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It’s Micah’s least favorite time of year. Christmas is filled with annoying people, disgustingly repetitive music, and apparently a horned monster stuffing his roommate into a sack. Krampus isn’t anything like Micah would have guessed, but maybe finding his fated mate is a Christmas miracle Micah won’t mind. 
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CHAPTER ONE




IF THE WOMAN didn’t shut the hell up, Micah was going to punch her in the throat. Can’t talk if your hyoid is broken. 




“Are you even listening to me? Young man, you are so rude. How hard is it to say Merry Christmas even? Your customer service is terrible and I will be reporting this to corporate.”




Micah just waited, standing there, staring at the annoying woman. That was yet another reason to hate the fucking holidays. How dare he not say Merry Christmas? Insert eye roll here. The second she paused long enough, Micah interrupted her tirade. “Your total will be 7.95. Cash or Card?” She glared at him and inserted her card in the machine. 




“I should have gotten a discount for your rudeness. Just say Merry Christmas. It won’t kill you.” 




Trying to keep his voice even, and thus probably sounding just as annoyed as he was, Micah stared ahead and intoned. “Have a nice day.” The woman huffed and stomped away, leaving him with no line for the first time in over an hour. He glanced at the clock. One more hour left. 




“Micah, you really should be more sociable. It’s the holidays! Everyone loves the holidays!” 




Jess’s bright, bubbly voice drew his attention, and Micah sighed. “Not. Me.” Jess was sweet and chipper, and she looked thrilled to be wearing a green elf hat. The weirdo. Shifting over, he started helping pull espresso shots for the orders that were still waiting. Which, of course, meant his hands were full when Jess bounced over, another green hat in hand. 




He glared and shook his head. “If that hat so much as touches my head, I will quit the second we have a massive line and leave you to deal alone.” He meant it too. Minimum wage jobs were a dime a dozen, and a coffee shop like this was on every street corner. Thanks to the too good to be true rent he paid, only trade off for the large room with en suite in a gorgeous apartment was he was pretty sure that his roommate was a serial killer. Whatever, so long as he didn’t end up dead, he’d ignore that flaw to only be paying 400 a month in rent. Including utilities, Wi-Fi, and cable. 




Predictably, Jess looked horrified. She also didn’t put the hat on him, so Micah called it a win. She did pout, which was fine. “I just don’t understand why you’re so grouchy. It’s the most wonderful time of the year.” Micah just rolled his eyes. Right. Wonderful. People were assholes all the time, but somehow worse during the holidays. 




Thankfully, Jess largely dropped it, though she did switch over to the register and leave him to pull drinks. Which was probably a good idea. He wasn’t in the mood to fake cheer for much longer. When his relief got there, Micah was finally free. It wasn’t that he disliked Jess. Well, didn’t dislike her any more than anyone else, but she was just so damn bouncy it was exhausting. 




Removing his apron, Micah gathered up his things. Work shirt swapped for a black long-sleeved shirt, black leather jacket, grey scarf, and beanie. He only had a couple blocks walk to get home, but it was fucking cold, which he didn’t mind, but he also didn’t fancy frostbite on his ears or some shit. Waving bye at his coworkers, Micah popped ear buds in and set off for home. 




There was a lot of foot traffic in this part of downtown, which meant the sidewalks had been cleared of ice, but the trees and buildings still had a layer of snow. Despite his dislike of the holidays, Micah did actually like winter. There was something about the cold and the snow that brought him peace. Until someone splashed him with icy slush by speeding too close to the sidewalk, anyway. 




Flipping the car off, Micah surveyed the damage. His whole left side was soaked now, though it actually seemed to have missed his boots. Which was just as well. They used to be at least mostly waterproof, but these days they were barely even able to qualify as intact enough to be work shoes. Whatever. Shivering a bit, Micah picked up his pace. He was just around the corner from his building, so he’d be able to get warm soon enough. 




Still, it was the shit topping on a shit day. Hardly anyone had tipped today, so he had five measly dollars in his pocket. He’d spilled coffee on himself earlier too, so now the coffee stains on his pants were joined by the shit that was in that slush. The bitch who had yelled at him for not saying Merry Christmas had only been the last of multiple assholes and he was just ready to hop in the shower and then veg out with a movie. 




The guy at the desk in his building lobby gave him a sympathetic look when Micah came stomping in. Travis? Toby? Whatever his name was, Micah gave him a nod, still somewhat weirded out by living somewhere that had a desk and an attendant for said desk. The elevator came quickly, and he hit the button for the 42nd floor, then breathed a sigh of relief when no one joined him in the car. 




The apartment was not quite the penthouse, but it was only a couple of floors down from it and was one of four apartments on the floor. Suffice to say it was fucking huge. Micah technically only rented one room, but his roommate, Rob, had let him turn the other room next to his into another living space. He’d put up bookshelves, a big ass couch, and a TV on the wall. It was awesome. 




Entering the apartment and stowing his shoes, Micah listened to see if Rob was home. He didn’t hear anything, but that wasn’t unusual. Rob supposedly had a job of some variety, but considering he didn’t seem to have any kind of schedule and was as likely to be home as not, Micah hadn’t prodded too much about it. Probably a good thing, considering Micah had seen the man come home and wash a rather large amount of blood off of himself at least once. 




Not that he would admit that. To anyone. Look, ethics of living with a possible serial killer aside, where the hell else would he find a room this cheap? Fuck that, so long as the guy didn’t fuck with him, Micah gave no fucks about what he did with his time. Rob was a perfectly good roommate. He cleaned, if he cooked, it wasn’t gross and sometimes he left Micah a plate. He was quiet, and best of all, he didn’t try to be Micah’s buddy. 




The last room he’d rented was none of those things. It was tiny, had cockroach infestation, nosy as fuck frat boy housemates, that were also homophobic as hell. While Micah didn’t date exactly, he didn’t like hiding his preferences and there was no way in hell he’d have let the assholes at the last place know he was gay. 




Since the apartment seemed empty, Micah didn’t bother flipping lights on until he hit the kitchen. The living room looked like one for a model home. It was massive, had a fireplace, floor to ceiling windows, doors out to the balcony, and a ridiculously oversized couch. It was a nice room, but a boring one. The kitchen was great, though; it was huge as well, like everything else in the apartment. 




Better yet, it had a fantastic selection of beers because Rob decided a few months ago to stock them up and was perfectly fine with Micah drinking them. Which was what he was going to do. He didn’t go overboard, but after a day like today; he wanted a fucking beer. In the shower. There was a nice IPA he’d been eyeing, so Micah grabbed that and headed to his room down the hall. 



