monitor.  “And this fucking Santa’s Village.  Every goddamned year this thing costs us millions.  Did you hear me?  Millions.  I wish I was joking.”  I huff out a breath.  “Well, this is the last year.  I’m shutting it down.  We keep an entire floor of the store shut down just to house this catastrophe of holiday indulgence.  You know what that means?  There is nothing for sale up there.”  I push the heels of my hands into my eyeballs.  “This is a drain on our profit.  Even if we do charge people to see the damn place, it doesn’t even come close to paying for itself.  So.  I’ve already notified the board and made arrangements for this to be the last year for the Knight & Knight Christmas Village.”

Tightness knots in my stomach as I say the words, and I shift in my seat, suddenly uncomfortable.  I took a walk through yesterday, a quick once around the Christmas Village before I made the final, financially sound decision that this would be its last year.  

And, as much as I might hate to admit it, I saw more than just a waste of company funds.  I saw this girl, one of Santa’s helpers.  Goddamnit, she’s been taunting me ever since.

I fought with myself all night, remembering watching her as she sat reading to a group of children.  Her damned eyes, blue and brighter than the thousands of Christmas lights twinkling everywhere. Shiny black hair cut in a perfect bob, with bangs peeking out from under her elf hat.  She never looked up to see me, not once.  She was too engrossed in what she was doing.  And after a few minutes, I tore my eyes from her and retreated, trying to ignore my unrelenting hard-on.

From the moment I heard her voice and saw her sitting there, she’s been on my mind.  I’m trying to figure it out, because I’ve never had that reaction to a woman before. 

But at 2 a.m., I found myself in the shower, unable to sleep, with my hand on my cock fighting off the images of her sweet lips as she read to the kids sitting on the floor around her.  I gripped my shaft so tight, wondering what the fuck was happening to me as I came hard, jets of my release coating the glass wall of my shower.

That was the first of three sessions during the night, each one of them with that curvy, innocent elf playing lead role in my filthy fantasies.  Wondering what she would taste like, how her nipples would harden in my mouth.

Now, I’ve spent all day battling a hard-on that keeps rising every time I think of her.  I’ve had to vow to myself that I won’t go back to the village, unsure what is happening to me and knowing I want it to fucking stop.  I keep telling myself there’s no room in my life for anything other than work, even as the image of that elf dances in my head.

Willie stares dead over my shoulder.  There is snow falling outside the floor-to-ceiling windows.  We’re on the twenty-second floor, and even I have to admit that the view of the city is breathtaking.  Not that that’s why I took this office.  I took it because it’s the one that everyone expected me to take, the same office my dad used every day of his working life, here in the Knight & Knight corporate center.  The company my grandfather, then my father, built from the ground up. Now the most upscale, prestigious department store in the country—if not the world.

“You shouldn’t charge people to see it, Grinch.”

“I thought I was Scrooge,” I fire back.

Willie sticks out her tongue.  “You’re both.  The kids that need to see it the most... most of their families can’t afford the price of admission, you know that?  It wouldn’t kill you or this company to thaw out your hearts once in a while.”  She looks up at the ceiling and draws in a breath.  “You know, Mom asked me to do something before she died.”  Her gaze shifts to mine and I do my best not to react, even though she knows anything about Mom drives a knife into my heart.

Dad and I were as much alike as Willie and Mom.  The Knight men have always been goal-oriented.  Profit-driven. Logical.  Success at all costs.  But Mom, my mother had a direct connection to whatever soft part of me existed, and she was the one person I loved beyond measure.  I loved my Dad I suppose, and he loved me in his own way, but that wasn’t important to us. 

Love was never a motivator for either of us.

And yes, I love Willie, but nothing comes close to the amazing human being that was my mother, a mother who left me too soon last year, just after Christmas, thanks to a battle with cancer that left her making plans for her own funeral months before the end.  

Dad went like he lived: fast and as expected.  A heart attack five years ago. Right here in this office, sitting at this very desk, after flying home from making one of the biggest merger deals Knight & Knight has ever made.  He worked for months, day and night, on that deal.  And I was right there by his side, learning everything I could about being a ruthless negotiator. 

Only, that day—the day he died—he sent me to the opposite coast. I was in New York as he flew home from L.A.  He didn’t go home, though, he came here at 2 a.m. to keep working through the night.  When they found him the next morning, his hands were still on the keyboard in the middle of an email.

“It’s been almost a year, and I’ve not found quite the right time to tell you about what Mom asked me to do for you.  But I think now is as good as ever.”

My chest tightens, and I lean my elbows on the desk top, steeling myself for whatever is coming.  As much as I want to tell her to leave, anything that came from my mom I want to hear.  Even now.

“She made me promise to help you find your heart.”  Willie’s voice halts on the last word.  “That’s what she said.  I’ve been thinking about how to do that for so long, Malcolm.  She didn’t want you to end up like Dad.  She loved him, but they didn’t love each other.  She loved us, she didn’t care about the success or the money.  She cared about family.  She wants you to have what Dad missed. All the holidays he was working.  All the Christmas mornings he never saw us open our presents.”

I spin in my chair and look at the falling snow, unsure what to feel or say.  My focus is on growing what is my family, this company.  The Christmas Village is where I’ll start.  Dad would agree it’s an indulgence.  Every department store has a holiday Santa display, of course, and that’s probably justified to bring in customers.  But ours is excessive, far too excessive to make business sense.  Christmas has never made sense to me, and it didn’t to Dad either, besides what it did for our bottom line.  

Christmas carols make my head hurt.  The scent of evergreen makes me itch.  And don’t get me started on Santa.  Everything in that Christmas village rubs me the wrong way.

But that fucking sweet ass elf, what about her?  

“Malcolm!”  Willie’s voice breaks into my thoughts.

“What?”  I snap back, shoving my chair back from the desk on a huff.

“You’re not even listening to me.”  She shakes her head as I raise my hands, waiting for her to finish.  “Fine.  Here’s what you are going to do and there is absolutely no negotiation.  This is your Christmas present to me and me fulfilling my promise to Mom.  You are going to take Randall through the village this year. The whole thing.  Santa.  The tour.  Listening to the Christmas stories.  The Christmas carols.  Hot chocolate and elves.  The entire experience.  The whole hour and a half with your own elf escort. And not as Malcolm Knight, either.  Good God, the very thought...  No, as just Randall’s cheerful, loving uncle. No suit and tie.  No special treatment. Just be a normal guy for once. Your nephew adores you and since David left us, he’s got no man in his life to look up to.  You’re going to do this for your family.”  She brings out that pointing finger again as her words reverberate in my head.  “No, scratch that, this is for you.”

I shake my head and start to speak but Willie stands and turns on her heel toward the door before I can object.

Her hand goes to the knob, she pulls it open and looks back.  I notice that the conference room door is standing open and my most recent potential date is nowhere to be seen.

Damn, Willie’s right, I don’t even know her last name.

“It’s your final Christmas gift to Mom.”  The finality of her statement hits me in the gut.

With that, she’s out the door and cold steel wraps around my heart knowing I’ll need all my defenses in place if I run into that elf again.
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Penny
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WHO WOULD HAVE THOUGHT I would feel the most beautiful I ever have in my entire life when I’m wearing an elf costume?

Me.

That’s who.

But I’ve never had the opportunity to prove my theory until this week.  The grin that’s been on my face constantly is starting to make my jaw ache.  Living the dream, I am.

I adjust the tilt of my pointed hat, the bell at the tip jingling cheerfully as I do, and then walk out of the employee break room at the upscale Knight & Knight Department Store with a skip in my step, just because I’m about to start my twelve-hour shift as a Santa’s helper in their world-renowned Christmas Village.  Most other workers bail at eight hours.  They let me work the maximum twelve, but I could go longer if they’d let me.

And, if I do say so myself, I’m head elf.  I mean, not actually head elf, but OMG, I’m good.

Better than good.

I was born for this job.  

Granted, my upbringing and my parents—especially my mother—would beg to differ.  See, I’m what others call a prodigy.  I’ve been playing piano concertos since I was five years old.  Playing the piano has been my life.  Well, my mother’s life more than mine.  And, in an ironic twist of fate, my other talent is completely freezing up in front of an audience.

Yep.  As long as I’m not on stage, I can play like Rubenstein.  But put me in front of even a small roomful of people and I’m all thumbs and no fingers.  So, twenty-one years old, one of the most talented pianists in the country, and I can’t take the stage.  What an embarrassment.  Enter my mother’s last-ditch effort to present her daughter to the world.  An intensive, month-long, deprogramming, therapy, torture chamber of a place, right here in New York.  A place that guaranteed her I would be cured.

Only, I had different plans.  And when I got here, settled into the nice, pre-paid penthouse my mother set up for me, I put those plans into place, knowing I’d be spending December right here in the Mecca of Christmas cheer: New York City and the Knight & Knight flagship department store.  

At the top of the stairs, I pause at the metal door that separates the magical Christmas Village from the sterile, concrete backrooms of the massive store.  Closing my eyes, I draw in a deep breath and smell the evergreen scent the store pipes into the village.  I smooth my hands down the green and red plaid skirt, rise on the tip toes of my elf shoes—complete with curved upward toes and bell to match my hat—and my mind stills.

When I enter every day, I feel like an Olympic athlete at the starting line of the final race.  I visualize the wonder and joy of Christmas, then open the door and I’m in full character.

On the other side, I’m enveloped in the magic of Christmas.  Knight & Knight’s Christmas Village takes up the entire top level of the store.  It’s just over an acre of space, all twinkly lights, ‘Silent Night,’ and the sound of a crackling fire—although it’s fake for safety’s sake because, you know, kids and all—overtakes your senses as you enter through the Candy Cane lane and are ushered by yours truly into Christmas paradise.

People wait all year for Knight & Knight to open up the Village on December 1st.  Unfortunately, I was unable to arrive for the opening day, and I count myself lucky to have been able to secure one of the prestigious elf positions so late in the season.  It’s already December 15th and I’ve been working here just over a week, but from all outward appearances, and my supervisors all agree, you would think I’ve been doing this job my entire life.

Because.

As I said.

I was born for this.

The Christmas carols playing on the speakers from the grand piano at the back of the village greet me as I make my way through to check in and take my position in the queue, ready to escort the next lucky family on the adventure of a lifetime.

With each step my toes jingle wonderfully, and I pause for just one last moment to tug up on my red-and-white-striped tights.  They never seem to completely stay up.  Sagging down, and it’s a bit of a battle during my entire shift to inconspicuously shift and pull them up so they are not drooping down to mid-thigh.

My elf costume was the largest size the store had left by the time I took the job, and even though for most it would probably be too big, I constantly have to suck in my tummy to get the zipper to make the tight trek upward to keep me inside.

“Hey, Penny.”  

As I round the corner of the first of the Village’s many gingerbread houses, heading into the main village area where families are patiently waiting for their personal elf escort, I run smack into David Lippencot.

Ugh.  

“Hi, David.”  I lower my eyes and sidestep to make my way past him without further conversation. We are close enough to the waiting families that I can feel their eyes on me. I look into the crowd at the anxious eyes full of wonder and take note of a dark-haired man staring right at me.  

My stomach flips.  It’s not just a glance, he’s looking at me.  No, right into me.  And for a moment, I fantasize that it’s because I’m just so stunning that he can’t take his eyes off me.  Then, a boy about ten years old squeezes out from behind the man with an impatient look on his face, and reality descends.  He’s been standing in line probably an hour by now, and at this point any elf looks good. 

But, dang, he’s not just any other father.  He’s gorgeous.  Eyes the color of dark chocolate burn into me.  He stands above any of the other people in the crowd, his dark hair close-cropped but easy,  slight waves tucked behind his ears.  For a moment I’m struck dumb by the square of his jaw, realizing that the whole shape reminds me of a younger Sean Connery—my father’s favorite actor in the whole world.

“You look...”  David’s voice startles me out of my wonderland.  His voice trails off but it’s not hesitant, there’s no suggestion that he’s nervous.  No, it’s more that he’s impatient for me to turn back.  And when I do, his smile grows.

It’s not the kind of smile that makes you smile back.  Instead, it makes me swallow hard and pinch my lips together as he matches my sidestep and blocks my forward motion. The thump of my heart, which moments ago quickened from excitement, now becomes slow and dark.

David runs a hand across my shoulders and I shrug away, glancing up to see him biting his lower lip before he speaks.  “You look...decent.  How about I take you to my place for a drink after your shift?  I’m not going to keep asking.  Three strikes and you’re out.  This is strike two. Not every day you get asked out, is it?”

I want to smack him right in his stupid face, but I’m just not that girl.  I’m nice.  A little weak, yes, I admit that.  And his insults—which to a more secure girl my age would run off like water on a duck’s back—stick me right in my extra-large size elf costume.

“I...can’t.”  I lie, unable to just tell him to stick a candy cane up his butt.  “My mom and dad are coming into town.”  My stomach clenches and I shift from one foot to the other.  “Sorry... They’ll be at my place after I get off.”

He chuckles as I inch my way forward, trying to end whatever this is.  “You get off much, do you?”  His condescending tone only runs more heat into my cheeks as I realize he’s twisting my words into something I didn’t mean.

“No.”  I fluster, looking up to see the man in the crowd still staring at me.  Only this time, he’s stepped forward.  He’s being held back by the red velvet rope, which is just as well because the look in his eyes has turned to something angry.  

“Suit yourself.”  David shrugs, not taking his eyes from mine.  “But, you and I could have some fun, Penny. Grown-up fun.”

“Excuse me.”  Pushing past him, I hear his low chuckle, my face feeling as red as Santa’s suit.

He grabs a tangle of my hair as I go by, adding, “You’ll be back.”

Staring straight ahead, knowing that he’s watching my ass as I leave, humiliation pours over me as I finally sign in and wait for my next family.
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Malcolm
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WE ARE NEARLY TO THE front of the line, and my blood is boiling.

It’s not because I’ve had to wait like everyone else.  I’m not used to it, but it’s fine.

It’s because I’ve seen her.  And then, I saw that other fucking worker touch her.  Heard some of what he said to her, too.  Saw the discomfort in her eyes.  The sadness flit over her face.

My vision tunnels, focused on her.  My breath huffs through my nostrils like a bull about to charge.  When he moves back toward her, a hand raised as though to touch her again, I can’t stop myself.

“Hey!”  I squeeze out from behind the velvet rope, intercepting his extended arm with the grip of my fingers.

Incognito.  I must stay incognito.  

The man-elf spins around to look at me and reluctantly I drop his arm, but my eyes tell him what I’d like my fists to say.

Forcing the rage down somewhere deep, I lower my voice and bend close to his ear.  “I heard what you said to her.”  I look down to see his nametag. “David.”  I tap it with my index finger for effect.  “I suggest you knock that shit off and don’t come near her again. Don’t think that’s the kind of behavior they want here in Christmas Wonderland now, is it?”

David squints one eye, trying to figure out his next move while my curvy angel steps back, wide-eyed and unsure of what’s happening.

“No,”  David finally responds, his eyes darting around to see if anyone else is aware of the unfolding unpleasantness.

“Good,”  I answer, and our eyes lock for a moment.  The tightness in my body betrays that I’m still ready to throw a punch.  All I need is one excuse.  I see in David’s eyes that he’s backing away, mentally if not physically.  “What’s your last name, David?”

“Lippencott,” he mutters as I nod.

My nephew Randall’s voice breaks the tension.  “We’re up!”  

David turns to see Randall standing just behind me.  My eyes are glued to him.

“They said it’s our turn, we get Elf Penny.”

That’s all it takes to break the spell.  At Randall’s words, I look over and finally set my eyes on her nametag. Her mouth curves into an unsure smile and I summon all my strength, still baffled by the effect this young woman is having on me.  My heart pounds, blood flows into my already half-hard dick and I think of how inappropriate it is to walk through Santa’s Village with a boner for your elf escort.

Her cheeks rise with red, but it only makes her more beautiful to me.  

“Hi.” She leans down and focuses on Randall.  “I’m Elf Penny and I’m going to take you through the Christmas Village today.”

With that, Penny is in full character, focusing on Randall as she should, and I follow along behind, spellbound as I listen to her chatter on with him about being on the nice list, pointing out all the novelties and special items of note as we walk.

When we get to the sleigh ride—a little train that traverses the entire village—Penny asks Randall, “Would you like to take the sleigh ride with the other kids, or would you like me to ride with you?”

Randall looks over as a group of kids board the train, sans parents and elves.  “I’ll go on my own.”

“Great,”  Penny replies. “I’ll be right here waiting, then we will go see Santa.”  She turns back to Randall.  “Do you want your dad to come with you?”

Randall looks up at me and crinkles his nose like I’m a bad smell.  “That’s not my dad.”

With that, he’s off, stepping forward and finding a seat on the train with the other excited kids.

Penny and I are left on our own as he pulls away, and for the first time since I asked Margaret Davenport to the winter formal in seventh grade, there is a knot in my throat.  The familiar sensation rattles me again.  Fuck, I’m really not sure what this sweet Christmas cherub has shaken loose in me, but I know I have to keep it under control.

“So.”  She taps her foot, then I look down to see her toes point together.  

A smile edges my lips upward even as I fight it at every turn.  “So,”  I mirror, then continue even as my brain is screaming at me to stay cool and go find a quiet corner somewhere to wait for Randall to return.  “I’m the uncle, by the way. You seem to enjoy your work.  This place sure is something, isn’t it?”

Sure is something?  When the hell did I become a bashful 1950s teenager?

Penny’s eyes light up as I step back from the train tracks as the little ride pulls away.  Behind us sits a grove of pines, lit with green and red blinking lights.  The forest is interspersed with café tables where other parents and adults wait for the return of the train.

Her features remind me of pure joy as she walks beside me to an empty table.  I can feel the energy bursting out of her like a crackle of electricity.  When I pull out a chair for her to sit down, she stuffs her hands under her thighs and looks up at me with wide, bright eyes as I settle into the opposite seat, shifting to try to hide the length growing under my jeans.

“OMG, this place is heaven.  I love this job.  Christmas is what I live for.”  The excitement in her voice is barely contained.  “You want to know something?”  She looks around to make sure no one else is close.  

“Yes.  I do want to know something.”  My words come out playful, and the effect she has on me has me wondering if they are piping some sort of drug into the air up here.

“I really shouldn’t tell you this.”  She bites down onto her bottom lip and my lust swells at the sight.  “But, this morning, at our all-hands-elf-meeting, all the elves and staff were there.  There was a rumor they were going to close the village down next year.”

Frost tickles at my fingertips. The way her lips involuntarily pull downward tugs at my heart.

“And?”  I prod, wondering where this is going and knowing I may be the source of that hint of sadness in her eyes.  I hate that I’m the cause, and I think that amazes me more than anything.  I’ve never felt guilt over a business decision before.  Fear at what she is going to say next wraps around my throat.

“And.” Her shoulders square, she sits up, her eyes directly connected to mine.  “Most of the workers got so mad.  They were going to all walk out!  Just quit.”  She tries to snap her fingers, but they make no sound.  Unperturbed, she goes on, “Just like that. Leave all the kids disappointed because they could never keep this place open with the few of us that would be left.”

“Wow.”  I nod.  “That would have been bad.”  I clear my throat and breathe deep, because her scent of sugar and spice is branding itself into me one inhale at a time and I’m already addicted.  

“Yes.  So, so bad.”  She nods back, clearly excited about whatever she’s about to say next. “So, when almost all the elves were about to walk out, I stood up and told them to stop.  I yelled it, like that: ‘Stop!’  I told them to think about who they were hurting by leaving.  Told them all that Christmas isn’t about the money.  It’s about so much more. Christmas has turned into this monster of money and profit.  And even the elves... all they were thinking about was their paychecks.  I told them I would do this job for free.  And I would. Besides that, I told them no way would they close this village. No. Way.”

“Huh,”  I grunt, uneasy with the shame weighing down on my shoulders as she talks.

She flutters her hands between us, then finishes.  “Anyway, as you can see.  We are fully staffed with elves, so things worked out.  But, geez, if that rumor is true...” She shakes her head, her black hair skirting just under her jaw line as the bell on top of her hat flops and jingles.  “Whoever decided this place should be shut down is a real jerk.”

My heart skips a beat and I open my mouth to reply, then Penny winks at me and any thoughts I had disappear.  

Her excited chirp has me wanting to give her anything and everything she could want, just to make sure she’s happy from now on.  “The sleigh ride is back!  Ready for the rest of the tour?”

From there, Penny retrieves Randall and we spend the next hour and a half wrapped in the wonder of the Christmas Village.  And as inappropriate as it is, all I can think about is clearing everyone out of here, tearing that elf costume off, and finding out if her cunt tastes like sugar plums.
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I’M UNSURE HOW I’M even forming words still.  My cheeks haven’t cooled off since I saw him staring at me from behind the rope.  Now, two and a half hours later, I’ve smiled so much my cheeks are numb and there is a constant tightness that started in my belly but now is undeniably centered smack between my legs.

And it’s making it very difficult to concentrate on what he’s saying.

And yet I can’t wait for his next words.

What is happening to me?

Malcolm pulls the chair out for me to sit as his nephew runs amuck in the open play space at the end of the Village tour.

When the tour is over, I usually politely bow away, eager to get my name back on the list for the next tour.

But, when I tried to bid farewell to Malcolm and Randall, Malcolm just stared at me as though I’d delivered him the worst news ever.  He then proceeded to tell Randall to go play, and pointed me here to a table without another word.

“So,” he starts, then hesitates.  After all, there can’t be much left to say—he’s been asking me questions during the entire tour.  About myself, my family, this job. He’s shown more interest in me in the time we’ve been together than anyone, ever, other than my father.  “Tell me more about your piano playing.  You said you started playing when you were two?  Can that be true?”  

He lightly brushes his fingertips down my shoulder as I seat myself and he shifts to take his chair across from me.  The little table is offset, so we are sitting facing each other, our knees only inches apart.

“Oh, it’s true.  I think my father actually has a picture of me pulling myself up on the corner of our grand piano when I was just a year old.  He said even as an infant, he would sit with me at the piano, with me on his lap, and no matter how tired, cranky, or hungry I was, I would stop crying and put my fingers on the keys.  Only, I never banged on them like you would expect.  He said even then, when I was not even a year old, I would place a single finger on a key and press it down.  One at a time.  So, if you ask my dad, who is biased I’ll tell you, I was playing Bach by the time I was six months old.”

I shrug and can’t help smiling as I think of my dad and how he still beams when I walk into a room or while he’s telling stories about me.  Every girl should have a father like mine.  Even with the pain of watching his health decline in the last few years, he’s still my champion.

“But, didn’t you say you’ve always wanted to do this?  What you are doing now?”

He smells like masculine gingerbread and I inhale deeply before considering his question fully.  I’m still a bit in shock at how easily I’m talking with him.  How easily I’m telling this near stranger things about me I couldn’t imagine sharing before today with most anyone. 

Even as I resolve to hold back, to maintain my Professional Elf distance, his near-black eyes latch onto mine and don’t let go, and the words begin to tumble out of me.

“See,” I swallow hard, shift in the chair a bit.  “Okay, so here’s the thing.  I can play piano.  I mean, you know, like I said I can play piano...but—” I falter, the battle continuing to wage inside my head as to why I’m spilling my guts to this man.  “I can’t play in front of anyone.  I mean, my mom and dad.  A few other people here and there.  But never, ever like on stage or in concert.  I freeze.  Completely blank out like I’ve never even seen a piano.  It’s horrifying.  For me, but especially for my mother.”

“You’ve never played in front of an audience?”

“Never.”  I flatten my hands on my tights and rub up and down the tops of my legs as Malcolm watches me with a soft smile.  

He’s beyond attractive.  Something about even his eyebrows is sexy.  His lips are full and he licks them every once in a while as though he’s anticipating tasting something yummy.  I find myself doing the same thing, thinking of what his lips would taste like.  If someday I will ever be kissed by a man like Malcolm...  or kissed at all...

I’m the last Elf Virgin I’m afraid, and before today I don’t know that I’ve ever even really fantasized about sex.  Like not in detail. And now, in between every clean thought I have, there are ten dirty ones.  And they are all starring this man sitting across from me.

“Maybe you weren’t meant to have an audience.  Did you ever think of that?  Do you want to play in front of people?”

I shake my head.  “No.  Honestly, I don’t.  I love playing, don’t get me wrong.  I get lost in the music, the perfection of it all. But, no, it’s really my mom who’s pushing me to play to an audience.  So, that’s how I ended up here, believe it or not.”

He looks puzzled as he shifts in his chair, the muscles in his jaw flexing as he moves his legs so that one of his knees touches mine.  That simple contact sends shivers up and down my own legs as heat explodes on the tops of my ears.

“You became an elf because your mother wants you to play piano in front of an audience.”  He feigns understanding with a sagely nod and a forced frown, but his eyes are sparkling.  “Chaos theory at its finest.”

“Okay, you are going to think I’m a terrible person.”

“I could never think that,”  he interjects with a conviction that surprises me.

“Well, wait until you hear what I did.”  I clear my throat, look over to see Randall riding the candy cane merry-go-round with a few other kids, then look back and take a deep breath before I continue.  “My mom set up this expert.  Like a stage fright whisperer or something.  She sent me here to work with him for the entire month of December.  That’s what I’m supposed to be doing right now.  Not here, being an elf.”

“Oh?  And just how did you pull this off?  I mean, ditching the whisperer and landing here?”

“I lied.  I mean, like big time lied.  I logged into my mother’s email the day I arrived in New York.  She and my father are in Switzerland for the whole month.  So I sent an email to the guy, saying something had happened and I wouldn’t be able to work with him this month. Postponed until next month.  Of course, then I had to change my mom’s password in case he replied.  When he did, I gave him some story about changing all the contact information to an email I set up in her name.  Gave him my phone number, so he wouldn’t call her.  He didn’t care all that much, since I also told him he would still get paid.”

Shame floods through me as I talk.  Saying it all out loud puts into focus just how deceptive I’ve been.

“So, you see.  I’m pretty horrible.  But, when I realized I would be here in New York, at Christmas, and I knew all about the Knight & Knight Christmas Village, how amazing it is and everything...and all I wanted to do was be an elf.  To spend my time in the wonder and joy of Christmas.  Doesn’t change the fact that I lied and did some pretty awful things to make it happen, though.”

Malcolm leans in and my heart rate skyrockets.  I shove my hands back under my legs and gnaw on the inside of my bottom lip like a two-year-old.

“I think it’s awful,” he says, and my stomach turns over.  He’s right, it is awful.  “I think it’s awful that you haven’t been able to live your dream until now.  I think it’s awful that you can’t be truthful with your mother about what you want from your life.  I think you deserve someone that wants the best for you, and that’s whatever makes you happy, not them.”  He raises his eyebrows slightly as he stares at me.  

He reminds me for a moment of my father.  I know full well that if I told him the truth, he would want me to be happy as well.  But all my life I’ve looked up to him, wanted him to be proud of me, and I know how much my piano playing makes him happy.  

“Well, I’m happy right now.”  The words spill out and I’m shocked by how truthful they are. 

Malcolm’s face seems to light up at those words.  He leans in even closer, his knees now caging mine and the tension between my legs turns to deep pulses of desire.

His face is inches from mine and the room begins to spin.

“Well, Elf Penny, I have to say, knowing you are happy right now makes me happy.”

Right on cue, as I’m about to ruin my panties, my stomach decides to announce its hunger.  Grocery shopping in New York isn’t easy and by the time I get off my shift here, clean up and make sure the dressing room is in order for the next day, I’ll be too exhausted to pick something up on the way home. 

Not to mention, although I’m living in an Upper East Side apartment, my funds are limited.  I have a Visa, but Mom monitors everything on there.  I can’t charge food and restaurant stuff on this side of town where the department store is, not when my apartment and the training where I’m supposed to be is across town.  Maybe I’m just paranoid, but I don’t want anything to give her a clue I’m not doing what I’m supposed to be doing here in New York. 

So, my budget for food and anything else I buy around here is what I earn as an elf, and let me tell you, elves need to organize, because the pay is pitiful.

“God, I’m sorry.”  I lean back and wrap my hands over my belly, trying to quiet the obnoxious growling that’s interrupted our talk.

“When is the last time you ate?”

I don’t even hesitate before answering.  “Last night.  I had a pack of tuna.”  God, why am I so comfortable with this man?

His face is tense, a question in his eyes.  “What about lunch?”

“Well,” I look around before continuing. “I work twelve-hour shifts.  I get two fifteen-minute breaks and a half hour for lunch.  But, I don’t cook and I’m so tired by the time I get home I can’t go to the store or pack a lunch.  And it takes a half hour practically just to get out the front door of the store, so there’s not really time to go out for food.”

His eyes narrow in thought and he nods slightly, sniffing a sharp breath before he sits up straight as Randall comes bouncing back over, out of breath.

“I’m hungry,”  he states and we both chuckle.

“Seems there’s a theme.”  I add, pushing my chair back.

“Let’s go eat.”  Malcolm reaches out to touch the top of my knee and my vision starts to blur from the soft contact.

“No.”  I laugh.  “I can’t.  I need to get back to work.  Thank you though.  It was lovely doing your tour.  Have a very Merry Christmas.”  I stand, smooth my skirt down and feel the wetness that’s gathered between my legs.

Malcolm looks pained as Randall pulls on his arm and I turn to make my way back to the front of the Village, still feeling the heat on my knee from where he touched.

“But wait,”  his voice booms in my ears as I turn to see grave concern on his face.  “Are you saying you aren’t going to eat until you get out of here?  What time is that?”

I blink, unsure why he’s so worried about my food intake. Clearly, I could stand to miss a few meals.

“The Village usually closes at nine.  I don’t leave until about ten after the last tour is done, and I make sure everything is in order for the next day. So, there’s a store on my way home, I’ll grab something there.”

“Something?”  He rests his hand on Randall’s shoulder as he eyes me intently.  

“Well, I alternate between Pringles and an egg salad sandwich or a bag of powdered sugar donuts or—”

He cuts me off with a wave of his hand just as Margaret, the real Head Elf comes around the corner waving at me impatiently.  She’s mouths the words ‘Come on’ and I know in the time I’ve been with Malcolm, I usually would have done two tours.  I need to get back into the rotation.

“This food situation isn’t tenable.”  His voice deepens and his eyes darken.

“I’m fine.  And, it’s been great, but I have to go.” 

I glance back over my shoulder as I turn and walk away, heading to where Margaret stands, eyeing me impatiently, and see him start to speak.  But I can’t let myself be drawn in by him.  I speed my steps, knowing as much as I’d like to stay and talk, the Village needs me and my duty calls.

Leaving him standing there leaves me feeling a bit lost and wondering how someone I barely know could make me feel so much in such a short amount of time.

As I reach the front of the Village to take my next tour, I convince myself it’s just a bit of the holiday loneliness I’m feeling.  All this joy and wonder all around, that’s all.  It’s playing with my senses.

But in truth, I’m so alone.
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“YOU’RE NOT LISTENING to me, I don’t care about the cost.  I want breakfast, lunch, and dinner catered in the break room every day until Christmas,”  I bark into my cell in the back of the limo.  “Starting today.  Right now.”

I’ve just dropped Randall off and I’m heading back to the office, but I can’t stop worrying that Penny isn’t eating.  That is unacceptable and as much as I tried to fight it, the urge to take care of her wouldn’t stop, so here I am, the Scrooge himself paying personally for a buffet to be in place every day until the Christmas Village closes.

I silently go over my schedule in my head. Tomorrow night, I fly to San Francisco for a week.  Then back on Christmas Eve.

Nadia, my assistant, is talking in my ear but I barely pay attention. My focus is elsewhere.

“Clear my schedule tomorrow,”  I interrupt.

There’s a pause, but she knows better than to argue.  “Yes, sir, of course.”  Another pause and she clears her throat, obviously hesitant.  “But you have the board meeting at one—”

“Push it back until five. Tell them it’s that or we wait until after the new year.”

I know that won’t fly, as several members of the board are flying in just for the meeting.  They’ll accommodate me. They know if I make a change to a meeting it’s for good reason.

Not that they would probably consider my reasons this time even close to good, but that’s none of their business.  And to me, the importance of spending my time tomorrow in Santa’s Village trumps inconveniencing a few board members.

“Yes, sir. Anything else?”

“No.  I’ll be back shortly.”  I pause then before hanging up add, “And fire the elf named David Lippencott.”

With that, we end our call and my mind is back in the Christmas wonderland.  My mouth starts watering as my dick hardens over thoughts of all the ways I’d love to celebrate the season with Penny.  My fingers twitch at the thought of grabbing her hair, arching her head back and exposing her neck.  My teeth, my tongue, my lips, tasting and biting into the ivory flesh as she quivers beneath me.

My balls throb and the tension crests as I throw my head back into the seat and bring my hand to rub my full hard-on through my jeans, trying to gain a modicum of relief but knowing somewhere in the back of my mind that nothing will ever bring me relief again.  Nothing except her.

As the limo pulls into the parking garage below the offices of Knight & Knight, I begin to question why Penny has this effect on me.  It’s not that I couldn’t find female companionship if I cared to.  But, even through the years, the dating relationships I’ve managed to hang onto for more than a week have never filled any spot inside of me.  They checked a box that I felt needed a checkmark from time to time, that’s it. 

But this is different.  I can’t stop thinking about her. That’s never happened to me before.  As my hand worked my erection over and over last night, thoughts of where she was and if she was safe pounded in my head.  When I lay trying to sleep, I worried if she was sleeping herself.  If she was warm and happy.  What her apartment was like and if it was in a good neighborhood.

If she was alone.

That last thought sent me into a near rage.  Wondering if she was with someone else.  If she’d fucking ever been with anyone.  It took me an hour just for the red to clear from my vision.  Then another hour for me to figure out what the fuck was happening to me.

I shake my head as my driver, Aaron, opens my door and I climb out, barely acknowledging him as I begin to walk to the elevator.  Jesus, he’s as close to a friend as I have and I just blanked him like he’s nobody.  What is happening to me?  Maybe it’s because it’s the first Christmas after Mom passed.  Maybe it’s turning thirty-five this past October.  That’s it, milestones that have my head turned around, it must be.

I fight to rein in the feelings that nearly overwhelm me as thoughts of her come flooding into my mind.  I think of the disastrous relationships I’ve had in the past.  The women who, in the end, wanted the image of Malcolm Knight, the bank account and prestige of who I am and the life I lead, but not the man himself.  My gut tightens at that thought.  The company is my family.  I work twenty-hour days.  A day off isn’t a reality for me.

As the elevator dings and I step on, I battle the opposing forces inside of me. The ones that know the reality of my life and these new unrealistic fantasies that tug at parts of me I didn’t know existed before yesterday.

I scroll through emails on my phone as the elevator whisks me to the top floor of the building and my true home—my office.

I click on an email from Leonard Drake, one of the board members, and read through his confirmation that they are all set to approve the changes to the holiday budget, effective immediately.  Next year, the Knight & Knight Christmas Village will be no more.  The expenditure is just not worth the return, the board has unanimously agreed.  Sure, we’ll carve out a small area where we will still have a Santa for the season, but the elaborate village and the floor it occupies will be turned into retail space once again.

Profit trumps all.  That was my grandfather and my father’s motto, and has been mine as well.  It’s what’s kept this company thriving, even when others went under.  It’s what keeps paychecks in the pockets of the thousands of employees for decades and it’s my sole purpose in life to keep this company moving forward.  

Christmas is for sales.  Numbers.  I must focus.

As I close the email and exit the elevator into the hallway of the executive office floor, the muscles in my neck stiffen.  I draw a deep breath and try to settle the nagging feeling that for once, maybe the family motto isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.

My next call will be to my sister.  I’ll need to borrow Randall again tomorrow; I need the cover.  I’m not sure if Penny wouldn’t flee in horror if I showed up alone and requested her specifically for another tour of the Village.  Besides, I want to stay incognito; I don’t want the reality of who I am to overshadow anything.  I want her to know me.  Not the image of me most see. 

The irony is, I’m not even sure who I am outside of running this business anymore.  But, one thing I do know – for the first time in my life I’m ready to find out.
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I’M GETTING A BIT SLEEPY from the strawberry-covered waffles I scarfed down this morning before coming out on the floor of the Village for my first tour.  Yesterday, late afternoon, a catering company showed up in the back rooms of Knight & Knight and set up a humungous buffet, totally free for all the elves working the Village.

A sign was posted that every day until the Christmas Village closes on Christmas Eve at noon, there would be meals served at no charge to the staff.

Wow.

And the snug fit of my elf costume did nothing to deter me from enjoying the decadence.

By noon, I’m in the ‘elf zone’—in character and charming the winter boots off of every kid and adult I usher through wonderland.

I find my mind wandering to Malcolm, of course.  Every time I close my eyes, it’s like I’ve looked at the sun.  His face flashes there.  His lips as they spoke. He was tense, but in a controlled way.  Like he was holding back something powerful and wonderful.  Something I’d very much like to understand.

It’s becoming harder and harder to hide the way my nipples are poking out through the thin red velvet top of my costume every time I think of him.  Glancing around self-consciously, I shrug my shoulders and cross my arms over my chest in an attempt to calm my overactive areolas before my next tour comes up.

And, it’s not just how he looked either.  Which, by all standards, sexy doesn’t even come close.  But he’s also got that rugged, original masculine presence.  Somewhere between John Wayne and George Clooney.

The other thing is he’s way older than me. Maybe ten, fifteen years, I’m not sure, and much to my surprise, that only makes him that much hotter. Maybe it’s a sign, I mean, my birthday is in May and we met in December.  I try not to let my little fantasy take flight, I mean, no way would a man like him look at me in the same way.

By one o’clock, my name is at the top of the list and I’m waiting for my next family when Margaret comes up behind me and taps me on the shoulder.

I spin on my elf-toes and see her grin.

“You’ve got another request.”

If you do a great job, sometimes families come back and request you do their tour again.  It doesn’t happen often, but so far this season, I’m the only elf that’s had any requests.  This one will be my fifth and I’m tied for the company record as of today.

I stand a little taller, my cheeks brightening with pride.

“Wonderful.”  I rub my hands together in front of me. “Where are they?”

“Right here.”  She turns a shoulder and my heart jumps into my throat.

Seeing Malcolm again nearly brings me to my knees.  His eyes twinkle incongruously, even as his huge body and raw sex appeal send an immediate rush of dampness into my candy cane tights.

“We’re back,”  Malcolm grits out as though the words are hurting him.

“I see that.”  The smile that crests my lips feels as though it will never leave. I turn to Randall, who gives me a wry grin.  “You think of something else you want to ask Santa for, young man?”

He glances up at Malcolm, who angles his head slightly to the side and narrows an eye at his nephew.

When Randall looks back at me, there’s an ever-so-slight roll to his eyes as he answers.  “I’d like to go play in the play area first.  That was the most fun.”

My eagerness ebbs.  “Oh, okay. Well, you don’t need me to go play.  If you don’t want the tour you can just go on ahead—”

“No,”  Malcolm interjects.  “Let’s start in the play area.  We can just sit for a bit until we are ready for the full tour.”  He holds his hand out in front of him, urging me forward down the evergreen path toward the play area.  “Randall can play.  We can talk.  Come on,”  he grunts, and I tiptoe forward, following Randall as he runs ahead down the gingerbread bricks toward the sound of children laughing and shouting as they frolic and play in the play area.

My vision is filled with a thousand twinkling lights as I glance over my shoulder to see Malcolm’s enormous form to the side of me.  He’s got one arm outstretched behind my back, not touching me—not yet—but I feel where his hand hovers in the air just above my back side.  It’s that chivalrous, gentlemanly motion that nearly buckles my knees.

My vision is drowsy as my eyes fall to the front of his jeans where I see an enormous bulge.

I draw in a sharp breath and jerk my head back up to face forward, embarrassed by my own forwardness but unable to resist the thought: could his erection be because of me?  

No.

Do not be a fool, Elf Penny.

Maybe he’s got some crazy elf kink or something.  Because no way a man like him would be interested in a pudgy elf like me.  Still, the thought of his enormous erection leaves me speechless and breathless as he guides us toward a table in the back of the sitting area that surrounds where Randall is already playing happily with another couple of boys about his own age.

“Sit,”  Malcolm orders and his bossy tone causes a shiver of delight wrestling through me.  It feels as if my bones are liquefying as I melt into the chair and wait for whatever comes next.

“Sitting,”  I manage as he takes a seat in front of me.  The same sort of position as yesterday, only this time he’s closer. His legs spread around as my knees nearly bump into his crotch.  I do everything in my power to avert my eyes from the fullness there, but at the same time as he sits, he lets out an uncomfortable chuff in his throat, and I can only imagine it must be difficult to bend something that hard and long.

Heat rises up my legs where they connect to his.  The same heartbeat that is deafening in my ears is also wildly distracting as it thumps between my legs.  My mouth is watering as well and I lick my lips as I try to make sense of what’s happening right now.

Malcolm sits quietly.  There’s a vibration growing in the empty space between us and my heart is thundering in my chest.

“What do you want to talk about?”  I blurt out, unable to stand the silence another moment.

He bites into his bottom lip.  Dark eyes fasten to me.  “Fuck.”  He bows his head then looks up at the ceiling, then back to me.

My belly tightens.  The muscles in my neck feel like metal cords ready to snap.  

“What?”  I lean in, compelled—even though he’s a near stranger—to relieve him of whatever the strain is I hear in his voice.  “Whatever it is, you can tell me.  I want to know.”

“Penny.”  He looks at me and I see the tangle of conflict in his eyes. “Just promise me, I won’t scare the shit out of you.”

I raise my eyebrows, wondering what it could be, but still deep in my heart wanting to know.

“Okay.  I promise.  As long as it doesn’t involve you decapitating me, dismembering me, or any other sort of felonious thing regarding me.”

A strained chuckle rumbles from him, and a genuine smile spreads up into his eyes.  Then he nods before he continues.  “My nephew didn’t even want to come here today.”

“Really?”  I blink, wondering what’s coming next.  Because I can feel most definitely something is coming next.

“Really.  I wanted to come.  To see you.”

I sit, silent, as he tightens his legs around mine and sends my nipples into points yet again.

He raises a hand to brush down where my hair rests against the side of my face, raising goosebumps all over my skin.

“That’s not completely true,”  he adds.  “The truth is, I came here to kiss you.  Because that’s all I’ve thought about. Are you ready for that?”

He bends forward, his nose brushing the upturned brim of my hat and his lips ever so lightly coming to rest on my forehead before he forms them into a kiss and pulls back, this time lowering his face so our mouths are inches from one another.

Flames lick at my cheeks.  The tops of my ears are on fire and moisture drenches my red panties.

My voice squeezes out in a whisper.  “What if I say no?”  My senses bounce around inside my brain, unable to decipher what’s going on.  He has me, body and soul, and I’m not sure why I answered his question with one of my own, but this is all so surreal I’m not sure what else to say.

“Well, no is no.  I’m a gentleman and I’ll always respect that word. Are you saying no?”  The anxiousness that washes over his features has words caught in my throat.

“No,”  I mutter, then stutter as I see disappointment darken his eyes.  “No, I mean...no, I’m not saying ‘no.’”  My face is on fire as I shake my head and his hands come to cover mine in my lap.

“If I had my way, these wouldn’t be the only lips I’d be kissing today.” His voice penetrates my lady bits as his lips crash onto mine.

A shallow whimper catches in my throat as our mouths connect.  At first his lips are soft, full and unmoving.  The moment seems to stretch on and on, and my head starts to spin.  The noise of the Village evaporates and the only thing left in its place is the sound of my heartbeat in my ears.

When his tongue enters my mouth, I go boneless. As if on instinct, his hands leave mine, graze up my back and pull me into him.  His tongue is full and warm, seeking out mine, and I pray I’m not making an utter fool of myself.

The only other French kiss I’ve ever had was with Tommy Tomlinson at a birthday party in my sophomore year, playing some stupid kissing game in his basement.  I don’t remember much about that, but what I do remember is that it had felt nothing like this.

This kiss feels like it’s taking me away from here.  Taking me into another time and place.  Like that movie with Christopher Reeves.  I’m transported by a longing and desire I didn’t know existed within me.

Our kiss grows in intensity.  His hands sweep to the back of my neck, holding me tight and steady against him.  Dampness weeps into my underwear and for the first time in my life, I imagine making love to someone.  No, not someone.  Him.  How it would feel to have him enter me.  To feel so full of him.

My fantasy takes flight as his mouth claims me completely.  Our tongues lash and spin, like some sort of Christmas dance.  He tastes like fresh peppermint and lust, and when I hear the pained groan come from within him, I nearly topple over the edge into an orgasm just from knowing I’m causing this man to feel what I’m feeling.

When we finally break for air, his hands lower to my shoulders.  Then slowly they trace down my arms, leaving me trembling as he takes my hands into his again.  They are massive and warm, and I feel safe even with this near stranger.

As soon as my head clears, I blurt out.  “Who are you?”

He smiles, the flash of white teeth as sexy as every other part of him.  “You mean, existentially or practically?”

I narrow my eyes and try to decide if he’s playing with me before answering.

“I mean...” I clench my thighs together to quell the still-growing cascade of arousal between them.  “What’s your name, for starters?  Who are you?  It’s not every day...or ever...that I just kiss someone like that, and I don’t even know anything about you.”

He blinks twice before answering.  “Malcolm Foster.  I’m nobody.  Just a guy.  I work in retail.  Nothing special, Penny Evergreen.  Just a guy.”

“Well, Just a Guy...”  I look around to make sure none of my co-workers are witnessing what’s going on.  After all, I’m pretty sure it would be reason for dismissal from Elf-dom.  “If I kiss you again and I get caught, I’ll get fired.”

He snorts a laugh.  “You won’t get fired.” There’s far more sureness in his tone than seems appropriate, but I don’t read a hint of doubt in his face.

A smile pulls at the corner of my mouth.  “Okay...well, you may not think so, but the Elf Code I signed when I hired on is pretty clear about the code of conduct.  And French kissing in the Candy Cane Café, well, I’m pretty sure it would break the rules.”

His hands squeeze mine as he smiles again.  His dark eyes are captivating, and the way his eyebrows crook as I stare back only adds to his sex appeal.  I’m pretty sure he’s technically old enough to be my father, but maybe I finally understand why I’ve never really found any boys interesting, or ever had much interest in dating.

Boys.  Pfft.

It’s a man I want.  

And Malcolm Foster is all man.

Randall comes running up, out of breath.

“Okay.  Can we go?  Mom said I only had to stay for a little while so you could talk to the cute elf lady.  So, you talked.  And you kissed.”  He screws up his face in offense.  “Eww.  So can we go?”

Malcolm takes a deep breath and sits up in his chair, giving Randall the evil eye.  “Santa’s watching you, you know.”  He narrows those near black eyes at his nephew, but I see the glow behind them.

“Shut up.  Santa’s not real.” Randall comes back as he scratches his head in annoyance.

“What?”  I stand, hands flying to cover my mouth, genuinely aghast for a moment before I lower them to fist at my hips. “Santa is most certainly real.  As real as you and I are standing here right now.”

Randall squints an eye my way, trying to decide if I’m for real as he crosses his arms over his chest, distinctly unimpressed.

“I’m going to tell you a secret.”  I crouch down so I’m eye to eye with him.  “When I was little, I only got one present every Christmas.  But, even without presents, I knew Santa was real.  Then, when I got older, my family...well, they didn’t even put up a tree.  Didn’t even celebrate Christmas.  But, still, I knew Santa was real.  How did I know?”

He shakes his head, then answers.  “Because you’re an elf and elves are legally bound to believe in Santa?”  

“The gift of sarcasm,”  Malcolm interjects from behind me.  “Sorry, it’s in the DNA, I’m afraid.”

I’m undeterred.

“No, because I’ve seen him.  I’ve seen him on street corners.  I’ve seen him in homes, just not mine.  I’ve seen him delivering packages in snow storms.  I’ve seen him.  I know.  So, don’t be so quick to dismiss if he’s real.  I’m older than you.  I’m also smart.  And I know.  Santa is real.”

Randall considers me for a moment before looking back at Malcolm.  “Can we go?  Please?”  He adds with more softness than before.

“Yep.  You’ve done your civic duty.”  Malcolm reaches over to rest a hand on top of Randall’s head.  “Go over there by the gingerbread house and I’ll be right there.”

With that, Randall’s off at a run and Malcolm turns back to me.

“So, my secret is out.”  

“Yep.”  The rush of adrenaline courses through me, knowing he came back here today to see me.

Me.

Wow. 

“Listen, I have to go out of town for a week.  And, truth is, I almost cancelled the trip. But it’s business and I have obligations I have to meet.  But, here’s the thing, I need your phone number before I go.”

It’s not a question and that hint of bossiness surprisingly has an immediate connection to my nipples.  I quickly cross my arms as the points press out onto the red velvet of my chest yet again.

He holds his phone in front of him, waiting for my reply without a hint of doubt that his request will be granted.

“Well, just a guy named Malcolm.  Against my better judgment, I’ll give you my number.”  I rub my upper arms with my hands as I read it off to him from memory and he punches the numbers into his phone.

“I’ll text you, so you will know it’s me.  I’ll send you something so you will be sure.”

I bob my eyebrows, then narrow my eyes playfully.  “Okay. But if you send me a picture of your secret Santa...”

He bursts out laughing before I can finish.

“Trust me. When you see that, it will be in person and up close, Penny Evergreen. But, if you get the urge to send me a picture of your sugar plums, I can’t be responsible for the effect it will have on my secret Santa.”

With that, he leans down, kisses my forehead and steps away, leaving me thinking being on the naughty list may not be such a bad thing.
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Me:  Are you still in your elf costume?

Penny:  Yep.  Just walking in the door.  It’s snowing!  I’m so happy, I got off the subway eight blocks early just so I could walk the rest of the way in the snow!

Me:  Are you warm enough though?  Did you have boots on?

Penny:  LOL I’m warm, I have a coat!  And, yes, boots too.  :)

Me:  Okay, because that elf costume isn’t nearly enough to keep you warm.  And those elf shoes, they’re cute, but not good for walking and definitely not in the snow.  You need to keep warm, okay?

Penny:  Boy, in a couple days you’ve sure become awfully protective.  And a little bossy.

Me:  Yep.  Can’t help it.  You saying you don’t like it?



I WAIT FOR HER REPLY.  Truth is, I wait for every reply.  Sitting here in the California sun, I should be thankful to be away from the New York cold, but I’m not.  For the first time in my life, I miss the thought of New York at Christmas.  I can’t wait to get back and take whatever this is between us to the next level.

What the hell is happening to me?  My image will be ruined.

When my phone dings with her reply, my dick hardens.

Penny:  I like it.  Probably more than I should.

Me:  That’s my girl.

‘My girl.’

That’s the first time I’ve used that phrase with her, but it feels perfect. And so odd.  This whole thing with Penny has me a bit off my game, but for the first time in my life I’m throwing logic aside and letting something other than my brain call the shots.

Penny:  I like that.

My hand fists the base of my cock, trying to hold off the eruption of cum threatening to explode all over my desk.  I’m sitting in the massive suite that I’m settled into here in L.A. for the next four days, and all I can think about is her.

I daydream about her getting dressed in that sexy as fuck costume after I’ve pounded into her for a couple hours.  I think of her walking around that Christmas Village, my cum dripping out of her cunt and soaking those striped tights she wears.

Yep, it’s sick, I know it.

But it’s got me so fucking hot and hard, one more movement of my hand and I’m done.

Texting with one hand isn’t easy, but over the last few days, I’ve become quite adept.  I can’t seem to hold back my newly awakened dick whenever I text or talk on the phone with her.  


Penny:  Okay, did I lose you?  I need to hop in the shower.  And didn’t you say you had a meeting to go to?  I guess retail business is crazy this time of year.  

Me:  I’m right here.  Send me a picture before you go.  I should have left here ten minutes ago, but I’m not going anywhere until I see your face.



A few second later, her message pops up.  Her smiling face, her fingers under her chin and her ice-blue eyes sparkle like the tree in Rockefeller center.

That’s all it takes.  My body shudders as my climax erupts.  Jets of cum spray out of my dick, dripping down my shaft and over my knuckles.  White light takes my vision as I spasm in pure bliss at the sight of her face.

When I recover, just for a split second, I wonder what the fuck is going to happen to me when I get an actual taste of her...  If this is the effect she has on me by just sending an innocent snap of her face, what the hell is going to happen when I get her under me?

When.

Not if.

That ship has sailed.  Along with whoever Malcolm Knight was just a few days ago.


Penny:  There you go!  Haha, looks silly, I know. LOL

Me:  Thank you, sweet girl.  Not silly at all.  It looks beautiful.  You made my day.  Now, go take your shower.  Stay warm.  I’ll check in later to be sure you are tucked in.

Penny:  xoxox
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TWO DAYS LATER, MY meetings with the bank and some key investors are going well.  Our expansion is on track to push Knight & Knight into some key territories in Europe.  But for the first time in my life, the company and the bottom line are not at the forefront of my mind.

Penny is taking over my every thought.  Our text conversations have grown warmer.  Our phone conversations have lasted long into the night.  And last night, things took a turn.

As her voice grew sleepy, my thoughts of her laying in bed raged inside me.  Before I could stop myself, I was telling her all the things I wanted to do to her.  Well, not all of them, because some of my thoughts are depraved and I don’t want to scare her off.

I started by telling her how my tongue would trace down her neck.  Then how I imagined the flavor of each nipple.  How they would harden as I sucked on them each in turn.

I told her to get under the covers naked, to put her hand between her legs, to take her finger and find her clit.  To circle it, pretending her finger was my tongue.

It went on from there until I heard the sweetest sound in the world.  The sound of her unbridled pleasure.

Fuck.

I came in my pants harder than I’ve ever come before.

Just from the sound.

Then, because I had to know for sure, the conversation turned.  The possessive parts of me, the animal parts, wouldn’t be satisfied unless I found out.  Thoughts of anyone else touching her—ever touching her—were driving me crazy.  I asked if her pussy was bare.  She told me it was, and I nearly lost it thinking she’d done that to please someone before me.

My further questions revealed my innermost desires. Not only had she shaved herself only because she liked how it felt, she also told me no one had ever touched her before.  No one.

Ever.

Before.

She is truly mine and no one else’s.  I will be the only one to ever have her, even if she doesn’t know it yet.  That little Christmas cunt will be branded with my cum.

I’m too old for her.

The thought pounds in my head. But it only heightens my desire for her sweetness.  Her innocence. The way she sees the world so differently. The years haven’t jaded her like most of the women I’ve known. 

Now today, sitting in meetings with suits and ties, my dick is throbbing like a trapped nerve.  My thoughts alternate between all the sweet things I want to say to her and all the filthy dirty things I want to do to her.  

After a business dinner where I was texting her under the table the entire time, I can’t wait to get back to my hotel room and get her on the phone.  Her voice fills my head even while I sleep.  The image of her hand playing in her sopping wet cunt torments me at every turn.

Back in my hotel room, I read through some emails, barely able to concentrate.  The final approval for the changes in the holiday spending for next year has come through.  The projected savings to the company by eliminating the Christmas Village are even higher than I anticipated.  The finance people are thrilled.

But a wash of ambivalence cascades over me.  I dial Penny and when I hear that sweet hello, suddenly all is right with the world again.

“How’s my girl?”

“Good. Tired.”  Her voice is softer than usual.

“What’s wrong?  Did you eat?  You said the food they’ve been bringing in is good.  Has something changed?”  If the catering company isn’t working out, I’ll hire another.

“Oh, the food is great.  And yes, I ate.”  Her soft giggle reminds me that she’s getting used to me asking about her eating.  “Just a long day.  Lots of long days.”

“Well, you are off tomorrow.  I want you to rest. Take a long bath.  Play the piano... read... whatever else you’d like to do.”

“Can’t.”  I hear the shrug.  “I took extra shifts. They are short a few elves in the village.  Seems some can’t take the pressure, and as Christmas gets closer they are dropping like flies.”

I grumble.  “You need a day off.”  

“Christmas is just three days away.  I’ll be okay.  I’ll push through.  I love it still, don’t get me wrong, it’s just been a long day like I said.”

I pause and listen to her breath on the phone.

“Hey. I want you to do something for me.”

“Sure.  What?”

“I want you to play the piano for me while I listen.”

Silence.

“Penny?”

“Yeah, I’m not—”

“Play for me.”  I’m surprised myself by how much I want this.  “Pretend you are alone and play.  I want so badly to hear you play.”

Another long pause and my heart is hitting my ribs as I wait for her answer. It’s like that first kiss, waiting to feel if she was going to kiss me back. There is something incredibly intimate about her music and it would be a gift to my heart to hear her play for me.

“Okay,” she says softly.

I relax back onto my bed and wait.  The music that follows hardens my cock and softens my heart.  She’s playing Bach with such emotion and precision that I’m swept away by the intensity.

Before I realize it, I’m lost in the fantasy of having her under me.  My cock in my hand, I’m jerking off again as I think about sliding into her wet silk, her taste still on my tongue from the orgasms I’ve given her before rutting into her like a beast from behind.  Her cries of pleasure tangle into the notes coming through my phone until I’m grunting out my release as the final notes play and her voice comes back through.

“There.”  She’s slightly winded and I can tell how much of herself she puts into her art.

“I’m speechless.  That was beyond perfection.”

“Thanks.”  I hear the twinge of embarrassment in her voice.  “I’m surprised I could even play for you. Even though you’re not here, it’s still as close as I’ve come to playing for an audience.  No one outside of my parents and a few teachers over the years.  Anyone else...when I try to play, I go completely blank. Freeze up.”

“I’m beyond honored, Penny.  You have no idea.”  I push the phone to my ear and hold it there with my shoulder as I stand.  “Tell me about your parents.  Why did they leave you for the holidays?”  I ask as I walk to the bathroom and retrieve a towel to clean up my release.

“Oh, we haven’t celebrated Christmas for years.  Not since I was like ten.”

“You’re kidding?”

“No.  My mom hates Christmas.  Says it’s frivolous. She tolerated it when I was a kid, but when I turned ten, she told me Santa wasn’t real and Christmas was a waste of time and money.  Which didn’t make sense, since she’s the queen of shopping. She has a closet bigger than some people’s houses.  My dad is sweet, but he sort of does whatever my mother wants.  He’s not all that healthy now, so they are in Switzerland for some of his treatments.  But, whatever, so them going away is no big deal.  I’m used to it. What about you?  You celebrate with your family?”

The cheer in her voice sounds forced and I’m sure it’s more than being tired.  I know how much she loves Christmas, I’ve seen it and she’s told me as much, and to know she hasn’t celebrated it for so long drives a knife into my heart.

“Oh, I usually work.  Retail, you know, it never stops. Then, I have a traditional party I go to on Christmas day. That’s about it.  My mom loved Christmas.  My dad, well, he worked most of the time, like me.  But, I have fond memories from my childhood.  My mother didn’t make it about the gifts, but about giving in other ways.  She was an amazing woman.”

“Was?  She’s passed?”

I pause. The tightness in my throat surprising me even after a year.  “Yes,”  I manage.  Until this moment, I hadn’t realized how much I would like to have those Christmases back.  The ones with Mom, how she made me feel something other than the driving force to succeed.

“What do you want for Christmas?”  Her sweet voice spins the melancholy away, leaving in its place this raw desire to consume her.  Not just sexually either, but to possess her in every way.  To care for her. To make sure she is tucked into bed, safe every night from now until forever.

“I want you, Penny.”  The words tumble from me in a lusty burst.  I wait for her reaction, praying I’ve not gone too far.

After a pause, I hear a laugh.  Not of amusement, but of warmth.  “I want you, too.”

“I’ll be back in thirty-six hours.  Christmas Eve.  We’re spending it together.  That’s all I want.”

With that, our conversation tumbles on through the night. 

“You know what else I want?”  Her voice softens.

“Anything, my little angel, just say the word.”

“Tell me how else you’d like to touch me.”  The lust in her voice drives me nearly mad, and I don’t need any more encouragement.

My own hand drops to the front of my trousers, easing the throbbing hard-on she’s raised with just a few words.

“Are you wearing panties?”  I ask, walking over to the bed and laying down before she answers.

“Yes. But only white cotton.  Nothing sexy.”  

This girl has no idea what sexy is.  If I could eat those white cotton panties off her sweet cunt right now, I would.  Imagining that soft fabric against what’s mine has me ready to call a limo to take me to the airport right now.

“Angel, that is the sexiest thing I’ve ever heard.  Now, I want you to go lay down on the bed.”

“Okay.  Going.”  I listen to the soft padding of her feet as she moves across the room, followed by her sigh as she lays back and the sheets crumple beneath her.  “Laying down.”

“Good girl.  Now, what else are you wearing?”

“Just a big T-shirt.”

“Take it off,”  I order, rubbing my palm over the steel that threatens to bust through my zipper.

She giggles, then a moment later: “Off,”  she answers on a breath.

“Now, I want you to bend your knees, spread your legs, and lean back on your pillows.  Then take your fingers and begin to just lightly brush over the crotch of your panties.  Close your eyes, Angel, imagine those are my fingers.  I’m whispering in your ear, telling you how beautiful you are.  How good I’m going to make you feel...”

A soft moan seeps through the phone and heat gathers in my chest.

“Keep going.  Softly, slowly, up and down.  Back and forth with the lightest touch.  Open your legs wider.  I’m right there next to you, my little angel.  I’ll take good care of you.”

“God,”  she whimpers, sending raw desire through me, and I lean my head back, closing my eyes, imagining her laying there, strumming over those wet panties with her fingers while she thinks of me.

“Talk to me.  Tell me when you can’t stand it anymore. Tell me when you need more.”  I undo my belt, reach in and pull out my erection, unable to wait any longer. The tip is wet with precum, ready to go as I fist the base, holding off the orgasm that is quickly building.

After a few more minutes, Penny’s strained voice comes through.

“I need more,”  she moans.  “I want more.”

“Good girl.  Now, I want you to sit up, take off your panties.  Grab a pillow and roll it up.”

“A pillow?”  I hear the muffled sounds of her moving around and the thought of what lies under those panties nearly consumes me.

“Yes,”  I bark the word.  My need is beginning to overwhelm me.  I need her to do as I say. I need her obedience.  “Do it.”

She responds with pent-up need.  “Okay.  Panties off.  Pillow rolled up.”

“Now, put the phone on speaker and set it down.  Get on top of that pillow.  Take your fingers and reach down, dip them into that hot cunt and tell me how wet you are, Penny.”

I listen to her breathing and the soft squeak that follows.  “I’m soaking.  Your voice does that to me.”  Her throaty reply sends cum dripping out of my dick even as my iron grip fails to hold it back.

“Fuck, you are so good.  Now, hold those lips open and ease down onto the pillow.  I want your outer lips open. I want you pressed on the fabric. Your clit better be rubbing back and forth right on that pillow.  You know why?”

“Why?”  she bleats and my thoughts are filled with the image of my sweet angel riding that pillow.

“Because you need to imagine that pillow is me, and I want that clit rubbing back and forth on me as you take me inside you, Angel.  That’s what I want you to do. I want you to start humping that pillow like you are riding me, right up until you cum. Then, you are going to reach back down, scoop up that cream from your orgasm and put it in your mouth and tell me how you taste.”

My words are followed by her heavy breaths, her lusty effort, and I can’t hold on another second.  I come all over my hand with the sounds of her pleasuring herself, imagining that it’s me.  The thought drives me to the brink of madness.

“I’m inside you now, Angel.  All the way in. I know it hurts, but you have to take it, baby. I need this...”  I grunt out, dreaming of the moment this will all be real.

I talk her through another orgasm before saying goodbye and leaving me rubbing out another of my own before drifting into a fitful slumber filled with dreams of her sweet juice spreading over my tongue.
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WHEN I SAID GOODBYE to Malcolm last night, I was spent from three orgasms he talked me through and the hours of effortless conversation.  It’s been the same every time, night after night for the last week.

Waking gradually, my eyes still bleary from lack of sleep, I reach out in the dark of the bedroom for my phone, a smile already creasing my lips.  I’m expecting the usual, sweet, good-morning text message from Malcolm.  It’s been the same each time I wake up for the last five days.

A little ball of panic hits me when I see the time shining out from the screen.  I must have forgotten to set my alarm and I’m already running behind if I’m going to get to work on time.  I push away the covers in a panic and swing myself over in the bed.

As my vision clears, I realize there’s no text message either.  Disappointment sinks into my gut as I wonder what’s happened. So quickly I’ve come to count on the little routine we’ve established.  It feels as though we’ve been together far longer, as though we’re far more involved than a couple of face to face meetings in the Christmas Village and a week of phone calls and texts should account for.

But, deep in my bones, I feel this is something else.  Something I’ve only read about.  This odd connection that feels older than the time we’ve had together.  As though we’ve known each other for lifetimes, and yet have only just rediscovered one another after being lost.

As I rush out to the bathroom, phone still in hand in case he’s running late as well, there is a knock on my door.

My heart speeds up and my body tenses, a little grin playing over my lips.  

Could Malcolm have come back early to surprise me?  Could that be why he didn’t bother with a text?

It’s entirely possible, and the tightness in my gut spins into concern over how I must look, disheveled and sleep-deprived.  I threw on an old T-shirt for bed, my panties sit in a wad on the floor beside the nightstand, wasted and discarded after Malcolm’s filthy talk had them soaked through.  They were useless long before he finished guiding my hands with his voice.

Deep breath and I figure: why not let him see the real me?  My hair is in eight sorts of a mess, I’m a no make-up sort of girl, so that doesn’t change much from day to night.

My fingers shake as I grip the doorknob, my other hand reaching up to unlock the deadbolt as I pull open the apartment door.  Legions of butterflies take flight in my stomach.

For a moment, confused silence has me standing agape, forgetting for a moment that I’m wearing nothing but a short, thin T-shirt.

“Penny Evergreen?”  The man looks annoyed, not turned on, and I suppose I should be grateful for that.  He’s wearing a beige work shirt with the name of the apartment building embroidered in green above his left chest pocket.

“Yes?”  I cross one arm over my braless breasts as my other hand drops to tug at the hem of the T-shirt, trying to cover a few more inches of my naked thighs.

“We need to see you in the office.”  He drags his tongue across his teeth with a sucking sound.  “As soon as you can get dressed.”  He raises his eyebrows and runs his hand under his nose with a loud sniff.

“Is something wrong?”

He shrugs.  “I just work here.  Super said you need to come to the office.  That’s the message I’m delivering and that’s all I know.  Sorry.”  His bored expression belies the apology, and the low hum of irritation tells me no further information will be dispensed.
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A HALF HOUR LATER, I’m pulling my coat over my elf costume.

By the time I get down to the office, I’ll only have a half hour to get to Knight & Knight, and it’s a forty-five-minute subway ride so I’m already behind the eight ball.

I pull up my phone again, still fighting the anxiety over the fact that there’s no message from Malcolm.  Then I happen to look at the top bar of my phone and see the two little words there...No Service.

That just adds to my confusion.  As I walk down the hall to the management office at the apartment where I’m staying, I’m wondering what the heck is going on.  

It’s Christmas Eve as well, and there are going to be a lot of eager visitors, all with children who need to talk to Santa at the last minute, so I’m more than anxious to get there.

As I walk into the office, I’m met by a stern woman with a thin upper lip and a severely tight ponytail, her arms crossed over a blue blazer.

“What’s going on?”

Her expression stays indifferent as she speaks.

“As of this morning, Mrs. Janet Evergreen is having the locks changed on the apartment.  I’m afraid you will not be allowed back onto the premises.”

My heart pounds.  “What?”

“You will not be allowed back onto the premises,” she says, as if my expression of confusion stemmed from my inability to hear what she’d said.  “It’s a temporary accommodation.  Paid per diem.  As of today, Mrs. Evergreen has cancelled the contract.  She’s specifically asked that the locks be changed.  Any of your belongings remaining in the apartment will be boxed and you may retrieve them from the storage area located in the basement for a period of ten days. After that, they will be discarded.”

The next ten minutes go by like a blur, and I find myself on the subway, unsure what else to do but go to work. My mind goes back over what just happened, the woman handing me an email from my mother.  She’d asked her to print it and give it to me, not to read it for me, as if she wanted me to feel the bile in every cold letter.  

It seems my luck has worn out. Mother phoned Victor, the trainer I was supposed to be working with to check on my progress. My deception unraveled from there and now, she not only has me locked out of the apartment, but she’s cut off my phone too, as well as my Visa.

The last words of her message were, You want to make your own decisions, that’s fine, then you can make your own way as well.

I’m in a half dream as the day goes by.  Malcolm has no way to reach me.  I have nowhere to go.  As the last of the visitors to the Village line up and make their way to the cashier, I’m numb.

It’s Christmas Eve and I have literally nowhere to go.  I’m homeless.  I guess I might have enough money for a hotel room, but I don’t like the thought of the kind of neighborhood I can afford.  And that’s even if I can find somewhere that isn’t fully booked at this short notice.

I’m the last elf here when a family comes up to the ticket counter.  There are four adults and probably nine or ten children, ranging in age from toddler to pre-teen, all with wide eyes and wonder.

I stand back in my place and wait to be called forward to usher the last of this season’s visitors through the Village.  It’s nearly 6 p.m., and even though they closed the line at five as scheduled, it’s taken this long to get to the last group that snuck in before they made the cut off.

As I inch forward, a new eagerness and joy envelops me as I look into the eyes of the children. They look at the magic of this place with the true wonder it inspires, the kind of wonder I feel deep inside myself.

As I get closer, the adults with them turn from the ticket counter to the children.  They speak in hushed tones, but I see the countenance on the youngsters’ faces change.  Tears spring from the youngest as the older children turn away in frustration.

The adults round up the group and they’re already retreating down the red carpet toward the entry door when I scurry up to the cashier to see what’s happening, why they’re leaving.

With a huff, she turns to me and rolls her eyes.  “You can go.  They don’t have enough money.”  Her voice is loud enough for the group to hear and my dander rises.

“Sssshhh.  Geez, that’s so rude of you.”  I dart my eyes from the entitled young woman to the group and without another thought, run around the counter and tap the tallest of the two men on the shoulder.

“Sir?”  He turns at my voice, his eyes simmering somewhere between anger and embarrassment.  “Come back, please, bring the children.  Your admission is taken care of.  Please, follow me.”  I tip my head, smiling, and with a wave of my hand they follow.  

As I pass the cashier, I lean in, reaching under my belt, and pull out a wad of cash.  “This should cover it.”  I hand her all the cash I have in the world, abandoning any hope of a warm place to sleep tonight, before turning around and with all the joy of the season in my heart, I take the group through the entryway and into the magic of Christmas.

Two hours later, I’m getting dirty looks from the few staff members that are left with me to close the Village for the last night this year. Cleaning crews are scheduled for next week, but after we leave, the area will be closed up until they arrive to do their work.  I usher the group to the door and unlock it to let them out.

Darryl, the tallest gentleman, turns to me as the rest of the group thanks me and moves through the exit.

“Thank you,” he says.  We’ve gotten to know each other a little as I escorted his group through the Village.  He’s a foster father.  He and his wife take care of nine children, with the help of her brother who also lives with them.

“You’re welcome.”  I smile and nod my head, glad for the company of someone good and decent.  “It was my pleasure.”

His warm, brown eyes stay on me for a long moment before he reaches into his pocket.  He pulls out a pen and a slip of paper, scribbles something down and hands the scrap to me.

“We don’t have much. But, we do have a wonderful family. This is our address.  I don’t know how to repay you, but if you’d like, you are welcome to come to dinner tomorrow.  It would be our pleasure.”

I nod and thank him.  My eyes prick as he smiles then follows the gaggle of excited children down the red carpet and out into the night.  Joy fills my heart as I watch them go, but once they’re out of sight I breathe a deep sigh.

The realization is just beginning to sink in.  At this moment, I’m homeless on Christmas.
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MY DRIVER, AARON, IS as close to a friend as I’ve got.  He’s worked for me going on ten years now, and he can read my moods with unnerving accuracy.  So, as much as I tried to hide it, when I got in the car after my flight he knew something was wrong instantly.  

Before I knew it, I was spilling more to him that I should, telling him about a girl I’d met who had suddenly disappeared from the time we talked last night until this morning.  His words still echo in my head as I swipe my keycard through the electronic lock on the doors to the darkened Christmas Village.  

She ghosted you, man.  Chicks do that.  They talk on the phone, text you and all that shit, but when it comes time to really get down to business.  Poof.  They gone.  

My gut’s been tight since I texted her this morning and it came back undelivered.  I’ve sent at least twenty more texts since then, all rejected, and called ten times, but all I get is the automated voice telling me the number is no longer in service.

I’ve been blocked, according to Aaron.

It was nearly eleven o’clock when I stopped by the security office before I headed up to the top floor of the store.  But I didn’t care what time it was, nor that they were in the middle of a small Christmas celebration of their own.  It’s my damned store, and I can go where I like, when I like.  I had them turn off all the cameras and motion detectors up in the Village, and to make no patrols until I left.

It might sound stupid, but this is the only place I could think to come.  I wanted to be close to Penny, even with the gnawing rage still eating away inside me, the knowledge that for reasons only she can know, she’s changed her mind and evaporated on me.

I can still taste our kiss as I move silently through the darkened Village.  It’s dreamlike, silent.  I walk through the empty gingerbread lane, remembering each and every place we spent here together.  The Christmas lights are on, but no other harsh overhead lighting, and it only adds to the surreal melancholy I feel.

Then, as I round the corner through the forest of dissertated evergreens toward the café where I first touched her, my heart seizes.  I feel my throat tighten and my cock fills, rising even as I doubt my ears.

I freeze in place.  A single piano note echoes through the enormous space.

Then another.

Finally, that single note cascades into more, and I shake my head in disbelief as my feet carry me all on their own in the direction of the soft music.  

I stop short, taking in the sight, making sure I’m not dreaming.

She’s here.  Still in her elf costume, her eyes half closed as she sways.  Her fingers moving over the keys so effortlessly it’s almost chilling.

I move to approach her from behind, wanting to take in this moment a while longer.  The overwhelming sense of serendipity makes all other thoughts fade.

She’s mine.  This is the moment; this is the sign I’ve been waiting for.  Both of us are here together, on Christmas Eve, and it is more perfect than I could have planned.

As she plays, I stand just a foot behind her, awash in her sweetness and the perfection of the music.

I close my eyes for a moment, trying to calm my heart and the throb in my balls when the music stops.

My eyes fly open, and Penny sits there, fingers hovering above the keys, her body softly rising and falling with each breath.

“You’re here,” she whispers.

“Yes.  I’m here.  And so are you.”

When she finally spins, her face is bright and her eyes sparkle, and an overwhelming need to take her as mine consumes me.  I want her so desperately it hurts.

“My mother found out.  She cut off my phone.  Locked me out of my apartment.  I had nowhere to go and no way to get in touch with you. So, when we were closing up, I hid. The others were in such a rush to get out of here, they didn’t wait around, figured I was gone as well.”

I step forward, blood rushing in my ears as I turn her to face me on the bench.  “Do you have any idea how crazy it made me when I couldn’t reach you?  I nearly lost my fucking mind, Penny Evergreen.”

I want to tell her she will always have somewhere to go from now on.  I’m her home now, and she will never be free of me.

A sweet, if not sad, smile curves her lips and the thoughts of those lips on mine only speeds each heartbeat, driving blood into my already engorged cock as it weeps in desperation to be inside her.

I pull her hands, lifting her from the bench and pulling her chest into mine, feeling the softness of her magnificent tits as they press against me.

Her eyes cloud with question as she asks, “Wait, how is it that you’re here?  How did you get in here?”

I take a deep breath, realizing I can’t hide the truth from her any longer.  “I haven’t been honest with you.”

Anticipation sweeps over her face and I hurry to get it out so that her mind won’t wander to anything worse than the reality.

“I’m not Malcolm Foster.  I’m Malcolm Knight.”  I give her a moment to process this as my fingers graze over her warm cheeks.  

“Knight?  As in...”  She looks up and swivels her head around the room.  “Knight & Knight?”

I nod, leaning down to connect our lips.  The kiss is gentle, even as my need rages inside of me.  She’s soft against me, and after a moment she kisses me back.  Her tongue barely comes out just to touch my bottom lip and I open, answering her soft gesture with my own more fiery passion.

“You sent the food, didn’t you?”

I laugh.  “You caught me.  I think about you all the time.  If you are hungry, safe, tired... all the time, Penny. I want to take care of you.  More than that, I want to wake up with you. It would be the greatest Christmas gift I could ever imagine.”

For a moment, her expression stills.  I can’t read her thoughts and my neck muscles tense, wondering if I’ve scared her off.  Most women I’ve been with before would be gushing all over me right now, wondering what pay off awaits in their future by landing me.  But not her, and I realize with an easy heart that I wouldn’t want it any other way.  I can see in her eyes that she’s thinking, considering my words.  And not of what’s in it for her, but something else.

As I give her a moment, praying silently to myself that she understands the depth of truth in my words, her teeth inch to bite into her bottom lip.

The next thing I know, she twists her body, her hands coming up between us to push at my chest in a burst of strength that shocks me.

She shakes her head.  “No.  No way someone like you really wants someone like me. I’m not one of your usual girls.  Look at me.  What could you possibly want with me?”  With that, she turns, the little bells on her toes jingling as she bolts at a dead run down Lollipop Lane, deep into the heart of the massive Christmas wonderland.

But I’m after her in a flash, wondering what the fuck just happened.

When I catch up, she’s sitting in that massive throne where Santa sits.  Her legs are pulled up to her chest, arms wrapped around them, and her face buried into her knees.

I crouch down in front of her, my hands coming up to pull at hers until she releases them into my grasp, but even then she keeps her head pinned to her kneecaps.

“Angel, what just happened?  Why would you think that?”  Anger swells inside me, but I keep it pushed down.  She can run, but I’ll chase her to the North Pole and back if that’s what it takes.  

“Because.” Her words are muffled as she speaks into her legs.  I squeeze her hands, urging whatever it is she has to say to spill out so I can deal with it.  “I mean, for starters just look at you.  Look at me!  Then, you’re Malcolm Knight.  Malcolm Knight.  I’m an elf.  A pudgy, plain—”

“Stop. Right fucking now,”  I order, the rage rising beyond control at the idea that maybe no one else has ever made her feel beautiful and worthy.  How can that be?  “Rule one, do not insult yourself.  Ever.  You are the most beautiful fucking girl I’ve ever laid eyes on. I’ll tell you something...my dick has been hard since I saw you that first day.”

She raises her face, blinking, and I continue.

“It’s true. Embarrassing as fuck, but true.  I can’t fucking control my own dick because of you, Penny.  I’ll be sitting in a meeting with a room full of millionaires, talking profits and loss, and my dick will be throbbing the whole time because I’m thinking of you.  My heart is in a constant state of overdrive, trying to provide enough blood to the rest of my vital organs while keeping my erection at full height.  Damn, Penny, you’ve turned me into a sixteen-year-old with no self-control.  I’ve actually been carrying my laptop case in front of my crotch just so people don’t see the perpetual tent there with your name on it.”

That draws a giggle from her and I let her hands go, then lightly grip her ankles and pull her feet down.  They hang off the edge of the massive chair, swinging, not even close to hitting the floor.

“You are some sort of Christmas miracle, aren’t you?”  she teases as the smile comes back to her lips.  But her eyes are wide in wonder as my hands trail down her legs and ease her elf shoes off.

“I’m going to show you a Christmas miracle, my angel.”  Lust drips from each word as my need erupts.  There’s no more wait left in me.

I reach up, cup a hand behind her neck, and pull her lips down to mine. My other hand is up and under her skirt, tugging down those striped tights along with her panties and ripping them off her feet, and all the while our lips are locked.  Tongues whipping around each other as I bring both my hands down to her bare knees.  

The warm softness of her skin prods the beast rising up in me, and he growls with need.  Her scent swirls up and catches my attention.  

As her lips ease apart, I shift and push her heels back up and onto the edge of the seat, spreading her open for me.  The short skirt slips up her thighs and her hands dart out to grip the massive arms of the throne.

“I’m going to worship your cunt while you sit on Santa’s chair, Angel.”  

Her eyes glaze with lust and I can’t wait.  Her shimmering pink softness beckons me and I take her whole pussy with my mouth in one motion.

Her gasps echo against the tall ceiling as her flavor scorches me, sending fire through my veins.

I groan into her open sweetness as my hands move to grip her inner thighs, spreading her wider just for me.  I want to taste all of her as my tongue sweeps from her clit to her soaking opening over and over.

Her pussy owns me already, all that ruby softness, dripping with her desire, scores my heart with her name.

“Fuck.”  I seethe into her opening, then test her with my tongue.

Her hands come to the sides of my head as I feel the barrier there.  My dick pulses with need, with the firm knowledge I will be inside her soon, barely able to remember who I am before this moment.  The Malcolm that came before that first taste.

With all the self-control I can muster, I slowly fuck her with my tongue, easing in and out until she softens her hips and begins to pulse against my mouth.  I’m in my own Christmas wonderland.

I bring one hand up and thumb her clit in a slow circle, matching the rhythm with my tongue as it slides in and out of her tight opening.

I rub my face harder into her wet heat, spreading it wider.  I take her harder and fuck her deeper with my tongue until her walls begin to tighten and her body stills for a moment, like the calm before the storm.

When she floods my mouth on a groan, her hips take flight and I hold her steady against my assaulting mouth until I can suck every drop of her release down my throat.  I will never waste a drop of what she gives me.

As she comes down, I slide up her body, then scoop her up and carry her through the evergreen forest to the enormous bed, where the elves read stories to the children gathered on the floor around.

Only, we won’t be reading stories.  No.  I will be making memories with my Angel.

I kiss her cheek softly as I lay her on the red velvet bedspread and reach around her back to unzip her elf costume, pulling it up and over her head without any words.
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WITH BOTH OF US NAKED, our mouths connect in a deep kiss, and I reach down and try to sooth the ache in my cock with a few slow strokes.  I’m braced over her, her legs open wide, and there is fire burning under my skin.

I need to take her, to own her, to see her virgin blood spread over my cock.  It’s something primal and uncivilized, and yet it’s the most authentic moment of my life.

I pull away from our kiss, her eyes half lidded, and her hands come around the back of my neck to squeeze tight.

“It’s going to hurt, Angel.  I’m sorry.  I can’t help it.”

“It’s okay.”  Her body quivers beneath me as I guide the dripping head of my dick to her opening.

A moment of reality hits me square between the eyes: I want her like this.  There is nothing between us, and this is something I’ve never done before, but I want it.  I need it.

“I’m not going to ever pull out of you, Penny.  I want you; I want all of you and I want this.  I’m going to fuck you, raw and unprotected.  Your first time and mine too.  I’ve waited my entire life for this. For you.  This is our moment, baby.”

She lowers a hand from my neck to my cheek.  The touch is so soft and loving, it takes my breath away.

With a nod from her, I insert the swollen knob into her hot, wet opening.  The barrier is already pressing back, and as much as I don’t want to hurt her, the animal in me wants to own her and take her hard and fast.

My balls throb and draw up, ready to seize and fill her hot cunt with all of me, but before I can ease inside her, the chimes from the massive grandfather clock begin.

I kiss a different part of her face with every chime, covering her with my mouth until I count twelve and Penny looks up at me with a wide grin.

“Merry Christmas,” she whispers, and the twinkle in her eye is all I can take.

With a contained roar, I thrust forward, her mouth opening in a silent scream as I penetrate her in one move.

I slide back and then into her again, this time kissing away her pained moans until her hands come to my back and her nails score my flesh.

Her hips press forward, taking another few inches until I’m bound to her, root to tip, as her opening practically chokes my dick at the base.

I feel every inch of her walls as I stroke slowly in and out, watching her face with every motion.  Her hips match my movements as her body pulses and grabs at every inch of my greedy dick.

I grit my teeth as cum rises up my shaft, watching as her eyes roll back in their sockets, and then I pound into her.  I lock my arms and look down to where our bodies are connected.  Feeling how we are no longer two separate people, but one.  She’s mine and my sense of possessiveness overwhelms me.

When I see the crimson streaks that mix with her cream, I’m on the edge.

I lower myself, blanketing her, wondering at the hardness of her nipples against my chest.

“Can you come on my cock, my little angel?  Give me that for Christmas, Penny. Give me your cum.”

I rub my body up and down, slipping in and out of her opening, keeping the pressure on her slit.

She closes her eyes and I feel her body release.  As she drenches my cock with her orgasm, I press deep, digging as far into her body as I can and letting myself go.

I come so hard, stars drift through my vision.  I’m not sure how long my climax lasts, but it’s the hardest, most intense orgasm of my life, as I deliver my essence deep into her willing body.

My throat tightens, my heart feels like it’s going to explode, and my vision blurs as we find each other’s lips and bind together in the moment with a deep kiss.

I take her again when she’s ready.  Then again after that from behind, insatiable for my sweet Christmas elf.

When the clock chimes three times, we are both spent, and I pull the covers over us.  As we fall asleep in the middle of the village, the lights twinkle and glitter above us, and my arms wrap around the best gift Santa could have ever delivered.
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AFTER MALCOLM WOKE me with his mouth between my legs, he flipped me over and centered me on top of him.  He told me to show him just how I’d ridden my pillow that night on the phone when he told me to imagine it was him.

Even as sore as I was, I did as he asked, and we both came with a shudder, drenching the sheets in the enormous bed yet again before he took me by the hand and showed me to the executive suite at the back of the Village.

With the swipe of his card, we were inside, and soon cleaning off together in the large marble shower.  He washed my hair, soaped my body and—losing my inhibitions—I dropped to my knees and sucked him to orgasm again, feeling strangely accomplished and powerful as he filled my mouth with his cum.

“Merry Christmas.”  Malcolm dries me as I step out of the shower, my legs quivering from the longest night of sex imaginable—and a morning of yet more sex.

“Merry Christmas.”  I smile even as I struggle to keep my feet under me.

“Did you ever imagine you would wake up on Christmas morning in the North Pole?  Smack in the middle of Christmas itself?”

“Never.  It’s a dream come true.  In fact, this whole thing is like a dream.”

“Penny.”  Malcolm pauses in the middle of toweling my hair.  He’s still naked, his erection still at half-mast even after he came twice in the shower.  “I’m going to take you to my party today.  Then tonight, you are coming home with me.  No arguments.  I know we’ve only known each other a short time, but when I thought I’d lost you yesterday...”  His voice hitches and catches before he continues.  “I’ve never felt anything like that sense of loss.”

He looks down for a long moment and I watch as his chest fills with a deep breath.  He holds it there, forlorn, his hands unmoving now on my shoulders.  

I feel the sadness emanating from somewhere within him.  “What is it?”

“I have felt that loss before, but only once.  When my mother died.  It was that deep, Penny.  I felt the same sort of grief when I thought I’d lost you.  I can’t explain it, but it’s like I’ve been waiting for you, and yet I’ve known you all along.  Please, tell me you feel the same way.”

“It’s a Christmas miracle.”  I can’t help the giggle that erupts.  

“One more time.”  His eyes darken and before I know it, he’s got me up and against the wall, his erection buried deep inside of me.  He fills me yet again with another round of cum, groaning his latest release until it’s dripping out of me.

He’s insatiable.

After he eases me down from the wall, he begins to run down how we are going to spend Christmas day.  We are walking naked, hand in hand, back to the bed.  I need to retrieve my costume since I have nothing else to wear at the moment.

“Okay.  So, I’ve got security to escort you around.  You pick out anything and everything you want, including a dress for tonight.  Don’t even look at the price tags.  Take your time, I’ve got to finish my speech for the party, get my tux, and meet with a few of the board members before it begins.  Aaron, my driver, will take me where I need to go while you shop.  Then he’ll be back here in about twenty minutes, after he drops me off at my apartment.  It isn’t far from here. He’ll come back up here, you can dress, and he will take you to the party. I will meet you there.”

He leans down and kisses me.

“Oh and here.”  He reaches down into his back pocket.  “This is a phone for you.  Had security run out during the night and get you a phone you can use for now.  Tomorrow, I’ll get you a new iPhone from the Apple store, but today is Christmas and all but a few stores are closed.  Sorry, it’s not the best, and I always want you to have the best.  But at least I can keep track of you and you can call me if you need me.”

“Thank you.”  I take the nondescript black phone from his hand.

“Anything for you, Angel.  What else do you need right now before I go?”

“I need another shower.”

“Nope, I’m not going to allow that.  I want my cum dripping down the insides of your legs.  That’s all mine and fuck if the thought doesn’t make me hot as hell.  Knowing my scent is on you.  That no one else is ever going to touch you.  Not while I draw breath.”

He watches me as I pull on the dress he brought me.  As I slept, he snuck out and grabbed a few things since all I have in the world right now is my elf costume and my purse.  

“Watching you put that dress on, fuck, you’re a dream.  I think I should go back out and find something a little less flattering.  I trust Aaron, but I don’t know the security people here all that well, and the thought of anyone even having a less than platonic thought about you sends red into my vision.”

“You just have a thing for elves.  It’s your kink.  I’m sure there’s a name for it.”  I grin teasingly.

“Fuck.”  He shakes his head.  “You are so fucking beautiful.  I can barely breathe around you.”

“Stop.”  I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks.  “I’m just a simple Christmas elf.”  

“No, you’re not.  You’re my Christmas elf.”

With that, he kisses me and taps on his phone with one hand, calling for the security guard to meet me in the jewelry department.

I listen as he walks away, talking into his phone.  “I want you to open all the cases for her.  Whatever she wants.  And I do mean whatever she wants.  Just keep the tags, I’ll take care of it all.  Then take her to the formal gown area, turn on all the lights in the store, the music—make sure it’s Christmas music—everything...take care of her or I won’t be happy.  And if I’m not happy, you won’t be happy, capiche?”

Twenty minutes later, I’m wandering through the most lavish, luxurious areas of Knight & Knight, following the security guard as he steers us towards the glimmering jewelry cases.

“Take your time.  I’ll be over here.  Got my newspaper yet to read.  See what makes news on Christmas Day.”  He’s an older man and I feel comfortable in his company.  He shoots me a fatherly smile as he takes a seat on a stool behind the counter and leaves me to stare at the treats in front of me.  

I’m overwhelmed.  Diamonds, gold, platinum, emeralds...even tiaras with pearls and dangling jewels of every color, size, and shape.  It’s all so eye-catching.  An hour later, I’ve tried on everything and chosen nothing.  With a sigh, I come around and lean on the glass case, and the security guard sets his newspaper down in front of me.

I expect a playful pretense at exasperation, but instead I see something heavy in his eyes.  

“You made the paper, Elf Penny,”  he says and I look up.  “So did Mr. Knight.  You both made the paper. Christmas Day.  Naughty and nice.”

He slides the open newspaper my way.  I look down at the headline.

Knight & Knight set to close all Christmas Villages!  The sub headline continues... while Elf Penny Shows Malcolm Scrooge the true Meaning of Christmas.

My heart catches as I read.  Malcolm convinced the board of directors that the Christmas Villages are a waste of company profits.  Why?  Why would he do that?  It doesn’t make sense, not the Malcolm that I know.  He wouldn’t...would he?

According to the newspaper, he would and he has.  They are to be dismantled beginning January 2nd and replaced by additional ‘revenue generating’ retail space.

The article goes on to interview the last family that went through the Village at the flagship store.  Seems the reporter had a leak about the closing and caught the last family to go through on the street outside—the foster family I’d taken pity on.  They told the reporter what had happened, how I’d paid for their admission and how it was the greatest gift anyone could have given their foster children.

I’m glad I did it, but my heart still sinks.  I finish the article as it lays out Malcolm’s true feelings about Christmas.  It just doesn’t sound like the same person.  The article includes how he and his father always viewed the season as a boon to their bottom line only, and that the Christmas Villages were no longer profitable in a world of minimum wages and health and safety inspections.  It goes on to quote an anonymous source speaking of Malcolm’s reputation as a cold-hearted businessman, who’s left a trail of broken hearts in his path. Dating women then calling them into his office when he was finished with them.

Dismissing them like a bad employee.

The realization hits me like a steam train.  I’m just the latest in a long line.  He’ll shower me with gifts today, then discard me tomorrow.  Is that all I am to him?  Glancing over at the jewelry laid out before me, it seems so obvious.  I’m a PR move. Why didn’t I see it before?

What hurts the most is that those other women were probably happy with that.  I’m sure they took what they could get while it was on offer.  But that’s not me.  I don’t care about gold necklaces and designer dresses, I care about...

All I care about is what I already had.  The Christmas Village.  A man who loved me.

And now he’s taken those things away and replaced them with cold, hard cash.  As if they were for sale.

There’s more in the article, but I stop reading.  I can’t take anymore.  I push it away in disgust, certain now that I have absolutely no idea who he is.  How could I love someone who hates Christmas?  How could I have been so deceived?  This isn’t the man who’s captured my heart and taken my body.  And yet, the evidence is here, right in front of me.

Just as tears are threatening, Aaron comes up from behind me and I jump at the sound of his voice.  “How’s the shopping going?”

I’m afraid the glare in my eyes is a giveaway, but I’m too upset to care much.  “Malcolm told you to take care of me.  To give me whatever I want, didn’t he? To do what I say?”  My voice hardens.

“Yes,”  Aaron answers, his eyes narrowing.

“Well, here’s what I want.”
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“I DON’T KNOW WHAT TO tell you, man, she made a call, then handed me an address.”  Aaron’s voice comes through my phone as I slam my fist into the door of my apartment and burst out into the hall.

“Get here.  Now.  I’ll meet you outside and you can take me to that address.”

Penny isn’t answering the phone I gave her and she’s not replying to my texts.  When my frustration got the better of me, I dialed Aaron and he ran down what he knew.  I picked up the newspaper that’d been delivered that morning outside my penthouse door and my heart sank.

Fucking news leak has sent Penny running, and I can’t even say I blame her.  Now, all I can think about is finding her and making things right.  As right as they can be.

Can she ever understand that I’m not the same person they describe in that article?  Not anymore.  Not since I met her.  In the last couple of weeks everything in my world has changed, including my feelings about Christmas.

Especially my feelings about Christmas.

And reading the newspaper article, finding out about what she did.  How she took the last money from her own pocket just to give some kids a bit of joy at Christmas.  Kids who otherwise would not have been able to get inside the Christmas Village because of the exorbitant entrance fee we charge.  Fuck.  I’m a fucking asshole.  All I’ve cared about is profit and loss.  It’s all I’ve been interested in for so long, I had almost become numb to the real world.  What was it Willie had said?  You don’t care about anything.  She was right.  I didn’t care about anything.  Not about anything that mattered.

Ignoring the elevator, I race down the fire escape stairs, taking them two at a time.  I can’t afford to stand there waiting.  I need to be with Penny.  I need to be with her right now.  An instant later I’m outside, my former priorities in a heap around my feet as I stand in the snow, checking my phone anxiously while I wait for my limo to pick me up and take me to where ever she is.

[image: image]

AARON IS SPEEDING DOWN toward Brooklyn, heading for the address where he dropped Penny off.  I’m dressed in my tux, her Christmas gift in my pocket, and in my gut there’s a knot of tension I can’t shake.

Apparently, Penny left with nothing from the store, wearing her Elf costume and demanding to be taken to an address in Brooklyn. Aaron had tried to call me from the car, but I was on the phone making the final arrangements for her to come back with me to my place and have everything she needed to be at home.

“Faster,”  I snap.  “This is a fucking limo, not a hearse.”

Anxiety courses through my body.  My fists clench, hating myself for the man I’ve become and wanting so badly to be the man she needs.  Hoping beyond hope that she will see in me the heart she’s uncovered and understand how, for the first time in my life, I see the world differently now.  And it’s all because of her.

Penny.

Her name pounds in my head. As it has from that first day I saw her.  Sure, I fought it.  I didn’t even understand it that first night as I thought about nothing else.  But now it’s all I can think of.

She’s mine.

Mine.  

I can’t stop the drum beat of that word in my head.

And to think, my cold heart and profit-at-all-costs attitude could be the very thing that takes her from me.  The idea turns my blood cold, the poetic justice of it all not lost on me.  

Now, I wake each morning with her on my mind.  Every thought in my day is filled with her; the world of business, profit, winning at all costs – it seems a foreign language to me now.

To my heart.

A heart which, after lying dormant for most of my life, is now running the show.

The limo slows outside a small bungalow on a street crowded with rows of similar homes.  

“Wait here,”  I bark, already out the door.

I take the porch steps two at a time and pound my knuckles against the wooden door, making the evergreen wreath that’s pinned to it bounce and shake.

As I pause between breaths, waiting for the door to open, I hear it.

The sound of ‘Silent Night’ being played on a piano filters through the closed door and wraps around my heart.  Irrational need grips me.  My dick hardens.  The melodic song is like a primal call.  

It’s her.

She’s playing.

When the door opens and I see her there, I nearly bolt inside.  She’s sitting at a piano in the middle of a room full of people, all gathered around her to listen.

“Can I help you?”

I must be a shock, standing here, a stranger on this man’s porch.  It’s Christmas day and I’m wearing a tuxedo.

“Yes.  Penny is...”  I pause, unsure how to explain to him what she is to me.  “I’m here for Penny.  I’m sorry to interrupt, you see, we had plans today but coming here was important to her, so I’m late.”

“Oh, well, come in!”  His polite invitation startles me.  I could be anyone, and yet, he’s inviting me into his home without any further questions.  “A friend of Penny’s is a friend of ours.”

Inside the small home, it’s warm.  It’s filled with the scents of comfort foods.

There must be thirty people in the living room, ranging from an infant sleeping in a woman’s arms to an older man, grey hair and beard, his cane resting against his leg as a young girl sits on his lap listening to the beautiful Christmas carols drift through the room from the old piano where Penny sits. 

Her fingers move effortlessly over the yellowed keys.  I can hear the piano’s tune is not completely accurate, but it doesn’t matter.  Penny makes the music come alive, and from the wide eyes of the children and the smiles on the other faces, everyone else hears what I do.

Magic.

I take a breath and step along the wall to where I can squeeze in and listen. And watch.

She’s performing.

In front of an audience.

And it’s perfection.

She’s perfection.

I’m never letting her go; I know that now with every ounce of my being.  My heart aches at the thought that my own stupidity almost caused me to lose her, but nothing again will ever come between us.

As she ends the song, her head bows forward slightly.  I long to see those shocking blue-white eyes turn my way, but there’s a sorrow in her and I cannot help myself as I’m drawn forward.

I work my way through the children sitting on the floor to stand behind Penny.  Her scent catches me, and the room seems to sway as I set my hands on her shoulders and bend down next to her ear.

“Merry Christmas, my love.”

She doesn’t startle.  Her head comes up and she looks forward.  Her hands fall from the keys to her lap and her spine straightens slightly.

“What are you doing here?”  Her words are tight and each one cuts into me.  Knowing I’ve hurt her is the worst kind of torture.

“There’s nowhere else I can be.  You are here, so I am here.  Penny, I’m so sorry.  I lied, I can explain that.  But what is worse is I didn’t understand the meaning of Christmas.  Not for years.  Until now.  Until you.”

“But you hate Christmas.  I read the article.  I know you are closing all the Christmas Villages in all the stores.  All Christmas is for you is a chance to turn a profit.  A chance to make money.”

“That’s the thing though, it isn’t.  Not anymore.  Come with me.  I need to explain.”

I turn her on the bench, reach down to grab her hands and pull her into me.  The room hums with muffled conversation.  The image of me in my tuxedo and Penny in her elf costume must be a sight, but I don’t care.  She’s become my everything in such a short time, I would make a fool of myself in front of the entire world if it meant seeing her smile.  Making things right.

“Excuse us, please.  I’m sorry, but I need a word with Penny.  Then, I’m sure she will be back to delight you with more of her exquisite playing.”

With that, I guide her through the cast of interested eyes and into a small office just down the hallway off the living room and close the door behind us.

Penny turns and the doubt I see in her eyes feels like a fist to my stomach, knowing I’m the reason for the sadness she’s feeling.

I raise my hand when her lips open to speak, cutting her off.

“Let me go first.  Please.”  I lower a finger to her lips before I continue.  “Everything you read in that newspaper article is correct.”

I watch as her shoulders drop and her eyes well.  She reaches up to pull my hand from her mouth.

“I thought I knew you.  I thought...” She pauses, looking up then back to my face, her eyes growing harder.  “I can’t be with someone that doesn’t believe in Christmas. In joy. In the magic of it all.  I’m sorry.  I thought I loved you—”

The words die on her lips as a tear from each eye spills over and stalls on the pink roundness of each little elf cheek.

My heart breaks at the knowledge that I’ve made her cry, and yet all I can focus on is the last three words she’d spoken.

“I do love you, Penny.  There’s nothing I need to think about.  And before you say anything else, I’ve already made an emergency executive board decision to reinstate the Christmas Villages.  Even if I have to fund them myself, I will make sure that they will not close.  And—”  I wrap my arms around her shoulders to her back, pulling her into me, her tits soft and full against my chest.  “From now on, there will be no charge for anyone to visit the Village.  The full tour, everything. Free.  To everyone.”

Her eyes go wide, the remnants of tears sparkling as I lean down and kiss away the ones that have already fallen on her cheeks, then lower my hand to her ass and squeeze hard.  Feeling her in my grip again sends my dick higher and cum threatens to ruin my trousers but I don’t care.  If we were anywhere else, I’d be on my knees, her skirt covering my head as I bow down and worship the cunt that owns me.

“Wow,”  she speaks on a hitching breath as my fingers dig deeper into her soft flesh.  “So, every store, every city?  All free and none will close?”

“Yes. Yes, and yes.  It’s all because of you, Penny Evergreen.  You’ve taught me something I’ve never known before I found you.  It’s love, Penny.  That’s what Christmas is about.  And I didn’t understand the perfection of that until you.  You’ve given me the greatest gift of them all.  My heart.”

“This has all happened so fast.”

“If Santa can go all over the world delivering presents in one night, who’s to say two people can’t fall in love as fast as we did?  Fuck, I think I knew I loved you from the first moment I saw you.  Standing there in your elf costume, smiling and jingling as you strutted this amazing ass around Santa’s wonderland.  I felt like the dirtiest old man in the world. But it didn’t stop me from coming back the next day.  It didn’t stop me from taking what’s mine.  And you are mine, Penny.  You understand that, don’t you?  You are mine. Forever.”

My free hand comes up and I pinch under her chin as my grip on her ass holds her steady against me.  Our eyes catch and hers light up with a thousand, Christmas lights.

“I understand.”

“Good.  Now, let’s go back out there and give your new friends the joy of Christmas.  A gift they will never forget.  Your music.”

“Then, we’ll go to your party?”  Her eyes darken.  “Oh no...I didn’t take anything from the store.  I don’t have anything else to wear.”

I lean down and kiss her, long and deep, my tongue taking its time to enjoy her taste before pulling back, both of us breathless.

“No party.”  I shake my head.  “I’m taking you home.  To my penthouse.  I’ve already had everything you would need delivered there.  I want you, Penny.  And not just for tonight.  Forever.  I love you.”

“I love you too.  I didn’t even know what I wanted for Christmas, and I got it anyway.  I got you.”

“Without a doubt, my little elf.  You have me.  From this day forward, until death do us part.”

The words hit me and for the first time in my life, I want to hear them said aloud in front of a room of our friends and family. 

“What do you mean?”

“I didn’t realize it until now, but that’s what I want for Christmas, Penny.  You, standing there, saying those words to me.  Marry me, Penny Evergreen.  Give me everything I’ve ever wanted for Christmas.  Say you’ll marry me, please.”

Those tears spring to her eyes again and I raise both hands to cup her cheeks, worried that I’ve gone too far, too fast.  Then I see her expression change and a look of pure joy comes over her.

“I’ll marry you.  One on condition.”  Her cheeks pink and her hands come up to rest flat on my chest.

“Anything.  I’ll give you anything.”

“Keep the Christmas Villages open all year.  Because Christmas isn’t about a single day.  It’s about every day.  Remembering what matters.  Every day, not just once a year.”

My heart swells three times its size as the grin spreads over my lips.  “My perfect little Christmas elf.  Your wish is my command.”
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“YOU’RE GOING TO WAKE the kids.  They’ll come knocking thinking Santa is in here killing their mother.”  Malcolm’s behind me as I scream an orgasm into our pillows.  

We spent the last three hours wrapping presents, then when we finally made it to the bedroom, neither of us could wait to get to our Christmas Eve tradition.

Over the years, we’ve never not made love on Christmas Eve.  No matter how tired the five kids made us, no matter what time of the night we finally got to bed after marathon gift wrapping sessions.

It’s how we started. It’s our true anniversary, and our desire for each other has no waned in the ten years we’ve been together.

“Good girl.  I love the way your ass grabs my cock when you cum.”

The waves of bliss slow as he begins to slip in and out of me again.  Taking me this way, deep in my behind surprisingly is one of my favorite ways for him to fuck me.

It took a couple of months of preparation way back, but when he finally sunk into but when he finally sunk into me, I found my new favorite position. I’ve been addicted to this naughty pleasure ever since. I’ve been addicted to this naughty pleasure ever since.

His hips churn as I turn my head to the side, stifled moans now replacing the loud scream of pleasure from my climax.  My pussy drips down the insides of my thighs.  Malcolm is insatiable for my taste and rarely does a day go by that his mouth is not on me.  When we got to the bedroom the first thing he did, as every Christmas Eve, he sat me down on the massive carved throne looking chair in our bedroom and replayed the night in the village where he ate me out for the first time.

“Angel...fuck, you get better every year.  I love you.  You know that don’t you?”

His fingers dig into my hips, and his words are deep and throaty.

“Uh huh.”  Is all I can manage as he slips a hand down around my hip and begins to strum my clit with two fingers pushing me almost immediately toward the edge of another release.

“That’s my girl.  Give it to me.  Give me what I want.”  He rubs harder, in circles while a churning deep inside me grows.

His balls slap against my pussy as his cock stretches me and fingers play.

I’m gone.  I grab the pillow with both hands, bury my face into it to muffle my sounds.  Malcolm’s roar fills the room as he empties himself into me.

When we come down, we collapsed into each other’s arms, breathless but curled together as we usually are every night when we go to sleep.

“Ten years my angel.  I wouldn’t trade a day.”  He kisses the shell of my ear and shivers wrap up and down my damp flesh.

Malcolm reaches down and whips the covers up and over us.

“Me either. I love you.  More every year.”

As our breathing settles and a slight snore comes from my husband, my thoughts drift to everything that’s happened since that first night we spent in the Knight & Knight village.

Unfortunately, mom and dad divorced. But, it was for the best.  Dad now lives in a small cottage in the back of our property with a new lady friend that he met while doing some rehab for a new hip he got about five years back.  Mom still lives in the house where I grew up. Alone.  We keep in polite contact, but some relationships you have to realize are limited.  Or the people in them are limited. 

She’s never gotten over the fact that I didn’t pursue my musical career.  I came to realize, although after Christmas Day ten years ago when I played in front of the group at the foster family’s house, I could play in front of a crowd.  But I had no real desire to make my art my career.

I still play, don’t get me wrong.  I play for free, for benefit concerts and for fun. And every day I play here at home.  Two of the kids seem to have taken a shine to music, but it will always be their choice how far they want to go with their talents and dreams.

We have five children.  Theo is nine.  Margaret is seven.  The twins Eli and Evan are five, and our youngest, Melody is three.

Raising our family has become my world. I never dreamed of becoming a mother before Malcolm, but once we were together and that first pregnancy test turned pink, it was like a light bulb went on and I found my real purpose in life.

Being Malcolm’s wife and the mother of  our children is my gift every day.

Malcolm still runs the business, although he spends less and less time there every year.  He’s on track  to retire in a few years, and he’s been able to shift most of his work to here at the house.

Randall is here as well as his sister, sleeping in the guest rooms as they’ve done every Christmas for the last nine years.  Willomena has a new husband, Terry, and he’s wonderful.  So nice to see them form a new family.

Although we’ve moved from the city, we still have Malcolm’s penthouse there and use it about once a month or so.  This place we bought just after our wedding which was exactly three months after we met.

We have fifty acres here, it’s an hour drive into the city but Aaron is still as loyal to Malcolm as ever, and actually, we bought him a small house close by to keep him in service and thank him for all the years he’s been with Malcolm.

The grandfather clock on the mail floor chimes softly three times. The sound drifting up the stairs and through the bedroom door.  I smile, remembering the first night when we heard that same hour on the Grandfather clock in the village.

What a way to start out but to us, it’s been perfect.

We’ve had our ups and downs, but through it all, Malcolm has remained my rock.  Even when I’m half-crazy from raising five kids, he’s there.  Listening to my ranting and my threats and when I’m done, he kisses me, and we figure out a way through whatever has me up ended.

He’s also been known to give me a good swat on the ass from time to time which I’ve come to enjoy and sometimes even need.  

We’ve also worked closely with the family where I played in their living room ten years ago.  The Murphy’s have become some of our closest friends, and Malcolm and I set up a trust fund to make sure they had all the resources they needed to keep their family on the right track.

As my eyes close, ten years of beautiful memories dance in my head. Malcolm pulls me closer to him even in his sleep, and the warmth of our bodies remind me of the warmth of our family. Of our love.  Of the meaning and joy of Christmas.

Tomorrow morning, as is tradition, I will be up in just a few hours with the kids.  Wearing my original Knight & Knight elf costume and handing out presents in our living room. Fire roaring, the mess of wrapping paper everywhere, laughter and screeches from the children filling the room.

Malcolm sighs into my ear, and I turn my head around to kiss his shoulder.

“Love you, angel.”  He mummers half asleep.

“I love you too.  Merry Christmas.”
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The last fifteen minutes of the hour-long drive to her flower shop my dick is diamond hard.  Visions of her laying under me as I drive her into the bed taunt me as I try to steer.  

Her skin is the perfect shade of pink.  I imagine her blonde tresses that usually hang down in waves to brush the swell of her amazing tits, turned into a wild, fresh-fucked mess in my mind. And all because of me.

But unfortunately that’s all in my head.  More than likely, it will always be in my head. Because there’s a damn good chance that my perfect woman will never speak to me and there’s no way in this life I will ever look at anyone else.  It’s been a good six years since I touched a woman and until I can touch my Rose, it’s just me and my shower gel until they put me in the ground.

Thinking of her makes the last few miles of winding mountain road even more treacherous. It divides my concentration so that these fucking hairpin turns become a deathtrap. They’re already a bitch to maneuver with the slush left on the road and the less than tight steering on my delivery truck.  

“Steady there, boss.”  Norman, my part-time help at the greenhouses and full-time pain-in-the-ass, taunts me from the passenger seat.  

The fact that I can’t fight my hard on, even with a dude sitting next to me, tells you just how gone I am over this girl.  A girl that’s barely spoken ten words to me in the last three months.  

“Shut up.”  Ninety percent of the time when responding to anything Norman says those are my two go-to words.  

I’m fluent in the English language, but my need for it is minimal.  The few people that attempt to converse with me usually take me for stupid or possibly lacking a tongue.  I don’t care much what they think.

“You got the whole lumberjack-no-one-understands-me thing going boss, but I know better.  You’re up there chopping wood for that furnace and doting on those roses like each one sprang directly from your own loins.  You’re not so tough.  Maybe, you know...if you soften up a little, maybe she’ll toss a few words your way in return.  Stop being so scary with your Grizzly Adams beard and fuck-y’all attitude.  If I was that sweet gal I’d—“

“Shut the fuck up.”  My heart's already pounding.  Just knowing I am heading to her shop today had me in knots all night. 

He’s right though.  On the outside I’m all crunch.  On the inside, at least when it comes to Rose, I’m the creamy center. 

“Fine.  I’ll shut up.”  He eyes me with playful disdain tapping his fingers on his knees.  “But you’ll miss me when I’m gone.  Who else gonna put up with your grunts and finger pointing?  I need a raise.”  He cracks himself up and looks out the window.  The thick pine trees that line the narrow road are fading as the sun gives up the last rays for this evening.

He doesn’t shut up though.  He never does. 

But I have the ability to tune him out.  Tune anyone out really.  Except for her.  The few words she’s graced my ears with play over and over in my head day and night.  You’d have thought she offered to drop to her knees and suck my damn cock the way they make me hard in an instant.  

No, her words were simple, but they meant more to me than she could know.  

“Hi.  I’m Rose.”  That was the first thing she ever said to me and behind those three simple words I’ve lived an entire lifetime with her.

“Bye.  Thanks for the lift. I’ll get myself back to the greenhouse in a few hours.  Good luck, lumber-grouch.  I still think you’ve lost your damn mind with this crazy plan.”  Norman shuts the door on the truck.

I grunt in reply, watching as he walks up the steps to his mom’s place before I pull down away heading down Cypress Street to where Rose’s shop sits on the corner of Cypress and Main.  

Duncansville, Washington, population 4390. Not exactly the Mecca of anything much, but it’s home to the girl that I’m in love with, and it’s home to where my rare roses grow a few miles up into the mountains.  

I called yesterday to let her know I’m coming.  Had to leave a message because I know her caller ID shows my number and she never answers.  Her assistant will answer, of course, which chaps my ass as much as Rose not answering. But oh well.  She can toss her silicone in my face all she wants, nothing will sway me from my single-minded focus.  Which is Rose.  She’ll be working today though, she always is.  She lives and breathes that shop.

And, it’s Valentine’s Day.  Every florist in the world is working today.

I know what’s going to happen.  I walk in the shop. She’ll take one look at me, turn and swish that sweet ass into the back room.

Thirty seconds later her employee, Kandi, will come flouncing out, twirling her hair, wearing a smile that sets my teeth on edge.

But I live in the vain hope that maybe, just maybe, today will be different.  That maybe today is the day I’ll finally get Rose to see me.  

Really see me, the same way I see her.

Because I have plans for her.

I park and hop out the driver’s door.  My worn black boots splash a little slush around in a spatter.  My gray and black checked flannel matches the darkened sky.  It’s February, and even during the day that means the sun has forsaken us.  Now, as evening drops a desaturated landscape of Duncansville’s short Main Street sprawls in front of me.

I squeeze a hand down the course hair that covers my face as I work my way to the back of the truck.  Inside the back storage area there are six roses in a crystal vase.  Not just the cheap glass ones 1-800-FLOWERS throws out there with every delivery.  Nope.  My roses deserve the finest Baccarat crystal and so does Rose.  

This is my gig with Rose and her shop.  I drop off samples of my roses to her every thirteen days.  Exactly thirteen.  Don’t ask me why, except in my crazy head fourteen days was too long and anything less felt like I was stalking her.  Which I am, she just doesn’t know it.

Except there’s one thing that gives me fucking nightmares.  That damn ring on her finger.  

Not just any finger. The finger.  Ring finger.

Left hand.

Yeah I know what you’re thinking. Let this one go. She’s taken. 

Fuck.

It’s been haunting me since the moment I laid eyes on her.  I’m not proud, but I’m not ashamed either.  I followed her home that first night after I walked into her shop with a few sample blooms.  I watched her go inside her little bungalow on Market Street.  I sat there all fucking night, watching for signs of a husband. 

I had to know.

That was the first night.  I did that for the next four fucking nights.  Nothing.  No sign of anyone else coming or going.  It’s been a struggle but I only allow myself two nights a week to follow her home now.  Again, two nights a week seemed okay.  Any more was excessive.

And, okay, I get the creepy factor here is high but I don’t give a shit, I went through her damn mail too.  More than once.

Less than twenty times.

Again, I counted. I stopped at nineteen times because, well, just because.

Nothing addressed to anyone else besides Rose Everhart.  So since I’m no tech wiz, I enlisted Norman. Fucking hell he gave me grief, but he also did a full public records search on my girl.  No record of a marriage license anywhere. 

So I’m thinking she’s not married, right? But then, why the damn ring? It bothers the fuck out of me.

Oh well, I’ll find out what’s up with that at a later date, but today something’s going to change.  It has to.  I can’t live like this.

I stomp over the wet sidewalk as I make my way to the door of Ever In Bloom, her flower shop.  

Her shop lights cast white light out onto the street.  The weather is strange around here.  I mean, it’s February. Gloomy is part of living in this part of the country, but the temps are nearly always mild.  It’s perfect for my plants to thrive.  See, my roses take five times as long to grow and mature as the standard commercial Franken-GMO roses you find at every corner gas station and grocery store.

Mine are heirloom hybrids.  Originated from antique seeds.  Unique.  Then, over the years, I’ve spliced varieties together to create what are the best, longest lasting, largest, most colorful and fragrant roses in the world.  And that’s not pride speaking.  I’m not lying on any of that, no bravado, just facts. 

Roses are my life. 

Until Rose.

The irony is annoying.

It started as a hobby.  My mom was a rose gardener and my dad was a botanist.  He showed me how to create hybrids when I was maybe six or seven years old.  It took root and I’ve been obsessed with growing roses ever since.

My free hand grips the aluminum door handle to Ever In Bloom and I say a little prayer because it can’t hurt my chances, right?

My heart is racing like I’m running for my life, and in a way I guess I am.  How can an ugly fuck like me think he’s got any chance with a beauty like her? 

Okay, maybe I’m not ugly, but I also realize I’m a little scary.  I don’t walk, I stomp.  I don’t talk, I grunt. 

I’m bearded.  

Grouchy as hell.  

Never been a player.  

I wouldn’t know slick if it slept next to me. 

I’m all flannel and muddy boots.  But I know what I want and I suppose I’m just too dumb to know any better because here I am once again, throwing myself on the altar of humiliation just for a glance at my girl.

Yep.  My girl.  

I’m so fucked.

Deep breath, I tell myself, but my cock is already soaking my thick-duck-cloth khaki work pants.  I’m commando just cuz that’s just my way, but when I get around Rose I should be wearing a few extra layers to help hide my size XXXL hard on.

I always feel like a bull in a china shop when I stop here.  My hand grips the bottom of the crystal vase holding the six Ever After roses and the muscles in my shoulders twitch.  

Rose is so soft, so delicate, and I’m so not.  Every part of me is oversized and I know it makes me even less approachable than my general bear-like demeanor.

The cluster of little door bells make this sort of fairy-dust tinkling sound when I walk inside.  My eyes are already locked on her and everything else in the world fades away.  She’s fresh faced as usual and more stunning make up free than any cover model.

She’s sporting her lime green apron with an ivory sweater and skirt under. That little dot of a mole above her lip calls to me.  I wonder what it tastes like.  I wonder what all of her tastes like.

Bombs could be lighting up the street outside and I wouldn’t know because she’s here, and I don’t just see her, I catch her scent.  

In amongst all the thousands of flowers that fill the air that compete for my olfactory attention, it’s only her I can process.  

She’s like winter and honey.  That clean smell when it gets cold in the mountains and you know the first snow of the year is imminent.  But it’s tipped with this thick sweetness. Something that took time to develop.  Not like processed sugar or cotton candy.  No, it’s like raw honey.  Natural and purposeful.

I live in this second because I know it’s going to end.  She’s fussing with an arrangement of common red long stems and in a way I hate that she has to touch such regular flowers.  She’s rarer than the roses I grow, and in my mind they are the only flowers her delicate fingers should touch.

She huffs at the arrangement and turns to see me approaching.

It’s her eyes that turn my heart beat to a hummingbird pace.  They are deep set and mysterious, a rich, heavy blue like the indigo on my mother’s blue willow china, and cracked with black speckles like opals dusting her irises.  

I’ve memorized every stunning detail of her face in the two or three times she’s allowed me to be close enough, taken hours by myself, eyes closed as I committed every freckle and texture to memory.

In my head I’m telling her all the things I wish I could say.  But I have to hold steady as I approach the little counter, my heart breaking as I see her hands freeze and begin to tremble.

Please, don’t walk away this time.  

“Rose.”  I love just saying her name.  It feels so right on my lips.  I nod and do my best to soften myself but around her my entire body hardens.

Her soft, pink lips tighten and her teeth set into her lower lip.  I know she won’t reply, but just having her eyes on me is enough to ignite a lust that streams through me like molten lava.

“I brought you these.  They’re my latest. I call them ‘Ever Afters’.  No one has them yet. I have a waiting list of buyers at three hundred bucks retail a bud, but as always there’s no charge for you.  Just samples.  You can charge what you want, but I wanted you to have them here first.”

Her cheeks brighten as I set the vase on the counter.  The six roses have buds the size of my fist.  The petals are a shade of lavender that doesn’t even look real, with swirls of white through them like marble.  They will bloom and last for three weeks or more.  

She’s told me in the past that she can’t afford to carry my flowers. And she’s probably right.  Her little place is artistic and well run, but the market in our little town isn’t ripe for selling a three hundred dollar single rose.  So I keep dropping off the samples to her for free and she can charge what she likes.  

She tips her head to the side.  A stream of cream colored waves nearly cover her face and I see she’s preparing to turn and head into the back room like she always does.  

I have to stop her.  I have to change this.  I have to have her.  

Just as my next words are forming on my lips, Kandi, her part-time help, bounces out of the back room with that tooth-rotting smile and tugs her T-shirt down to expose more of her cleavage.  With an eye roll toward Rose, she gets to the counter in three steps and her fingers reach to touch the Ever Afters.

“Wow!  These are beautiful!  You name them after me this time?”  Kandi chomps on a piece of gum and my brow tightens into a knot.

I grab the vase and lift it from the counter before she can touch it.  No fucking way are her fingers touching these roses before Rose’s.  She’ll tarnish them and I can’t have that.

“Rose.”  My balls are heavy and my cock stretches my skin tight as it thickens.  

I’m not waiting.  No more opportunities will pass.  I have to do something and do it now.  My fingertips tingle and heat covers me from head to toe.

Before I think it through, I’m speaking again.  “I have some paperwork I need to go over with you if you have a second.  I have exclusive sellers now and you are one of them, but my fucking...”  Fuck, did I just swear?  Shit. I squint one eye as Rose tosses a questioning look my way.  I’ve never cursed in front of her before, but my blood is boiling and things have to change.  Too late to go back, the only way is straight through.  “...my fucking lawyers say I need to have exclusivity agreements with all my sellers.”

I shrug. Not my fault. Lawyers, huh? What are you going to do?

Kandi chomps her gum, looking from me to Rose.  I’m a desperate man.  I just made that shit up on the fly about the damn paperwork.  Part of it is true, my lawyers did say I need exclusivity agreements.  But still, I don’t give a shit about that right now and that will never apply to her.  I’m going to get her alone and get some answers. And hopefully get my lips on hers.  




C H A P T E R  T W O
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I hate these days.  And love them more than I love my stupid, ugly cat, Alfredo.  

His full name is Creamy Alfredo Sauce because he’s the color of the perfect, delicious sauce.  My favorite food in the entire world.  When I make it that is.  See I can’t eat food if I don’t see it being prepared but that’s neither here nor there right now.

Can you love and hate something with equal measure?

Yes.  Yes, you can.

Last night I lay there in bed, on the verge of tears, knowing today he would walk into my shop.  He’s nothing if not a creature of habit.  Every thirteen days.

I barely ate my breakfast.  Organic sprouted grain flakes and hemp milk.  I know, right?  Who would want to eat that?  But it’s what I eat, every morning at 5:45 am.  I’m a creature of habit as well, apparently.  

Others would call it something else but my issues are just that.  Mine.  And they always will be. 

So here we are now staring each other down across the counter at my floral shop. My usual reaction is to lose my stomach or run into the back room.

Tanner Valentine the hunky lumber-rose-grower that’s been the source of too many of my fantasies the last few months.  Kandi is leaning over the counter, showing off her goods, and I’m standing here like a mute with acute social phobia as usual, because his presence turns off my already limited vocal abilities.

And just look at him.

Tanner Valentine.

Oh my God. Just him.

He’s standing there like a human sex toy, making my panties soaking wet while little moaning sounds catch in my throat.

“Rose.”  He says and I swallow the drool gathering under my tongue.

Today his demeanor is different.  He’s different.  

Yes, the flannel is there.  As well as the beard that nearly makes me orgasm just from the sight.  The eyes the color of gunmetal and sapphires. All there.  

But he’s different.  The usual intensity is ramped up to eleven.  He’s staring at me relentlessly, holding that vase of roses after he pulled them away from Kandi, sidestepping around the counter to come behind and closer to me.

“I’ll take you to dinner.  I need to go over this paperwork and you need to eat.  It’s Valentine’s Day and I know you’ve probably been working non-stop for days.”

“Not really.” I respond, maybe a little too quickly.  “It’s a small town,” I offer, shifting my weight to the other foot and biting my bottom lip to stop it quivering.  “All the orders are done.  I’m fine.”

It’s the most I’ve ever said to him.  Kandi spins on a heel and clears her throat.  Unconsciously I’m shaking my head, turning down the offer before I’ve even thought about it, and Kandi pounces at the opportunity.

“I’ll go to dinner.”  She juts out a hip and tosses her blue-black hair over her shoulder.  “Rose doesn’t eat out.  But I do.  She has food issues.”  She adds the last little bit on a snarky whisper and I want to disappear.

She’s right.  I don’t eat out.  It’s so bad, it’s to the point I’ve been thrown into full blown panic attack and passed out at restaurants trying to force myself to consume the food there.  

But I hate her for telling him that.  For spoiling this.  Even though I’m turning him down I hate that she’s right here to squash the moment.  

He gives her a glance that chills the room, then his eyes are back on me.

“You want the roses, though, don’t you?”  His voice chases away the chill and sends heat racing between my legs.

I nod.  There’s no thinking going on, I’m running on adrenaline and instinct.

“Good.  I’ve got the paperwork in my truck.”  He hands me the vase and I’m shocked when my hands reach out to take it from him.  I swallow hard as he spins on his boot heel and heads toward the shop door.  “I’ll be right back.”  Before he’s out the door he turns and gives me a look that has my ovaries surrendering.  “You do have an office, don’t you?”

He glances toward the doorway to the back of the shop.  My voice is still locked up somewhere so all I can do is nod.

“Good.  We can talk in your office then.  Back there, right?”

He tips his head to the doorway and without my response he’s out the front door of the shop leaving me standing there holding nearly two thousand dollars’ worth of the most expensive, rare, and beautiful, roses in the world.  

“Well.  That was rude.”  Kandi crosses her arms over her medically enhanced breasts.  “Did you see how he completely ignored me?  I mean, I said I’d go to dinner with him.  Can you believe he—”

“Shut up.”  I’m as shocked as she is that I just said that, but damn it.  She’s not ruining this for me.  “You can go home.”

“What?”  She screws up her face and rolls her eyes again.

“I said you can go.  You’re off in an hour anyway. Just leave.”

“Maybe I don’t wanna—”

“Go!”  I’ve never been this rude to anyone in my life.  But I feel a shift in the universe.  Something's about to happen and for once in my life I’d like to actually show up for whatever it may be.

“Fine.”  Kandi huffs.  “I’m leaving.”

With that she’s in the backroom and I hear her mumbling as she grabs her purse and then the squeak and slam of the rear door.  

When Tanner gets back I’m still frozen, holding the vase and wondering if he’s allergic to cats.

“You can set those down.”  He smiles and retrieves the vase from my hands.  It’s probably best, because I’m not entirely sure I wasn’t about to drop it and watch it shatter at my feet.

He’s even more amazing up close.  God, I can smell him.  Like a walk in the woods with a hint of man musk.

“Office?”

Like a fool, I point toward the back room, my feet still solidly pinned to the floor.

“You coming with me?”  I watch his lips move under the deep brown facial hair. They are fighting a smile but even though I know it’s at my expense it’s sweet.  He’s sweet.  And the tension between us is about to buckle my knees.

With a hard swallow I manage to send the necessary impulses from my brain to my musculoskeletal system and my legs move.  I brush him as I step past, sending my nipples clenching, and things are going on between my legs that I’m sure only happen in the most tawdry of affairs.

“Follow me.”  I manage to mutter and I swear when I do, I hear him groan.
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“AND THEN, AS IF THE wind told me what to do, I opened myself to him, willing him to center his soul into mine.  Driving his manhood forward, he took me in one swift, hard motion.  His hands gripping my hair and driving his tongue between my lips, halting my scream—”

“Shut the fuck up!”  I shout into the cab of the truck at my friend’s voice coming through the car radio.  I’ve got my phone hooked up to the audio system, but right now I’m wishing I didn’t learn how to do that shit.  “What the fuck are you talking about?”  

“I’m reading to you.”  His deep laugh does nothing to settle me.  “This fucking book was on my mom’s kitchen counter when I got home!  I don’t know whether to throw up or be turned on.  It’s filthy. And this is the page she had dog-eared.  You want to hear more? This shit’s wild—”

“Put it away.  Jesus.  Don’t read another fucking word to me.  When are you leaving there?”  I snap.  My usual grumpy nature dialed up another notch.

Donald, ‘The Tank’, Richardson and I have been friends since the moment I tossed his roughneck ass onto his first rig job.  I don’t know what it was about him, but I’ve loved the little shit from the very first day, when he sang fucking old Kenny Rogers and Hank Williams at the top of his lungs while he did all the bullshit tasks I assigned.

“I’ll leave after I get laid.” He laughs. “Christ, we were on the last job twenty-six days straight.  My dick’s gonna fall off.”

I roll my eyes and grip the steering wheel tighter, looking over my right shoulder before I change lanes.  Driving my pick up and hauling my forty-foot home on wheels behind takes some defensive fucking driving skills.  But after nearly twenty-years of moving around I’ve yet to get in an accident.

“Don’t tell me that shit.  How many fucking times have I told you I don’t give a  about your dick, your sex life, or now, your fucking mom’s dirty books.  There is something wrong with you.”  A twinge of jealousy that he has a family to go back to ticks at me.  

My dad vacated my life before I was out of diapers. My mom lived a hard life, and died in a car accident coming home from her night job as a waitress the day before I graduated from high school.  After that, I don’t know, I just drifted.  The place where I grew up, my family’s land, isn’t even far away from here, but I guess my nature is to be on the road.  After my mom died, the only real relation I had was my Aunt Becky.  Mom’s younger sister and I are close in our own way. We are the only other family we each have.  I check in on her at least once a month, she’s had MS for years and I know her health issues are becoming more of an issue.  

“Aww, you’d be in a better fucking mood if you gave it a try now and then.  Jesus, man, I don’t get you.  I mean, don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re a good lookin’ fella.  If I had a vagina instead of this huge rhinoceros cock between my legs, I’d make schoolgirl eyes at you and tempt you into my sweet—”

“Shut the fuck up!  You ever, ever talk to me about your cock again, I’ll bury you so deep they’ll find you when they set the next rig.”

The truck hums under me.  It’s a twelve-hour drive to the new drill site; just one nameless city in Texas to the next.  Same deal every time.

“Deal.”  Tank’s voice comes through the car radio.  “Okay, I’ve got a date tonight, then I’m heading that way.  If you weren’t such an ugly son-of-a-bitch you’d have one too.  I don’t get why you don’t even take the day off in between jobs, man.  You don’t know what the term ‘leisure time’ means.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow.  Oh,” the thought just jumps into my head before I hang up, “remember to stop by that farm by your mom’s house and get my order.  I called her yesterday.”  We’re setting up on a new drill site, remote north Texas, and I’ve got to stock up on food before we settle in.  Sometimes it can be a week or more before you get a break to run into town. And where we’re headed, from my research, it’s an hour plus drive to anything coming close to being called a town.  “Don’t forget, Tank, I know what you’re like.”

Tank coughs then goes on. “Yeah, yeah. You and your organic obsession.  Probably going to figure out one of these days that organic food causes cancer, you know.”

“Good bye.”

I click off, twisting my neck and listen to the three cracks.  The cramps in my shoulders remind me that I’m not fucking twenty anymore.  Lifting the drill pipes and hauling two-hundred-pound rig fittings around is beginning to wear on my body.  But I love the physical work, the sweat, being filthy at the end of the day.  I love it all.

Fuck, I need coffee. My other obsession. I like to find independent coffee shops rather than the big chains. I’m not one to be snapping selfies, but I started a few years back just taking my picture at each unique coffee shop where I stop.  I guess it’s become one of the few traditions in my life.  Downtown Lubbock has a place I’ve never been, The Proving Grounds it’s called, so I’m headed there.

My exit is two miles up.  After my coffee stop it’s north past Amarillo until I nearly hit the Oklahoma border.  

The nomad life suits me well.  Never found a reason to settle down anywhere.  I’ve seen almost all the country and I don’t waste time sitting in front of a television screen or fucking around on Facebook or Twitter or whatever the fuck those things are.

Hauling my home behind me also leaves me with nearly zero expenses compared to most others my age.  I pocket almost all my pay, and it’s fucking good pay.  I barely spend a dime of it. Nothing interests me.  I like good food, there’s that.  But outside of eating well and buying a new truck with cash every couple years, I’ve not found much I care to consume.

I know guys on the rig that go on and on about spending most of their pay on their wives or girlfriends, and I kind of understand the thought process behind that. Then there’s others whose pay check is almost gone on a single night of companionship, and that I’ll never understand.

They go on about house payments and god knows what else.  Truth is, my fucking luck at dating has been a horror show.  I gave up about six years ago after my last date with a woman, Lucy Felder, friend of one of the rig workers at the time.  He set me up while the rig was broken and we were all sitting around for three days waiting for parts to come in and get things up and running again.  

He said she was a nice girl. Showed me a picture.  Decent looking.  A little too much make-up for my taste but I figured what the hell.  Give this dating thing another try.  I’ve got no delusions about who I am, how I look.  I guess rugged has been used but I’m not pretty boy.  My nose is crooked from a few too many fights, both with fists and the rig.  My left eye has a scar running from my brow down under my cheek that I got when a pipe burst open my first winter as a rough neck. Sliced my face open like a peach.  There’s nothing smooth about me.

I’m part Neanderthal and part road warrior, and looking in the mirror has never suited me, so I don’t put any time into worrying about what’s looking back.

So, when I got set up on that last date, my expectations were ground level if not lower.  I figured if I got some decent conversation I’d call it a win.  

I pulled into the restaurant where we were supposed to meet.  Inside, I grabbed us a table and waited.  Fucking hell, it was an hour later she finally pranced through the door wearing what I swear must have been the outfit she left her job at the strip club in.  Acrylic high heels and all.

Inch long fingernails filed into dagger points with what must have been a day of drinking already on her breath.  

Shit... what was I supposed to do? I’m a fucking gentleman until it’s time not to be, so I pulled out her chair and she plopped down, dropping her purple purse on the floor. The contents spilled out and she laughed her guts out as she picked up a roll of Trojans, holding them up and asking me how many and what size I might need.

I did my best to make it another five minutes, but I just couldn’t.  When she put her foot under the table between my legs and started giving my cock a massage, that was when I decided.  No more.

She was just one in a ridiculous string of dating disasters that spanned more years than I care to count.  As I was leaving the restaurant, with a cab on the way to take her ass back to wherever she came from, because hell if I was letting her drive, I called up the fuck who set me up with her and fired his ass. Have sworn off women ever since.

Now, I’m coming up on my fortieth birthday.  A bank full of earnings, hauling my house to yet another job site and for the first time, shit... maybe it’s the muscle cramps in my neck playing havoc with my brain, but I reckon it has more to do with the old pick up I just passed, some girl sitting in the center of the front seat, leaning her head onto the shoulder of the guy driving.  Seeing the look on his face, even the quick glance I got was something you can’t fake.  He was fucking happy.  

And everything in me said he was fucking happy because of her.  

I shake my head, hear the snap of my neck again.  The pain shooting down my back and wonder how it would feel to have a head on my shoulder.
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LISTENING TO MY FATHER has me ready to lower the tinted window in the back of the limo and hurl into the street.

Oh, he would love that, I’m sure!  But the horror on his face would be worth whatever punishment that would follow. And there would be punishment. There’s always punishment.  Even at nineteen years old, I’m under his thumb and barely able to meet his eyes.

“The attorneys are working on that clause as we speak.  Yes, as soon as the heir is produced, I understand that.  Yes, I sent over the results from her exam. She should have no problem conceiving.”  His voice is flat, indifferent, as though the thought of a man I don’t even know sticking his dick in me and impregnating me practically against my wishes affects him as much as loading the dishwasher.  All in the name of securing the crumbling family dynasty.

Not that my father has ever loaded a dishwasher.  So, yeah, how would he know?  

He pushes the button and barks to the driver.  “Stop here, Jerald.”

“I’m blocking traffic, Mr. Ferrell, there’s no parking right here—”

“I don’t give a shit!  They can go around us.”

Leave it to my father to have no interest in how he inconveniences others.  I look out the window, trying anything to distract my mind from what’s going to happen. We are in downtown Lubbock on our way back home after another embarrassing doctor’s appointment.

He puts the cell phone back to his ear.  “So, I have some things to do this afternoon.  We will meet at my house at six tonight.  Get everything signed, you can look at the test results, we can set the date for the marriage...”

My gag reflex spasms and bile rises in the back of my throat.  The way it’s done for the last six and a half days now, since I was ambushed in my father’s office.  He called me down, via text message of all things, and when I walked in there he was behind his desk. Didn’t raise his eyes, just pointed to the empty chair between two men I knew vaguely from a few parties and other social gatherings.

“Dahlia.”  My father had finally looked up at me with boredom.  “You know Mr. Petrov and his son, Nikolai.”

Neither of them acknowledged me, but I nodded politely, barely able to breathe.  The next half hour I fought back tears. But crying in front of my father never helped.  It would only incite his cruelty so I bit my lip until blood streamed warm over my tongue. Distracting me with its metallic flavor as I swallowed, feeling my stomach turn. Fighting back the urge to purge all over his fifty-thousand-dollar pretentious antique desk.

By the time I was excused, there was a ring on my finger.  Placed there by Nikolai without uttering a word, just a whispered ‘produce an heir as quickly as possible’ still ringing in my ears.  The next day, I was at a doctor’s office, having blood drawn and tests performed that made me feel like a brood mare.

The worst part?  Oh, that’s easy.  My own cowardice.  I just took it all.  Let him put that stupid, ungodly large diamond on my finger. Laid there with my feet in those stirrups and let the doctor probe and prod me to his content.  

I. Took. It. All.

My self-loathing is at an all-time high. When I lay in bed at night, I play out all the things I should have done.

All the things I should have said.

No fucking way being the top contender, along with kicking them all in the nuts, packing a bag and hitting the road like Jack Kerouac.

But, I did not.  

I didn’t do it because I am a Good Little Girl.  More than that, I’ve always been petrified of my father.  For good reason.  Not only for the variety of punishments he’s perpetuated on me over the years, but because I know who he is.

He’s Stewart Ferrell.  Cattle rancher.  Oil investor.  Philanderer. And on the side, a fact he doesn’t know I know, he’s also a man who doesn’t hesitate to function above the law to win.  I used to hide when he and my mother fought, but even hiding didn’t keep me from hearing things a child should never hear.

Wasn’t just the way he practically paraded his extra-marital affairs in front of both my mother and me.  That I could just about cope with.  But what made me sick to my stomach was how he described what happened to them if they stepped out of bounds.  More than once, I heard those stories.  There’s a lot of acres on our family ranch, and if the cadaver dogs ever showed up, I’m pretty sure they’d find at least a few interesting scents buried around.

What I’ve managed to figure out in the last week, is if I marry Nikolai and produce an heir, it will benefit both families.  Ours, by an influx of cash from the Petrovs.  And for them, they will be introduced and legitimized into the closed world of Texas oil royalty.  My father may have fucked up our family’s finances when my mother divorced him and took nearly everything, but his roots are deep and his connections deeper. Texas is all about the good ole boys club and getting in means knowing the right people. Seems it’s all about who you know, and the Petrovs are itching to sink their roots into all things Texas.  Especially oil.

“Dahlia!”  

“What?”  I jump.

“I said get out.”  He points to the door, his head jerking in encouragement.  “I’ll pick you up in an hour.  Or so.  Don’t leave that coffee shop.”

I shake my head, trying to figure out what he wants, when the blast of a horn snaps my father’s head to look behind the car.

“What the fuck?”  My father turns to look behind us and my eyes follow.  

There is an enormous red pickup truck behind us, laying on the horn.  The chrome grill fills the view from the rear window and the deafening sound fills the back of the car.

And just for a second, I love it.  I love it because he hates it.

The windows in the limo are tinted near black, so seeing inside is close to impossible.  But seeing out isn’t a problem.

From my place in the back seat, through the windshield of the red pickup, something unnerves me and sends a shiver from my shoulders to my toes.

A glint of green eyes, set into a heavy brow, bore into me.  It’s a flash, a fraction of a second, but I’ve never felt anything like it from another human.  Let alone a human seen through two panes of glass.

“Go.”  My father barks as Jerald clicks my door open from the outside, ushering me out onto the sidewalk into a blast of summer heat while the horn continues to blare from the truck behind.  “Stay in there until I text you and we will pick you back up when I’m done with my...meeting.”

As soon as I stand, disoriented by the sudden change of scenery, silence descends.  No more ear numbing, blasting horn.  I dare to flick my gaze to the driver of the truck, and find him staring straight back at me.

Those same breath-stealing green eyes are there again, raising the hairs on my arms, and as quickly as I take him in, I turn away, rushing at a stumbling half-run into the mezzanine of the building.

Inside the door, I’m gasping.  Heart pounding.  My feet stick solid onto the marble floor.  The chill of the air conditioning evaporates the slight sweat that covers my skin.  The heat outside is one thing, but the heat even the quickest of glances at that emerald-eyed man generated inside me rivals any Texas summer.

AVAILABLE NOW

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]




Other Titles by Dani Wyatt

[image: image]


Standalones

Wrangler

Reigning Her In

Sweet Ride

Valentine's Rose

Forging Forever

Just Until Morning

Saddled

Perfect

Meet. F*ck. Done.

Keeping Her Close

Love, Daddy Series

Angel

Mastering Her Heart

––––––––
[image: image]


The Forever Collection

Where She Belongs

When She’s Mine

––––––––
[image: image]


Promise Duet

Promise

Cherish

Southside MMA Series

Force

Push

Collaborative Collections

HIS Rules

Rough Neck

His to Break

Cut Series

Hard Cut
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FOLLOW ME
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I love a dirty-talking, head over heels

possessive alpha who will

stop at nothing for a happily ever after.

Sign up for the mailing list

http://eepurl.com/cgMjvn

Creep around me, please:

Follow me here:  FACEBOOK AUTHOR PAGE

Be my Friend here:  FACEBOOK FRIENDS

TWITTER:  @ddwyattauthor

GOODREADS:  Dani Wyatt

Visit my author page

Dani Wyatt on Amazon

dani@daniwyatt.com

www.daniwyatt.com
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Thank You.
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I have met so many amazing people since I started putting my

naughty thoughts on the page.  To some of the first fans who supported me, the bloggers, 

fellow authors who have been more than generous with their

time and opinions as well as the other professionals that

put up with my particular kind of crazy, thank you.

My undying gratitude goes out to so many.

Every day that when we support each other

everyone wins.  

xoxoxo




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Dani Wyatt used to feel bad about having such dirty thoughts. Luckily, one day she decided to starting writing them down. Her uber alpha heros have a wicked possessive streak and an insatiable libido. Her heroines are intelligent, quirky and worry about having too much muffin top. With her books, you can count on a heaping helping of HOT, a dash of rough and always a happily ever after. 
When she's not writing (which is not often) she is probably laughing about some irony (like A-1 Steak Sauce is vegan), riding her horse, wondering why The Walking Dead can't have a new episode every night, or looking cross-eyed at some piece of technology sent to ruin her day.
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