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Chapter 1 




Iknow people think it’s weird to love Christmas as much as I do. 

Not love as in cookies and cozy movies, but love as in if Christmas were a living breathing man, I’d probably ask him to marry me on the spot.

And yes, I’m aware Santa isn’t technically real — I’m nineteen, not delusional — but something about him is real to me anyway. The idea of him. The magic. The loyalty. The all-knowing list that somehow still decides you’re worth spoiling.

So maybe I’ve spent my entire life half-in love with a myth.

Honestly? It explains a lot.

Like the outfit I’m wearing right now.

I stop in front of my bedroom mirror and take myself in from head to toe. My favorite Mrs.-Claus-but-make-it-racy dress is perfect today. Deep velvet red, trimmed in thick white faux fur, tight in the places I like and short in the places I shouldn’t probably like as much as I do. The neckline dips daringly low, the skirt barely covers anything, and the matching thigh-high stockings are candy-cane striped.

I add a tiny jingle bell to my hair — clip it right above my ear. It makes a soft chime every time I move, like I'm announcing my presence to the universe.

I grin at myself.

Yep. This is the one.

My phone buzzes on my bed.

I grab it.

**Mila:** Are you seriously wearing that to work?

**Me:** Obviously.

**Mila:** Girl… that dress is a crime.

**Me:** Against what? Joy? Festivity? The spirit of giving??

**Mila:** Against decency.

**Me:** I work at a sex toy store, darling. Decency left the chat ages ago.

She sends me ten eye-roll emojis in a row.

I laugh and toss my phone into my bag. Mila works at the bakery next door to Cupid’s Closet — where I’ve worked since I was seventeen — and she has feelings about my wardrobe. Mostly because she dresses like an undercover nun and thinks anything above the knee is scandalous.

I, on the other hand, have never been afraid of being looked at.

I grab my coat — bright red with a huge fluffy hood — and slip outside. The air has that December bite to it, cold but not rude, the kind that wakes you up and makes everything smell like pine and new beginnings.

The walk to work is only a few minutes. Our town is small and picturesque in the way Hallmark movies would sell their souls to film here. I walk past the bakery window, where Mila is already glaring at me through the glass, mouthing PUT A COAT ON, even though I very clearly have one on.

I blow her a kiss, and the bell in my hair jingles as if agreeing with me.

Cupid’s Closet sits squeezed between a florist and a nail salon, and honestly, it’s the cutest little storefront ever. People expect adult stores to be dark or weird, but ours is bright and cheerful with bubble-gum-pink walls, glitter signs, and a fake neon arrow shaped like a heart pointing at the entrance.

I unlock the door and step inside.

Warm. Sweet-smelling. Lights already twinkling from the Christmas display I set up last night.

Yes, I made a Christmas display at an adult store.

Yes, it has candy-cane stripes and mistletoe and a very muscular Santa cardboard cutout standing in the corner.

If corporate wants to fire me for enthusiasm, so be it.

I flick on the lights and music, humming along to “Rockin’ Around the Christmas Tree” as I straighten merchandise. The door jingles a few minutes later, and I glance up expecting a regular.

It’s my manager, David.

“Wow,” he says, staring at my outfit like he’s trying to figure out if he’s legally allowed to comment. “That’s… festive.”

“It’s December,” I say, spreading my arms. “This is restrained for me.”

“Restrained?” He rubs his forehead. “Jenny, I’m pretty sure I can see—”

I jingle my hair bell aggressively to cut him off.

“It’s fine. Customers love holiday spirit.”

He snorts because we both know customers love me — not in a creepy way, mostly — but in a *she makes this awkward shopping experience way less awkward* way. People come in nervous or embarrassed, and I talk to them like it’s normal, because it is.

And maybe it helps that I don’t blush easily. Or ever.

David sighs. “Fine. Just… don’t bend over.”

“No promises,” I say sweetly.

He groans and heads to the back office.











