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        Welcome to Mistletoe Moments!

      

      

      Whether you read it all in one sitting or savour it like the best hot chocolate, we are thrilled to share this collection of love-themed stories in honour of the winter and holiday season. Each scintillating tale was created especially for this anthology, and the moments of joy within range from sweet to spicy.

      If one or all of these talented Canadian authors resonates with you, we hope you'll spread the word and share the love!
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      I hate him.

      Okay, fine, maybe not hate, but I certainly dislike him a very strong amount.

      Everyone in town loves Corwin Adams. Everyone. Except me. He’s a sneaky, competitive asshole who lives for besting me. 

      I’ve known Corwin since we were four, that’s just shy of thirty years now. We had been in the same class since kindergarten, and were rivals from the beginning. First to sit down on the carpet. First to tidy up. First outside for recess. First place at the science fair. We were neck-and-neck for valedictorian in high school. Corwin won (I think it’s because his father was the principal…nepotism much?) and he never let me live it down. He even mentioned how he beat me in his valedictorian speech. I wanted to march up the steps of the stage and punch him in the face in the middle of graduation.

      We went our separate ways for university, which, thank the fucking maker. I moved back to my hometown of Oak Station, Nova Scotia after I completed my Bachelor of Education. I lived here for ten peaceful years without Corwin Adams. It was heaven. Bliss. Like living inside a rainbow. And then he moved back a year ago. 

      Corwin is just as smug as ever, with his wavy blond hair, bright blue eyes, and biceps that strain against whatever shirt dare try to contain them. His stupid little smirk that graces his face whenever he sees me pisses me off. As does his constant presence. He’s everywhere. His seven-year-old daughter is enrolled at my school, though thankfully not in my class. He’s at the grocery store when I am. The park. The market. We now even have the same dentist, and guess who was there last time I went for a cleaning? That’s right, Corwin fucking Adams. 

      “Paige? Have you heard a word I’ve said?” Zoe asks, snapping her fingers in front of my face.

      “Sorry, what?” I pull my attention away from the man in question, lounging comfortably as he drinks his coffee on the other side of the room.

      Zoe sighs. “I asked if you were ready to head over to the park for the Winterfest kick-off.”

      I give my head a little shake, down the rest of my hot chocolate, and rise from my seat at Dottie’s, the best, and only, café in town. “Yep, let’s go.”

      I link our arms together and pull my best friend toward the door.

      “What were you thinking about⁠—”

      “Ladies,” Corwin says, pretending to tip his hat, making Zoe giggle and me scowl. “Allow me to get the door for you.”

      “We’re capable of opening doors, Corwin.” I roll my eyes.

      “Nothing wrong with helping each other out, Paige,” he replies smoothly. “And actually, why don’t I escort you to the park?”

      I stop in my tracks, causing Zoe to bump into me. “We don’t need an escort.” 

      I begin walking again, making it past the windows of the café, but stop abruptly, this time in front of Jim’s Hardware. “Wait, why are you going to the park?”

      “It’s Winterfest, Paige,” he drawls. “Why wouldn’t I be going to the park?”

      “You’re not participating,” I say, all but stomping my foot.

      “What’s the matter?” His eyes crinkle when he gets that particular smirk on his face, a smirk he seems to reserve just for me. “Afraid I’ll beat you?”

      “Pfft, no.” I laugh. “It’s just that Winterfest is for locals only.”

      He raises an eyebrow. “I live here, Paige. I’m a local.”

      I blow a raspberry. “Barely a local. You’ll probably move away again soon.”

      “Paige, I’m not moving. This is my hometown too. Besides, I won’t disrupt Tabitha’s life again. It was hard enough on her with the divorce and moving away from her friends in Halifax.”

      Damn, I hate how good of a dad he is. I don’t know details (okay, yes, I do know details, but it’s only because I’ve heard it through gossip), but I know this transition must have been difficult for both of them.

      “Whatever. Just stay away from me,” I reply, ignoring the warmth in my heart when he goes all protective dad. “Winterfest is my favourite time of year and I don’t want you to ruin it for me like you ruin everything else.”

      “Paige, come on, let’s go,” Zoe urges. She tugs on my hand, forcing me to continue walking with her toward the park. “Ignore him. We’ll be a team again, and just like always, we’ll kick ass and win!” 

      Zoe has always had a way of seeing the bright side and making me forget the frustration that is Corwin Adams.

      “You’re right. We’re unbeatable!” I hoot and holler, skipping down the sidewalk for the last block, which is much trickier with my arm still entwined with Zoe’s. “We’re going to make the best snowman this town has ever seen!”

      I pretend I don’t care that Corwin is trailing behind us. And I absolutely pretend I don’t care that Corwin’s mother is standing at the edge of the park across the street with his daughter, who prances around chanting “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” when he gets close enough. 

      Zoe and I leave Corwin behind as we ease our way into the crowd gathered at the centre of the park. Mayor Hollywell stands in the middle of the gazebo, decked out in his Winterfest suit. It’s a light blue three-piece suit with little snowmen all over it. It’s honestly adorable, and even more adorable is how much the man loves wearing it. He’s worn this suit to the opening day of Winterfest for the last six years. He has a few different outfits he wears throughout the week, but this is his favourite by far, which makes sense since the gem in Winterfest’s crown is the snowman building contest. It’s the reason this week exists. Oak Station lives and breathes for this annual contest. 

      Winterfest officially begins on December sixteenth, giving us a full week to design and build our snowmen before votes are cast by the townsfolk on Christmas Eve. There’s also a gingerbread house competition, hot chocolate making stations, cookie decorating, and knit your own stocking workshops. However, all I really care about is the snowmen.

      “Looks like Mayor Hollywell is about to start,” I say, pointing at the gazebo where he’s striding toward the microphone.

      The crowd begins to quiet down, some helpful citizens shushing those who just won’t stop talking, despite the mayor tapping the mic.

      “Hello, and welcome to the kick-off to this year’s Winterfest,” Mayor Hollywell bellows. “I’ll keep this short since I know you’re all excited to get started.” He looks at me and winks, a twinkle in his eye. “Town council and I have decided to change things up a little this year,” he explains, and a palpable panic grips the crowd. “Don’t worry, we aren’t putting a stop to the snowman contest.” 

      I let out a puff of air. Thank goodness. There would be a riot if he messed with the snowmen. He continues, “However, we are going to slightly change how we operate.”

      I blink. This cannot be good. I knew that twinkle in his eye was too mischievous.

      “This year, instead of you choosing your partner for the snowman contest, we’re going to pick names out of a hat!” He claps his hand and beams. “Partners will be completely random, adding a little something extra this year.”

      “Yeah, extra bullshit,” I mutter.

      Zoe elbows me in the ribs. “Shh, maybe it won’t be so bad.”

      I stare at her, shocked. “But this means we likely won’t be paired up! You’re okay with teaming up with someone else?”

      Mayor Hollywell continues, preventing Zoe from responding. I can’t believe she’s alright with this asinine plan! I’m outraged. Zoe and I are always partners. I like being partners with her. What if my new partner sucks at building snowmen? What if my new partner doesn’t understand how to gently shape snow and instead tries to smack it together, resulting in a bumpy snowman? I can’t have a bumpy snowman!

      “Everyone who has registered to take part in the snowman competition has been put into this hat.” He wiggles his hand to the side and Councillor Forston scurries across the gazebo to hand him a black top hat. Mayor Hollywell holds it up for us to see. “When I call your name, find your partner.”

      Without further preamble, the mayor reaches into the hat and pulls out the first two names. Janice Fleet and Lorraine Newsbury. Then Alex Cook and Patrick Mills. And on and on he goes, calling out pairs, until he reads Zoe’s name. 

      Zoe glances over to me and I squeeze her hand tighter. Please, please, dearest snowman gods, please let us be together.

      “Zoe Lowe and Nigel Boothe,” Mayor Hollywell reads out.

      No no no no no.

      “Shit, I was really hoping he was going to say your name,” Zoe whispers, giving me a sad smile.

      “Yeah, me too,” I mutter. I give Zoe a hug and she leaves to find Nigel. At least Nigel isn’t too bad. He’s not a great snowman builder, but he’s not hopeless.

      The mayor reads off a few more names, my anxiety rising as name after name is read until I hear him say, “Corwin Adams.”

      That has my gaze whipping over to the mayor. He glances at me and winks again. 

      Oh no no no no.

      “Paige Morrison.”

      No. I refuse to be partners with that man. Did I accidentally pray to the snowman demons instead? This absolutely cannot be happening.

      “Well, hello there, partner,” Corwin’s deep voice comes from behind me. He’s so close I can feel his breath on my neck. It makes me break out in goosebumps, which is one hundred percent only because it’s cold out and his breath is warm.

      I hunch my shoulders and spin around quickly to face him. “You set this up, didn’t you?” I accuse him, poking my index finger into his down coat.

      Corwin tilts his head to the right and gives me that stupid smirk. “And how would I have done that? You just saw the mayor literally pick our names out of a hat. It was random, Paige.”

      I hate how often he says my name. Why does he have to say it so much? And in that particular voice?

      I narrow my eyes. I don’t like this. We’re going to fail and then I’ll be the laughing stock of Oak Station. It’ll be all his fault because I doubt he’s capable of making a snowman that will match my standards.

      “Fine, let’s go,” I snap, marching away from him. I lead us over to a free bench, where I plop down, adjust my winter coat so it’s not bunched up at my waist, and begin making a plan in my head.

      “Look, this doesn’t have to be as difficult as you’re making it seem,” Corwin says when he carefully sits down beside me. “I have faith that you can manage to be nice for a week.” 

      My mouth drops open. “Are you seriously blaming me for us not getting along?”

      Corwin doesn’t say anything, just sits there smugly with his stupid full lips pursed and his perfectly sculpted eyebrow raised. I hate how perfect he is without even trying. I have to pluck and shave and buy makeup to look like this, which is absolutely nowhere near perfect. My brown hair is plain. My eyebrows need constant attention. My eyes are admittedly nice, even if the grey colour is slightly unusual.

      I let out a sigh. “Look, I think it’s fair to say we’re both equally to blame. And while I may not want to be your partner, I do want to win. So, let’s agree that for this week, and this week only, we’ll work together. Listen to each other’s ideas and play into each other’s strengths. That’s the only way this will work. I refuse to have a subpar snowman because you won’t listen to me.”

      Corwin closes his eyes and breathes in and out slowly a few times. “I’m not the bad guy you think I am, Paige.”

      “Yeah, okay,” I laugh. “I have thirty years of experience saying otherwise.”

      He pinches the bridge of his nose. “You just, you…”

      “I what?” I ask when he doesn’t continue.

      He keeps his eyes closed as he softly says, “You don’t know the whole story. Or me.”

      I look around for something to give me a clue as to what he’s talking about.

      “You’ve won the last couple of years in a row⁠—”

      “Four years,” I interrupt him. “Zoe and I have won the last four years in a row.”

      He smirks again but this time there’s something else there, almost like…pride?

      “You’ve won the last four years in a row,” he amends. “So clearly you know what you’re doing. And, as you have so politely pointed out, I haven’t participated in a snowman building contest in a while.”

      I happen to know that the last time he participated was when he was eighteen. And he lost. To me.

      “You’re the expert here, and I would be a fool to not listen to you,” he finishes.

      “Did you just compliment me?” I ask, bewildered beyond belief at where this conversation has gone.

      He shrugs. “I’m man enough to admit when I need help.”

      I scoff. “Since when?”

      “Since I grew up,” he says, looking at the sky. 

      What on Earth is he talking about? I want to ask him, but have no idea where to begin with that statement.

      “Remind me again how all this works?” His businesslike voice pulls me out of my confusion.

      I turn to face him. “We have a week to come up with a concept, gather supplies, and build it. All snowmen are sectioned off by heavy-duty screens the town council provides to keep each team’s ideas secret. We have to start building by this Saturday, the twentieth, or we’re disqualified. All building stops at sundown on the twenty-third. Walls are removed at ten on the morning of Christmas Eve and the town casts their ballots. Voting closes that evening, and the winner is announced Christmas morning.”

      Corwin nods along to my explanation. “Right, right. Now I remember. What’s your first suggestion?”

      He really is letting me lead this thing. I’m shocked, unable to move in my surprise. Corwin has never once volunteered to follow my lead. 

      “Umm,” I stammer. “How about you come over after dinner and we’ll start brainstorming?”

      “Sure, that sounds good. I need to get Tabitha something to eat first, and probably a bath. Can we say seven?”

      “Oh, gosh, I’m sorry. You have Tabitha.” I smack myself on the forehead. “Would it be easier for me to go to your house?”

      Corwin licks his lips. “No. My mom plans on taking her over to their house for the night. Actually, she plans on picking her up from school every day this week so I can focus on this. And truth be told, I kind of want to get away from the never-ending piles of laundry and dishes and stuff all over my house.” He runs his hand down his face. “Being a single dad is not for the weak.”

      It strikes me how tired he looks. Here I am being a judgy asshole, and the poor guy is probably excited to think about something other than household chores for a bit. To have a project that doesn’t revolve around his child. I know he’s a good dad, anyone can see exactly how much he loves his daughter, but he needs more in his life. I can grant him this one-week reprieve. I can be nice and get along with him for a week. I’m sure of it.
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        * * *

      

      “I’ll go to the store and pick up new muffin tins,” I say as I scribble the new item on my shopping list.

      “Muffin tins? You’re adding your own stuff to our snowman list?” His condescending tone is grating.

      “No, Corwin, we’ll use them for the snowman.” I resist rolling my eyes. Barely.

      He opens his mouth, likely to argue with me, or tell me once again that what I’m saying doesn’t make sense.

      I raise my hand to stop whatever he’s about to say. “Just because you don’t understand it, doesn’t mean it doesn’t make sense. Can you just trust me? Please?”

      “Sorry,” Corwin says softly. “I’m not used to not being in charge. I’m tired and not thinking clearly. Tab had me up before dawn this morning. I’m lacking a filter today.”

      “Yeah, I noticed,” I mumble. “But can I remind you that you’re the one who said I should lead?”

      Corwin shifts in his chair, knocking our knees together under the table as he gets comfortable. “I know. I’m sorry. Truly. Explain it to me. Why the hell do we need muffin tins?”

      I explain how muffin tins, bowls, butter knives, and common household items can be used to shape and mould snow. He listens intently as I describe how to use stakes to build around and hold the snowman upright, making it more stable.

      “My spray bottle won’t, well, spray, so I’ll need to go to the dollar store to grab a new one,” I say, adding it to my shopping list.

      “A spray bottle?” he asks, one of his perfect brows raised.

      “Damp snow packs the best. Too dry and it won’t stick, but too wet and it’ll turn to slush. A spray bottle allows us to add a perfect amount of moisture exactly where we need it.”

      Corwin’s eyes darken as he rakes them down my body. “And where exactly do we need moisture, Paige?”

      “What?” I gasp.

      His eyes widen. “On the snow. For the snow. We make the snow…wet…” he sighs.

      I giggle. Corwin is flustered. Holy shit, Corwin Adams is blushing.

      “I’m going to go. Have work in the morning,” he mumbles. “I’ll go.”

      “Hey, Corwin,” I call out, following as he rushes to the door. “Tomorrow we’ll work more on the design. I would love your input and suggestions.”

      He stops in his tracks. “You sure? I feel like you’re doing all the work so far.”

      “Just wait until we start building, I’ll put you and these muscles to work,” I say, wrapping my hand around his bicep.

      I didn’t think about touching him, I just did it. It felt natural. Normal. But now there’s a crackling in the air between us. His arm is warm under my hand. His chest rises and falls quickly, causing me to realize how close we’re standing. His smell, his heat, his entire being fills every corner of my consciousness. How have I never noticed how warm this man is? How good he smells?

      I flick my eyes up to his. His pupils are dilated, his teeth bite into his lower lip, and his eyes are focused on my mouth. Corwin gulps, causing his Adam’s apple to bob up and down, making it my turn to gulp.

      “Goodnight, Paige,” he whispers.

      “Goodnight, Corwin,” I whisper back, slowly peeling my fingers away.
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        * * *

      

      Corwin comes over the next three nights, and by some miracle, we get along. Corwin asks me thoughtful questions about the logistics of snowman building and I add in his idea about the snowmen. Together, we come up with a cute idea involving two snowpeople.

      It’s not a complicated design by any means, but its beauty lies in simplicity. It doesn’t need to be extravagant to be beautiful. 

      “I’d say we’re ready to start building,” I say, clapping my hands. “Can you meet me tomorrow morning at the park?”

      “Sure, sounds like a plan,” Corwin agrees.

      I walk Corwin to the door and stand much closer to him than I would have before we began working together. He doesn’t make a move to put on his coat and I don’t suggest it. We stare at each other, our eyes flicking down to the other’s mouth, our bodies somehow getting closer. 

      Corwin slowly reaches up and brushes my hair away from my face, cupping my jaw. His voice is husky as he says, “I’ll see you tomorrow, Paige.”

      “Mhmm,” I mumble. His thumb slowly strokes my cheek. My hand finds its way to his hip. “Working with you hasn’t been too difficult.”

      “That’s quite the glowing review,” he quips. “Told you I wasn’t so bad.”

      “I refuse to admit that.” I bite my bottom lip, and he focuses on the action. “Goodnight, Corwin.”

      “Goodnight, Paige.”

      But neither of us moves. It’s like we’re simultaneously stuck while actively being pulled together. I tilt my chin up and that’s all the invitation he needs. Corwin pulls my face toward his and crashes his lips to mine. He kisses me like I’m the answer to all his life’s questions, like I’m his salvation, and I kiss him back like he’s mine.

      He presses me against the wall and I melt into him. His warmth, his smell. He surrounds me. His lips are soft yet commanding. His hand stays locked on my face while mine roam his back. He kisses across my jawline and down my neck until he reaches the sensitive point between my neck and shoulder. I moan as he sucks there.

      Reality slams into me. Corwin Adams is kissing me. And I like it. Holy smokes.

      I push him away. “What are we doing?”

      “Kissing, Paige. We were kissing,” he says slowly. “Really didn’t think I needed to explain it to you.”

      “You’re insufferable.” I groan. “I know what we were doing. What I meant was why.”

      He takes a moment to slow down his breathing. His eyes dart all over my face. I take the time to survey him. His lips are red. His pupils are dilated. His hair is a mess. God, were my hands in his hair?

      “Remember when I said you didn’t know me or the whole story?” he asks, putting on his coat. “When I said I wasn’t a bad guy?” He zips the coat up.

      “Yeah…” I reply, uncertain where he’s going with this.

      He slides his feet into his boots, then looks at me. He licks his lips. “I’ve wanted to kiss you since we were seventeen.”

      I stare at him, unable to respond. Corwin gives me a sweet smile, and like he knows I need time to process what just happened, he says goodnight and leaves. I stare at the place he was standing for so long my eyes begin to hurt. Blinking furiously, I think over what just happened.

      Corwin Adams kissed me. I kissed Corwin Adams. Corwin Adams has wanted to kiss me for sixteen years.

      The kiss was unexpected, but incredible. My body still hums with electricity. He was in control but not controlling. He was hard and soft. Powerful and considerate. He’s a surprising mix of juxtapositions, but the most surprising thing is how much I liked kissing him, how natural and right it felt.

      If you had asked me last week if I would ever want to kiss Corwin, or even just be close enough to kiss him, I would have laughed in your face. 

      But now? Now I’m a little disappointed he left so quickly.
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        * * *

      

      “You and Corwin kissed?” Zoe shouts excitedly as we walk to the park.

      I frantically look around, making sure no one overheard my best friend. “Shh, keep it down,” I whisper. “We kissed. And Zoe,” I look around again, “I liked it.” My eyes are wide as I confess my inner turmoil. “What do I do?”

      She glances at me from the side of her eye. “You should fuck him.” She shrugs like she just said something mundane. “I say get in there, bang it out, and see what happens. Get it out of your systems so you’ll stop feeling weird and uncertain. Then you’ll know for sure that either it was a mistake or that you two were meant for each other.”

      “What are you talking about?” I demand. “Corwin and I have hated each other forever.”

      “You know what they say, there’s a fine line between love and hate.” She looks smug, and I scowl at her. “Speaking of, there he is.”

      Zoe shoves me and I fall into Corwin, his hard chest breaking my fall.

      “Sorry,” I say quickly, pushing myself away from him, but I literally push off of his chest, which kind of feels like I’m groping him, or would be if I wasn’t wearing thick mittens and he didn’t have his winter coat on. “Zoe tripped and accidentally pushed me.”

      Corwin chuckles. “Well then I suppose it’s a good thing I was here.”

      “I’d say it’s a very good thing,” Zoe adds.

      I turn my head slowly to face her and mouth what the hell are you doing?

       “Well, I need to go find Nigel. Good luck you two.” She winks then prances away, and I seriously consider murder.

      “Should we go to our designated snowman spot?” Corwin asks, raising a brow.

      “Yeah. Yes. Let’s go.” I need to get a grip. The man kissed me once and I’m acting like a confused teenager.

      I lead Corwin over to the partitioned-off area marked with a giant fifteen, our team number since we were the fifteenth pair called. On top of partners being totally random this year, so are locations. Usually, Zoe and I like to build on the north side of the gazebo, since it’s nice and shady, meaning the snow is less likely to melt or get soft. But this year we were randomly placed around the park. I survey our spot. The pine trees beside us should give us some shade and shelter, so that’s good. Not the best spot, but not the worst either. I decide it’ll do. 

      I open the little door and invite Corwin inside. He looks around our ten-by-ten room and whistles.

      “I forgot how serious they are about this.” He picks up a lock and two keys so only we will be able to access our snowman during the build, then reads over the instructions set out by town council.

      “Oak Station doesn’t mess around about Winterfest.” I giggle. There’s no roof, but the walls are seven feet high and made of metal, so no one will be able to peek in. In fact, participants can be fined up to three hundred dollars if they’re found guilty of peeking or sabotage, either by themselves or a third party acting on their behalf. 

      Corwin and I work in silence. I place our tools and supplies in the provided storage bin, and he pins our plans to the corkboard on the wall. We gather snow, begin to build a base, and work in strained silence.

      “Alright,” Corwin says, breaking twenty minutes of discomfort. “I need to ask a serious question.”

      I gulp. He’s going to ask about last night, and I am definitely not ready to talk about the kiss or the truth bomb he tossed at me before running away.

      “Okay,” I say, stretching out the word.

      He looks me in the eyes. “What do you do if there’s no snow yet?”

      I burst out laughing. I really wasn’t expecting that. Corwin laughs with me and it takes a moment before we calm down enough for me to answer him.

      “It happens. Since it’s still early in winter, no or not enough snow is a real possibility. In that case, the town makes snow. They bring in these huge, industrial snow-making machines. I much prefer working with natural snow but they’re handy to have when needed.”

      Corwin glances around at the snow gathered in our workspace. “Well, I’m glad it wasn’t needed this year.”

      We get back to work, and the air between us feels calmer, less charged. Over the course of the day, with a few breaks here and there for food and to warm up our hands, we get the basic shape of our snowpeople done. And we talk. Actual conversation happens. No snips or snide comments. No comparisons. No putdowns. He asks thoughtful questions. He wants to know about my family, about my time away at university, and about my job. He asks simple things too, like how I take my coffee and favourite kind of music. 

      I pose my own questions to him and learn more about him in the span of a handful of hours than I did while we were growing up. I learn that he broke his arm when we were twelve not by being an idiot like I assumed, but by climbing a tree to help his little sister get down so she wouldn’t fall and hurt herself, only to fall and hurt himself. I learn that he’s the kind of dad who makes pancakes from scratch every Saturday morning but refuses to wake up early on Sundays. He’s a man who likes vintage cars but barely knows anything about new ones. His ideal vacation is a white sand beach, but he will never go on a cruise.

      Mostly, I learn, as he told me before, that he’s nothing like what I thought he was.

      I stand back to admire our work. “I’d say today was successful.”

      “And I would agree.” He nods and shuffles his feet, kicking a chunk of snow across the space. “So, are we going to talk about last night?”

      I wince. “Do we have to?”

      Corwin sighs. “No, Paige, we don’t have to talk about it. We can pretend it never happened.”

      I search his eyes. He’s disappointed. The blue of his eyes is dull, sad. He picks up the lock, pockets one of the keys and passes the other to me.

      “Let’s get out of here,” he says. “I’ll see you tomorrow?”

      I take the key from him, but before he can pull his hand away, I grab it in mine. “You’re right. We should probably talk. But not here. Let’s go to my house.”

      His eyes widen in surprise. “You sure? We don’t have to, Paige. Really. We can forget it. Move on.”

      I shake my head. We need to talk about the kiss. The kiss that, try as I might, I cannot stop thinking about. I want to talk about what he meant when he said he wanted to kiss me when we were teenagers. “I’m sure, Corwin. Let’s go.”

      I lock the door and lead him to my house. One nice thing about living in a small town is that everything is within walking distance. Corwin calls his mom to let her know he’ll be done soon. She must put Tabitha on the phone because his voice softens. His eyes crinkle as he laughs, and he has the broadest smile I have ever seen on his face. My chest warms at the sight of him and the obvious love he has for his daughter.

      Once in my house, I get us both a glass of water. 

      “I know you probably have to go soon to make Tabitha dinner, and I don’t want to spoil your appetite, but would you like something to eat?” I begin looking through my fridge. A whole lotta nothing. I pull out a limp piece of celery. “Appealing, isn’t it?”

      He drags his eyes down my body. “Yes, it is.”

      And then we’re kissing again. Tongues and teeth clash. Hands grab and pull. It’s needy and raw. No words are exchanged, just moans and inhales of breath.

      Corwin lifts me up and places me on the counter. I open my legs for him and pull his body against mine. I pull his shirt up and over his head, marvelling at his body. He’s a work of art. Strong muscles, soft skin, a smattering of chest hair.

      He rips my shirt off, kissing down my neck and across my collarbone before it even hits the ground. Corwin pulls the cup of my bra down and leans in to suck my nipple. He glides his tongue over it before lightly nipping it with his teeth. It’s too good, too much, but I need more from this man. I reach behind me and unclasp my bra, letting it fall away from my body. He practically growls when he realizes what I’ve done. He tosses the bra to the floor then dives back in, sucking my nipple hard, his hand grabbing the other breast, rolling the nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

      “We should go to my bedroom,” I manage to say between pants.

      He stops all movement and looks up at me. Christ, that’s sexy. 

      His mouth is still on my breast, his eyes are wild, his cheeks are red. “You sure? We can stop.”

      “Corwin, I will combust if we stop,” I reply.

      He scoops me off the counter. “Can’t have that.” He carries me up the stairs and, after I point him in the direction of my room, tosses me on the bed.

      His eyes watch my hands as I take off my jeans, possibly a tad slower than normal just to tease him. His eyes bulge as I pull my underwear down too. Once they’re off, I toss them at his feet. “Your turn.”

      His nostrils flare, but he does what I asked. He rushes through taking off his pants and boxer briefs.

      “In a hurry?” I joke.

      “Paige, I have waited a lifetime for this. I don’t think I have it in me to be patient anymore,” he confesses.

      The vulnerability in his eyes makes my heart beat faster.

      Corwin joins me on the bed, running his hand up my leg as he crawls to me. When he reaches my upper thighs, he pulls them apart. “Fuck, Paige, you’re so beautiful.” He slowly slides a finger into me and moans. “And so fucking wet, sweetheart.”

      The term of endearment does something to me. It sends jolts of electricity through my body. It speeds up my heart. It makes me wetter. It calms my mind. 

      “It’s all for you,” I say, whimpering as he pumps his finger in and out. “I never would have admitted it before, but you’ve always turned me on.”

      His eyes flare, then he dives in and begins licking my pussy. His tongue and fingers work in tandem. He fucks me, licks me, sucks me.

      “I’m so close, Corwin,” I moan.

      “Play with your tits. Let me see how you touch yourself.”

      I grab my breasts and he hums his approval against my clit. The vibrations are indescribably good, and I moan in pleasure. I play with my nipples as he sucks my clit into his mouth, hard.

      I cry out and shatter against him. I grind my pussy on his face until the aftershocks subside. My arms and legs fall to the side, too weak to hold them up any longer.

      He crawls up my sated body, kissing his way as he goes. When he gets to my neck, he licks a path to my ear where he whispers, “I can’t wait to feel you come around my cock.”

      I pull his face to mine, kissing him hungrily. “Then you better fuck me hard, Corwin,” I growl against his lips.

      “Condom?” he asks, glancing at the bedside table.

      I nod. “Right side of the drawer.”

      He finds a condom and quickly rolls it on, wasting no time getting positioned between my thighs again. He swipes the head of his cock through my wetness.

      “Don’t tease me,” I warn. “Just fuck me already.”

      “Sweetheart,” he purrs. “I’m going to damn well enjoy this moment now that it’s finally here.”

      He slowly slides into me, and then back out. In, out. He does this a few times. He’s driving me insane and I’m pretty sure he’s enjoying it just as much as the act itself. When he pulls out this time, he rubs the head of his dick on my clit and just when I can’t take it anymore, he slaps his cock against my pussy, making me jump. And then I moan. His eyes flare and he does it again, this time against my clit.

      “Fuck,” I mumble. “Why is that so hot?”

      “God, I love that you think so,” he says, guiding his dick lower until he’s sliding back inside me. “But now I’m going to fuck you hard. You’re going to scream my name. You’re going to be mine.”

      I raise my eyes to his and hold his stare. I slowly open my legs wider, essentially offering him my pussy. “Yours.”

      His nostrils flare. His eyes darken. And then he thrusts, hard. 

      It’s fast and frenzied. It’s a claiming. It’s him taking what he’s wanted for sixteen years. It’s me admitting what I’ve felt for just as long but refused to acknowledge.

      He pulls my legs up and rests them on his shoulders. This angle is deep and almost too much as he thrusts again, but I need it right now. He slides a hand down my leg until he reaches my clit, circling it, and kisses my ankle. 

      “Fuck,” I cry out. “I’m going to—” But I don’t get to finish my sentence. My orgasm slams into me. I shake and convulse against him, shattering around his cock.

      “Christ, Paige,” he pants. He holds me by the hips and slams into me as hard as he can. My breasts bounce up and down. The bed creaks. Screams echo off the walls. His orgasm rips through him. He fucks me like a wild animal, and I love every moment of it.

      He slumps against me, and I cradle his head to my chest. We lay there for a few minutes, breathing in time with each other, revelling in the newness of what we’re becoming.

      “I never hated you,” he says softly.

      “Then why?” I ask. I don’t need to clarify what I’m asking. He knows. Why have we been at each other’s throats, been rivals, for thirty years?

      Corwin lifts himself up on his elbows so he can look at me. “It started out as a ridiculous case of a little boy who didn’t know what to do with his big feelings, so I teased you. Then as we grew up, so did my feelings, but by that point, teasing was how we talked to each other. By the time we were teens, it was too late. I knew you didn’t like me, knew you loathed me, even though I was head over heels for you. I knew I couldn’t stroll up and ask you to be my girlfriend.” Corwin shrugs sadly. “You would have laughed at me and never spoken to me again.”

      “I would have—” I begin to protest, but he cuts me off.

      “No, Paige. We both know you wouldn’t have.” He gives me a small smile. “So, as ridiculous as it was, I kept teasing you. Kept trying to get under your skin, because any attention from you was better than no attention.”

      I rub my hands up and down his back. “I’m sorry, Corwin.”

      “So am I.” He kisses me softly and I melt into him.

      “Paige,” he says quietly against my lips. “I have to go. I don’t want to, but I have to.”

      “I know.” I run my hands through his beautiful hair. “You have to get home to Tabitha.”

      He nods. “I’ll see you tomorrow though, right?” 

      “Bright and early to finish our snowman.”
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        * * *

      

      Corwin and I worked all day, goofy smiles on our faces the entire time. The sun is about to set as I cover up the wire, ensuring the branch hand is able to stay in place where it’s pressed against the snowman’s cheek, looking like snowman A is cupping snowman B’s face.

      “Well, sweetheart, I’d say we’re pretty much done,” Corwin says, assessing our work. “Although, there does seem to be something wrong.”

      My eyes flit over our creation. Two snowpeople lean toward each other, one hand on the other’s face, looking like they’re pulling them in for a kiss. A sweet snowcat lounges on the ground beside them. Mugs of hot chocolate (i.e., snow dyed brown) sit on the table to their left. It’s simple and beautiful. A gorgeous scene of winter love.

      “Where? Where’s the problem?” I demand.

      Corwin smiles at me. He walks over to the storage chest, opens it and pulls something out. He tucks it behind his back, preventing me from seeing what he has.

      “Hmm, not wrong, just missing something,” he says maddeningly slowly.

      “My creation is perfect,” I grunt.

      “Our creation is perfect,” he corrects. “Except for one little thing.”

      “And what’s that?”

      “This,” he says. Raising his hand, a sprig of mistletoe dangles above our heads. “Mistletoe.” He leans down for a kiss, a moment just for us in the middle of a hectic day and dozens of people milling about outside our temporary walls.

      A wicked idea runs through my mind. I run my hand down his body and slowly undo his snowpants. 

      “What are you doing?” he says, but it’s rougher than his normal voice.

      “The mistletoe means I have to kiss you, but doesn’t specify where,” I reply cheekily. “And I choose here.” I tap his dick through his pants.

      He looks around frantically. “We can’t do that here.”

      I raise a brow. “No one can see us, Corwin. Now be a good boy and stay quiet. The noises you make are just for me.”

      He snaps at my words. He shoves his snowpants down, followed by his jeans. He pulls his cock out, gives it a few rough strokes, then pushes me down so I’m kneeling before him.

      I take control then. I lick up his shaft, twirling my tongue around the head, then suck it in my mouth, hollowing my cheeks as I do. Corwin lets out a low groan and I let my teeth graze him in warning. He manages to stay quiet after that.

      The blowjob is hard and fast and messy. I don’t have time to savour him here, where theoretically anyone could find us like this. But if I’m honest, that’s part of the thrill.

      His hands thread into my hair, nails scratching my scalp, warning me he’s about to explode. His cum shoots down my throat, filling me up. I suck him dry, suck him until he’s loose and limp and can barely keep himself upright.

      I pull off him with a pop, tuck him back inside his underwear, and pat his thigh. “I think we should hang the mistletoe over their heads using the fishing line I have in the chest.”

      Corwin bursts out laughing. “Okay, sweetheart. Let’s do that.”
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        * * *

      

      It’s 10am Christmas morning. Mayor Hollywell is back in his light blue snowman suit, looking like, well, an excited child on Christmas morning. The crowd has been getting larger by the minute as the town gathers in the park to hear who has won the snowman contest.

      I find Corwin with his daughter and beeline it immediately for them. It’s bonkers to think that merely a week ago, I wanted nothing to do with Corwin Adams. But now? It’s scary to admit that I’m falling in love with him.

      “Hello, Tabitha,” I greet his daughter first. “Mind if I stand with you and your dad while they announce the winners?”

      “Sure, Miss Morrison,” she says.

      I smile at the little girl who looks so much like her father. “We’re not in school and I’m here as your daddy’s friend, so you can call me Paige.”

      Her eyes go wide and she nods, like she’s just realized that teachers are people with regular lives outside of school. Wait until she finds out I have my own house and don’t sleep in my classroom.

      “Hi, Paige,” Corwin says, his voice sliding around me, pulling me toward him. I resist the urge to cuddle into his side, aware of where we are and the fact that his daughter is right beside him.

      We make small talk while we wait. Zoe and Nigel join us, as do Corwin’s sister and her husband. Zoe keeps glancing between Corwin and I, a grin on her face. I’ve filled her in on what’s gone, excuse the pun, down between us. She didn’t even pretend to be shocked, just laughed and yelled “finally!” so loudly I had to pull the phone away from my ear.

      Mayor Hollywell approaches the mic and begins announcing winners. I tune out the winners of the gingerbread house and cookie decorating contests. He drones on for a while about all the fun, yada yada yada. Finally, finally, he gets to the snowman competition. Third place goes to Kyle Piloski and Julia Constatino. Second goes to Vera Kingston and Lisa Graine. Corwin grabs my hand and I bounce up and down.

      “First place in Oak Station’s annual snowman building competition goes to,” Mayor Hollywell says into the mic, drawing it out to increase the anticipation. His eyes flit over the crowd. “Corwin Adams and Paige Morrison!”

      The crowd goes wild. I scream and shout. Zoe wraps me in a big hug. Corwin twirls Tabitha around in the air. Then it’s my turn, his arms wrapped around me in a tight embrace.

      “We won,” I whisper.

      He moves away just enough to look me in the eyes. “Yeah, we did.” The way he’s looking at me tells me he isn’t just talking about the contest. And the thing is, he’s right. Being with him does feel like winning.

      Tabitha’s voice breaks us apart. “Paige, do you want to join me and Daddy to look at the other snowmen?”

      “I’d love to, Tabitha. Thank you.” I glance at Corwin. “Thank you.”

      As a group, we check out the rest of the entries. Tabitha insists we get hot chocolates, hers filled with extra whipped cream and sprinkles. Corwin and I stroll through the park, accepting congratulations from friends and neighbours.

      “This has been the best Christmas of my life,” Corwin says as he walks me to my door. His mother insisted she take Tabitha home, wanting to get started on Christmas dinner. “I’m glad you gave me a chance.”

      “I’m glad you finally told me how you feel,” I reply. “I think I might have to petition town council to allow us to choose our partners again for Winterfest next year.”

      “Oh yeah? And why’s that?” he says with his sexy smirk.

      “I may want you to be my partner again,” I say.

      “Oh yeah?” He quirks a brow. “What about Zoe?”

      “Don’t tell her, but,” I crook my finger and he leans in closer, “you handle the spray bottle better.”

      Corwin laughs then pulls me in for a kiss. “I can’t wait for next year.”

      

      
        
        THE END
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        PENELOPE

      

      

      I look great in red velvet.

      My minidress is really doing its job, and I feel incredible. Running my hands over my hips and butt, I give myself a little extra wiggle and enjoy how supported this tiny skirt makes me feel. Everything is high and tight, and I’m here for it. I glance at my reflection in the window, adjusting my eye shadow with a nudge of my magic––a little more smoke to even out the falsies—and wink at myself. I reach for another hors d’oeuvres and then scan the room.

      For a library party, this is pretty slammin’. Everywhere I look there’s a delightful festive scene unfolding. Although I’m not sure what exactly the theme is as I’ve already seen a little old lady dressed as a burning Yule log (light-up flames and everything), wearing what appeared to be a tinsel-wrapped goat in a front-facing baby carrier. That’s not something you get to see every day, especially since the goat looked happy as a clam. The room is littered with candles, all dancing with flickering blue flames. I worried about the whole place burning to the ground before I noticed there was no heat to them, tentatively holding my hand close and smiling at the magic on display. It was the giant man in the corner dressed as the jolliest Krampus I’ve ever seen that threw me, however. His bushy red beard and hearty laughter were at odds with the goat skull headpiece.

      There are many faces I’ve never met before...but that’s not surprising, considering I just arrived in town yesterday. My cousin Orion is hosting me over the holidays since my life experienced a minor implosion, and I’m just grateful I didn’t lose all my clothes when the excavator knocked my apartment building over.

      Was that in my five-year plan?

      Nope.

      Was my apartment scheduled for demolition?

      Also, a big blaring nope.

      It’s been a real...time. It’s been real.

      Really shitty.

      But, a silver lining to hold onto (perhaps a little desperately, but desperate times and desperate measures and all that, blah blah blah.) There was no one home when the crew came and knocked over the wrong building.

      Thankfully, none of my neighbours had pets, so at least that’s one small blessing. I’m not sure anyone is feeling great about the whole thing. But I was all packed up for a work trip already, my computer and all my essentials with me. And my apartment is––was––so small that I had my off-season wardrobe safely stored in an off-site storage locker...so other than the furniture and kitchenware I’d collected at thrift stores and garage sales over the years, I’m not out of too much of my life.

      And since Orion had been asking me to come visit them in Eliza Falls for ages, now is as good a time as any! Orion doesn’t work at the library, but their partner does. Pippa has been the boss’s assistant for the last few years and was telling us just last night how much she loves it. Nerds will nerd, I guess. I can’t imagine being quiet all the time, but there’s something for everyone!

      I cram another cream puff into my mouth and glance around the room at large once more, enjoying a moment of people watching.

      More people than I’d expect for a library party hubbub and hob-nob all around me. It’s lovely. Everyone is smiling, there are more festive turtlenecks than you can shake a stick at, and tinkling, jolly music pipes through overhead speakers. The whole room feels magical, and I allow myself an evening to smile and forget my shitty circumstances. I grab another treat from the table next to me, something with cranberries and cheese, and nearly swoon again at how delicious it is. Who is in charge of the food here? I’ll have to ask Orion later so I can worship at their culinary feet. Orion owns and runs the local butcher shop, and I bet they know everyone in town. I search the crowd around me, hoping to catch their eye. I smile as I spot them, canoodling with Pippa under the mistletoe across the room. Pippa’s purple hair is coiffed into a stunning ’50s pin-up style, her pencil skirt and T-strap block heels kicked up behind her as she stretches up to kiss my cousin. Orion is careful not to muss up her hair while their long fingers gently clasp Pippa’s neck. Good gravy, they’re cute together.

      I let the swoop in my belly at their affectionate kiss dance around for a moment, allowing myself to soak up their sweetness before I turn my attention elsewhere. I’ll chat with Orion about the food tomorrow. Tonight is about celebration and community, and they’re clearly happily engaged with each other. A little wash of jealousy zips through me as I make note of how much romance is all around me. Everywhere I look there are rosy, smiling cheeks and tender glances. A huge blond man with hearts in his eyes literally sighs at his curvy, petite date—a gorgeous black woman with a froth of white curls. Her attention is on the conversation she’s having with her pink-tressed friend, the two of them laughing at something while a glowering behemoth of a man rests his meaty paw on the taller woman’s shoulder. Both men look at the women like they’ve hung the moon.

      In another corner of the room, I clock a lanky gentleman with thick glasses tucking a stray tendril of hair behind the ear of the woman next to him. She grins at him, the movement squishing her cheeks up into the oversized glasses she absentmindedly pushes up her nose. They only have eyes for each other, and it’s both endearing and a sucker punch to my soft heart.

      There is love all around me, and it’s a reminder of just how lonely I feel. Usually it doesn’t get to me. My life is full. I’ve got a great career, I’m stunningly gorgeous, and anytime I want something, I make it happen. I’ve been the captain of my own proverbial ship and mistress of my domain since I was old enough to tie my own shoes. And I love it. I love my life.

      Granted, these last few months have been a little more trying than usual. But removing the drama around my surprise eviction, I’ve got it pretty good. Even with the recent chaos of my life crumbling all around me, I’m safe, warm, and delectably well fed here in this lovely little town with my dear cousin.

      But...

      This party serves as a gentle reminder that while I’ve never been too wrapped up in the idea of a forever kind of relationship, I do kind of, sort of, wish there was someone who would look at me with the sweet affection I see all around me. Maybe someone who appreciates a little extra squish on a hip and twinkle in the eye. I press my lips together and give my colour a boost, plumping up the gloss after enjoying all the canapes of the last half hour. Seriously, if I don’t watch it, I could eat everything on this table tonight.

      I smooth my hands down my hips and belly once more, marvelling at the sensation of the velvet against my skin, and stew in the gratitude that I packed my favourite winter clothes in my storage unit. My stockings are snatched, and the mock garters are deliciously sexy, while the mini skirt and high neck of my dress highlight all my curves to perfection.

      Perhaps I won’t find a forever love tonight, but I have it on pretty good authority that this sweet booty can pull a good-time fling whenever I want.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        SOLENNE

      

      

      I’m glad I followed the trail to this place. I almost lost the scent I’d been tracking when I stepped through the Gateway from my realm, but my senses are sharp.

      What a delight! I’m surrounded by twinkly glowing orbs strung throughout the beams and eaves of a charming courtyard and tangled through the branches of a healthy oak tree. The lights look like will-o’-wisps, their gently flickering bioluminescent auras a beacon for weary travellers. Which, coincidentally, I am. How fortuitous! The snow on the ground is fresh and soft, muffling my footsteps better than my excellent stealth skills. I don’t even have to use magic to be silent here. There is enough noise and music all around me to deafen anyone with human senses.

      Grinning, I approach the wisps and reach out to catch one, but surprise fills me as none of the tiny sprites take flight at my approach. They just sit there, glimmering in the dark, their light reflecting off the frosty branches of the tree they sit in. Narrowing my eyes as I get closer, I see they are trapped! Connected to each other with a copper string, they are secured firmly to the branch, caged against their will, their lights now clear to me as a cry for help and not the joyous twinkling of cheeky sprites.

      No, that’s not right either.

      Upon closer inspection, they are not sprites at all, but the tiniest of flames, contained within the smallest glass orbs. How strange. How wonderful. They are just...lights! Pleasure and delight course through me. Humans are such clever creatures. It has been many years since I’ve walked this world, and their ingenuity never fails to amaze me. Their technology has advanced greatly since my last visit, and I make a mental note to share this lovely detail with my fellowship when I return home. They will be most impressed.

      Running my hands along the copper strings, wires, and orbs encasing the little balls of light, I grin even wider. I love humans. They are such passionate creatures, always stretching and striving for more. It’s inspiring. After centuries, it’s refreshing to see they are still creating new delights for themselves. Always so full of inspiration. What new delights will they come up with in the next century?

      Music filters through the cross-pane windows. I glance through the luminous branches of the oak and turn toward it. It’s jolly and lively, something familiar but entirely new. I hum along, the words to this song long lost to my memory, and let the warmth of the tune float over me, something about it tickling my mind. There are so many traditions that started in my realm and traveled through the Pathways over millennia that I’m comforted by the sense of connection and not alarmed by it. My bones remember what I’ve consciously forgotten.

      Carefully treading through the soft snow, I peer into the window. Soft blue light glows from multiple flickering candles placed about the room, and a whole host of happy revellers move about inside. Mostly couples with rosy cheeks and glittering eyes, many of them holding glass goblets with something golden and sparkling inside. I smell notes of ale, clove, and ginger, the warm spices beckoning me to join them.

      I’ve been wandering through this winter forest long enough to justify a short rest surrounded by all the beauty I see within. Perhaps my mission can wait for a slight detour of a pleasant evening of holiday revelry. Surely a few hours won’t hurt––after all, a strong drink and a tumble with a pretty woman are never unwelcome. It’s my favourite way to fortify.

      The pull of the warmth on the other side of the glass proves too powerful for me to deny. I shake the snow off my shoulders and stride to the entrance, looking forward to getting warm, meeting new people, and finding something, or someone, delicious to tuck into. I keep my footsteps silent as I enter the room, the warmth from so many bodies in one space pushing  against me like a comforting blanket. My shoulders ease, and the heat sinks into my muscles and bones after being out in the snow for so long. It feels wonderful—a sparkling, glittering embrace against my skin. The music of laughter and multiple conversations dances merrily around me, and the tinkling aura of the Fae magic I’ve been tracking whispers in my ear.

      I let my attention roam over the space, trying to pinpoint where that teasing glint comes from. I close my eyes and my sharp Fae senses slip through the room, seeking out the scent I’ve been pursuing. The room quiets, my tracking skills honed over centuries of practice. My magic flares as it locates the source, and I crack one eye open to survey my target.

      A large man, a Wolf by the scent of him, hovers happily over a curvy Fae with soft white hair tumbling around her jaw. They are focused entirely on each other, and I let my magic swirl around them. I straighten my shoulders when the woman looks at me, a question in her dark eyes full of starlight. If I had reservations about this mission, they have been resolved now. Her familiar eyes are a mark of the royal bloodline, and I nod respectfully to her across the crowd. She tilts her head, a puzzled expression on her face, and I realize belatedly that while I know who she is, she perhaps does not. I will have to tread with caution and compassion. If her Wolf companion is her Mate, this mission may be more complicated than I anticipated.

      Which means I can justify an evening of sensory pleasure in this warm room on this Longest Night while I come up with an alternate plan. Grinning at my new good fortune, an evening of possibilities now open to me, I peruse the festivities with new eyes. Eyes now seeking a lovely distraction.

      There, tucked over by a table heavily laden with an elegant spread, is my quarry. A petite brunette morsel with glossy curls, rosy cheeks, and twinkling eyes.

      She is delectable.

      All soft curves wrapped up tight in velvet, just waiting for me to unwrap her. As she pops another treat into her mouth, her hand trails over to her to her neck and slides softly into her hair. I watch, transfixed, as her fingertips swirl in a delicate motion and her curls adjust a little higher. A simple glamour magic...a classic tell. She’s got Fae blood somewhere in her ancestry.

      I focus my magic to pierce through it and am pleasantly surprised to note she’s still as lovely underneath all her tricks. She’s only enhancing her own beauty, not hiding anything. A woman who loves herself just as she is is a temptation I’m unable to ignore. Pleased with my good fortune, I smile and enjoy the anticipation edging against my fingertips.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        PENELOPE

      

      

      The weight of eyes on my backside alerts me to some interest my way, and I savor the sensation as it shimmies up my spine.

      I love being admired, and I pull my lower lip into my mouth as I glance around the room to see who’s checking me out. There are enough people squeezed into the library’s main room that it could be anyone, but something about this feels more intense. Something heavy.

      As slyly as I can, I slowly turn and lean my hip against the wall, scanning the faces around me. There, by the door, is someone new. I would have noticed her right away if I’d seen her before.

      Tall and broad, a stunning Amazon of a woman with wild golden hair and a glorious vintage, fur-trimmed coat strolls toward me, scanning me from head to toe and back again. Warmth blooms in my core and travels up to my cheeks before I can catch it with my glamour.

      “Ah now, lovely, don’t hide that glow from me.” I blink up at pale eyes framed in lush black lashes, and my breath hitches in my throat.

      “My glow?” My voice comes out raspy, like I’ve been running or doing something else to make me breathe hard and fast. Oh, she’s good. The charisma oozing from her presses against my skin, and I lick my lips in anticipation of what she’ll say next.

      “You didn’t think you could glamour that beautiful flush from me, did you? I want to see it travel everywhere.”

      My grin at her words is impossible to suppress, and I clasp my hands behind my back to keep me from grabbing her in a lusty embrace. This is more like it! This is just what I need to distract me from my current circumstances. I blink up at this delightful woman as she reaches her arm (leather clad, might I add) and supports herself against the wall behind me, leaning over and into my space. Barely containing my swoon, I nibble my lower lip and tilt my head to keep her eyes on my face. I slowly release my glamour and let the heat she’s inspired radiate from my neck to my hot cheeks.

      “That’s better.” Her eyes sparkle and her voice is musical, soft and deep at the same time, and I clench my hands behind my back once more. The heat of her body so close to mine is divine. The sharp bite of snow and something else, something deliciously wild, clings to her clothing.

      “Where did you come from, stranger?” I ask, breathing in her nearness like a balm. A fluttery, sexy balm. Her warmth and the creak of her leather coat surround me like a hug, and I want to keep her here with me.

      “I’m just passing through,” she replies as she leans closer to me. I close my eyes to feel her nose ghost along my neck, the shiver of anticipation coursing through me strong enough to rattle my bones. Yes, please!

      The fates have brought me just what I asked for—the good time I need to get lost in for a little while—in the form of the sexiest fucking woman I’ve ever seen.

      “Here for a good time, not a long time?” I whisper against her cheek.

      “Mm-hmm, that’s right, sweet one. Are you willing to delight me for a little while?”

      Wetness and heat spread through my centre, and I whimper in response. She groans, and the room around me disappears as her long fingers slide along my hip and clench into the fabric, crushing the velvet further. I gasp into her hair, and she leans even closer to me, pressing her lips against mine. The softest lips. When a slick tongue slides along my bottom lip, I squeak.

      “Yes, we will do nicely together, don’t you think?” She breathes against my mouth as she pulls away. I nod, my mouth open in a daze. I have to blink my brain back online.

      “I do think.”

      She grins with a lopsided smirk that sends more heat dancing through me, and I step away from her, smoothing my tiny skirt over my stockings.

      “Just wait here a moment,” I say before twirling around and practically skipping over to Orion and Pippa across the room. They frown at me as I sidle up to them, and Pippa tilts her head to one side as she takes me in.

      “Pen, honey, are you okay? You’re all flushed!” she says. I nod and grin over at Orion.

      “Yeah, I’m so good. Um, so I’m hoping this cool old library building has a meeting room or a guest suite that I could tuck into for a little while? Perhaps with a new friend?” I ask, my voice high and breathy and not at all as smooth as I would prefer.

      Orion glances over at Pippa, a knowing smile spreading across their face, before doing a visual sweep of the room. I see the moment they clock my beautiful stranger, their eyebrows jumping up to their hairline. Pippa follows their gaze until her eyes widen as well. She looks back at me and nods, eyebrows now lifted suggestively. “There’s a little apartment above the old records room that no one uses. It’s got some old couches and chairs that don’t have a home downstairs at the moment. Would that do for you and your new ‘friend’?”

      I smile wide, cheeks feeling like they might burst from anticipation as I nod back. “Yes, that sounds perfect.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        SOLENNE

      

      

      My ripe little plum dances back to me with glittering eyes.

      Keeping my hands to myself without grabbing her and flipping her over the nearest table as she tucks her sweet body in next to mine is a feat I will crow about later. But for now, I simply take in the sparkling scent of her. All sugar and sweetness, the glow of her cheeks and down her delicate neck hints at the flush I hope is all over her breasts and belly too.

      It certainly will be by the time I’m done with her.

      “Welcome back, sweetness. Did you find the answers you were hoping for over there?” I can’t resist touching her, and I wrap my arm over her shoulder and press her against my side. She smiles wide and nods.

      “Yes! Come with me.” She pries my hand off her plump hip and interlaces my fingers with hers. My belly swoops with the small gesture of connection, and I exhale deeply through my nose to pull myself together. This lovely witch is tangling herself up in me faster than I expected, and I sink into the pleasure of it. Like a hummingbird, she will flutter around me for only a moment, and I intend to enjoy every second of it.

      I follow her as she weaves through the room. She doesn’t stop to make small talk as she carves her path, instead forging ahead with purpose and intention. I wonder if that’s how she will make love to me as well—softly but with tender focus and tenacity. My core clenches at the thought, and I nearly stumble as we reach a quiet hallway with steps leading up at the end.

      “This way,” she whispers. Her eyes turn to me for a moment, and I grin. She’s a bright little flicker of joy, and I can’t wait to taste every inch of her.

      I squeeze her fingers in mine, a reassurance to both of us that this is happening and that I am here with her. She saunters ahead of me up the stairs, and the sounds of the gathering behind us fade from my awareness. This little witch of mine gets all my attention while I have her in my hands.

      The room is dark and cold when she opens the door, a wash of stale air and dust motes swirling around us. This place is a forgotten one, and I grin, knowing we won’t be disturbed here. A fine layer of dust gilds the shelves and the sheet-covered furniture. My little plum carefully rolls the fabric off the largest piece in the room, revealing a velvet fainting couch. Delightful.

      I close the door behind me, enjoying the snick of the lock sliding into place, and turn around to face my treat. Her eyes are big and dark, luminous in the soft light coming in from the uncovered window. She bites her bottom lip as she steps toward me, and I’m thrilled once again at her boldness.

      “Are you ready to take what you want, little plum?”

      “Penelope.” She smiles up at me. That beautiful flush creeps up her neck and cheeks once more, and I can’t help following the pink as it dances across her lovely face.

      “Penelope?” I repeat.

      She ducks her head to one side. “Yes, my name is Penelope. I thought it might be nice to share it since we’re about to enjoy ourselves, and you should know what name you’re about to call out.”

      Desire sparkles up my spine at her confidence, and I chuckle. I step toward her and slide my hand along her jaw, my fingers tangling in her soft hair.

      “Are you so sure, sweetling, that you are not the one who needs to know what name you will cry out to the stars?” Her breath hitches at my words, and I smile, leaning in to run my nose along the tender skin of her neck. She smells like citrus, amber, and magic, her lust overriding her natural perfume so that her Fae nature feels softer. Perhaps she’s dropped her glamour now that it’s just the two of us in this small room.

      “What is it?” she breathes gently into my ear. I lick a path up her neck and revel in the way she shivers. My responsive little witch.

      “Hmm?” I bite gently on her earlobe, and she whimpers. Heat surges to my core, and I press myself against her, pushing her back toward the couch. I kiss my way along her cheek and hold my lips over hers.

      “What’s your name?” Her breath is sweet against my mouth, and I tremble with the effort it takes not to ravish this delightful creature before me.

      “Solenne.” I speak it against her lips, and she closes her eyes, breathing it in before whispering it back to me.

      “Kiss me, Solenne.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        PENELOPE

      

      

      The scent of leather and snow surrounds me as Solenne surges forward, capturing my mouth with hers and plundering me.

      Plundering is the only way I can describe the feeling as her mouth, soft and firm, demanding and luscious, takes everything I can give. It’s the best kiss of my life. I want to be consumed by this woman. Her hands are firm in my hair, the pins I so carefully placed in my curls earlier losing the battle with her long fingers. My eyes roll back into my head as I succumb to the delight and pleasure of it. I kiss her back with everything I have, letting all my swirling feelings of the past few days tumble into it, giving myself over to this wonderful moment with this beautiful stranger.

      Wrapping my arms around her neck to hold myself against her, I hitch one leg over her hip to keep her right where I want her. The hard leather of her belts presses against all my softness, the short length of my skirt riding up over my ass, and I growl into her mouth as I grind my core against her tight, muscled thigh. Her hot hands splay across my bum, and I whimper into her mouth as she pulls me even tighter against her leg, spreading me open. Wiggling and writhing against her, I chase the glittering orgasm I can feel just out of reach.

      “That’s a good girl,” Solenne grits into my ear. “Riding my leg like a wildling. Take what you need.” The sensation of her gravelly voice and her breath on my skin sends me spiralling into climax, light bursting behind my eyes and glitter exploding through my body. My muscles pull taut as I grind through the last throes of my release, taking the offered support of her strong thigh. I shiver and tremble against her as she whispers soft nothings into my skin and brushes my hair away from my face with unexpected gentleness.

      “Holy crapballs. That was amazing.” My voice warbles as I come back down into my body. My panties are slick with my arousal, and I wiggle on Solenne’s lap as I revel in it. She chuckles again, a deep, throaty sound that I find deliciously endearing.

      “What a delight you are, little plum,” she says, her eyes growing darker and a feral grin gracing her beautiful face. “So sweet and juicy! I bet you taste incredible.” I barely have a moment to register what she’s planning before I’m lifted bodily into the air and tossed onto the settee behind me. I squeak as Solenne drops to her knees in front of me and pushes my skirt up over my hips.

      “Ooh yes, sweetling, look at this lovely treasure. What are these stockings? There’s nothing covering your cunt besides this flimsy scrap of fabric!” Her fingertips trace the edges of my panties briefly before she slides one of her long fingers underneath to tease my slit.

      “They’re...garter stockings.” I gasp, arching my back as she pulls the gusset of my panties away from my core and lets it snap back into place. I shriek, and her deep, rumbling purr in response sends more heat spiraling downwards, pulling all my rational thoughts with it.

      “You liked that, little plum. Look at your juices, dripping so sweetly for me. I wonder if you’ll like this more?” She gives me no time to answer before she slips her fingers back under my panties and rips them right off my body. I can’t stifle my moan, and her eyes flare.

      “Mm-hmm, I thought you’d like that. May I taste you, sweet one?” She slips a finger into my pussy, sliding my arousal around my entrance and then pushing two fingers inside me.

      “Oh gods, yes please,” I manage to say. She pumps her fingers into me, a slow drag in and out before withdrawing completely. I gasp when she licks her fingers, slicking her tongue out to lap my come with a moan. I whimper again.

      “Delicious little plum.” Her voice is like caramel, sticky and dark and full of pleasure. I bite my lip as I watch her enjoy the taste of me off her hand, then I move to push up onto my elbows. But before I manage more than an inch, she descends upon my pussy like a woman starved and licks a long drag over my entrance and up to my clit.

      I cry out at the sensation, all liquid warmth, and throw myself back against the cushions. Oh, yes, please!

      Solenne makes magic with her mouth over my labia and clit, swirling and dancing to a tune I’ll remember in my bones for the rest of my life. I grip her shoulders, still clad in her luxurious fur, and hold on while she thoroughly enjoys herself. She moans against my core before I feel her tongue slip inside me.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        SOLENNE

      

      

      My little plum is more delicious than I thought she’d be.

      Her sweet body is a wonder, all softness and plump squish that I delight in. Squeezing the lovely curves of her ass cheeks and spreading her open before me like a banquet, I feast on her. Every slip of my tongue against her folds elicits a new sound from her. And when I make my way up to her swollen clit, her whole body thrums with pleasure. I swirl my mouth over it, pulling it gently into my lips and sucking on it steadily. Penelope cries out and thrashes on the velvet beneath her, the orgasm forcing her limbs to lock tight. My own release chases closely behind hers, my hips rocking as I kneel before this wanton little witch.

      Watching her ride my thigh was an unexpected treat, and I knew she’d be fun in the proverbial furs. Satisfaction rides me as her breasts heave beneath her tight dress while she catches her breath. Grinning, I lean forward and press my mouth against hers. She melts against me, opening to me and letting me in. Our tongues dance together, and I share her tart flavour with her. Her small hands slide up into the braids on the sides of my head, and she pulls me tighter against her. I pull her closer to me and press my bigger body over hers, letting my weight anchor her while she kisses my breath away.

      She wriggles a little, and I pull back, allowing her to set the pace. Her hands travel down the front of my leathers, searching and grasping. I lean my hips back more, and she hums happily, finding the ties to my trousers. Before I can blink, she pushes her hand down the front and steals into my cunt like a thief in the night. Her small hands are hot, and I spread my knees apart, giving her more access within my tight pants. Access she readily takes, and she begins to work my cunt with vigor.

      “Yesss. That’s it, little plum. Give me more.” I hiss.

      She pulls that luscious lower lip into her mouth, biting down on the pink softness, her eyes glinting with mischief as she uses my own arousal to slick up two more fingers. When she pushes them inside me, I groan at the perfect stretch and rock my hips against her hand, chasing my own climax as I claim her lips with my own again. With her slippery, hot tongue in my mouth and her deft fingers working their magic inside me, I groan my cresting orgasm against her lips.

      “I wasn’t sure if you’d be a cuddler with all that leather,” Penelope says quietly as she runs her fingers through my hair.

      We’re stretched out on the soft couch that was hidden under the dusty sheets, and I sink my weight further into her body. She giggles, a rumbly sound of delight that I find absolutely charming. I rub my face against her breasts; I’m quite fond of these breasts and will miss them when I go home. But that is a problem for later. Right now, I have a tempting little plum humming beneath me, tracking circles along my temples with her nimble fingers. Her supple legs are wrapped astride my hips, and my arms are banded snugly around her sides. I choose to live in this moment while I get to enjoy it.

      “Mm-hmm. I love a snuggle. I don’t get to do this nearly as much as I’d like, so I’ll need you to give me extra to fill me up.”

      I vibrate with her quiet laughter more than I hear it, and I soak in her happiness.

      “I’ll snuggle you all night, if you’ll let me. Although, I’m not sure when the party is supposed to wrap up. We might have to find somewhere else to nest before the night is through.”

      Huffing out a sigh of resignation, I lift my head enough to prop my chin against her sternum and look up at her. She’s delightfully dishevelled, her curls a wild halo around her head, her cheeks and lips flushed from our kisses. After we both came, we spent another hour kissing on the velvet cushions, grinding our hips against each other and generally enjoying ourselves. Her sexy, strappy stockings drove me so mad that I tore through them, the delicate fabric surrendering to my grip as I framed my face with her hips a second time. She’s too tasty, my little plum. Her cries of pleasure will sing in my memory when I travel on.

      “I can’t stay much longer. But I am loathe to leave you. I have thoroughly enjoyed myself.”

      “A good time but not a long time, right?” she asks, a rueful smile on her lovely face.

      “That’s right, plum. And I had a really, really good time. Didn’t you?”

      She presses her lips together and nods. “I did. And I’m so glad we got to know each other, just this little bit. It was just what I needed.” She slides her fingers across my temples, down to my jaw, and I shift to catch her fingertips in my teeth, making her jump and giggle.

      “Will you walk with me? A bit more time together under the moonlight?”

      “That sounds perfect, I’d love to!” Her smile is enough to light up the whole room.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        PENELOPE

      

      

      It’s still snowing gently when we get outside.

      I’ve kissed Orion and Pippa good night and made plans to meet them for brunch tomorrow, and now Solenne and I pick our way through the snow to a trail she knows a little farther into the trees. I haven’t been here long enough to know where anything is, so I make a note of landmarks as we pass them: a cobalt blue street lamp next to a sign for a bed and breakfast, a large bronze statue of a chicken wearing a cravat, of all things. We both chuckle at that as we pass it.

      Once we step farther into the trees, Solenne takes my hand and pulls me beside her. She was so attentive and passionate tonight. It’s thrilling to have someone so powerfully attractive look at me with such pleasure in their expression. I could get used to it, if she was sticking around.

      As it is, I don’t even know where I’ll go after the holidays. Perhaps there’s a new adventure for me right around the next corner, and I will just have to see where it leads me. Buoyed by the idea that the world is my oyster, my steps feel lighter, and I squeeze Solenne’s hand tighter.

      “Thank you for tonight, Solenne. I had a wonderful time.”

      She glances at me with a soft fondness that I will treasure. Hopefully there is someone in my future who will look at me like this again one day.

      “It was my absolute pleasure, little plum.” She waggles her eyebrows, and I laugh, the weight of the world lifting from my shoulders as we continue to stroll under the moonlight filtering through the trees all around us. Twinkly lights from nearby homes and businesses flicker and glow through the bare branches, and everything looks like it’s sprinkled with sugar crystals. Solenne begins to hum a melody, the tune tickling something in my mind, but I can’t quite place it. It’s familiar enough that I assume it’s a holiday tune I’ve heard before, and I let the sound of her deep voice carry me away to a future that feels sparkly with possibility. We may not meet again, but I will always be glad of our time together.





OEBPS/images/break-snowflake-screen.png






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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/mistletoe-moments---ebook.jpg





OEBPS/images/mistletoe-moments---titleblack2.jpg





