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About This Book




She doesn't like Christmas, but she sure likes Santa... 

Forty-year-old Samantha Nicholson has never had much interest in falling in love. Her troubled childhood taught her that the only person she can rely on is herself. She's done well for herself, working her way up through the ranks to manage the second largest department store in the Pacific Northwest. She has a good job, friends, and a little dream house with her very own garden.Everything would be perfect if she could just get through the busy Christmas shopping season and find the perfect Santa to work at the store. It turns out the perfect Santa is also the perfect man for her.

Recently retired after twenty-five years in the Navy, Dominick Romano is taking some time off as he plans his next move. When his sister asks him to help her employment agency by applying for a Santa job, Dom figures it will be an easy way to pass the time.

Little does he know he's about to meet the woman he's been looking for his whole life. She claims that she hates Christmas, but he's going to make it his mission to make Sammie fall in love with Christmas. If he has any luck, she'll also fall in love with Santa himself.

"Dating Santa" is part of the "Loving the Holidays" series, contemporary romantic comedies featuring couples in their forties and fifties. Expect strong men, independent women who know their own minds, meddling friends and families intent on matchmaking, and lots of steam.








  
  
Sign Up for Rose Bak's Newsletter




Want more more midlife romance stories? Join Rose Bak’s mailing list at https://books.authorrosebak.com/Getaway

Subscribers will receive a free book and be the first to hear about all the latest releases, freebies, and special sales.








  
  
Dedication




For everyone who used to hate the holidays.











  
  
Sammie




“Ihate the freaking holidays!” 

My best friend Janna raised her eyebrows as I plopped into the seat across from her at the Buttered Bean, our favorite coffee shop, for our weekly coffee date.

“Hello to you too,” she responded drily.

“Oh gosh, I’m sorry,” I said with a laugh.  “Hi Janna, how are you today?”

She shot me a smirk.  “Fine.  What’s got you all riled up Sammie? Out with it.”

I slumped down in my chair and took a sip of my coffee. It was strong and black and hot, just as I liked it.  

“I have spent the whole day interviewing Santas, and they all suck,” I explained.  “I swear the employment agency sent me the dregs.  Every guy I saw this morning was all wrong for Santa.  Too aggressive.  Too immature.  Too much of a stoner.  And in one case, too drunk to sit up straight.”

Janna laughed.  “Who knew it was so hard to find a guy who can sit in a chair all day?”

I shook my head.  “No kidding.  I’ve got one more person coming after lunch,” I lifted my hand and crossed my fingers, “Here’s hoping he isn’t terrible, otherwise I’m not sure what I’m going to do. Thanksgiving is in two weeks.  I need time to process the paperwork and request a background check, so we have a Santa on board by Black Friday. It’s not Black Friday without the Feldman’s Santa.”

Feldman’s was a large and well-known upscale department store in the Pacific Northwest.  Founded over a hundred years ago, the flagship store was in Seattle.  The Portland store was the second largest in the chain; we had an entire city block downtown.  It was a holiday tradition for generations of families to bring their kids in to Feldman’s to visit Santa during the holiday season.

As the store manager for Feldman’s department store, it was my job to manage staffing, including the seasonal staff we brought on for Christmas every year.  I had several assistant managers who could help, but I preferred to manage the hiring myself.  

I had worked at Feldman’s since I was sixteen, starting as a stock room clerk on weekends.  I eventually worked my way up through the ranks and had held almost every position in the store over my career – cashier, team lead, department manager and assistant store manager until I was finally given the coveted downtown Portland store manager position about five years ago.  Despite the challenges of working in retail – and hiring a Santa – I really loved my job.

The Feldmans rewarded loyalty and I had proven mine to them again and again. They treated me well, including great benefits and a generous bonus structure. Christmas was the biggest season of the year at every retailer, and there was no way I was going to have it be anything less than perfect.

“What’s your holiday theme this year?” Janna asked.

“Let it snow,” I said with a grimace.

“What’s wrong with that?” Janna asked.

“Nothing, but it’s ironic in a city where the entire city closes down every time we see a snowflake.”

Janna laughed.  “Yeah, let’s hope we have another snow-free winter this year, snowstorms are bad for the economy, not to mention a giant pain the butt.”

A few hours later I was at my desk analyzing the weekly sales reports when my admin knocked on the door.  “Hey Sammie, your three o’clock interview is here.”

There was something odd in her voice, so I looked up at her curiously.  “He’s not drunk, is he?”

She shook her head.  “No, not drunk,  just hot. Totally built and a sexy bit of silver at the temples, he looks like a guy on the cover of one of those Silver Fox romance books.” She waggled her eyebrows at me.  “I wouldn’t mind sitting on his lap, that’s for sure.”

I frowned at her.  “Fran!  What would your husband say if he was here?”   My admin had been married to her high school sweetheart for forty years.

She laughed as she walked away.  “Oh, don’t worry, we’re allowed to look – as long as we don’t touch.”

I was just closing my spreadsheet when Fran returned with her silver fox applicant. I looked up as he glided into the room. There was no other way to say it.  For a relatively big man, he was light on his feet, his tread completely silent.

I sized him up as he approached my desk.  He was an inch or two over six feet, I estimated.  There was not an ounce of fat on his body, everything was lean and hard from his muscular thighs to his narrow waist to the width of this shoulders. Strong biceps were clearly visible beneath his button up shirt.  Good lord this man was clearly fit.

The man had dark hair, cut very short, and I could see the glimpse of silver at the temples that Fran had been mooning over.  His stubbled jaw was strong and square. I met his chocolate brown eyes and shivered a bit.  Wow,  Fran had not been kidding.  This guy was hot as hell.

I stood up and reached for his hand.  “Mr. Romano?  Hello, I’m Samantha Nicholson, the store manager. Nice to meet you.”

One large hand engulfed my smaller one and I caught my breath as a tiny shock moved between our palms. There must be static in the atmosphere, I thought idly as I shook his hand. He held it a beat longer than necessary, not that I minded.

“Good afternoon Ms. Nicholson,  nice to meet you as well.  Please call me Dom.”

I nodded and pointed to the guest chair, feeling the absence of his touch as he gracefully lowered himself into the chair. 

Pulling his resume out of the folder that Fran had left on my desk, I scanned it briefly.  “I see that you just retired from the Navy, is that correct?”

Dom nodded.  “Yes ma’am.  I served for twenty-five years, mostly in procurement.”

“Twenty-five years is impressive,” I told him honestly.  “It’s nice to see someone who can maintain a schedule and reliably hold down a job.”

He smiled, the flash of his straight white teeth damn near knocking me over.  “Does that make me stand out from your other applicants?” he asked curiously.

“You have no idea,” I responded.  “The fact that you are sober and dressed like a person on a job interview also bodes well. Tell me why you’re interested in this position at Feldman’s.”

“Well, I’m just transitioning back into civilian life,” he told me, his voice deep and thoughtful.  “I figured I might as well make myself useful for a couple of months while I figure out my next step.  My sister works at the employment agency, so she encouraged me to consider a seasonal gig.”

The rest of the interview went smoothly as I asked a few questions about working with children, customer service and his availability to work during the store hours. It’s not as if the Santa job was complicated, but I did need someone reliable who wouldn’t scare the children or annoy the parents.

The longer we were in the room together the more I felt it – a kind of simmering attraction between us.  It was as if the air was heated and there was less oxygen to breath. I found myself avoiding eye contact because every time our eyes met my mind completely blanked out. I had never felt anything like it before.

“I wasn’t around kids a lot being in the military so long, but my niece and nephew like me, so I think I must not be too scary to kids.”  

I realized that he was waiting for my next question. I had been distracted watching his lips move.  I mentally shook myself.  What was wrong with me? I was usually laser focused on my job.

I tilted my head and looked at him critically, trying to picture him in a Santa suit.  “We’ll need to fit you with a prosthetic belly,” I told him.  “The kids will catch on quick that you have something big stuffed in our pants.”  I felt my cheeks heat as I realized how that sounded. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to let my eyes drop below his face.  “Um, I mean they will notice if we just use a pillow or something.”

His eyes flared with amusement briefly, and I wondered if he was having the same schoolboy reaction as I was to my awkward statement.  To his credit, he kept his expression neutral.

“I’m fine with a prosthetic belly,” he responded.  “What you need from me, I’m your guy.”

My mind immediately wandered to the gutter as it flashed through a few ideas of needs he could help me with.  Stop it, I chastised my dirty mind.  Focus on work!

I stood up and gave him my best professional smile.  “Well Dom, pending the completion of successful background check, I would love to have you join us as the next Feldman’s Santa.”

He smiled again and I lost my train of thought for a moment.  “Um.  I’ll walk you out to Fran, she can help you find your way to HR to do the appropriate paperwork. Once the paperwork has all been processed,  Fran will be in touch to let you know your schedule.”

Dom shook my hand and I felt that same little frisson of electricity shooting up my arm.  

“Thanks Ms. Nicholson.  I think I’m going to enjoy working with you.”









