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        Chelsea is kicking off her Christmas with a little bump and grind. She needs the fun and relaxation because this year she is tasked with holding together her sister’s broken heart,

        and making sure her nephew gets the Christmas he deserve.

        Santa has a few new tricks in his bag, and he’s all for showing Chelsea exactly what he can do.
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      Sweat ran down the dancer’s body. He was hot. I mean, not only was it hot, thermally, in the club, but he was sexy. So sexy. His body rolled with undulations as he ran his hand down his torso. He had me caged in with his other hand braced on the back of my chair and his legs straddled over mine.

      Music throbbed in the background, but I could barely hear it. Brandy cackled next to me, and I fluctuated between panting up at the dancer, and laughing too hard. Maybe ten minutes earlier, the hard bodied slab of hunky man had been cavorting around on stage dressed like Santa Claus. God love whoever came up with the concept of a stripping Santa. And God love their promoter or manager or whomever for scheduling this performance the last free night before Christmas and family took over my life.

      If I actually thought about everything from an objective perspective, this couldn’t possibly be as much of a turn on as it was, especially after he grabbed my hand and dragged my palm over his sweat slick chest and abs. Eww. But subjectively, from where I sat, I wanted to lick them, roll around on him, and get covered in his smell.

      I was touching him at his behest, and my panties were trying their best to dissolve.

      Adrenaline pushed the buzz of my earlier daiquiri through my veins. My hand glided over his skin. Keeping his hand firmly wrapped around my wrist he sucked my fingers into his mouth, swirling his tongue around each digit.

      “You have no idea where that’s been!” Brandy cackled some more.

      “I don’t care, I know where I want it to go next.” His words were a low rumble in his chest.

      My entire body quivered from the potent combination: booze, hysterics, and too much adrenaline from being in the hot seat of this lap dance. I could not deny the very powerful attraction I had toward this man. His chest wasn’t the only thing slippery and wet.

      When he was finished licking his sweat from my fingers he nuzzled his cheek into my palm like a big Tom cat seeking any attention he could get. With his eyes closed, for a second, I could almost convince myself he liked my touch. But this was all part of the show, just as I suspected that little snowflake tattoo, high on his perfect cheekbone, was.

      He opened his eyes again, and this time when his gaze met mine, they pierced me with their perfect, icy blueness. So pale, so cold, so fucking sexy. Another full body undulation and then he skimmed down my lap, dragging his hands along my thighs as he stepped away. I got a great view of his ass, perfect and square with firm muscles as he spun, twerked it up at me, and then he danced away.

      “Ah, ah.” I collapsed, sliding down my chair a bit. My heart pounded and I gasped for breath. Was it the closeness and the lusty hormones surging through me or the embarrassed laughter that had me breathless? Did it matter? I panted like I was struggling on a StairMaster.

      “He was so sweaty,” Brandy was still laughing. “Do you have more ones? We need another lap dance!”

      Other hard bodied dancers wearing variations on the stripped down sexy elf motif— red stocking hat with a white pompom on the tip, bells on curly toed shoes, stripy socks, thick black belt around hips just above a red G-string— were shimmying through the crowd like so many sharks cutting through a school of fish. Only instead of the fish scattering, we were throwing dollar bills at them and begging them to come to us. It was somehow a very predatory action on the dancers behalf, yet those of us in the audience were begging for it. Literally, ‘take my money!’ begging.

      I didn’t know if I’d be able to survive another lap dance.

      But it seemed like I didn’t have a choice, as another dancer stalked toward our table.

      I glanced up at Brandy. She was grinning like a mad woman and waving a spray of bills over my head.

      “Why don’t you wave those over your head, you haven’t had a lap dance!”

      “Because its funnier to watch you!” she yelled back.

      That conniving little… I made eye contact with the dancer and shook my head ever so slightly and reached up and pushed Brandy’s arm so the fan of bills was over her.

      Before she had a chance to protest, he was on her. He ran one hand all the way up from her waist, over her ribs, I think he gave her boob a quick squeeze before continuing to trail his hand up her arm until he snagged the money from her hand.

      Her mouth hung open and her eyes were completely bugged out as she gaped at him. He was seriously attractive, but nothing compared to my guy with the little snowflake tattoo. I thought it had to be show makeup but this dancing elf didn’t have one. Probably not a requirement.

      I understood why Brandy had been cackling the entire time I was subjugated to a lap dance, because I could not stop laughing. It was supposed to be sexy, and maybe in the privacy of her bedroom it might have been, but… I started coughing from laughing so hard. There could have been an alien invasion and Brandy would not have noticed. Her sweaty dancer man was grinding over her and she kept opening her mouth like a goldfish. No honey, he wasn’t going to thrust close enough to get his present of goodies close to your face, and you really don’t want his sweaty dancer junk in your mouth. Okay, maybe she did. I mean in the heat of the moment I probably would have accepted that present from my lap dancer. I shuddered and started laughing some more as the dancer put his fingers into Brandy’s mouth and she began sucking on them like they were some kind of straw she was going to get a magic smoothie out of.

      “Eww, talk about you don’t know where that’s been,” I managed to cough out between laughter.

      The dancer slithered away, leaving Brandy as limp as if he had railed her senseless. I knew exactly how she felt.

      “Damn, I could use a smoke.”

      “You don’t smoke,” I reminded her.

      “Fine. Then I could use another drink. Chelsea, it’s your round.”

      I fully agreed, and as the dancers gathered on the stage for another group number, I made my way to the bar. This time I ordered the special of the night, Mistletoe Kiss, two of them.

      “You are a goddess,” Brandy proclaimed when I arrived back at the table with our drinks.

      “Did I miss anything?” I asked, glancing up at the stage.

      Brandy took a sip, paused, shivered, and took a bigger sip. “Hmm, no, but I was sure missing this.”

      A different group of men were on the small stage doing a choreographed routine. Cowboys, yum. I don’t know what it is about chaps and cowboys hats, but, damn.

      I rifled through my wallet and fished out another handful of singles. Brandy needed another lap dance the next time the guys worked their way out into the audience and gave very personal performances. I wanted to be ready.

      We both continued to whoop and laugh and enjoy the ever-loving hell out of our evening.

      “I love you, Brandy, this is the best present ever!” Tonight’s stripper show was my present to Brandy, and her present to me. We decided that we needed more experiences in our lives and less stuff. This had been the best decision ever.

      When the men were down to their skivvies and cowboy hats, my arm shot up into the air, flashing my fist full of dollars around. A hot cowboy dancer saw me and took a few steps in my direction. I shimmied and danced in my seat. Woo hoo, sexy man attention headed my way.

      I had tunnel vision on the manly physique dancing in my direction.

      He paused.

      I pouted.

      He gave me one of those chin up semi nods and then did that sexy cowboy sweep of his fingers across the brim of his hat, and then spun away!

      No, dude. I’m waiting.

      Then I felt the large, hot fingers of another dancer wrap around my hand.

      I looked up and the breath left my body. Hot Santa-stripper man from earlier, the one with the beautiful blue eyes and the perfectly sculpted cheekbones was wrapping his fingers, and then his body around me.

      “Oh no, you only get lap dances from me.” His voice was so low and sexy. And his face was right next to mine. If I tipped my chin up our lips would brush.

      “Uh huh,” I managed to gulp out. I wasn’t in full control of my brain to be able to have realized that I was millimeters away from being able to kiss him, or to have taken the action needed. I simply blinked.

      Heat radiated off his body. I didn’t notice, or care, what he was wearing. I just knew I had on way too many clothes, and my panties were soaked.

      “You feel like being naughty, Chelsea? Are you a dirty, naughty, little girl?”

      His words were like a flamethrower against me and I was melting like burned sugar, bubbling up into a smoldering goo and then oozing out of any form I might have held.

      “Tell Santa what you really want for Christmas.” He took my hand and put it on his ass.

      Jeans, it felt like he had on jeans now. But he was definitely shirtless.

      I whimpered. No words were forming in my throat. My tongue forgot how to work. I was barely breathing.

      He cupped my face, and just when I thought he was going to kiss me, he spun off my lap and danced away.

      “I cannot wait until the after show!” Brandy laughed. She had been laughing the entire time. I was a quivering mess, what had that man done to me?

      I turned and blinked at her a few times. “After show?” I had completely forgotten about that.

      The next round was on her, and by the time the strips and the teases where complete, I was buzzed. Definitely fully buzzed. I wasn’t sure if I kept drinking because the drinks were deceptively yummy, or if I needed liquid encouragement after that dancer laid waste to my everything. I felt like I had been thoroughly fucked, totally noodle legged and everything, and he hadn’t even groped me, not even a little.

      With the after party, we each got a T-shirt with the dance company’s logo across the front. I took mine around and got the different dancers to autograph it. I even got up on stage and had my picture taken with all of the men, except for the one I wanted to see. I needed to see him out from under the covering of stage performer. I needed to see him walk around in normal clothes and lose the sexy seducer personality he had while performing.

      At least that’s what I assumed would happen. All of the other drool-worthy hot guys were now just guys. They moved like gym-bros, and most of them were a lot shorter up close.

      Brandy let out a sigh. “I think nothing will be able to top this for Christmas this year, unless my parents buy me a car.”

      I stifled a yawn. The adrenaline was abandoning me, and the alcohol was starting to make me sleepy. “Yeah, I don’t think there is any way the mall Santa tomorrow will be nearly this much fun.”

      As we headed toward the club’s door, a deep voice called my name. “Chelsea, you’re leaving without saying goodbye.”

      I turned to see my hot lap dancer standing behind me with his arms crossed.

      “You’re the one who wasn’t out here during the meet and greet,” I sassed off.

      In a very dance-like maneuver, he snaked an arm out, spinning me to him. All while somehow managing to find a chair and sit down, so I ended up on his lap. “You never did tell me, have you been a good girl this year or a naughty one?” He leaned in close.

      I wiggled my ass around on his lap. I wanted to be naughty. “What do you think?”

      “I think you’ve had too much to drink to be able to answer me properly. Maybe next time. I’ll see you and Jackson tomorrow.”

      I was disappointed. If I hadn’t had those last two drinks maybe, just maybe, I could have found out what kind of package he was packing. With a groan I let him remove me from his lap.

      “I’ll see you later Santa-man.” I twinkled my fingers at him and staggered outside where our Uber was waiting for us. I was definitely more drunk than I realized.
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      It wasn’t until the next morning when I rolled out of bed with a throbbing head that I started to remember things. Yes, I practically dry humped that dancer. But was it really dry if we were both wet with sweat and other juices? Eww, gross. I shuddered.

      But how did he know my name?

      Duh, Brandy. Neither of us had been very good about using our inside voices. We had to yell just to be heard. She must have said my name a thousand times, just like I said hers. Okay, mystery solved.

      I popped some meds and forced myself to drink the full cup of water. And then I took a shower. I still had on most of my makeup, and my hair felt like I hadn’t rinsed the conditioner out when I had attempted to take a shower the night before.

      Cleaned and scrubbed, and no longer smelling like night club and drunk sweat B.O., I got ready for the day. I got dressed in my funky, funnest aunt in the world garb; jeans, kick-ass boots, and a thematic, yet sarcastic sweatshirt. And then I gathered up all the stuff I would need for spending the night at my sister, Sierra’s. That meant clothes, special Christmas jammies, and all the presents for Jackson.

      How the hell had that man known about Jackson?

      Brandy, it had to be. He had to have overheard us discussing our plans for today. She was off to her parents, and dreading who her mother wanted to set her up with, and I had said I was taking Jackson to see the mall Santa so Sierra could do what she needed to do to get ready. Yeah, that had to be it.

      Dressed. Check. Packed. Check. Haul everything out to the car, get my last fix of junk food on the drive over, and arrive in time to see my sister about to cry. Double check.

      “What the hell, Sierra?” I asked as I carried bag after bag into the house.

      She was covered in flour and sniffling. She had also dressed for the big day, but in her own style. She had on a more traditional winter sweater with row after row of different Christmas motifs and snowflakes. There was probably a bigger image in the middle of her chest, but it was covered by an apron. I couldn’t decide whether it was something Mrs. Claus or the Hansel and Gretel witch would wear. It was brown with white ruffles and different colored giant buttons. It made her look like a gingerbread cookie.

      I dumped the last bag, and wrapped my arms around Sierra’s shoulders.

      She put her head on my shoulder. “I can’t get the cookie dough to hold its shape. I don’t know what I did wrong. When I made these last year they were perfect, and now they are a runny mess.”

      “Toss it out and start again,” I suggested.

      “I can’t,” she cried. “I’m almost out of ingredients, and I’ve already maxed my credit card. I can’t buy any more until I get paid. There’s no money left for more food. I still have to get Jackson’s last big Santa present.”

      “What about the child support money from Hunter?”

      “I already spent it. This year needs to be perfect.” She continued to cry.

      I sighed. I think I knew what was going on in her head. This year had been a rough one, and she needed to reclaim Christmas. My ex brother-in-law was a dickhead, and Sierra felt the need to make up for it. I had seen her take that on all year. Halloween was over the top. And then Hunter hadn’t even bothered to take Jackson out trick-or-treating when he said he would. It’s why I was taking Jackson to see Santa.

      “You want me to stay here and make the cookies, and whatever else, and you take your son to see Santa?”

      Sierra’s head snapped up. I thought she was about to smile, and then her face tightened down with firm determination. “I’ve got this under control. No, please don’t cook anything. Be the cool aunt. Go do the Mall Santa and keep him out of the house. Everything should be ready by four. You can come back then.”

      I wasn’t that bad of a cook, but my idea of homemade cookies involved slicing them off a log of pre-made dough. I whipped out my phone and a few taps later I pocketed it again. “I just sent you two hundred dollars. That should be enough to get you what you need. And Sierra, Jackson doesn’t need all the bells and whistles, he just needs to see you doing your best and being here for him. You can’t distract him from Hunter not being here. I know your heart breaks over it, mine does too. But then the overwhelming urge to step on Hunter’s face and then kick him in the junk takes over, and I get more angry than sad.”

      “Hunter promised he wouldn’t mess up again.” She sniffed and looked around before crossing the kitchen to pluck a clean tissue out of a box. “And then he posted online this morning that he’s free and gone skiing.” She blew her nose with a honk.

      “Hunter isn’t messing up, he’s choosing. And he is continuing to manipulate you so you don’t take him back to court over more child support. He’s been playing dumb and doing that weaponized incompetence thing your entire marriage. Credit him for being a master manipulator and train yourself to see though his bullshit. You deserve better.”

      She nodded. Her face pinched as she put on her mental armor and tried to sound like a bad ass instead of a mother in pain, before pushing me out of the kitchen. “You need to go, get that boy out of my hair, and please do not feed him too much junk food. I’m making a special dinner.”
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      “Okay, kid,” I looked down at my nephew. “You know what you want to ask Santa for?”

      We had been in the line at the mall for what felt like forever, but only because it seemed like all the kids around us were whining, and their parents were fussing. Jackson and I were just hanging out. He was teaching me the latest hand slap game while we waited. I earned the judgmental glares of the women in line in front of me, and Jackson earned the longing glances from the kids who were excited but wanted to have fun while we all waited.

      I wasn’t going to complain about the time, after all, if this Mall Santa was spending quality time with each kid, it meant he would spend time with Jackson. And frankly, Jackson needed to know that there were adults out there who were interested in him, unlike his loser-ass sperm donor. Hunter didn’t deserve to be called Jackson’s father anymore.

      “Hi, Mom,” one of the elves said when we stepped up into the waiting gate. It was just like cattle gating from an amusement park, only all the poles were red and white striped liked candy canes.

      “Aunt,” I corrected.

      “Sorry, I keep forgetting to ask the obvious grown up if they are the child’s adult. The last woman I asked about snapped my head off because I didn’t automatically assume she was the mother. I’m babbling. Oh God, they are going to fire me.”

      She was young, and I could tell she was a nervous wreck. “Hey, no worries. Jackson is an awesome kid, and I’d love to be his mom, but I’m the epic aunt. Don’t these Karens get you down. Christmas and meeting Santa is supposed to be fun.”

      She bugged her eyes out at me and nodded. “Supposed to be. Anyway, when Jackson goes up, if you would, please come stand over by the tree so you can get pictures with your phone but not block the official photographer.”

      I nodded and thanked her.

      The little girl in front of us finally slid from the man in red’s lap. Santa clapped his hands and held his arms out as if he expected Jackson to run into them. To my surprise, he did.

      “Jackson! I am so pleased to see you again this year!”

      I hadn’t noticed the stressed out elf passing his name along, but maybe that was the way they did it here. Santa probably had an earpiece where the elves were feeding him information. I moved over to the trees and present display and started taking pictures with my phone.

      It wasn’t long before I noticed the man giving me the eye. I smirked and shook my head. I wasn’t in the market for a sugar grand-daddy, and this man had an actual white beard. There was something about his eyes though.

      “Chelsea, why don’t you come join Jackson,” Santa said as he waved me over.

      It took a second or two to register. He hadn’t called any of the previous moms—excuse me, accompanying adults—to come speak with him.

      “Did you need anything?” I asked.

      “Sit on my lap and let’s have a little chat.” His voice was all round edges and surrounded with laughter. He really did the jolly old elf schtick well. “Jackson, go get yourself a candy cane from my little elf helper.” He sent my nephew away.

      He patted his knee. “Sit.”

      Something about him was familiar. I hadn’t been to a Mall Santa since I was Jackson’s age, and I would certainly have remembered if any of my clients or their husbands were Santa-esque. “Do I know you?”

      “How’s the hangover?” he asked with a wink.

      “Jackson talks too much.”

      “Jackson has nothing to do with you and me and last night.” He placed a finger on his cheek, and he had the same snowflake tattoo as the hot stripper.

      I stared at him. What was going on?

      He smiled, and I swear his eyes actually twinkled. They sparkled like the glitter of fresh snow in sunlight.

      I gasped. Those were the same eyes the stripper had. Exactly the same.

      “Hey, I don’t know what your son, or maybe grandson said, but…”

      Santa scrunched his face and shook his head. He swiped his hand in the air as if to say, forget all that. “I wanted to let you know Jackson only asked for one thing.”

      I was all ears. Sierra hadn’t been able to figure out what he wanted at all this year. And Jackson was the kind of kid to make sure everyone knew what he wanted. I was prepared to text Sierra as soon as I got off this guy’s lap. I had the kid for a couple of more hours, so she had time for a last minute strategic shopping trip. It was part of our plan for the day.

      I watched Santa’s face eagerly waiting for the magic words so I would know what it would take to make my nephew’s Christmas memorable for reasons other than his father’s abandonment.

      “He wants his mom to not cry so much.”

      “Damn it.” I had to wipe a sudden tear away. That hurt. That hurt hard. My sister’s heart broke five times a day, that I knew of, ever since Hunter pulled this particular bullshit of a divorce out of his ass. “I want that too,” I confessed.

      “I’ll see what I can do,” Santa said. “In the meantime, I think Jackson will be happy with some Lego under the tree.” He patted me on the back, and I took that as my clue we were done. “I’ll see you later tonight.”

      I turned and stared at him. I took the step to close the distance between us and leaned in. I didn’t want to yell at Santa in front of kids. “Only if you’re the real Santa, so don’t hold your breath.”

      I spun and plastered a smile on my face, and accepted a candy cane from another of the little elves. With a candy cane in one hand and Jackson hanging off the other, it was going to be some time before I could text Sierra the info she needed.

      I cast a glance back over my shoulder at Santa. He winked at me. What the hell?

      I unwrapped the candy cane and bit the straight end with my teeth. It hung out the side like some cartoon character smoking a stogie, I pulled out my phone and texted my sister. Santa said Legos.
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