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          Stealing Christmas

        

        by Alexa Riley

      

    
    
      Christmas Winter is lucky she loves this time of year, because her name didn’t give her much of a choice. She’s always bubbly and happy. So when she takes a job as an elf in the mall, she’s excited to spread some cheer. But Christmas could never expect what happens when she catches the eye of a stranger.

      Nicholas Light owns everything he sees, and when his eyes land on the new elf in his mall’s Santa exhibit, he knows she’s no different. There’s something about her sweet innocence that he has to have, and he’ll concoct a plan to make that happen.

      

      Warning: Grab your jingle bells and swing them over your head… This holiday quickie is gonna light up your Noel. Okay, none of that made sense. But it sounded festive, right? This book is adorable, and you’ll love it. Just don’t get tinsel stuck in the wrong places. Trust us.
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      To every woman in every shape.

      

      There are enough reasons in the world to divide us… let it not be the size of the woman standing next to you.
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      “Oh, and I’ll take the Santa hat cookie with sprinkles, too,” I say, smiling at Nancy as she packs up the ridiculous amount of cookies I’m taking with me today. I couldn’t just pick one, and I know I’ll need them later when I start to feel a little down.

      “Someone is going to have a sweet Christmas.” Nancy gives me a wink as she closes the lid on the cookies before handing me the box.

      “How much do I owe you?”

      “It’s on me. Merry Christmas.”

      “Oh, I almost forgot!” Setting the cookie box down on the counter, I dig through my purse until I find the small present. I pull it out and hand it to her.

      “You shouldn’t have!” she says as her eyes light up and she rips off the wrapping. She opens the small box to reveal a silver rolling pin. I’d gotten ornaments for everyone this year. Last year I got hot chocolate cups and filled them with sweets. I always try to do something, even if it’s small. It is my favorite holiday, after all.

      The mall comes to life this time of year—all the kids running around and the smell of cookies and pine in the air. The only thing missing is snow, and I’m praying for it. The weather said it was going to come, and I know if it does, it will cheer me up tonight when I get home.

      “I love it,” Nancy says, coming around the counter and giving me a hug. The smell of sugar wraps around me before she pulls away. “I better hurry up and close. My honey is waiting for me, and I still need to wrap all the presents for the grandkids.”

      I give her a small wave, wish her a merry Christmas, before I head back to my office area. Almost everyone is long gone. The Christmas lights are already turned off, and a feeling of sadness washes over me. This is the time of year when I miss my mom the most. Even though it was just the two of us, we always celebrated big. I fight the melancholy threatening to take over and keep a smile pasted on my face as I walk.

      It felt like Christmas went so fast this year. I blinked and the holiday was over. I always get a little sad when each holiday comes to an end, but Christmas always hits me the hardest. Going home to an empty apartment to spend the day alone makes my heart sink. It’s the only day of the year the mall completely shuts down, so I don’t have work to distract me. Even on Thanksgiving we’re open in the evening.

      Rounding the corner, I take the back hallway to my office area to grab my keys. I see my manager Krista sitting at her desk still, and I’m confused because I was sure she’d be long gone by now.

      “Hey, what are you still doing here?” I ask, setting down the box of cookies.

      “I need a favor,” she sighs, looking up from her computer. I don’t know how she stares at that thing all day. I love being around people, and I love making people smile even more. It’s why I enjoy this job so much. I get to do all the holiday decorations and events at the mall. I love seeing people’s faces light up with excitement when they get to see Santa or even the Easter Bunny. Their smiles are infectious.

      “Anything,” I tell her, making her lips pull into a smile as the worry lines on her face fade away.

      “I need you to go to an event tonight.”

      I pause, then look down at my outfit. I’m still dressed up as one of Santa’s little helpers. I love it because it makes me feel super festive, and because I made it myself. I couldn’t find anything that fit me right, so I pulled this together. But somehow, I feel that this might not be appropriate for something Krista wants.

      “I’ll have to run home and change. Do I have time?”

      “No, I need you to go like that. It was requested.”

      “It was requested?” I ask, wondering what that means.

      “It was, and so were you.”

      “Oh,” I say, and feel excitement start to bubble inside me. I don’t have to go home yet. I can go to a Christmas party. The stirrings of happiness start to fizz in my tummy at the prospect of something to do other than wallow in my own self-pity. “I was requested personally?”

      She nods and smiles. I must have made a really good impression on someone if they want me to come to their Christmas party. I wonder if I’m a guest or if I’m working.

      “What do I even do?”

      “It didn’t really say. Just that they wanted you, and to dress like you do when you’re Santa’s helper.”

      I clap excitedly, but Krista doesn’t seem to have my enthusiasm.

      “Why so glum? This sounds like fun!”

      She shakes her head, stands up from behind her desk, and comes around to the front of it. She leans up against it and looks at me. “It’s at Nicholas Light’s mansion.”

      That makes me pause, but not because I’m scared. I’m curious. I’ve only heard rumors about him. He owns everything, or so they say. I know for a fact he owns this mall, and I’m sure a dozen others.

      “I didn’t think anyone was ever allowed at his house.” It’s another rumor I’d heard, along with the one where he never leaves his home and never lets anyone in. They say all kinds of things about him. That he’s mean and broody, and I wonder if it’s all true. I also wonder if I could make him smile. It sounds like a challenge, and I love a good one.

      “I’ve worked here five years and I’ve never seen him. I’ve also never received an email from him, either. Until today.”

      “This is exciting.” I can feel myself smiling so big it almost hurts.

      “There is something else I wanted to talk to you about.” She folds her hands across her chest. It’s something I’ve noticed she does when she’s really worried. “There’s talk about him shutting the mall down.”

      I gasp at her words. Close the mall down? I love this place. I don’t think I could ever find a job like this one, one where my sole focus is spreading joy and laughter. I need this job. When my mom passed away two years ago, I was lost and lonely. When I got this job, I found myself smiling again and wanting to make others smile, too.

      “You want me to try to talk to him?” I edge. Either way, I’m doing it. No way am I letting him shut this place down. There are so many people with businesses here. I’ve made a little family here, and now this place is all I have.

      “Christmas.” She takes a breath, letting her hands drop. “Shit. I feel like I’m sending a lamb to a tiger.”

      I scrunch my eyebrows in confusion.

      She shakes her head. “Everyone around here loves you, Christmas. You’re a breath of fresh air. You have this innocence about you.”

      I feel my cheeks warm, not sure what she is getting at.

      “He requested you specifically. He wants you.”

      I feel myself warm even more. No, that can’t be right. He doesn’t even know me.

      “I don’t think—”

      She cuts me off. “See? Innocent.”

      “So what are you saying?”

      “Be careful is all, and maybe if you get his ear, you can see about saving the mall.”

      I grab my jacket off my chair and pick up my box of cookies.

      “I got this,” I tell her, suddenly feeling like I have a major purpose. I want to save the mall and all the future Christmases it might have.
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      There are people everywhere, and I’m trying not to let the anxiety squeeze my chest. The irony is that I’m upstairs, away from it, and it’s as quiet as if I were alone. When I set this party in motion a few weeks ago, I was nervous at first that no one would come. But then I should have known that most people are curious about me and any excuse to come to my house would be jumped at. I had my assistant Richard invite anyone who was anyone and made sure there was a good turnout.

      My place is on a hill in the middle of a forest, but it’s not so far from town. I’m close enough to a major city to enjoy the convenience of that, but I prefer the solitude out here. The house is three stories tall and way too palatial for just myself. It’s an old castle that my family had built generations ago, but now I’m the only one who lives here. Well, other than my staff. The place requires a lot of maintenance, but I don’t really need that much care. I keep to myself and stick to my wing of the house, closing off the rest of it as it’s unnecessary. But the past few weeks have been filled with the opening of rooms, including the ballroom and grand balcony. Richard even hired a band, and from what the bill shows, he’s got a hell of a buffet laid out, too. The cameras show Christmas trees in every room, every branch decorated to the hilt. There’s not a corner of my home that hasn’t had some sort of holiday cheer stapled to it, and even I have to admit, it looks like a dream. It’s some sort of winter castle come to life, and I can only hope it’s enough.

      There’s a small knock on the door, and I turn to see Richard enter, closing the door behind him and sealing me once again in my office.

      “Mr. Light, Miss Winter is on her way. She should be here in about fifteen minutes.” He gives me a kind smile, and I nod, thanking him for following up.

      Richard was my father’s right-hand man, and when the company was given to me, he stepped to my side. My mother died in childbirth, and my father raised me on his own afterward. He was a kind man, even if he was often busy with work. He took me to work with him almost every single day, so when my father passed a few years ago, it was an easy transition of power. I own over thirty malls in the United States and a list of real estate so long that even I’d have to look up what I don’t own. I was given a fortune before I was even born, and I’ve managed to increase that many times over in my time as CEO. There’s nothing I haven’t accomplished as far as work goes, but there still a part of my life that is incomplete.

      The only thing missing is an heir, a child to whom I can pass on my legacy, someone to create the future of Light Corporation. I’ve made enough money to last a hundred lifetimes, but it means nothing if when I die, the Light legacy dies with me. I’ll never forget my father’s words when I held his hand on his deathbed. He told me that I had to have a child to carry on our name, and without it, it was all for nothing.

      I had thought it over a thousand times and planned different scenarios. At first, I’d planned to marry someone Richard picked from a list of potential competitors, thinking that combining businesses would be a good idea. But then I changed my mind because I didn’t want to be married to someone without passion. I never knew my mother, but I knew the look on my father’s face when he talked about her. And I knew that I wanted that, too. I wasn’t sure how to get it, but Richard said I would know when I saw her. Just like my father did.

      I’m someone who doesn’t get out much, so it left my options pretty limited, but I wanted to give it time before I settled on someone who was basically marrying me for money and status. In hopes that I could find someone who wasn’t after that.

      Doing routine checks on my businesses a few weeks ago, I spotted her. She was decorating the center plaza of the Mall of Light and getting it ready for Christmas. I remember seeing her blonde curls trailing down her back as she reached up to hang a star on the tree. I was so struck by her beauty, I didn’t realize what I was doing until my finger traced her image on the cold screen in front of me. In that moment, I wanted to crawl through the camera and pull her into my arms. I’d never before seen someone so beautiful and so pure, and I had to have her. She was dressed as an elf, and I remember smiling as I watched her all day. I switched from camera to camera, getting the best angles as she moved around the space. I became obsessed to the point of near insanity, and finally I had to call Richard. I had him bring me all the information he could, and I nearly laughed when I saw her name was Christmas Winter. I thought it was some sort of joke. But with her rosy cheeks and a smile that could melt the North Pole, I saw that it suited her.

      I’d never heard her speak a word, and yet I knew she was kind. I’d never felt her touch, yet I knew she was tender and sweet. I’d never kissed her lips, yet I knew that she was the one. That she was going to be the mother of my heirs and the wife at my side. I knew all of that, and so I created this party and made sure she would be here.

      “Are you ready, sir?” Richard asks, shaking me out of my thoughts.

      “Yes, I think I’ve waited long enough,” I say, standing and straightening my tie.

      As Richard leads the way, I can think only about what it’s going to be like seeing her in real life. I’ve wondered if a mere camera could possibly show her true beauty. I somehow don’t believe that’s possible.

      We walk down the long hallway to the enormous staircase. Richard steps off to the side and I walk halfway down to the microphone stand there. My guests are congregated around the base of the staircase.

      “Welcome,” I begin as I scan the crowd. “Thank you all for coming tonight. I know this isn’t something I’ve done in recent years, but my father loved to have parties and welcome everyone into our home. Tonight I begin anew as I try to continue the traditions my father laid before me. The ones that have been difficult to celebrate in recent years.”

      The crowd is silent, but I see that everyone has their eyes on me as I speak about my reclusiveness. I watch as there is slight movement in the back and a few people move to make way, but I’m unable to see who the new arrival is.

      “But that is changing now, because I’ve grown to understand that no man is an island, even if it’s a well-decorated one.” The crowd laughs, and I’m handed a champagne flute. “A toast,” I say, raising it. “To the single most important thing to me from this day forward—to Christmas.”

      As I say the words, the woman I’ve been dreaming of steps through a cluster of people, and her dark green eyes land on mine. I take a sip of my champagne without breaking eye contact as the crowd repeats my words. To Christmas. They have no idea how powerful the words are as I stare at the woman who just became mine.
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      My face warms when I stare at the most handsome man I’ve ever seen. My breath catches as his stare holds mine with eyes as dark as night. I don’t know what I thought Mr. Light might look like, but I can see why people find him intimidating. The only thing that’s soft about him is the smile he’s giving me right now.

      Not only is he big all over, but he’s dressed completely in black to match his dark hair and eyes. I take a step toward him, but someone moves in front of me, blocking my view of him. When I step around the man, Mr. Light is gone.

      I glance around the room, trying to find him, but it’s hard to see with so many people. Everyone is so tall. Even the women in their high heels make me feel like a true little elf. I feel a pang of disappointment that he’s gone, leaving me wondering if he would come back.

      A waiter with a tray of champagne glasses stops to offer me one, but I decline, even though the decorated glasses look festive.

      The room is decorated from floor to ceiling. It looks like a winter wonderland in here. It’s perfect. I would love to wake up in a home like this on Christmas. It’s like a Christmas fairy tale come to life.

      “Aren’t you just the cutest,” a man says, pulling my attention from the decorations. “You sure you don’t want one?” He winks at me, holding aloft a glass of champagne.

      “No, thank you. I’m not quite old enough,” I admit. That and I think I’m working. Maybe. I have no idea what I’m supposed to be doing. I was a little shocked when I’d left the mall to find a car waiting to pick me up and bring me to Mr. Light’s party. I’m thankful, because the snow had started to fall and the tires on my car aren't the best for driving up the mountain.

      He hums thoughtfully before taking a drink of his champagne.

      I feel a little awkward because I’m unsure what I should do. I’m used to being around kids.

      “You don’t want to be a little naughty for Christmas?”

      I look around to see if anyone else is paying attention or heard his crude words. He leans in a bit more, and his cologne fills my lungs. I step back, almost stumbling over my own feet.

      “I’m sorry. I’ll be right back.” I dart away as fast as I can, making my way towards a giant Christmas tree. I want to get away from him, and it’s a good camouflage. Feeling somewhat out of place with everyone else so dressed up, I want to hide. I seem to be the only one in costume. People glance at me, and I offer a bright smile, trying to mask my how awkward I feel.

      When I see a cute little boy trying to get himself something to eat from the long buffet table, I kneel next to him. He’s pouting, and I have to hide my smile. I’m sure he doesn’t want to be here. I haven’t seen any other kids besides him.

      “Can I help you?” I ask, making him turn to look at me. His face pulls into a giant smile, his eyes lighting up when he catches my outfit.

      “Are you a real elf?” he asks. He reaches out to touch my ears and I laugh. “I thought elves had pointed ears.”

      “Some of us do, and some of us don’t.” I touch the tip of his nose with my finger. He giggles. “I came here tonight to see you,” I whisper, leaning in like I have a secret only for him.

      “You did?” he half-squeals, making me smile even bigger. He’s so freaking cute. A small dimple appears in his cheek. How I’d love to have a house full of children. I’d love to really play Santa for them, making them happy and warm.

      “I don’t want you to worry that Santa is going to miss your house because you're not home. I promise he’ll get to you once you're all tucked in tonight. He won’t return to the North Pole without dropping your presents off.”

      He lets out a little breath. “I was worried. I told my mom and dad we shouldn’t come tonight. I know I have to go to bed early so Santa can come.”

      “Not tonight. That’s why I’m here. You have all the fun you want tonight, and don’t worry for one second. Come morning, your presents will be there.”

      “Awesome!” he says excitedly.

      “Now, how about I help you make a plate and we can eat it over by the Christmas tree. I know I want to snag one of those candy canes off it.”

      “You don’t have to go? You can stay?”

      “I told you. I came here for you.”

      I make us both a plate and carry it over to the tree, where we sit down and eat.

      “Oh, there you are.” A beautiful woman in a gold dress glides up to us, and I can tell immediately she’s his mother. She gives him a big smile. “Are you ready?”

      He jumps to his feet, but not before giving me a giant hug. “Sleep tight,” I whisper in his ear. His mom mouths a thank you to me before taking her little boy’s hand and leading him through the crowd. After a second, the crowd swallows them up and I lose sight of them. It feels like more people have begun to fill the room, but I don’t see any more kids.

      Pulling myself from the floor, I take the plates and drop them off on a table, unsure what to do with them. I decide to go back to my original plan—finding Mr. Light.

      I make my way around the room, giving Merry Christmases and hellos with no luck in spotting him. Maybe he left. As I head out of the ballroom, I see a set of stairs and debate if I should try looking upstairs.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to be naughty?” the man from earlier says from behind me. I whirl around. He’s pointing up at a cluster of mistletoe we’re both standing under. Before I can respond, he leans down toward my mouth.
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      I’m in the library, being introduced to a few of the guests under Richard’s instructions. He said that if I could do a quick meet and greet, I could do whatever else I wanted to do and it would be okay if I ignored my guests. I wanted to walk out the second I walked in, but I put a smile on my face and tried to make it fast. The thought of Christmas in my house is making me anxious. She’s so close and I don’t have my eyes on her.

      After what feels like an eternity, I’m able to excuse myself. I leave the group of donors with smiles on their faces, and Richard is appeased. I never wanted to have a party to begin with, but I needed the excuse to get Christmas close. A party was the one way I could ensure she would come, and it may be just the thing to keep her here, too.

      I stalk down the hall and go to the entrance of the ballroom. I scan the crowd quickly, but don’t see her. I make my way to the great hall, where the buffet is laid out, and see that at least half of the crowd is out here.

      One quick scan and I catch sight of her at the base of the grand staircase. I push through the crowd, and as I get to her, I see a man leaning down, about to put his mouth on her. I don’t stop to think before I react and grab him by the scruff of his neck and pull him away from her.

      “Who the fu—” His words are cut short when I stare down into his greasy eyes. “Oh, excuse me, Mr. Light. I didn’t realize she was yours.”

      “Who are you?” I snarl, ready to rip his throat out.

      “Kody. Kody Smith. I work in accounting.”

      I catch movement off to the right and see Richard appear. He’s gives me a look, and I let go of Kody and toss him in Richard’s direction.

      “Take care of that,” I say, looking him up and down. Richard nods in understanding. He’s not only out of the party, but I want him out of my company as well. I don’t employ sleazy assholes, and I won’t knowingly keep one around.

      Thankfully the crowd isn’t too ruffled and the exchange is somewhat minor. I give the surrounding people a glare, and they all look away, going back to their conversations. When I turn, I see Christmas behind me with an odd expression in her face. I take a slow step toward her to make sure she isn’t upset. I didn’t fully gauge the situation before I reacted, but it didn’t look like she wanted the guy to touch her.

      “Are you okay?” I ask, and she nods, lowering her eyes to my chest.

      I can’t help myself. I reach out, touching her arm, and her eyes fly back to mine. The dark green reminds me of an evergreen. I could stare at them all day. Her blonde hair falls in soft waves down her back, and her bangs are swept to the side. She’s got on her work costume, which is all too adorable. I’ve studied it for weeks. Christmas is what some might call a “big girl” with her generous curves and ample chest. But I love the way her waist dips in a little and her thighs are the widest part below that. I have a hard time keeping my eyes above her cleavage. I’m resisting thinking about how soft it would feel if I rubbed my face there, between her pillowy breasts. My cock aches for attention, but I ignore it. Right now, I want to make sure she’s okay.

      “Are you sure?” I press, trying to read her thoughts. My rough hand smooths down her warm arm until my fingers find hers and I entwine the tips of my fingers with hers. It’s a gentle touch, but I swear I can almost feel her heartbeat through them, and it’s in time with mine.

      “Yes,” she whispers, and then clears her throat. “Yes, thank you. I didn’t mean to cause a scene, but I don’t know him, and I think maybe he had too much to drink.”

      I don’t agree with her, so I keep quiet, slowly rubbing the tips of our fingers together and watching her speak. Her voice is so sweet and melodic. It’s like an angel singing to me. She’s truly a creature beyond this world, and I find myself drawn to her even more.

      She gives me a soft smile, and I see the blush creep across her cheeks. She’s shy, and something about that makes my protective instincts rise. I want to get her out of here. Away from all these eyes and to a place where she’s only mine. Where I’m her only focus and she has no other interest except me. That may make me an asshole, but I’m past the point of caring. I want her all to myself and to have her full attention on me. This woman has got a grip on me by the balls, and I would roll over and do anything she asked as long as I could be hers.

      “Mr. Light?” someone says from behind me, but I ignore them.

      “Did you get something to eat?” I ask Christmas, wanting to make sure she’s taken care of in all ways.

      She smothers a laugh and nods. Then she looks over my shoulder at the person who is trying to get my attention. “I think he’s trying to speak to you.”

      “I only want to talk to you,” I say bluntly. I’ve waited to speak to her for so long, I don’t want to waste another second.

      “Excuse me, Mr. Light.” The person says behind me again, but it’s a fly buzzing in my ear, and I use my free hand to swat away his existence. It’s dismissive and probably rude, but again, I don’t care.

      “Would you mind coming to my office, Miss Winter? I’d like to speak to you about why I asked you to come here tonight.”

      Curiosity flares in her eyes, and after a second of hesitation, she agrees. “Yes, that would be great.”

      I pull her hand up, loop it into the crook of my arm, and lead us up the stairs and away from the crowd. Every step away from the noise is a step towards where I want her to be. Alone with me.
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      “Wow,” I exclaim on entering Mr. Light’s office. I go straight for the giant window that sits behind his desk, inviting myself farther into the room. The snow is falling in thick waves onto the mountain, lit only by the moon. The city lights don’t encroach on his space. “This window would look beautiful with lights around it to light up the snow.”

      “I’ll have it done,” he says immediately.

      I look over my shoulder at him. He stands with his legs slightly spread and his arms crossed across his chest. He’s watching me, but his face reveals nothing of what he’s thinking.

      “Your office isn’t decorated like the rest of the house.” I turn to face him. His space in here is dark, just like him. The wood of the desk is a deep brown, matching the wood floors and the bookcases lining the walls.

      “Maybe you could decorate it for me. You do a wonderful job at the mall with the decorations.”

      The simple compliment warms me, and a blush hits my cheeks.

      “I think whoever did the party does a better job than me.”

      “No. I disagree.”

      “It’s so beautiful,” I counter.

      “I’m starting to find a lot of things about Christmas beautiful.”

      I drop my eyes from his, trying to hide my ever-deepening blush. I don’t know how he’s doing that so easily. When he says Christmas, it feels like he's talking about me and not the holiday. The room grows quiet, and I peek up through my eyelashes to see him staring at me.

      “Are you closing the mall?” I blurt out, unable to hide my thoughts. Finally, his face changes and his mouth tightens. I drop my head and look down at the floor again. His non-answer is pretty much an answer. I think about everyone losing their jobs and wonder why he would want to close it. I know the mall does well.

      I feel his finger under my chin as he lifts my face to look up at him. I don’t know how he moved without me hearing up. My mouth opens a little at the softness now on his face. He looks so much more handsome like this. The smell of him wraps around me, and I want to lean into him.

      “You want the mall to stay open? It stays open. Say the word and I’ll give it to you.” He rubs my chin with his thumb, back in forth in slow motions.

      “I don’t want it to close.”

      “Done,” he says, dropping his hand. I smile up at him, and he returns it. It doesn’t look like something he does often. No laugh lines mark his face. “But I’m going to need you here. Not there.”

      “I-I…” I stumble over my words, not understanding what he means. “I’m here now.” I point out the obvious. I’m still not sure why I was asked to come.

      “I need you more than tonight. In fact, I’ve set up a room for you.” His words are flat, carrying no emotion in them. He seems like he’s not used to having to ask someone for something. Or maybe he’s not used to people at all. That's what the rumors are, but there’s a party downstairs that says otherwise. I can't piece this man together. One moment he’s charismatic and happy, and the next, brooding and reclusive. Which one is really him, and why do I have a heavy desire to find out?

      “Okay,” I say, and watch the smile come back to his mouth. I like that. I like it a little too much. It’s not like when I try to make other people smile. This feels different, like a victory not many can get from him. “But tomorrow is Christmas. Should I come back—”

      “No,” he says hurriedly. “I’ll need you for the rest of the night until the party is over. And the roads will be too bad for you to leave by then, I’m sure.”

      “Others will be doing the same, driving down the road.”

      “I have no concern about the others.”

      I take a step toward him and place my hand on his chest. It’s a bold move to step into his personal space, but something about him and his strength is pulling me to him. I’m not able to control my body as I close some of the space between us.

      “I worry. Maybe we should cancel the party if you think people can’t get back down the mountain safely.”

      His eyes drop to my hand, and I feel his breathing pick up.

      “I have trucks clearing the road all night.”

      “I have a feeling you wanted to make sure no one got stuck here,” I giggle, and watch the side of his mouth pull into a half-smile. “So if they can leave, can I.” The smirk drops. “Not that I’ll be going,” I add, wanting the smirk back on his face.

      He raises his hand and brings it to rest on mine, as if he thinks I’m going to take it away.

      “Should we get back to the party? It’s why I’m here, after all.”

      “I don’t want to go back down there with all those people.”

      “Then why did you invite them?” I flex my fingers under his hand, savoring his warmth.

      There’s something that’s passing between us, a familiarity. It’s like we’ve known one another for decades instead of moments. The pull between us is growing, and for a second my heart squeezes. It’s like I’ve been looking for my lost half and now here he is, standing in front of me. Which is insane, because I don’t even know him.

      He doesn’t answer my question. “I don’t want you to go down there, either,” he admits, puzzling me even more. I don’t want to go. Well, not if he’s not coming with me.

      “I think you need to be a little more festive.” I pull one of the candy canes I stole off the tree from my pocket and place it in his suit jacket pocket. “There.”

      I go to pull away from him to head back to the party, hoping he will follow. But he doesn’t free my hand from his chest.

      “We’ll go together, but you’ll stay at my side. I think you’re festive enough for the both of us.” A pang of hurt runs through me at his words and the idea that he doesn’t like my outfit. Maybe he thinks I look silly. His laces his fingers with mine, using his other hand to pull the candy cane from out of his suit jacket. He pulls me towards his desk and opens the top drawer with a key. He places the candy cane inside and locks it again. He puts the set of keys in his pocket, and I raise an eyebrow.

      “Was that the mall holiday ad?” I ask, having caught a glimpse of it in the drawer. “I did that one! I helped make the design and everything. I’m even in it.” I beam at him as he pulls me from the room without responding.

      “You sure are moving fast to a party you don’t want to be at,” I giggle at him. His hand tightens in mine, but I think I catch a twitch of his lips.

      “I just want it to be over and for everyone to go,” he mumbles.

      “But not me?” I tease, but he once again doesn’t respond. “Fine. Fine. Fine. Don’t answer another one of my questions, but know this, Mr. Light. I’m going to make sure you enjoy every second of this party.”

      I’m still unsure of what my role is at this party, but I know one thing. I can make Mr. Grumpy a little happier.
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      “Call me Nic,” I whisper in her ear as I pull her toward the dance floor.

      “All right,” she says, and I can hear the shyness in her voice. “Some of my friends call me Chris.”

      “I like Christmas,” I admit, not wanting to be like her friends. I want to be special to her.

      “Me, too. I think people don’t like using it other times of the year.” She smiles and shrugs, but I make a vow to only call her by her full name.

      “Dance with me?” It’s a question, but we are already in the middle of the dance floor when I pull her to me, placing her hand in mine and my other on the small of her back. There’s no room for her to say no.

      “I’m a terrible dancer,” she admits, but I press her soft curves to my body and tighten my grip.

      “Me too. So we’ll go slow.” I smile at her, feeling the pull of my cheeks. I can’t remember the last time I smiled so much.

      The band is playing a soft version of Chestnuts Roasting on an Open Fire, and I move in time with the leisurely beat. I look into her dark green eyes, thinking about how I’ve waited so long to have her in my arms and here she is.

      My father always told me that Christmas was magical, and I smile even more, thinking about just how right he was. Something about her in my arms feels so perfect, and I don’t ever want to let her go.

      I can feel the vibration in Christmas’s chest as she hums along with the tune and reaches up a finger to trace my cheekbone. It’s so completely intimate, and I’m lost for a moment. It’s like we are the only two people on earth and this has all been created so that we could find one another and fall in love. Because that’s what’s happening inside me. As fast and as crazy as it may be, one look, one touch, and she was it for me.

      I don’t know how many songs play as I hold her in my arms. Her humming and me becoming a slave to her every touch. But one tune bleeds into the next, and the time goes by.

      It’s after midnight when the last of the guests finally make their way home. I made sure they all had safe transportation to wherever they were going, and Christmas seemed to approve of that. I wanted to do more to make her happy, and I suppose I could have invited people to stay, but that was crossing the line.

      I spent most of the night following Christmas around as she greeted guests and made sure everyone was having a good time. I never gave her any directions for what her purpose was here tonight, because honestly, the whole party was just an excuse to get her here.

      When a few people tried to speak to me about business or gain my attention, she had a perfect way of stepping in and directing the conversation back to them so that I wouldn’t have to talk and they wouldn’t feel slighted by my avoidance. She is truly a magical woman.

      As the night when on and the guests thinned out, she tried to help some of the caterers with cleaning up, but I took her hand and said there was enough staff hired. And they were all being paid hefty bonuses for working Christmas Eve.

      “I’ve had a room prepared for you,” I say, looking down at my feet. I don’t want her to think I’ve had this all planned from the beginning, even though I have.

      “That sounds nice,” she says, her agreement both surprising me and pleasing me. “My feet are starting to hurt.”

      “There’s an en suite in your room, with a large soaking tub if you feel like it.” I lead her up the stairs away from the grand hall and to the east wing of the castle. My room in on this end, conveniently located across the hall from her. “I’ve also taken the liberty of having some things brought to your room for your comfort while you stay.”

      “Thank you, Nic. That’s very sweet of you.”

      She takes me by surprise by rising up on her tiptoes and giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. It happens so fast I don’t have a moment to react before she’s whispering good night and ducking into her room, closing the door softly behind her.

      “Goodnight, sweet Christmas,” I say, placing my hand on my cheek over the spot where she kissed me. It might be my imagination, but it feels like it’s tingling.

      I slowly move away from her closed door and into my room. I undress slowly, replaying every moment of tonight in my head. When I go to the bathroom, I look at my cheek to see if she left a mark, but there isn’t one. A little pang of disappointment hits me, but I still feel the tingle, so that has to mean something.

      I strip off my clothes and get in the shower, letting the hot water run down my back. I have visions of Christmas doing the same in the other room, and my cock hardens at the image. Her round curves bobbing to the top of the water as she soaks in the tub, where the bubbles cling to the top of her breasts and her pebbled nipples. I grab the soap and slick my hands, running them down my stomach. I wonder if she’s doing the same and if she lets her fingers slip between her legs. I grip my cock and squeeze it before pumping up and down. I imagine her thick thighs opening and the warm water tickling her secrets. The places I want to touch, to taste, to fuck. My cock aches for her and no one else as it throbs in my hand.

      I brace my free hand on the stone wall in front of me as I grunt and thrust into my fist. My orgasm bears down on me, and I grit my teeth as my cum shoots from my cock and splashes onto the cold stone. Long thick jets of it stream out as I whisper her name.

      “Christmas.”

      After I pull myself together and put on the red silk pajama bottoms my housekeeper laid out for me, I quietly creep across the hall, and knock softly on Christmas’ door. When there’s no answer, I try the knob and it turns.

      The room is dark, and I stick my head in and say her name. If she’s asleep, I don’t want to wake her, but I can’t bring myself to go to sleep until I see her one last time. It’s then I see her shadow on the bed, tucked under the covers as the moonlight streams in.

      Walking over, I see the blanket is around her waist and she’s wearing red silk that looks very similar to what I’m wearing. I’m going to have to give Carol a raise.

      Reaching down, I brush a stray hair out of her eyes and look at her peaceful face. She’s utterly beautiful, and I can’t think of a single thing to compare her to. Nothing even comes close to her magnificence. Her lips are slightly parted, and I lick my own, aching to taste her. And I’m a bastard, unable to stop myself from doing exactly what I want.

      Slowly, I lean down and softly brush my lips across hers. It’s heart-stoppingly perfect and I need more. It’s not everything that I want, but it’s enough. And it will have to be until morning.

      With one final look, I leave her to her dreams and go to find my own. I can only hope Christmas is there when I close my eyes.
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      Rolling over, I look out the window and feel myself smile. The snow is still falling, and I can’t help but be happy. It’s Christmas and I’m not spending it alone. Excitement bubbles up inside me because of who I get to share it with. I slide from the bed, open the bedroom door, and tiptoe over to Nicholas’s room. Slowly I push open the door to see him lying on his back, sound asleep.

      I should turn around and go and let him sleep, but my feet keep moving me toward him. It’s as if they’ve got a mind of their own. He has a massive bed, and as I get closer I see he takes up most of it with his big body. When my eyes roam his chest, I see he doesn’t have a shirt on. He looks even bigger with his clothes off. His broad chest is covered in a thin layer of hair that trails all the way down, disappearing beneath the covers. God, he’s so handsome. I wonder why he hides away in his home.

      Unable to stop myself, I place my hand on his warm chest, feeling his hair against my fingertips. He looks so peaceful in his sleep. No brooding or worry lines. He always seems so intense, and this is the first time he’s looked completely relaxed and at ease.

      I gasp when a hand locks around my wrist, my eyes flying up to his open ones.

      “Merry—” I’m cut off when his other hand slides into my hair, gripping the back of my head and pulling me toward him faster than I can form a thought. Our mouths meet and his tongue swipes in, taking what it wants. Before I know what’s happening, I find myself crawling on top of him, falling into the kiss and wanting to be closer to him. I want to feel him against me, his warm body pressed close to mine. My mind is scattered, and the only thoughts I can’t seem to form are the ones telling me to hold him closer and rub against him. I don’t even think I’m kissing him back. He’s dominating my mouth, the kiss so deep and hungry. It’s as if he’s starved for it, starved for me.

      Then, as quickly as it began, it’s over and he’s gone, leaving me lying on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. I look around and see he’s all the way on the other side of the bed with his back to me. He’s on the edge of the mattress, and I can see the thick muscles tensing under his skin. A string of curses leaves his mouth, and embarrassment fills me. Crap. I lie there for a moment, unsure of what to do but willing him to turn around and look at me. Give me something. Anything.

      “I didn’t know it was you,” he finally growls.

      I don’t even know what that means. Did he think I was someone else? Oh God, what if he has a girlfriend?

      “I’m sorry,” I say as I jump from the bed and run from the room. I don’t stop running until I hit the bottom of the stairs.

      I stand there, wondering if he’s going to come after me. I hate this. When it comes to men, I have no idea what I’m doing. To be honest, I’ve never really cared before now. When I was about the age you start looking at boys, my mom had gotten sick. I put all my focus into her and our time together. Then I was so wrapped up in grief, I put all my focus into trying to be happy and into making other people happy, too.

      But this is different. Something about Nicholas is pulling me to him. When he kissed me, it was like I came alive. I want more, but it’s clear that isn’t what he wants. I thought after last night he liked me. The way he’d danced with me all night. It was like no one else was at the party. It was him and me in our own perfect little bubble. I reach up to touch my lips, remembering the feel of his against mine.

      I didn’t know it was you.

      Those words play through my mind over and over again. Who did he think I was? Someone he wanted to kiss, I guess. My bottom lips starts to tremble at the thought of him belonging to someone else. An emptiness fills me. He was never mine, yet I feel like I lost him.

      Stop it, I scold myself. I’m here to work. Or whatever. I woke up so happy this morning. I wasn’t spending Christmas alone for once. I’m still not alone, and I can be his friend. I can make the best of today.

      I start looking around the giant house for a kitchen. I’ll make breakfast. That’s the least I can do. French toast casserole is what my mom and I made every Christmas morning. It’s a tradition, and I make it on the days when I’m missing her most. Maybe I can make Nicholas breakfast as a way of apologizing for going into his room. I wonder how mad he is. What if he takes back the closing of the mall? I really stepped into this time.

      When I find the kitchen, I start busying myself. The pantry is stocked with all my heart’s desires, so I work on breakfast, hoping I’m not over-stepping once again. As I go to the sink, I look outside and see the snow coming down beautifully. It’s like a dream.

      It’s then I see a car pull up. And I can’t take my eyes off the woman with dark hair as she steps out and walks toward the house. Her hair falls to her shoulders in silky waves. She has on a long jacket with cherry-red heels, and I wonder how she’s getting around in the snow in them. She turns, and I get a look at her face. She’s utterly flawless. She’s exactly what I think of when I think of a runway model. I wonder if this was who Nicholas thought he was kissing. Why else would the woman be here on Christmas morning?

      As if she feels me watching her, her eyes come to mine and narrow on me. I look away, feeling like I got caught with my hand in the cookie jar. Yeah, I should probably go. I turn around to do just that, but come up short when I see Nicholas standing in the entrance to the kitchen, his dark eyes fixed on me.

      Still only wearing his silk pajamas, his gaze is nearly as hard has his chest. His fists are clenched at his side, and every muscle in his body is rigid. I can feel the lump growing in my throat as I hear the woman’s heels clicking as she calls out his name.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Eight

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    
    
      The image of Christmas standing in my kitchen, wearing her red silk nightgown that so closely matches my own, makes my cock throb. I just managed to get him under control as I stomped down the stairs looking for her. But here she is, standing in the front of the sink, with her big tits pushed against the silk material and her tight nipples poking through obscenely. She’s put on the matching red silk robe that came with it, which includes a white, fur-trimmed hood. But it’s come untied at the waist, revealing all that she’s trying to hide from me, and I clench my jaw to keep my tongue in my mouth.

      What I really want to do is lay her on the island, push apart her thick, dimpled thighs, and suck the cream out of her. I want her fat pussy in my mouth and her hands gripping my hair as she climaxes on my face. Goddamn, I bet she tastes like cinnamon down there, too. Would she scream so loud the staff would come running? Or would they know she was being given pleasure greater than they could possibly imagine, and keep clear.

      The reminder of the kiss has my sex-mad brain tripping up. I’d been dreaming when I felt her hand on my chest. My daytime fantasies had crept into my sleep, and when I felt her touch, my mind didn’t know the difference. I was kissing her before I even woke up, and when I finally did, I didn’t want to stop. It wasn’t until I’d rolled her over on her back and started to free my cock that I realized what I was doing. I was about to fuck her like a savage without so much as a warning before I recognized I needed to stop.

      I didn’t know it was her. I’d thought it was a dream. And then, suddenly, it was all real, and I had to stop. I didn’t want to—fuck, how I wanted to keep going—but I had to force myself to pull away.

      I let her run out of the room as I tied my pants and tried to breathe through the pain in my chest. God, how I want her. At first, I thought she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, and she would be the perfect person to provide an heir. That all my goals could be solved with a stroke of a pen and a stroke of my cock, but I was wrong. She was so much more than I’d planned for. Seeing her, holding her in my arms, pressing my lips to hers, it’s like my heart stepped out of my chest and became Christmas. I can’t live without her.

      Squeezing my fists once more, I open my mouth to speak, but a voice stops me.

      “Nickie!”

      The sound makes a chill snake down my spine, and suddenly I’m aware of how undressed Christmas and I are.

      “Fuck. That’ll be Courtney.” I point a finger at Christmas. “Close your robe.”

      She looks stunned but, after a second, grabs the tie and pulls it closed. A deep blush hits her cheeks, and I wonder if she’s just now realizing how much she was showing me.

      “There you are!” Courtney says as she steps up behind me.

      I move just as she reaches out to touch me, not wanting anything of hers on me.

      “Oh. I didn’t realize the help was up,” Courtney says, looking over at Christmas brightly.

      She’s such a cunt. She assumes Christmas is nothing because she’s in the kitchen. But in reality, Christmas is everything to me, and that’s why she’s in the heart of my home. I cross my arms over my chest and step into her line of vision. Christmas may not know it yet, but she’ll catch on soon enough.

      Courtney hesitates for a second and then pushes on like she can’t feel the tension rolling off me, or the awkwardness of the situation. “I just came by to bring you your present.”

      Her words are meant to entice, but I ignore them. She lifts the little pink and black bag theatrically, and I roll my eyes. She bought lingerie, thinking that maybe this would push me into bed with her. Not happening. There’s only one body I want to warm me, and it’s the one behind me.

      “Please leave. You were not invited, and I have company.” My words are clipped and cold, and I can see the look of pissed off disappointment in her eyes. She thought she could get me alone on Christmas and then maybe I’d be amenable to what she’s been pushing for.

      Courtney is the daughter of a business associate, and the family wants to unite us in marriage. But I pushed against it. I don’t like anything about her. It would be one thing to have a marriage of convenience but another to have to fuck that evil woman. I made a polite decline to her father, but Courtney took it as a personal offense and continues to try to change my mind.

      “Fine,” she says, but she could be chewing on glass with the look on her face. “I’ve tried to make this work for both our families, Nickie, but you’re just a selfish asshole.”

      I want to respond to her with the cold hate in my heart, but I don’t want to ruin business dealings with her father because his daughter is a spoiled brat. So instead I remain silent, which only pisses her off further.

      “You know what? Fuck you, Nicholas. I’d heard you were chasing some poor fat chick that works at the mall. Guess you finally caught her.” She gives me a vindictive smile, and I see red.

      But before I can respond, Christmas is by my side. Her warm hand presses to my lower stomach, and my arm instinctively wraps around her shoulder.

      “Is she leaving soon, Nic? I’ve got breakfast made for us.”

      I look down into Christmas’s deep green eyes and smile. Her warm words are stronger than anything I could have said back to Courtney, and ignoring her is the absolute worst thing Christmas could have done, in Courtney’s eyes. My lady is smart.

      “Good thing, because I’m starving.” I lean down and place my lips softly on hers. But as soon as they connect, I feel the need to deepen it.

      One small taste isn’t enough, and before I know what’s happening, I’ve got her in my arms and my tongue tasting hers. Her teeth nibble on my bottom lip, and I growl as I grab her ass with both hands and lift her up against my hard ridge.

      Somewhere in the distance, I hear the front door slam, but I pay it no attention.

      Fuck, I want to take her right here, right now. Desire bears down on me, and I’m pushed deeper as Christmas’s hands rub my chest and up my neck. Her legs wrap around my waist, and I sit her on the edge of the island so my hands can roam her body. My lips move down her neck, and I feel her tremble under my touch. My tongue travels to the valley between her breasts, and I lick her there, feeling her shiver.

      “Fire,” Christmas moans, and I grunt in response.

      “I know, baby. I’m on fire, too. I need you. God, this is so crazy, but I’m like a wild animal that’s found its mate.”

      “Oh, God,” she moans when I push the silk of her nightgown aside and find her nipple with my mouth. “No, fire. Oh, shit, Nic, fire!”

      It’s then I hear the smoke alarm going off and see smoke coming from the stove.

      Pulling back from Christmas, I run over to the stove and take the pan off the heat and cover it with a lid. The smell of burnt bacon fills the kitchen, it soon dissipates when I turn on the fan. I hear giggling behind me and turn around to see Christmas still on the edge of the counter with her hands over her mouth, trying not to laugh.

      I can’t help it. I go to her, pulling her into my arms and laughing with her.
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      I smile into his chest, loving the feeling of him laughing against me. The sound is loud and fills the room.

      “I haven’t laughed like that in a long time.” He says and I pull back a little to look up at him. His hand comes up to my face and cups it. I wait, wondering if he’s going to kiss me again. “God, I’ve wanted this for so long.” He leans down, taking my lips in a sweet kiss that’s gentler than the ones before. “I swear your lips feel like rose petals. I didn’t know something could be so soft.”

      He starts kissing me again, and I wrap my legs around his waist, my fingers digging into his chest. I want to be as close to him as possible. I didn’t know how starved I’d been of something like this. There’s a fear rising inside me, and I’m scared to let go of him. What happens when this all disappears?

      Finally, he breaks away, panting hard, both of us trying to catch our breath.

      “We only met yesterday, but why does it seem like you’ve known me longer?” I ask, my heartbeat in my throat.

      His hands slide to my waist as he picks me up off the kitchen island, then moves them to my ass to keep a firm hold on me.

      “I’m going to show you something, but I don’t want you to freak out.” I wrap my arms around his neck as he starts to move. He leaves the kitchen, and I worry he won’t be able to carry me, but his strong arms don’t even strain with my weight. I lay my head against his neck, breathing him in, listening to the even beats of his heart. He could probably show me anything right now and I wouldn’t care.

      When I feel my butt rest on something, I open my eyes to see that we are back in his office. I smile when I notice the Christmas lights around the window. I don’t know how he did that so fast, but I love that he did something I suggested. It’s kind of romantic in a silly way.

      “You’re sweet,” I tell him, reluctantly letting my arms drop from his neck.

      “I don’t think anyone has ever called me that.” A smirk plays at his lips.

      “You weren’t very sweet to that woman,” I edge, wanting to know what that was all about. I could tell the instant she walked in the room he hadn’t wanted her there. His whole body locked up and I could feel the anger coming off him.

      “That’s the only way to be with her. She doesn’t listen well.”

      “Is she your—”

      “She’s my nothing. Never has been, never will be.”

      “Are you saying I’m the only one who gets to see your sweet side?” I tease, wanting the seriousness on his face to drop away. He didn’t like me talking about the other woman, I could tell.

      “I haven’t cared about what people thought of me in a long time. It keeps them at a distance. Until you.” He walks around his desk and opens the locked drawer where he’d put my candy cane last night. I lean in and see it sitting on top of the Christmas ad I’d spotted last night.

      He picks up the ad, and underneath it, I see pictures of me.

      “Don’t freak out.”

      I look up at him and see a worried look on his face. He grabs a remote that’s in the drawer and clicks on the TV. I turn to look at it and see it the mall security camera feed. The mall is empty right now, but I notice all the cameras he has are focused on the event area. Where I always am.

      I look back the pictures in the drawer and can tell they are images captured by the security camera.

      “You watch me?” Even after seeing all this, I find it hard to believe. “Why?”

      “I can’t seem to stop myself. I threw the party so I could have a reason to ask you here. Since the first moment I saw you, you're all I can think about.”

      “I don’t understand. This morning you pushed me away, and then the talk about you closing the mall last night… Why would you close it if you like watching me?” A faint blush hits his cheeks. I bite my lip to keep from smiling at his embarrassment.

      “I don’t want you at the mall. I want you here.” He points his finger at the floor. “I figure if the mall is closed, you need a new job, and I was going to give you one here with me.”

      “And what would I do here with you?”

      “Whatever you wanted. Preferably in my office with me.”

      “What about this morning?” I don’t know why the incident this morning is sitting at the forefront of my mind with everything else going on. Maybe it’s because I like the idea of him watching me. Like the idea of someone needing me.

      “I thought I was dreaming. When I kissed you, I thought I was kissing you in a dream, and then I knew I wasn’t. I grabbed you without thinking. Then I was scared I would hurt you. You’re so sweet and small, and my need for you is…” He throws his hand out as if the need is too large to even try to explain.

      I smile at the idea of him thinking I’m small. I’m not. I have a sweet tooth for cookies that I’m pretty sure would could give Santa Claus a run for his money. But maybe I am little to him, because everything is small in comparison to his size.

      “Okay.”

      “Okay?” he asks as his hand drops to his side.

      “You can have me.” I let my robe slip off, allowing it to pool around my waist on the desk.

      He looks at me for a second like he doesn’t believe me, and I wonder what he’s going to do. There’s a half a second of hesitation, and excitement and anticipation run through me.

      Faster than a man his size should be able to move, he pins me down on his desk, his wide chest looming over my smaller frame.

      “God, you’re so fucking sweet.” His mouth goes to my neck as he licks and sucks me there. “I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of you,” he says against my skin as his mouth trails down. He gets to the edge of my nightgown, and I think he’s going to slip it off, but instead I hear a rip. The silk leaves my body, but his mouth never does. He keeps sucking and kissing me as his full lips travel lower. My head falls back as he consumes me, inch by inch.

      He pushes my thighs apart, and I look down at him. His dark eyes are locked between my legs, and his face is a picture of hunger and desire. I feel so much need coursing through my body, and desire rolls off him in waves.

      “Please,” I beg, craving more. “I need you.”

      He sucks in a breath at my words, his eyes coming to mine. There’s a feral look on his face and it does nothing to tamp down my overwhelming passion. He moves lower, and his mouth is inches from my most intimate place. I should be shy, but all I feel is right as I spread my legs wider to give him what he wants.

      “You’ll never need for anything ever again,” he growls as his mouth descends on my pussy. My body jerks at the contact as his hands go to my waist to hold me in place.

      As with his kisses, his mouth devours me with raw hunger. A feeling like I’ve never felt builds and builds as his tongue licks back and forth. He sucks me into his mouth right when I feel I can’t take any more, and my breath catches in my throat. My back comes off the table, and I reach for him, unable to take the sensations. But when my fingers slide into his hair, I don’t pull him away. I hold on and let Nic have me as the orgasm takes me over the edge.

      Wave after wave of electric-hot pleasure pulses through every inch of my body. It’s the most intense and beautiful moment of my life, and he gave it to me. I feel a bond grow between us as the sweet caress of something unknown makes us whole.

      I lie there, unable to even open my eyes. The sheer force of the orgasm has left me completely spent. He kisses up my body, then his lips finally make their way to my mouth. I hear the rustle of the drawer, but his mouth never leaves mine. I taste my pleasure on his tongue, and it excites me all over again.

      It isn't until I feel something slide onto my finger that I finally open my eyes.
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      Scooping Christmas up in my arms, I carry her out of my office and to my bedroom. Our bedroom.

      “Nic,” she sighs when I enter the room and place her gently in the middle of the bed.

      “I know how ridiculous this may seem, but just hear me out. I’ve wanted you for so long that it feels like I’ve been waiting forever.” I tuck a blonde wave behind her ear and look into her deep green eyes. “This is all new for you, but it’s been happening to me for a long time. And what I thought we could have is nothing compared to the reality of what this truly is.”

      “What do you mean? What did you want?”

      “After my father died, I closed myself off. I thought that I wanted an heir to carry on my family name, and a nice person to spend the rest of my life with.” I smile at her and run my finger across her bottom lip. “You looked like the sweetest thing I’d ever laid eyes on. Then meeting you made my decision clear. I bought this ring thinking I could offer you a deal, but I don’t think I can give you the option to say no. I want you as my wife and the mother of my children because I’ve never met anyone I’ve wanted as much as I want you. I’ve never touched someone and had my whole world tipped upside down. I’ve never laid eyes on someone and instantly fallen in love. But the moment your eyes locked with mine, all of those things happened.”

      I bring her hand to my lips and kiss the ring that I placed there. It’s a five-carat emerald-cut diamond, and though it’s completely outrageous in size, it’s still not enough for her. She deserves a rock the size of the moon for what she makes me feel.

      “I love you, Christmas. You may need time to grow to love me, but I promise you that I’ll take care of you and always be kind to you. I’ll give you everything your heart desires and more. I’ll protect you, keep you safe, and make you my life until my last breath. Marry me, and I’ll show you what happily ever after can be.”

      “Nicholas, this is all so much. I’ve never even had a boyfriend before. But the second I saw you, I knew that you were different. That you were someone I could so easily fall in love with.” She bites her lip and shrugs. “I should probably be running for the hills after seeing the pictures of me in your desk. But whether it’s sane or not, I love the idea of you seeing me and having to have me. It feels romantic. In a crazy-stalker sort of way.”

      I try not to think about her never having had a boyfriend before. Knowing that I’ll be her first. And her last. I ignore my pounding erection and run my hand down her cheek and over her breast. I rest it on the soft swell of her stomach and look into her eyes.

      “Say you’ll stay. Say you’ll be mine, Christmas.” I move my hand to her hip and squeeze her there. “Say you’ll give me everything.”

      Her tongue comes out and licks her lips, and my cock grows painful. She reaches her hand up and puts it on my chest and speaks barely above a whisper. “I’ve never done this before. Any of this.”

      Her blush shows me her innocence, and I rest my forehead against hers.

      “I’ve never made love either, Christmas. I’ve had sex, but it was meaningless and it happened a long time ago, before I lost my father and shut everything out. And that won’t be what I have with you. What we have will be unlike anything either of us has ever had. But we’ll find our way. Together.”

      ‘Yes, Nic. I’ll be yours. I’ll marry you and spend my life by your side.” I pull away to look into her eyes to see the truth of what she says. “I love you, too.”

      I growl at her admission and pull on the tie at my waist. Once I’ve kicked my pants away and we are completely naked, I slide between her legs and rest the length of my cock against her opening. She’s still sticky from her earlier release, and I rub the ridge of my shaft up and down her wetness. I can hear the syrupy cream on her pussy lips as they open and let my cock glide between them. Her cunt tasted like sweet cinnamon and honey, and I wish I could have another taste. But my cock is too demanding and he needs to be fed. He wants inside her, and he wants to breed.

      “Are you on anything?” I ask, wanting to know if I could get her pregnant.

      “No. Do you want to use a condom?”

      I let out a dark laugh and shake my head. “I want to take you bare, baby. I want to feel your slick sweetness all over me.”

      “We could get pregnant.” She smiles at me when she says it, and I can see a little light in her eyes.

      “If you want a baby, I’ll give you a baby.” My cock leaks cum against her clit at the thought of filling her up. “I won’t pull out, and we’ll see how many times it takes to give you what you want.”

      She nods as she hitches her legs around my waist, inviting me to enter her. I adjust my hips and press the tip to her opening, letting her pussy suck in the first inch. I rock gently back and forth until the tip is good and wet. Then, when I feel her barrier try to stop me, I lean down and take her lips as I thrust through it. I pop her sweet cherry in one fast stroke and feel her tense under me. But it’s fast and almost painless, and she quickly relaxes.

      Her cunt squeezes me so tightly I have to grit my teeth and focus on her. I can’t think about how good it feels or I’ll finish before we even begin. So instead, I give her soft kisses and brush the hair away from her damp forehead. I whisper soothing words and tell her that it’s all going to be okay, and soon she’s moving her hips with me.

      Slowly we stir and begin to move together. I pull all the way out, and she raises her hips on my down strokes, welcoming a firmer thrust. My woman likes it hard. I rock my ass up and down, making sure she gets every ridge of my cock and my pelvis rubs her clit. Her legs begin to tremble and her sticky cream coats my cock. Fuck, she’s taking my dick like a porn star, and I grunt as I bottom out in her pussy.

      “Baby, you feel so good. So sweet and perfect.” Her sticky cunt is sucking me back inside, and she’s begging for me to go harder. Fuck, how did I get so goddamn lucky? She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen as her tits bounce with each thrust. I lean down and latch my mouth onto a nipple as I watch the blush from her neck creep down to her pink peaks.

      Her cries get louder as I suck as much of her into my mouth as I can and give her hard, thick strokes. I feel her pussy squeezing me, and just before she cums, I bite down a little on her nipple, and it sends her over the edge. She cries out, and the sound of her pleasure echoing through the room is like heaven to my ears.

      I sit up and thrust hard into her one last time, looking down on all her curves as my cock pumps cum into her. Her sweet, ripe pussy drinks it down, and I can see the slight trace of pink on the base of my shaft. It makes me cum even more, releasing all of my sperm into her waiting cunt. Fuck, her swollen pussy lips are spread, and her clit is a hard pearl, begging for attention. I reach down and strum it ever so gently, and she releases another squeal, cumming again on my cock.

      “That’s it, sweet girl. Open up for me.” I grip her hips and raise them up, sliding a pillow under them. “I’ll always give you what you want.”

      I keep my cock inside her as I gently rub my hands over her body and hear her breathing even out. She barely opens her eyes as she smiles up at me, a satisfied look on her face.

      “That was so perfect, Nic. I love you.”

      “I love you, too, Christmas.” I lean down and kiss her lips softly before slowly rocking in and out of her again. “I’m going to love you all day and then all night. We can take a break for you to open the presents I got you, and to eat. But other than that, I want you in bed all day.”

      She smiles against my lips. “Did I ever tell you Christmas was my favorite holiday?”

      “Brace yourself, baby. Every day is going to be Christmas now that I’ve stolen you.”

      “You can’t really steal what’s willing to come along,” she says, giving me a soft kiss.

      “Just play along with me. It makes a better story if it sounds like I kidnapped you.” I move my lips to her neck and feel her laugh.

      “All right. It’s a deal.”

      “Now, what was I about to do?”

      She pretends to think for a second before looking me in the eyes. “Make love to me.”

      “Anything you want, baby.”
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Epilogue

        

      

    
    
      
        Two years later…

      

      I step out of the bathroom to find my husband lying in bed. Our daughter Noel is lying on his chest, fast asleep with him. I drop my robe and climb into bed on my side. I’m not surprised they both crashed out. We had our normal Christmas Eve party, but mixed in with her birthday party this year.

      I can’t believe it’s been two years. Nor can I believe that our little one is a year old today. I don’t feel like I can recall a time they weren’t in my life. Our Christmas Eve baby. Nicholas always teases that she came just in time to be here for Christmas, that no kid of mine would ever miss a Christmas.

      I look up to see Nicholas’s dark eyes are open and on me. He has a giant smile on his lips.

      “She crashed on me,” he says, stroking her curly blonde locks.

      “I’m sure you didn’t try real hard to put her down,” I tease back.

      “I still can’t believe she’s one already. I think it’s time for you to give me another.”

      “That so?” I sit up, bringing my mouth to his and giving him a sweet, deep kiss.

      “You know I love you pregnant.”

      “Oh, I know,” I laugh. I thought we had an active sex life before I got knocked up, but once I started to show, Nicholas couldn’t keep his hands off me at all. Hell, he wouldn’t even let me out of his sight. He was always worried something could happen to me.

      “Are you not ready?” I can see a touch of disappointment in his eyes.

      “Nicholas, I’ll have as many babies as you want. You know I love being a mother. I love having a family. I love that we made one together.”

      “God, I love you.” He leans up and kisses me again. “I’ll go put her in bed so we can get started on knocking you up. I’m sure she’ll sleep late tomorrow after missing a nap today and soaking up being the center of attention at the party.”

      He rolls from the bed and carries Noel with him. After I watch him disappear out the door, I jump up and run into my closet to look for the pajamas he got me that first night. Well, not the same ones. After all, he ripped those from me, so I had to get new ones. I find them and quickly slip them on, then dart back to the bed and plunk myself in the middle.

      He enters the room, and he’s on me before I can even get a word out.

      “This my Christmas present?” he asks, going straight for my neck and lavishing kisses on my skin.

      I roll my head to the side and see the clock reads midnight. It’s Christmas now.

      “Yes,” I moan. “There is something else.”

      He raises his head to look at me.

      “I’m already pregnant. Merry Christmas.”
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Epilogue

        

      

    
    
      
        Ten years later…

      

      I walk up behind her and wrap my arms around her waist. I place a kiss on her bare neck and hear the little moan she lets out.

      “Come upstairs with me,” I coax, trying to steal her away.

      She turns in my arms, and her dark green eyes find mine. She brings her hands up to my face, and I see a little mischief in her smile.

      “We’ve got a castle full of guests.”

      “That’s not a no,” I say, pulling her from the crowd.

      We’ve been together long enough that I know every single tell. The lift of the eyebrow, the way her smile pulls at the corner of her lips, the way her body leans into mine. She wants me as badly as I want her, and she’s challenging me to come and claim it.

      She wore the strapless red dress tonight to torment me, I know it. And the worst part is, it’s doing the damn job. The sweetheart neckline shows her ample cleavage, and the way it hugs her small waist is obscene. I didn’t want to let her walk out of the bedroom to greet the party, but she waited until the last second to walk out, and I couldn’t pick my jaw up off the floor in time to stop her. She’s been through the crowd a couple of times, saying hello to our guests. And I’ve been glued to her side, unable to take even one step away from her.

      Our annual Christmas party seems to grow each year. Though I’ve stepped away from a large part of the everyday responsibilities of the company, Christmas loves to entertain. Seeing her eyes light up with excitement as she greets everyone and wishes them happy holidays, I know I’ll never deny her this pleasure. The kids are running around, and the whole castle is abuzz with cheer. She’s done it once again and everyone praises her efforts. It makes my chest swell with pride that people can see how truly amazing my wife is.

      “Where are you taking me?” she whispers as I pull her into my office.

      “You know how nostalgic I am,” I say. I close my office door behind us and click the lock into place.

      Without a word, she walks over to my desk and perches her glorious ass on the edge of it. Slowly, she crosses her legs, and the split in her dress falls away to reveal her creamy thighs.

      “Higher,” I orders, nodding at her dress.

      She does as I ask and pulls the material up to show me more.

      “Now spread your legs.”

      I see the subtle blush rise to her cheeks, and my cock hardens. Even after all this time she can still get shy. Something about that is such a fucking turn on.

      After a second of hesitation, she spreads them, and I see she isn’t wearing panties. I growl at the sight and charge over to her, pushing her back on the desk and reaching to undo my slacks. I fumble with my belt as her breathing picks up, and I knee her legs apart roughly.

      “You were walking around all night without panties,” I say through gritted teeth. The need to rut her is bearing down on me. “You let this sweet, naked pussy strut around unmarked on purpose, didn’t you?”

      “Maybe,” she whispers, her voice soft as a cloud.

      “Maybe?” I grunt as I free my aching cock and run the tip through her wetness. She’s soaked and primed for me to take her. Hard.

      I thrust in all the way, and she gasps as I moan. Her tight, wet heat surrounds my cock, and her sweet cunt throbs on it. I reach up and pull her dress down, exposing her fat tits. I use my other hand to brace myself over her body as I pound into her. Her tits shake, and I lick my lips before I lean down and suck one into my mouth. Her tight little nipples are so hard, and her fingers grip my hair as I bite down on one.

      “Oh God, Nic,” she moans, and I hammer into her harder.

      The sound of my desk scooting across the wood floor means nothing to me as I hump her like an animal. I’m possessive of Christmas and all her attention. And when we are like this, I want her to know there’s nothing in the world but me. I soak it all up and give her the most pleasure possible because I want her to feel as good as she makes me feel.

      “My sweet, dirty girl. Walking around with no panties on all night. I’m going to have to punish you for this.” I thrust harder, and she moans, her hand moving to grip my shirt. “Maybe I should pull out and cum on your pussy. Only good girls get it inside.”

      “No,” she mewls. She throws her head back and squeezes her eyes shut. She’s so close. “Please, Nic. You know I like it inside me.”

      “Then what will your punishment be? You’ll never learn if I let you get away with it,” I snarl, leaning back a little and reaching between us. I rub my thumb across her clit, and it sends a jolt of pleasure through her.

      “Nic!” she shouts, and I smile down at her.

      “Maybe I should keep you from cumming…”

      “I’ll make it up to you. I promise,” she pleads, her eyes on mine now. They’re wild with need. “I’ll suck you off tonight.”

      I laugh and shake my head. “You like that just as much as I do.”

      “Shit. I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”

      “And how will you prove this to me?” I ask, thrusting hard into her again. She moans and licks her lips.

      “I’ll make sure you check next time.”

      This eases the beast inside me a little as I rub slow circles on her clit. “I think that might work. But I still think you should show me how sorry you are after all of our guests have gone and we’ve put the kids to bed.”

      “Deal,” she says, squeezing her cunt around my shaft. She’s a few strokes away from going off, and I’m ready to give us what we both need.

      “Until then, you’ll walk around all night with my cum dripping out of you.”

      I rub her clit harder and feel her climax start. She arches her back and squeezes her thighs around my waist. The pulses in her pussy pull my own cum out of me, and my balls draw up as my semen starts to pump inside of her.

      A long, low moan falls from my mouth as I thrust hard one last time and release into her. The waves of pleasure run down my spine, and I growl her name as I climax. The orgasm is so strong that I nearly fall on top of her when it finally stops.

      “I can’t walk,” she moans as her legs fall to the desk and she lets out a little giggle.

      “Then I’ll carry you,” I say, leaning down and kissing her lips softly.

      “You’re always so good to me.”

      “Because you deserve it. You deserve to be treated like my queen.”

      “I love you, Nic.”

      “I love you, too. Merry Christmas.”

      We kiss again, but this time it’s slow and sweet. Knowing I’ll never have my fill of her.

      

      
        THE END
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      Noelle's voice has captivated Alex, and she's become his greatest obsession. Since he hired her to read audiobooks, listening to her is the only thing that makes his lonely world bearable. Thank God she's never seen him. His scars would only scare her away.  

      Alex has starred in every fantasy Noelle's had since she first heard his voice over the phone, and reading erotica samples to him only fuels her desire. Listening to him on the other end of the phone is the best part of her day, and she's willing to do anything to please him. 

      On Christmas Eve a storm comes through, sending Noelle in search of her reclusive boss. Once she's at his cabin with no place to go, there's only one way to keep warm.

      

      Warning: This is the sweetest, cheesiest, most Christmassy book ever! It's filled with late-night confessions, dirty deeds, and a lifetime of love. If you love this time of year, I've got some cheer for you!
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      For everyone who has an inner Buddy The Elf… Happy Holidays!
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          Chapter 1

        

        Noelle

      

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Have a merry Christmas, Noelle.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        Alex

      

    
    
      I hang up the phone and lean back in my chair, sighing. I close my eyes and let the sound of my name coming out of her sinful mouth roll around in my head. “Alex, Alex, Alex.” I envision her saying it over and over as I drive into her. The thought has me ready to cum all over again, and I reach over to grab a box of tissues to clean up the cum from the orgasm I already had.

      After the first time I heard her voice and had her read a scene for me, I started keeping a box of tissues close by. With every syllable out of her mouth, I got harder and harder until I finally had to mute the phone and rub one out. I couldn’t stand it, her voice driving me beyond wild. I’ve never reacted to a voice the way I do to Noelle’s and the more I hear her, the more I want her.

      I’ve been living in this cabin in Montana for a few years now. I started my company, All for You, a few years ago, after the accident.

      The accident.

      I worked as a publicist for a publishing house in New York, working with authors and agents. One day when I was on my way home from work, I was crossing the street in front of my apartment and was hit by a car. The driver never saw me, and all my doctors said I was lucky to be alive. The accident left a good portion of my body scarred up, including one side of my face. It took months to heal, and afterwards, I felt cramped and claustrophobic in the big city. The scarring was too much for me to handle out in public, and I needed to get away from the noise.

      I wanted to work from home, and audiobooks were something I’d helped a few authors with before. So I started my company to help my clients find the perfect fit for their audiobooks, and before I knew it I had a long list of people needing my services.

      I bought my cabin out in Montana a few years before the accident, visiting as often as I could but not as much as I liked. When I was well enough, I decided to ditch the Big Apple and go live the way I wanted to. My parents and sister still live back in New York, loving the bustling metropolis. At first they were sad I was leaving, but I think they understood my need for isolation. I enjoyed being on my own a lot before, but after the accident, it was difficult to be in public. But technology is great, and it allows me to keep in touch with them. I usually visit them about once a year, and it’s enough for me. We all call and email, but I like my solitude. They ask me every year about coming home for Christmas, and I have a couple of times. But every year I’ve gone home, all I can think about is getting back to my quiet cabin in the woods.

      I’ve grown my business, and now I have a wait list of authors wanting my services. I take one of their books and help match them up with the perfect reader. Normally, I tweak them when necessary, but otherwise, I make the match for them and move on to the next.

      Until Noelle.

      The first time I heard her audition, I was looking for a female voice for one of my clients’ spy thrillers. She submitted her resumé, and I sent her a voice sample, wanting to see if she would fit his needs. The sample I sent her was completely tame, just a chapter about the heroine’s research on the case. But every tone in Noelle’s voice made my cock hard. It sounded as if she was speaking directly to me, and it sent vibrations through my bones. The most unassuming chapter she could have ever read came alive with emotions I never knew were possible.

      That day I hired her on and started using her for all the female parts I needed. After a while, though, I needed more. I had to have something deeper from Noelle.

      I started scouring romance authors who had audiobook needs, and I picked up a few clients. I would pore over books until I found the sweetest, dirtiest ones possible and save specific sections for her to read. I turned all my attention to this side of the business, focusing on Noelle and her voice work in romance. My own selfish needs taking over, and consuming me.

      I would record her reading to me over the phone so I could play it back again every night before I went to bed, always being too worked up during her live reading to fully take in every detail of her words. I find that when I play it back at night, I can hear so much more than what she’s reading; I can hear her sensual melody as I fall asleep.

      After the first time I had her read a romance book, I found myself unable to send it to the author. Instead, I used someone else for the audiobook. I couldn’t bring myself to share Noelle’s voice with anyone else, and I know that was crazy. I’ve been paying her to record audiobooks for months, but I’ve never sent any of her work to an author, instead paying her out of my own money and using another reader for the job.

      I’d made plenty of money in my life so that if I never worked again and only paid Noelle to read to me, she could until the end of time and I wouldn’t be hurting for the cash. As it is, I’ve pretty much stopped taking all jobs unless they revolve around Noelle and her voice.

      The best part of my day is picking up the phone to call her. I get hard before I even dial the number. She sent her picture with her online resumé, and I’m just sad enough to admit that I printed it out and it’s on my desk. I look at it as she reads to me over the phone and I slowly stroke myself.

      Even after she’s finished getting me off, and I sit there, trying to catch my breath, just hearing her go on about her day and life makes me the happiest man in the world. What I wouldn’t give to touch her.

      Shutting down that thought, I stand up and throw the cum-covered tissue away and button up my jeans. I walk out back, grabbing the axe on the back porch, and go to chop some wood. It will help keep my mind busy while I try not to think about things I can’t have.

      Noelle is utterly beautiful, with big brown eyes and wavy light-brown hair. Her full lips are smiling in the photo she sent me, her cheeks rosy with life. From what she’s told me, she only lives about three hours from where I am, but she doesn’t know that. She just happened to tell me the town she was living in one day, and I looked it up. I also know she’s single, and I clench my jaw at the thought. How could anyone see her and hear her voice and not want to scoop her up? At the same time, the thought makes me angry as I picture someone else getting to have her.

      Bringing the axe down on the wood, I watch as it splinters in two. I let out a long sigh and wish for the millionth time that I’d seen that car coming. If I was whole and man enough to sweep Noelle off her feet, I’d get in my truck and drive the three hours to knock on her door and ask her out on a date. She’s so perfect, and she deserves the best. Not half a man who has little kids staring at him at the supermarket.

      I guess I’ll just have to settle for jerking off to her voice for the rest of my life. It’s not exactly what I want, but a part of her is better than nothing. And if she never finds out, then what’s the harm? I can have my own perfect fantasy in my head, where she’s mine and I’m whole.

      Ignoring my loneliness, I undertake the task of chopping more wood, adding to the mountain I already have. Winter in Montana is no joke, but my house is pretty well stocked. I’ve got power from the town that’s pretty close and a fireplace in my bedroom, just in case. There’s also a wood stove in the kitchen for cooking when I feel the need, but as long as I’ve got power, I don’t use it. The cabin is pretty roomy for one person, with a living room and kitchen all together. There’s a master bedroom downstairs with an attached bath and two rooms upstairs with a bathroom in between. I use one for my office and one is a spare bedroom, though I’ve never needed it. The place was furnished when I bought it, and I just left it alone.

      The snow starts to come down heavier, which is expected this time of year. I haul my freshly cut wood onto the porch and make my way inside. After removing my heavy coat and boots, I go to my bedroom and turn on my laptop.

      Lying down in the middle of the bed, I hit play, and Noelle’s voice fills the room. I reach one hand down the front of my jeans, stroking my hard cock while she tells me all about the things I want to do to her.
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        Noelle

      

    
    
      Smacking the modem again, I know my efforts are fruitless. I’ve reset the stupid thing four times now and nothing has gotten it to work. My only other option was smacking it, and that doesn’t seem to be working either. Glancing out the window, I can see the snow starting to come down a little harder, but not enough to make me think it would cause internet issues.

      “Damn it.” I smack the modem again, saying a silent prayer, and all the lights go out on it. Dead. Like my contract with ‘All for You.’ The thought makes my stomach turn sour. No more Alex. Maybe he won’t fire me, but maybe he will. He told me he wanted this today. I glance at the clock and see it’s already five p. m. on Christmas Eve. Everything is closed. There’s no way I can even pack up and go to a local coffee shop to use their Wi-Fi to send the file.

      My options are running out. No, not running out. I have none. Zero. I’m screwed. Maybe I can call and explain and make him understand. I decide to give it a shot. I call Alex. It’s something I’ve never done before because he always calls me. The phone rings six times before going to voice mail, making me wonder what he’s doing. I roll my eyes, thinking it’s none of my business.

      He’s probably sitting in front of a fire with his family or girlfriend, eating cookies and having an oh-so-perfect Christmas. I’m sure it’s like one of those sappy romance novels I’ve narrated before.

      Plopping down on the couch, I begin mourning the loss of the best contract I’ve ever had. Screw that. It isn’t the job I’m sad about losing, it’s him. He seems to have this weird hold on me. How have I latched myself onto someone I barely know? Someone who never shares anything personal about themselves, even when I try to pull things from him. Sometimes I feel like it is there on the tip of his tongue, but it just never comes.

      When my phone rings, it makes me jump off the couch and hurriedly pick it up without looking to see who it is.

      “Alex?” I say into the phone, hating the way my voice comes out all breathy like I just ran a mile.

      “Who’s Alex?” my mom chirps into the phone, making me drop back down onto the couch.

      “No one, Mom.” The lie easily rolls off my tongue. I don’t want to get into it with her about an imaginary relationship with a man who is essentially my boss. She’d ask me what he looks like, how often we went out, on and on. All things I couldn’t answer, and that’s when she’d really start in on me about being more social and how I should maybe talk to a head shrinker to see what was wrong with me.

      Nothing is wrong with me. I’m just a homebody. I haven’t found a person who wants to be a homebody with me yet. The future isn’t looking too great on me finding one either. Not when I’m daydreaming about a man I’ve never even met.

      “Doesn’t sound like nobody,” she says, poking again, but I know she means well. I may not click with my mom and dad, but they love me.

      “Just a client. I’m working on a last-minute project, and I need to talk to him, but can’t get a hold of him.” I give her a little honest information, hoping it will end the questions and we can change the topic. I reach for one of the cookies on the plate I’d set out on the coffee table and take a bite. The sweetness does nothing to make me feel better. I’m going to need cake for that.

      “He’s probably with his family like you should be. Is this project the reason you decided not to join us? I bet you took on a job just so you couldn’t come this Christmas.” The huff in her voice is one I’m all too used to. It works better on my father than me.

      “I wasn’t invited.” I don’t mention that I don’t even know where they are right now. Since I moved out, my mom stopped with the big parties and moved on to spending Christmas in random places in fancy hotels.

      “You’re always invited.” The hurt in her voice makes me feel instantly guilty. I know I’m always invited, but it still burned I didn’t get a call or something. “Didn’t you get my card?”

      “Ahh,” I muddle, dropping the cookie back onto the plate and heading towards the front door entryway. I keep a basket on the table there and always throw my mail in it. I’m looking at the pile as my mom tells me what they’re doing and how she wishes I was there.

      I never go through that basket until it’s practically overflowing. Most of it is normally junk anyway. All my bills are paid online. Who needs mail? If it doesn’t come in an Amazon box, I’m not interested. It goes into the mail basket. I go through it about once a month when it starts to overfill and spill onto the table, leaving me no choice.

      Digging through it, I search for cards, pulling out a sad total of three, while my mom continues to rattle on about Paris. Most people get tons of cards that they line their fireplaces with or cover their refrigerator with. The first card is a generic one from my dentist, but the second one stops me dead. His name is handwritten on the top-left corner. No stupid stamp or printed-out label. Alex Lockwood.

      Even his writing is sexy and masculine, making me warm all over.

      “Mom, I’ve got to go. Merry Christmas. I love you.” I rudely cut my mom off as she lists off the people she and Dad are seeing tomorrow. I didn’t have a clue who any of them were anyway, and I’ve got more pressing matters on my hands.

      I open the card, careful not to rip the envelope too much, wanting to keep it as perfect as possible. The front of the card shows a pretty snow scene—a simple cabin with snow falling all around it. Above the picture-perfect wintery image is Merry Christmas, written in a rustic font.

      Printed inside is a simple May all your Christmas wishes come true. But below that, written in that distinctive handwriting, is what grabs my attention.

      To the sweetest voice I know.

      xoxo

      Alex.

      My heart starts to race at the simple words, and I trace my finger over the xoxo. Maybe he was just being nice, but was it normal to tell a woman she has the sweetest voice he knew and add hugs and kisses, or was he flirting with me? Or am I once again making too much out of this? There were just as many hugs as there were kisses. Of course he’d comment on my voice. That’s what I do for him, after all. Maybe he did cards for everyone at work, like the stupid dentist card I got. For all I know, he has a secretary who does them and he just signs them.

      Flipping the envelope over, I see an address that doesn’t match his company headquarters. I know because it’s stamped on the contracts I sign with every new book I take on. It’s odd, because this one is much closer to me. This address is only three hours from my house. I know the town and have been there a few times. I remember it being small and quaint when I went there to look at antiques one afternoon.

      I make a snap judgment. The card said May all your Christmas wishes come true, and this year my wish is not to lose Alex from my life. Even if it means keeping me firmly in the role of his employee, I’ll take it. I’m doing what I have to do, and I’m going to his house. Loading up the audio tracks to a USB drive, I figure I can just take it to him. Then he’ll have his work, and I’ll know without a shadow of a doubt that I won’t be getting fired.

      I know I might be crazy, but the thought of not having my daily calls with Alex is shattering. They’re something I’m not ready to let go of, even if my obsession has gotten a bit unhealthy. Glancing out the window, I can see the snow has picked up a little more. By the time I get out there, it will be really late. I should pack a bag and maybe stay at a local motel or something. If the snow keeps falling like it is, it probably won’t be safe to drive back tonight.

      I rush to my bedroom and hurriedly get a bag together, stopping in front of the mirror to look at myself. I’m going to see him. I’m actually going to be face to face with Alex. I smooth down my brown hair, knowing I don’t have much time to do anything to it. I’m in leggings and a silly Christmas sweater that hugs my body a little tighter than it did a few years ago. It’s festooned with blinking lights you can turn on.

      Doesn’t matter, I tell myself, grabbing my bag. I slip on some boots, a heavy winter coat, and a stocking cap. I grab the USB drive and my laptop, dropping them into the bag as well. I head out to my Jeep and program the address into my navigation. I hit the garage button, pull out of my driveway, and sit there while I watch it close.

      An hour into the drive, my mind starts to get the best of me. What will happen when I get there? Will he be angry that I interrupted his Christmas? Or will he be happy he got the files he needed, and maybe invite me in? But when my mind goes to him maybe spending the holiday with a woman, I know I have to focus my thoughts somewhere else.

      Grabbing my phone, I hit my Audible app and bring up my downloaded books. I hit one of the ones I recorded for Alex. I purchased the audiobook when it went live the other day. I want to listen to the story and get my mind off things, but as the first words are read, what fills my ears makes my stomach knot.
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      After I jerk off twice while listening to Noelle’s voice, I decide to get out of bed and get something to eat. I could stay in bed all day listening to her and touching myself, but it seems kind of sad to spend my Christmas Eve that way.

      I put on some long sweats and a thermal shirt, choosing to dress for bed since it’s getting late. Going over to my stereo, I play the Peanuts Christmas album. I know that if I put on another audio of Noelle, I'll just end up back in bed, stroking myself to her voice. I go to my refrigerator, trying to figure out what I want. I have a big dinner planned for myself tomorrow because I enjoy cooking, and I wanted to do something a little special for Christmas Day. Nothing in my small town would be open anyway, so spending the day reading and eating indoors is on the agenda.

      Looking out the kitchen window, I see the sun setting and the snow is coming down heavily. I’m wondering if the power will even hold out for me to cook. Good thing I’ve got plenty of wood and a fireplace with a stovetop to cook on. I prepared for a worst-case scenario, knowing how bad the weather can be this time of year. Two years ago I got snowed in for over a week and had to hike it into town for supplies. I’m not planning on doing that again. Ever.

      As I pull out stuff to make sandwiches, I think about how I should get a cat or a dog. Something to keep me company during times like this. I enjoy my solitude and being away from the world, but at times it gets really lonely. When I do go into town, I don’t talk to people unless I have to, and I try to cover up my scars as much as possible. I don’t like people looking at me and wondering what happened. Or worse, feeling sorry for me.

      Shaking off that thought, I go back to making myself something to eat. When that’s done, I go over to the living room and sit down in front of the fire. I stare at the flames, thinking about Noelle and wondering what she’s doing right now.

      She’s probably with her family like every other normal person. Enjoying her Christmas Eve with loved ones, or maybe going out with friends. Maybe she’ll meet someone while she’s out, someone who can be seen in public with her and who won’t feel the need to hide himself.

      I think about what it would be like to spend Christmas with Noelle. If I was whole, and she was mine, I think I’d overdose on Christmas cheer. I’d want to spend all day in bed, cuddled up naked and keeping warm. I’d want to make love to her over and over, only letting her out of bed to make cookies with me and to open presents by the fire. Naked, of course. I’d want to taste every inch of her curvy body, eating her pussy in front of the fireplace. I’d want to fuck her over the kitchen counter so she was covered with flour and sprinkles. I’d drag her outside to make snow angels until she was frozen, and then I’d drag her into the tub and give her a bath until she was warm. I’d hold her close to me that night and whisper in her ear how much I lov—.

      “Come on, Alex,” I tell myself, trying to shake off the fantasy. It’s not real, and it never will be. What I have is in my head and nothing more. Thinking I need something to lift my spirits, I walk to my bedroom and grab Noelle’s recording along with my cell phone. I glance down at it as I walk back to the kitchen and freeze when I see a missed call from her.

      I don’t think twice as I call her back immediately, wondering how I could have missed it. Oh yeah, I was busy jerking off a couple of times listening to her read dirty books out loud. Jesus, Alex, could you be more fucking lame?

      After just one ring, the call disconnects, and I look down at my phone, seeing I’ve got service. I try again and again I get disconnected after one ring. I try five more times and nothing happens. I get a sick feeling in my stomach. What if something happened? What if something went wrong?

      I check the time she called and see that it was over three hours ago. I start to worry. Who can I call and talk to? How can I find out if she’s okay? Did I get a family member contact when I had her sign her contract? God, why didn’t I think of something like this happening?

      I start to pace the living room, thinking of how to get in touch with her, when I see headlights flash across the room.

      “What the fuck?”

      Who could possibly be coming to my house? I’ve never had anyone come here, and my family wouldn’t just show up without telling me. Maybe they’re lost. But my driveway is three miles long. Whoever comes down the road this far knows where they’re going.

      I go to the hall closet and grab the bat I keep in there. I have a hunting rifle, but it’s in the back of the house and not loaded. Probably not the best place for it in this situation, but I’ve never needed it before.

      I pull on my boots as fast as I can. I throw on my coat and walk towards the front door. I see the Jeep turn into the driveway and park just as I walk off the porch and down the front steps. I stand there for half a second, holding the bat, and wait to see who gets out. The snow is really pouring down now, and even a few feet away from the car, it’s hard to make out what’s happening.

      When a small woman in a big coat and stocking cap rounds the back of the Jeep, I squint as I try to make out who it is. She stops short when she sees me with a bat in my hand, and it’s then I realize I don’t have anything on to cover my face. I’m not wearing a hat or scarf, and my scars must frighten her.

      I can’t see her eyes very well with all the snow that’s coming down, but I lower the bat a little, thinking she must need some kind of help to come out this far.

      “Alex?”

      The one word nearly knocks me over on my ass. I let the bat drop into the snow and I turn around, quickly giving Noelle my back. I can’t let her see me. How did she even get here?

      “What are doing here, Noelle?” I can hear the cold callous sound in my voice, but I can’t stop it.

      “I…I had a problem with my internet. I needed to get the book back to you today.”

      Her warm voice is silky, like melted caramel rolling over my tense shoulders and penetrating my heart. My cock responds to her like it always does, going rock hard even in this frosty weather.

      “You shouldn’t be out in this weather.” All I can think about is how dangerous it was for her to come here.

      There’s silence for half a second, and then I hear her feet shuffle slightly. “You’re right. It was a real bitch getting here. I’m sorry. I tried to call, but I didn’t want to miss a deadline.” I hear her nervous laughter and have to rein myself in from going to comfort her. “I’m sorry, we can do this another time. I’ll just make my way back to town and try to call you later.”

      “No!” I don’t turn around, but the word echoes through the forest, silencing her.

      I never dreamed she would be here, and now that she is, I can’t stand the thought of her leaving. It’s too dangerous for her to drive anywhere else, not that I would let her anyway.

      “The weather is getting worse. You can’t drive in this.”

      “I’m sorry, Alex. I just didn’t want to lose my job. I’m sorry I disturbed you on Christmas Eve. I saw the town just a few miles back. I can go to the motel there, and maybe we can talk after the holiday.”

      “Stay!” I turn around quickly, throwing out the word before I have a chance to pull it back. I look away, not making eye contact and trying to keep my head turned so the worst of my scars aren’t facing her. “The motel is full. You can stay with me. I have a room.” I have no idea if the motel is full or not. I just don’t want Noelle to leave.

      “I can’t put you out like that, Alex. I’m really sorry—”

      “Just come inside. It’s freezing.” I wait for a second, and I see her turn to her Jeep and grab a bag out of the back. “You can stay the night. In the morning I can take you to the motel in town.”

      “Thank you,” she whispers, and I turn to walk into the house. When I hear sound of her footsteps following behind me, I release a breath I didn't know I was holding. How bad can this be? I can stay clear of her for one night. I can do this.

      Right?
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      I quickly grab my bag from the passenger seat and follow in his wake, my heart pounding.

      “You cold?” he asks, stomping his boots and shaking the snow from them on the front door mat. I follow his lead, doing the same, not wanting to track snow into his cabin.

      “Ah, yeah.” It’s freezing out, but the wind seems to have more of a bite out here than it did in town. The cold cuts right through you out here. I could feel it rattle my car the further I got from the city.

      I follow him into the cabin before pulling off my boots and placing them by the door. He does the same, keeping his back to me as he does it. I can’t help but stare at his broad shoulders. I thought he'd be a big guy as he has such a deep voice, but he’s even bigger than I imagined. He’s over six feet, probably coming in a good foot over my five two stature. Most people have a lot of inches on me, but he has more than most.

      He turns his head a little, glancing over his shoulder at me. One deep blue eye meets mine. Loose, charcoal hair falls over his face, like he’s in need of a slight trim, and it blocks my view of his face. I’m dying to see it. It looked like he had a scar running down his forehead to his cheekbone when I saw him first. But with the dim light in the cabin and his hair blocking my view, it’s hard to tell.

      He reminds me of one of the old romance heroes I read about in my mom’s old trashy novels. Everyone in the books seemed to carry a brooding aura around them. And were always blessed with dark hair and sharp blue eyes. It never failed time and time again that the heroes would be described that way. Whenever I’d pick up another one of her books, I could almost predict when it was going to say it, and now I seem to be standing mere feet from one, ripped straight from the pages.

      I push the silly thought from my head because I’m once again living in my own fantasy, making real something that isn’t. I take a step toward him, unable to stop myself from reaching to move the hair out of his face. I don’t know what’s making me so bold, but I regret it instantly when he turns his head, giving me his broad back again, mumbling something I can’t quite catch.

      It is almost like he doesn’t want to look at me or something. The thought sends a cold chill down my spine that has nothing to do with the weather. In fact, it’s kind of warm in here with me still all bundled up and a fire blazing at the far wall. I’m guessing this is the living room as a Christmas tree sits in the corner, colored lights dancing across it.

      I’ve been dying to know what he looks like. I wanted to match a face to the man who’s been starring in my fantasies for the past few months. When I got out of the car, he took my breath away. I couldn’t even see him fully and I was entranced, just from being near him.

      Being so close after wanting him for so long, I found his words were hard and nothing like I’d thought they’d be. At times he could be firm with me, like when I called him by his last name, or when it took me a few rings to pick up the phone when he called, but what happened outside was confusing and unsettling. It was like he wanted me to get the hell out of here. Only he didn’t really want me to leave at the same time.

      “I…uh…” I say, trying to break the silence between us for the second time today. I’m totally getting fired. Hell, I kinda knew that when I popped on my audiobook and my voice wasn’t even on it. As much as I want to ask, I don’t feel like poking the bear he seems to have turned into.

      I knew he was the silent broody type, but I didn’t think he bit. Now I’m not so sure. He could rip my heart to shreds with a few harsh words. Maybe this is why I spend so much time with my head in the clouds and my nose in books, dreaming in my own little world. This real-life romance shit is hard and scary.

      “Follow me. I’ll show you where you can put your stuff,” he says without looking at me as he heads towards a hallway. It’s as if he wants to shove me into a room as quickly as possible. He won’t even look at me, and a lump starts to form in my throat. Forget it. I can’t do this.

      “Maybe I should just…” I turn to grab the door handle, but I remember I don’t have my shoes on so I can’t make as quick of an escape as I’d like. Before I can turn to grab my shoes, big arms shoot out on either side of me, landing on the door. His warm body presses into mine.

      “Don’t go.” His words are soft this time, and they tickle my ear. He doesn’t move, and I can’t seem to form any words with him pressed up against me like this. “Just let me show you to your room. You can take a warm bath if you like.”

      “Okay.” The fight leaves my body at his deep, sensual voice. My answer comes out breathy, and it takes every muscle in my body to stop myself from leaning into him. I want to rub against him like a cat in heat. I’ve never done anything wanton in my life, but Alex makes me do a lot of things I’ve never done before. Like drive three hours in a snowstorm, pretending it was all about saving my job, when really I’m being a low-key stalker.

      Maybe I can just say I’m cold or something if I rub against him. Oh my God, I’m totally trying to cop a feel! My cheeks burn with embarrassment at my own thoughts, but Alex still makes no move to release me. I can’t move until he drops the big arms that are caging me. God, how I wish I was facing the other way and staring into his dark blue eyes. I was so sure they would be brown when I pictured him, but my thoughts didn’t do those eyes justice.

      “Don’t try to leave again.” The firmness in his voice is one I know all too well. I am about to tell him I’ll do whatever I want, but feeling him pressed against me banishes any thoughts I have of leaving this cabin. “It’s dark, the snow is falling thick, and the coyotes will be out.”

      With that caution, the warmth of his body leaves mine, and I miss it instantly. Sadly, I think I could have stood like that all night and been utterly content. I turn, following him down the long hallway. The cabin is cute. It’s hard to make out much with so few lights on, but all the walls and floors are wooden. It’s rustic and homely and utterly perfect. The place looks like it was plucked right out of some catalogue. It would be the perfect place to spend Christmas.

      The thought reminds me that it’s Christmas Eve. I haven’t heard anyone else, but I feel bad, not only for intruding but for possibly putting someone out of a bedroom. “Are we alone?” I’m prying for information, but I’m wondering if a girlfriend or someone like that is going to pop up.

      “I’m always alone.” That makes me happy until the words really sink in.

      He takes me upstairs, and we pass one door before we stop outside another. He turns the knob and pushes the door open. He half-turns to me, but the light is off, and I still can’t really make out his face. I can tell he has a strong jaw and nose, but seeing so little only makes me long to see more.

      “Get some rest. I’m sure it was a long drive.” With that, he turns and heads down the stairs, his big body disappearing into the shadows of the cabin.

      I go into the room he told me to take and flip on the nearby lamp. I ignore everything but the bed as I toss my bag onto it and let myself fall into its softness.

      I’m always alone.

      The words run through my mind over and over again. I couldn’t catch the tone he was saying them in. Was he alone before I got here, and he liked to be alone? Am I cramping his style? Or was he alone and didn’t like it?

      I find being alone is bittersweet. It’s something I’d wanted for so long, to be able to get lost in myself without my mother clucking all around me. But now the silence is somewhat lonely. It’s funny, but that ache didn’t start to build until Alex came into my life. Now I’m starting to think he opened a door I’m never going to be able to close.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        Alex

      

    
    
      I’ve tossed and turned for the past couple of hours, unable to do much else.

      She’s here. She’s really here.

      I hate that I’m a coward and completely unable to talk to her. I froze up the second I laid eyes on her, feeling things I’d never felt. We talked for so long, I felt like I knew her, but I wasn’t prepared for seeing her. Nothing could have prepared me for the reality of her beauty.

      It’s Christmas Eve, and I feel like a kid waiting on Santa Claus to show up. Only Santa Claus is in my guest room upstairs and I’m scared shitless to go up there. If only there was a way to know what she’s thinking. Is she disgusted by my scars? Is she disappointed in what she found when she showed up? God, how I pictured meeting her, seeing a thousand different scenarios in my mind, none of which included her showing up here in the middle of a snowstorm and seeing all my scars.

      Sighing, I roll over onto my back and look at the wooden ceiling. I don’t know what to do. I need a sign or something. I look over at the fireplace in my bedroom. I watch the burning embers and wish for a Christmas miracle.

      Suddenly, there’s a pop, and the night light in the bathroom goes out. I sit up, and it’s utterly silent. No refrigerator running, no hum of the heat kicking on upstairs. Shit. This is definitely not the Christmas miracle I was referring to.

      I get out of bed, go to the bathroom, and flip the switch. Nothing.

      There’s electric heat and air in the cabin, but in the winter, I often lose power. There’s a backup generator, but I never bothered to get kerosene for it. Shit. It’s always just been me, and I can make do with the fireplace in the living room and bedroom. Hell, there’s a cook stove in the kitchen for me to make hot meals on, and outside is basically a twenty-four-seven refrigerator this time of year. I’ve never thought twice about the power going out. Until now.

      Looking up at the wooden ceiling in my room again, all I can think about is Noelle getting colder by the minute. I start to walk out of my bedroom and realize I need to put some clothes on. Normally, I sleep naked, but I don’t think she’d appreciate my showing up in her bedroom naked and asking her to come with me.

      My cock twitches at the thought, and I reach down, pinching the tip a little to try to get it to go down. I can’t have a fucking hard-on right now.

      Taking a few breaths, I look down and see my cock getting bigger instead of softening. “Fuck.” Now is not the time. I pull on some tight boxers and some sweats and a long T-shirt. Hopefully, all the layers will cover it up.

      I make my way up the stairs and knock lightly guest room door. When there’s no answer, I knock a little louder. I pause, waiting, but when there’s no sound, I start to panic and wonder if something could have happened to her. Maybe she tried to leave, after all.

      Opening the door, I look in and see her sleeping on the bed, still all bundled in her coat. I walk over silently and stand by the bed, looking down at her. The soft moonlight streaming in through the window makes her look like an angel. I never thought in all the times I looked at her picture that she could be more beautiful, but here she is, proving me wrong.

      Her soft full lips part slightly, and all I can think about is kissing them.

      “Alex,” she whispers, and I start. I think for a second she’s awake and knows I’m here, but she doesn’t move and doesn’t open her eyes.

      She’s dreaming of me.

      The thought has my heart beating out of my chest, and the biggest, goofiest smile crosses my face. She’s dreaming of me. Me!

      I reach down and scoop her up in my arms, carrying her out of the room. She wakes a little at the movement, wrapping her arms around me, her body clinging to mine.

      “Alex?” This time when she says my name, I can hear she’s still a little sleepy but coming round.

      “The power’s gone out, and there’s no heat up here. You can sleep downstairs with me.” My cock tries to break free of my underwear at the feeling of her in my arms and the image of her in my bed. Even though there are about three feet of layers between me and her body, having her against me is heaven.

      The temperature is in single digits outside right now, and the chill is settling in fast upstairs. The house is built well and insulated for the cold, but even a place like this is affected during this kind of winter.

      “Okay.” She leans into me a little more, and I feel her cheek press against my neck. I nearly lose my footing on the last step. My body goes rigid with equal parts fear and lust.

      I walk back to my bedroom and place her on my bed, and she looks up at me sleepily. “Where am I?” She blinks awake, and I turn away from her to grab some more wood and throw it on the hot coals. The fire comes to life, crackling as the flames lick the logs, and I stand still, facing away from Noelle.

      “You’re in my bed. It will be warm in here for you tonight. I’ll sleep on the floor.” I grab a blanket and pillow from the closet and throw them on the ground between the bed and the fireplace. “The fire in the living room is out, and it’s late.” I don’t mention that I could get it going again in about sixty seconds, opting instead to keep that fact to myself.

      “The bed is huge. You can sleep up here with me. I’m sure we can manage to stay on our own sides.”

      My cock aches at the thought of not only having her in my bed but my being in it with her. Her voice once again penetrates my body and makes a chill run down my spine. What I wouldn’t give to have her read to me.

      I turn to face her, the only light in the room from the fire behind me.

      “You should undress.” I see her eyes grow wide with shock, and I realize how my words sound. “I mean that you actually stay warmer in cold weather if you’re naked. I mean, you should remove your coat and as many clothes as you’re comfortable removing. It will help keep you warm tonight in case it gets colder.”

      I see her nod, and she sits up, removing her heavy coat. I can’t help the laugh that escapes me at her Christmas sweater. She looks down at her chest, and I think I can almost see her blush in the weak light.

      She reaches under her sweater and I hear a click, and suddenly her sweater lights up. I actually laugh out loud, and I hear her laughter too as the room is illuminated by the blinking lights. “I should have thought of this when you said the power went out.” We both laugh a little more as she reaches under again, clicking the switch and turning it off. “Better save that for an emergency.”

      I love the sound of her giggle, and my own cheeks hurt from smiling. I can’t remember the last time I felt so light and…happy.

      Trying not to stare as she removes her sweater, I go around to the other side of the bed, sitting down and facing away from her. I remove my own shirt and slip off my sweatpants, leaving on just my underwear. I’ll be fine as long as I stay on my side of the bed. It’s a king-size, and I’d have to roll over a couple of times before we touched, so it should be totally okay.

      When I’m as undressed as I think I can be, I lie on my back and look up at the ceiling. I feel my heart beating a thousand times a second as I try to breathe regularly. Why does it feel as if I just ran a marathon?

      I feel the mattress move, and the top comforter rustles. Oh, God, she’s in bed with me. Noelle is in bed with me.

      “Thank you, Alex. For everything.” I close my eyes as I listen to her words, her voice hypnotizing me. Suddenly, I feel her cool fingers touch my hand and run up my forearm. “I know this isn’t what you had planned tonight, but thank you for taking care of me.”

      “Always,” I whisper as I feel her fingers leave my arm, and a silence falls between us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        Noelle

      

    
    
      I wake plastered to a warm, giant body. It takes me a moment to remember where I am. It all comes flooding back to me, but I stay perfectly still, not wanting to wake Alex. It’s still dark out, and I know if he finds out I’m awake I’ll have to move, and I’ll be so embarrassed. I can’t believe how easily I wrapped myself around him.

      I guess I’m a cuddler. I’ve never had the opportunity to find out before if I am or not, but it’s pretty freaking clear now with how I’m all over the poor man. Not only did I crash his Christmas, but now I’m taking up his bed and every inch of his personal space.

      It’s then I realize how truly all over him I am. I have one leg thrown over him, and it’s clearly resting on something very large…and very hard. Does that mean he’s awake? Do men get boners in their sleep? I try to recall the millions of romances novels I’ve read and narrated, like they’re all factual. I come up blank on the whole boners-when-asleep thing, not having read about it before.

      I shuffle a little, making my leg move, and Alex lets out a moaning grunt. I go completely rigid like a dumbass, giving myself away. I wait, but the silence stretches, neither of us calling the other out.

      I want to remain still, but my traitorous body takes over, needing to hear that sound again. I shuffle against him again, wanting more of his warmth to seep into me. I feel like burrowing so deep into his heat, I could never get out. I’d never be alone again.

      Instantly, I’m on my back. Alex’s big body is over mine as he buries his face in my neck. He’s so big compared to me, and I’m completely covered beneath him. Fear doesn’t hit me at the sudden change in position. A strong dose of lust ripples up my spine and floods my system. It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before, and I’m immediately addicted.

      I lift my hips, needing the contact, letting my legs fall open even more.

      “Please. You have to stop.” His voice seems strangled and almost pained, but for some reason I can’t stop. It’s like I no longer have control of my body. Maybe this is what happens when you let yourself go without physical attention for so long. The need for human contact becomes stronger than you can control.

      I grip his biceps, my nails digging into his firm muscles. I just need a little more pressure. It’s so close I can feel it. I push my hips up against him, using him for my pleasure. I drag my sex against his, but he remains completely still over me. His hold is firm and steady, and my hips move at just the right angle, and that’s all it takes. I explode against him, his name pouring from my lips and filling the silent room. The delicious pleasure cascades through my body as heat spreads between us.

      I hold on to him so tightly, as if he’ll disappear if I release him. Not wanting to let this moment go, I cling to him. For so long I dreamed of having him over me and now that it’s a reality, I can’t let it end. The distance he’s always tried to keep between us vanishes in this moment, and I’m going to savor it.

      When I start to come down, the reality of what I just did hits me. I just rubbed myself against him, using him for my own pleasure. I hear and feel his heavy breathing on top of me, both our bodies gasping for air, filling the silence that seems to hang between us constantly. It’s a silence I long to fill with words I can’t bring myself to say.

      Then he’s gone. His warmth leaves my body, taking all of mine with him as he shoots from the bed. The blanket that was covering us hits the floor. The cold air makes goosebumps break out all over my body. He doesn’t say a word as he storms from the room, slamming the door behind him so hard I swear I feel the bed shake.

      “Holy shit,” I whisper to myself. That’s when I feel the wetness that’s coating the outside of my underwear.

      He came.

      I thought cumming was a good thing. Clearly Alex isn’t happy about it. He stormed from the room like his ass was on fire. Oh, my God. Did I force myself on him? Wait, under him. Can you force yourself under someone?

      I roll over, shoving my face into the pillows. Could this get any more awkward? What is wrong with me? Could I have been any clingier? I’m all too happy to crawl into his bed and strip down at his suggestion. A little self-conscious at the time, but that didn’t seem to stop me from throwing my clothes off and snuggling deep into his bed. I invited him to join me even after he seemed to want to sleep on the freaking floor.

      Clue in, Noelle.

      Frustrated, I grab the pillow and throw it across the room. Sitting up, I lean against the headboard and try to think of a way out of this. Maybe I could sneak out in the morning.

      This is all so confusing. One minute I felt like he wants to be near me, as if he is longing for me like I am for him. Then the next, it’s like having cold water thrown on me.

      I remember the sensation of him over me and how it felt so right. The way my hands gripped him tightly, never wanting to let go. The scars under my fingertips. The scars.

      It all starts clicking together. He won’t look at me. My heart clenches. Does he really think I’m so vain, or do the scars just bother him that much? I haven’t seen all of him, but from what I’ve seen and felt, he’s perfect. How he could doubt himself, I have no idea. He is pure male perfection.

      I have my flaws, too. My skin may be free of scars, but I carry my own marks. I don’t have a perfect hard body like his. I have wide hips and thick thighs. I’m not what you’d call pretty or sexy. Maybe a nerdy kind of cute, but I’ve often thought I’m a little mousy. Random stretch marks litter my body. They’re not scars like his, but they mark me, and I often feel self-conscious about them.

      Maybe I could show him it doesn’t matter to me. That none of it does. I didn’t fall for him because of what he looks like. Hell, I was half in love with him before I ever even saw him. Climbing from the bed, I unhook my bra and drop it to the floor, my panties following suit. I take a deep breath to calm my now-racing heart, and I give myself a pep talk. I can do this. It’s all or nothing.

      At this point I’ve got nothing to lose. Either he wants nothing to do with me and I’ve lost him from my life, or maybe he does want something from me and is too scared to act on it. I can show Alex that I want him by baring myself to him like I want him to do for me.

      When I’m standing in front of the door, I give myself one last pep talk. Stop living in your head, and take what you want. As I pull the door handle, I come face to face with Alex. He’s got both hands braced on the door, and his tall form towers over me.

      I gasp at the look on his face.

      Hunger, longing, need. It’s all there as his eyes roam my naked body before landing back on my face. The angry-looking scars on the left side of his face run down to his neck. They look like they’ve healed over time but still look painful.

      I reach to touch him, but he’s on me instantly. He lifts me into his arms. My feet dangle off the floor as his lips crash onto mine. All the hunger I saw in his eyes bleeds through in his kiss. His tongue pushes into my mouth, taking what it wants. I never knew you could feel so much from a kiss. That it could tell you everything you wanted to know.

      He wants me. It’s there in the way he’s kissing me. He pulls me closer like he’s trying to enfold his body in mine. I’m lost in him. I know from this moment on I’ll never be the same. I can feel it in every fiber of my body. I’m his.

      I feel my back hit the bed, his big body over mine once again. His massive hands come to my face, holding me in place as if he thinks I might try to break away from the kiss. I wrap my arms around him as I kiss him back just as hard, silently showing him I’m not going anywhere. That I’ll stay here forever if he asks.

      When my hands start to travel over his body, wanting to feel him, he breaks the kiss and buries his face in my neck once again. It’s as if he finds it painful for me to rub my hands on him. I won’t let him pull away again, so this time I lock my legs around him, my naked body wrapped so tightly around him that if he tries to dart from the room, he’ll be taking me with him.

      “Look at me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        Alex

      

    
    
      Closing my eyes tightly, I fight the urge to keep my face buried in her neck. I don’t want to look at her, but I can’t deny her what she wants.

      I look into her beautiful, soft brown eyes, letting her see me. All of me. Her eyes lock with mine, and I wait as they trail down my face and neck. She looks at every mark, then slowly brings her fingertip up to my face, tracing each scar with her gentle touch. Closing my eyes, I breathe in her scent as she explores me.

      Having her under my body and rubbing her pussy against my hard cock was my undoing. When I first felt her move earlier, I couldn’t control myself and had her pinned beneath me before I thought about what I was doing. I was already on edge when she wrapped her little compact body around me when she was sleeping. It was like the most natural thing in the world for her to do. Then when she rubbed herself to an orgasm on my cock, I came all over her. The tip of my cock peeked out of the waistband of my underwear as she rubbed up and down, exposing some of me. When I felt her heat through my underwear and then the clenches of her orgasm, I pressed the tip of my cock to her panty-covered clit and came with her. The orgasm was fast and unexpected and did nothing to quench my desire for her. It was merely a small drop from the fountain of need I have for her. In fact, it just intensified it.

      When I bolted from the room, I immediately regretted leaving her warmth, and turned, gripping the frame of the door to keep myself from going back in. I didn’t want to frighten her. Not only with the way I look, but by being some kind of animal and cumming on her like that. But the longer I stood out there, the more I realized that Noelle wanted me. She may not have seen the worst of me, but in her sleep she reached for me. And when she woke up, she still wanted to be near me.

      Just as I was about to push the door open, there she stood, completely naked. I didn’t stop to think about what I was doing. I just scooped her up and took her back to the bed. I needed her under me, no matter the cost.

      As I feel her fingers trail down my chest, I open my eyes to look down at her again. Pressing my hard, underwear-covered cock against her naked pussy, I grind down on her, needing another release.

      “Alex,” she whispers, rubbing both of her hands across my chest.

      “I have so many things I want to say, Noelle. I don’t know where to begin.” All these words and emotions are running through me, and I’m all jumbled up. I want to fuck her roughly against every available surface, and then I want to make love to her in all the same places. I want to tell her how much I need her and how addicted I am to her, but I don’t want her to reject me. I need to steal this time from her before she finds out how truly gone I am for her and leaves this cabin.

      “Make love to me, Alex. Please.” Her eyes meet mine, and I can see need in them. I see something else, too, but I don’t know what it is. Lust? Something stronger?

      “I…Noelle.”

      “Don’t make me beg.” She laughs a little, running her hands through my hair and then down my face. Suddenly, she sobers a little, holding me tighter. “I’ve never done this before, but I need you, Alex. I feel it deep in my soul. I need you inside me.”

      Fuck.

      Her words shouldn’t break me in two, but they do. Knowing that she wants part of me inside her body, taking her first. I’ll be the last, too, if I have anything to say about it. Maybe I could chain her to me. Leave something of me inside her so she’ll never be free of me.

      Leaning down, I take her lips in a passionate kiss, telling her with my body what I can’t say in words. I kiss down her chin and neck, licking the dip at her collarbone and running my teeth along the sensitive skin there. I feel her shudder under me as I move down, licking each of her nipples and biting the flesh of her breasts. My big hands squeeze them together, loving each one equally.

      Noelle’s moans fill the room, and I shiver at her voice. It’s so erotic and sensual. It’s as if all the fantasies I’ve ever had of her reading to me have come to life.

      “Talk to me, Noelle. Tell me all the things you want me to do to you. I’m addicted to your voice.”

      As I lick down her stomach, still pinching her nipples as I move lower, she starts to tell me what she wants.

      “Please, Alex. I need you between my thighs and licking my pussy. Don’t tease me. I’m so close to cumming just having you on top of me.”

      Once again the sound of her voice soothes me and makes me impossibly hard. I move down between her legs, shouldering apart her thighs and making room for my broad body.

      Pressing my face to her pussy, I inhale her sweetness. Her lower lips, already sticky from her earlier orgasm, dampen with need. I stick my tongue out and flatten it against her clit, giving her long thick licks. Her moans grow louder and louder as I taste her nectar, the flavor coating my tongue and intensifying my addiction. I growl against her pussy, thinking about how it’s untouched and how she wants me to be the one to take it for the first time.

      I have no clue how someone so perfect is untouched. How has no one taken her as their own yet? I’ll lock her in my cabin and keep her forever.

      Moving down just a little, I stick my tongue inside her, feeling a tight squeeze from her needy pussy.

      “Baby, I don’t know if I’ll fit,” I say, kissing the inside of her thigh and moving back up to suck on her clit.

      “Fuck!” she shouts, as the suction on her clit makes her back bow off the bed. “I’ll make it. I need you, Alex. Please.”

      Biting down just a little on her clit, I flick my tongue across it a few times before I feel her start to tense up. Just as she’s about to orgasm, I press two thick fingers inside her pussy. I rub the sweet spot just inside her, and it only takes two strokes before she’s cumming on my fingers and in my mouth.

      She reaches down, fisting my hair and screaming loudly as the fierce orgasm flows through her body. Her pussy clamps down on my fingers, but I don’t move, still rubbing and sucking her off.

      The taste of her orgasm is even sweeter than how she tasted before she came, and my cock leaks cum in response. He wants to have that sweetness coating him.

      Once I’ve wrung the last of her orgasm from her, I give her sweet clit one last kiss and move up her body. I push down my underwear as I go, kicking it off, wanting to be naked with her. As I line my bare cock with her opening, it occurs to me that as she’s a virgin she probably isn’t protected.

      I grab the base of my cock and hold myself there as I look into her eyes. She’s got a slight sheen of sweat across her forehead, and her cheeks are flushed from her powerful orgasm.

      “I want you raw, Noelle. Nothing between us. I’ll take care of you if I get you pregnant, but I won’t wear a condom with you. Not ever.” She looks into my eyes, and after a second she licks her lips and nods. “I’ve never ridden bareback before, but I won’t have anything between us.” She nods again. I know I’m clean. I haven’t been with anyone in years. I didn't even have a desire to after the first time I heard Noelle’s voice. From that moment I knew another wouldn’t do. I thought I could never have her and was planning to be celibate for the rest of my life because I knew I’d never want another.

      I lean down slightly so she doesn’t miss what I’m about to say. “I won’t pull out either. Once I get inside you, I’m cumming in you.”

      Her breath catches, but once again she nods. I feel her lift her hips in invitation, and all I can hope is that my seed clings to her womb and I bind us together forever.

      I press my cock to her opening, and at the first touch of her heat, I thrust in hard, breaking through her virginity in one movement. I didn’t want to cause her prolonged pain, so I thought popping her cherry in one thrust would be best.

      Feeling her tense under me, I wonder if I did the right thing. I brace my elbows on either side of her head, rubbing her forehead and trying to soothe her with kisses. After a moment, the pain seems to ease, and she starts to clench around me.

      Her pussy is tighter than anything I’ve ever felt, and it’s squeezing me almost to the point of pain. I have to grit my teeth and fight myself not to cum, not wanting to end this too soon.

      I start to make small shallow thrusts, working my way up to fully moving in and pulling out. After a few more strokes, Noelle is moaning and scratching at my back, begging me to go harder. I bury my face in her neck and give her what she wants, all the while trying not to cum too soon.

      I feel her legs go around my waist, her heels digging into my ass. I moan at the feeling of being inside her tight body. The sound of our sexes slapping the sticky passion between us is loud in the quiet room.

      “Oh, God, Noelle.” I take her mouth again in a kiss like no other, trying to make her feel what I feel.

      Her pussy clamps down on me one final time as her body explodes in an orgasm. I swallow her cries, wanting to devour her passion, as I thrust into her and release my own orgasm. I feel the cum pump out of me as her pussy squeezes it from my cock. My seed coats her unprotected womb, possibly making a baby to bind her to me.

      The thought has me pumping even more cum into her, wanting her to be mine in every way.

      Once we’ve both come down from our peaks, I kiss her lips softly and smile down at her. I feel like I’m floating, and at the same time I’m completely spent.

      Not wanting to pull out of her, I roll us over so my big body isn’t crushing hers. She lies across my chest, and I play with her hair, whispering all the ways I’m going to love her body tonight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        Noelle

      

    
    
      “That was…” I trail off, searching for the words for what that was. My body feels like Jell-O, and I have no desire to leave this spot for the rest of my life. His cock is still nestled deep inside me, as hard as he was when he first entered.

      “Perfection,” Alex finishes for me, drawing my eyes up to his. I see a fire dancing in the deep blue depths. ‘Perfection’ works, but it was more than that. All of this feels…life-changing. He holds my stare this time, not looking away as he gives me a clear view of his face. The fire lends a glow to the room, letting me see all of what he’s been trying to hide.

      I don’t want to hide. I’m sick of this game. Just like when I got naked and went after him, I’m going to throw my cards on the table. All or nothing. I can’t go back to what we had before. Not even just working for him, but being forced to have daily calls with him and not being with him would rip me in two. There’s no going back. I’ll just fling myself over the cliff and I pray he’s going to catch me.

      “I’ve wanted this for so long.” His eyes widen a little at my words like he’s shocked by them. How he doesn’t get it, I have no freaking idea. Any red-blooded woman would want him. He’s beautiful in a rough manly kind of way. His scars only add to his whole appeal. After all the romance novels I’ve read, I seem to have found my own sweet, brooding, scarred hero. I want to keep him, and I want him to want to keep me, too.

      He said things when we were making love. How much of that was heat of the moment babbling, and how much was real?

      “I’ve wanted you since the first time heard your voice. Before you ever even knew I existed,” he admits. The words he said to me when we were making love ring through my mind. “Talk to me, Noelle. Tell me all the things you want me to do to you. I’m addicted to your voice.”

      “You’re addicted to my voice?”

      He huffs out a laugh. “Yeah.” He rolls us both so I’m pinned under him again. “Your voice is where it started. Now I think I’m addicted to every part of you. Your eyes, your lips, your innocence, your body and the way you can talk to me for hours on end and just let me listen. The way you get comfortable in silence and the way your breath does this little hitch every time you do a narration and the hero says ‘I love you.’ All of it. Every part of it. I could go on for days.”

      “But you…” I search my brain, trying to put everything together. So much of this has seemed one-sided for so long. “I didn’t think you wanted me.”

      “Does this feel like I don’t want you?” His cock slides out of me a little and thrusts back in.

      “You’re a man. The wind makes you hard,” I tease, wiggling my hips, wanting him to do that again.

      “I hadn’t gotten hard since the accident until I heard your voice. Now I can’t seem to get un-hard.” The smile on his face lets me know that this doesn’t seem to bother him in the least.

      That shouldn’t make me happy, but it does. That I have some special power—that only I can get him off—pleases me.

      “What happened?” I reach up and touch one of his scars, and he leans into my palm, craving the feel of me.

      “Wrong place, wrong time. Got hit by a car.”

      “Oh, God.” Horror fills my voice, but he brushes his thumb across my cheek, soothing me.

      “I’m fine. It happened years ago,” he says, his voice devoid of emotion.

      “Is that why you’re all the way out here in the middle of almost nowhere?” I know his company is pretty big and he has a few other people working for him. I have to deal with them from time to time.

      “At first, yeah. It’s kind of grown on me now. Life’s not so busy. I like the quiet a lot more than I thought I would.”

      I know the feeling. I’ve always been a homebody. I just stay in the town so I can have some human contact from time to time. I know if I lived out in a beautiful cabin like this, I’d probably never see another soul until my mom came and dragged me from it kicking and screaming.

      “Don’t you get lonely?”

      “I was at first. Then I found you.”

      “Liar, you hardly talk to me.” I playfully smack his arm.

      “I don’t talk much because I want to hear you. If I’m talking, you’re not.”

      “But I like hearing you, too.”

      “Then I’ll talk until I can’t utter another word if it makes you happy. As long as you stay here with me.”

      “You want me to stay here with you? Like, for the holiday?” My heartbeat picks up as I wonder what he’ll say.

      “Yeah for the holiday.” He pauses for a second, and I see what looks like uncertainty creep into his eyes. “And after.”

      “After?” I push, wanting more. It’s hanging in front of me, so close I can almost grab it. I want his words and for him to ask me to stay.

      “Forever,” he finally says, and I can tell he’s worried what I might say. My chest fills with warmth, but it feels too good to be true.

      “Is it too soon?” I know it’s a stupid question. Hell, we just had unprotected sex. Our baby could be growing inside me as we speak, but I need him to give me more. He’s hiding so much of himself from me. I want to know we’re on the same page, that he’s just as crazy about me as I am about him.

      “I’ll make you so fucking happy, Noelle. I know you’re perfect for me. I’ve listened to you talk for hours on end. You’re it for me. I know it to my core, and I’ll spend every day showing you that I’m it for you. That we belong together.”

      “Why aren't you using the audios I made?” The question has been hanging in my mind, and after all the sweet things he’s said to me, this one thing is still not adding up. He liked my voice so much, and he used me for so many jobs…

      He blushes at my question like he’s embarrassed.

      “I-I…shit.” He brushes a few strands of hair out of my face. “I didn't like the idea of others hearing you say all the sex stuff in the audios. I wanted it to just be mine.”

      “You kept them for yourself?” He must have a stockpile of my audios hidden away. I don’t know why, but it is adorably cute. I wonder what he does with them. I’ll have to ask him later, for sure.

      “God, this makes me sound crazy, but yeah, I kept them for myself. Seems I do a lot of things I shouldn't when it comes to you.” He says it like he has a few more secrets he’s keeping, and I want them. If we’re doing this, jumping into this so quickly, then I need to know it all.

      “Are there more things I should know?” It should be freaking me out, but thinking that he’s been stalkerish makes me feel warm inside. Like he’s got all these little dirty secrets about me just for himself.

      His grip tightens on me like I might try to get away from him. “I ran a check on you when I first found you. Learned everything I could. I also might have hired someone to watch you for me.”

      “You have someone watching me?” Now that I can’t believe. Watching me would have to be the world’s most boring job. I maybe leave the house once a week, and that’s just to go to the store. I get everything pretty much just shipped right to my front door.

      “I was worried someone would steal you,” he says with such certainly. He says it like it’s a real possibility that someone is really going to come and take me away.

      “Steal me?” I don’t even know what to do with that.

      “Yeah. If I had met you, I would’ve scooped you up and never let another man near you. I got scared you’d meet someone and then…” His words trail off. He doesn't even want to finish the sentence. I can see the uncertainly in his face. He’s scared I’m going to run from him now that I know the truth. But the grip he has on me won’t let me go anywhere, even if I wanted to.

      Nope. He’ll never be rid of me now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        Alex

      

    
    
      “I don’t want you to ever leave me, Noelle. I can’t bear the thought of not having you for even a second now that I’ve got you under me.”

      She smiles so big and brightly at me, it’s as if she can feel the same things I’ve always felt for her.

      “This is insane,” she tells me, leaning up to kiss me quickly. “I feel this pull between us, and I’ve never felt anything like this before. It’s…it’s—”

      “Love,” I finish for her.

      “Love,” she repeats, and we stare into each other’s eyes.

      Thrusting into Noelle gently, I try to take her tenderly this time. Less hurried and less afraid of the moment vanishing.

      I kiss her passionately and whisper my promises of devotion and desire. And when we find our peaks together, her name on my lips and mine on hers, I cradle her in my arms and hold her while she sleeps, truly happy, inside and out, for the first time in my life.

      [image: ]
* * *

      I reach for her every hour throughout the night, making love multiple times until exhaustion carries us off to sleep. Most of the time, I wake up still inside her, one round of passion leading into another.

      Her sex has to be sore, but she keeps clinging to me just as much as I’ve clung to her. Neither of us want to separate.

      When the first touch of sunlight comes through the windows, I kiss her shoulder and nuzzle her neck. “Merry Christmas, Noelle.”

      Smiling, she turns in my arms to face me, kissing my neck and burrowing deeper into me. “Merry Christmas, Alex.”

      “I have a present for you.”

      Noelle sits up a little and looks at me. Her hair’s a mess and she’s still half-asleep, but she perks up at the word ‘present.’

      “You got me a Christmas present? How did you even know I would come here?”

      “I didn’t know. I got it for you and I thought I would send it to you, but I chickened out. Then I thought maybe I would save it for your birthday.” I blush a little, feeling silly for the idea, but Noelle beams at me, leaning up and kissing my cheek.

      I turn to get out of bed, not wanting to leave her warmth but wanting to keep that smile on her face, and I feel a sharp sting across my ass.

      “Ouch. Did you just spank me?”

      Turning around, I see her sitting up in bed with the covers around her waist, her full breasts on display. A mischievous look is on her face, and she just nods at me.

      “Oh, turnabout is fair play, baby.” I dive back on the bed, and we giggle as I wrestle her over and give her three spanks on her bottom. Her squeals of surprise turn into moans as I lean down and kiss where my hand just made a faint pink mark. “Do you want more, or do you want your present?”

      “Both,” she says into the pillow, and I bite her ass cheek, giving her what she’s asking for.

      I climb on top of her as she remains face down on the bed. Spreading her legs just slightly, I press my cock to her opening from behind, her entrance tighter than normal in this position, and I have to work my way inside her.

      She raises her ass, giving me access to all of her, and I slide in easily. Once I’m fully seated inside her tight channel, I lay most of my weight on top of her and start to thrust. Long deep strokes make the angle delicious for her, and she moans louder and louder.

      My cock is still hard as a rock even after all our rounds of passion, and I’m ready to cum in her again. I don’t know if I’ll ever get enough of her.

      I work to rub her sweet spot inside, making sure that every stroke is giving her the most pleasure possible, and she’s soon clenching around me. I kiss her neck and nibble her shoulder, and her over-sensitized skin responds.

      She clutches the sheets beneath her and screams out her orgasm as I bottom out inside her. Once again I fill up her unprotected womb, letting my seed spill inside her. Noelle’s overflowing with it at this point, and there’s no doubt in my mind I’ve put my baby inside her.

      Once her twitches have finally stopped, I pull from her body and turn her over. I kiss each nipple before moving down her belly and kissing her clit. Once I’ve tenderly kissed her sweet places, I stand up and go to the living room, grabbing her present from under the tree.

      I come back to find her still in the same spot with a giant smile on her face. I laugh as I sit on the bed beside her and hold out the small box.

      Sitting up, she takes it from me, her eyes twinkling with excitement as she opens it up. After she’s got the paper off, she opens the long skinny box and pulls out the chain.

      “What is it?” she asks, holding the gold necklace in her hand.

      “It’s your voice, actually.” When she looks at me questioningly, I point to the waves that run along the middle of the chain. “I listened to your recordings so many times, I think I have them memorized, so I took a couple of words and had the sound waves shaped in gold. The three small sections of lines show the words that I loved hearing from you the most.”

      She looks at me with unshed tears in her eyes. “What does it say?”

      “I love you.”

      She throws herself into my arms, clinging to me. I cling to her just as fiercely, wanting her to know that what I say is true.

      “I love you, too, Alex.”

      I hold her close, kissing her and wiping away her tears. “I have loved you from the moment I heard your voice. Thank you for coming here, and being my Christmas miracle.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Epilogue

        

        Noelle

      

    
    
      
        Christmas Eve, five years later…

      

      “But what if the power goes out?” Nicholas asks, a little fear in his eyes.

      “Your dad is the greatest woodsman who ever lived. He won’t let anything happen to us. Besides, if the power goes out then we get to have Christmas dinner over the fire. It’s kind of fun.” His eyes brighten at the idea, and I kiss his forehead, tucking him into bed. “Goodnight, my love. Get some sleep. Santa will be here soon enough.”

      “Goodnight, Mommy. I love you.”

      “I love you, too.”

      I close the door to his room and make my way downstairs. I find Alex in our bedroom, pulling out the train set ‘Santa’ got Nicholas for Christmas.

      “Is he asleep?”

      “Not even close. Better wait a bit before we set that out. Just in case.”

      Alex puts the toy down, walking over to me with a seductive look in his eyes. “Hmm. I wonder what we could do while we wait. What could we possibly do with all this free time on our hands?”

      I giggle and melt into him, loving the feel of him against me. We’ve been living here in our cabin for the past five years, and each day together is better than the last. I’m still head over heels madly in love with my husband, and if the way he can’t keep his hands off me is any indication, he feels the same.

      We had our little boy, Nicholas, nine months exactly after our first Christmas together, and we decided to wait a while and see if we wanted any more. Alex and I are simple people and didn’t want a large family. A few years went by after having our son, and we agreed that our trio was perfect.

      “I thought you were going to make me s’mores?” I moan as Alex’s tongue meets my collarbone.

      “Tell you what. You let me eat your pussy, and then I’ll make you s’mores.”

      “It’s like you’re not even trying to win anything here,” I laugh as I let him unbutton my jeans.

      “Baby, I’ve got you. I’ve already won everything.”

      My laugh turns into another moan as Alex kneels down in front of me, kissing me in all the right places.

      He’s so good to me, I can’t believe it sometimes. Maybe I’ll read him that new Ruby Dixon book, Ice Planet Holiday, out loud tonight. He’s been waiting for the latest Barbarian story, and he loves it when I get to the sex scenes.

      I close my eyes and smile, thinking this might be our best Christmas yet.

      

      
        THE END
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        Everything For Her

        by Alexa Riley

      

      USA TODAY bestselling author Alexa Riley's first full-length novel shows just what happens when a strong, possessive man finds the woman of his dreams. 

      I'll never forget the way she looked, so confident and sure of herself. I watched her from a distance. She wasn't ready for me yet. I didn't approach her and I didn't disturb her, but I never once took my eyes off her.  

      Mallory Sullivan is ready to start her new life. After graduating at the top of her class, she's landed one of the most coveted internships in the United States. Hard work and determination have gotten her to this moment of living the life she only dreamed of while growing up in foster care. 

      From the start, I knew that she would be my greatest achievement, so the day I let her go, I set down a path for her. A path to me.  

      She never expected Oz to be the greatest culmination of those dreams. But sometimes fate determines who you fall in love with. Who makes you lose control. Who owns your soul. 

      And then you realize it wasn't fate at all… 

      I've wanted to care for and protect her since the first moment I saw her. I've constructed everything in our lives so that at the perfect moment, I could have her, could give her the life she deserves. 

      The time has come.
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          Preface

        

        Miles

      

    
    
      I’ve watched her since the beginning.

      It’s funny, but I don’t really remember much before her. It’s as if I could split my life into two halves. Before her and after. I remember my life with my parents, and I remember getting into college, but it’s all gray before her. Until the day I saw her, there was no color. But once my eyes landed on her for the first time, it was like when Dorothy landed in Oz and she opened the door. The world went Technicolor, and she was my very own Glinda the Good Witch.

      I was twenty-two years old the first time I saw her. She was seventeen and competing in a state-level high school math competition.

      Yale University asked me to represent them as a student judge, and I nearly declined. The state of Connecticut is small but houses one of the greatest Ivy League colleges in the country. One that makes becoming a standout almost impossible. I was among the top one percent in my class as a senior at Yale, with a major in statistics.

      The only reason I’d accepted the invitation was to play a part. Many expected me to follow in the footsteps of my father, and I wanted them to believe that, but my end goal was a little different than anyone knew. I was on the path of revenge, but playing a part would help me on that path. Rubbing shoulders with the same men my father did, even if it left a bitter taste in my mouth.

      Agreeing to judge the competition was life-changing. The bitter taste in my mouth altered that day. A sweetness took over. I wanted it. Needed it.

      I’ll never forget the way she looked, so confident and sure of herself. I watched her from a distance, like you would a lioness in the wild. I didn’t approach her and I didn’t disturb her, but I never once took my eyes off her.

      I found out later she was being sponsored by her high school so that she could attend the competition. She had no family and was being raised in a group foster home, so her school funded the trip. She was smart, and they wanted to see her succeed, which she did.

      I saw so much in her as she competed. She knew all the answers and was absolutely sure each time. She trusted her instincts, and they didn’t let her down. There was so much potential in her just waiting to be unleashed. I wanted to sit down and have her tell me everything, anything, as long as she talked to me.

      She swept the competition and won first place in her division. I was strangely proud of her.

      When she walked out of the hotel ballroom after the competition was over, I let her go. It was the hardest thing I’d ever had to do. But I knew that if I went after her too soon, or too fast, she would run. Not only was she too young for me, but something about her told me she was the kind of woman who came along once in ten thousand lifetimes.

      This wasn’t to be rushed. It was to be savored.

      I may hate my father, but I’ve learned from his mistakes. I’m going to use those mistakes for my own advantage. He’s smart but sloppy at the same time and it’s been showing. But I know if you want something, you work hard for it, plan out all the details to make it yours.

      From the beginning, I knew that she would be my greatest achievement, so the day I let her go, I set down a path for her.

      A path to me.

      No one knows it’s been me behind the curtain, pulling the strings. I’ve constructed everything in our lives so that at the perfect moment, I could have her.

      The time has come.

      

      
        Everything For Her… coming December 27th 2016

        PreOrder NOW!

        US http://amzn.to/2aLhpZV 

        CA http://amzn.to/2aJVKhu
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