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      'Tis the season to be... chaotic!

      Sabrina might be a vampire, a new mom, and the queen of a supernatural coven, but even she isn't prepared when Satan challenges Santa to the ultimate holiday party showdown—with her eternal hot flashes on the line. One wrong move, and her hormones might become even more infernal.

      Now her holiday to-do list includes wrangling bloodthirsty elves, calming a magically gifted infant, and stopping Satan from spiking Santa's cocoa with ghost pepper sauce. Meanwhile, her ancient vampire husband is determined to give her the "perfect" Christmas gift, even if it means renting actual reindeer.

      Forget “naughty or nice”—Sabrina’s holiday survival depends on sarcasm, spiked bloodnog, and maybe a sleigh ride into romantic bliss with her sexy vampire husband. That is if she doesn’t kick Satan in the eggnog first.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      “Christmas can kiss my vampire ass,” Sabrina muttered as she wiped sweat from her brow. For the hundredth time that morning, a hot flash hit her like a blowtorch to the face. It felt like her skin was melting, and she wondered if she looked like one of those cheesy cartoons.

      Panic, her personified emotion, who seemed to have the microphone, seized center stage. Red alert! We’re at thermonuclear temperatures! Drop everything and strip naked!

      “Not helping,” Sabrina hissed through gritted teeth as she carefully set down the delicate glass ornament and grabbed the battery-powered mini fan she’d taken to carrying everywhere. She aimed it at her face, the pitiful breeze providing all the relief of a garden hose against a forest fire.

      From the nearby playpen, Mylah—her 11-month-old pride and joy—giggled. Her discomfort clearly entertained her daughter. The girl’s chubby hands clapped together as she watched Sabrina fan herself. She loved her daughter to pieces, but since her birth, Sabrina’s internal thermostat had gone from malfunctioning to stuck in seventh-level-of-hell mode.

      “Oh sure, laugh it up, child of mine,” she said, though she couldn’t help smiling at the baby’s infectious joy. “Just wait until you’re trying to decorate a ten-foot Christmas tree by yourself because your father is busy with important vampire king business.”

      Mylah responded by blowing a raspberry, her dark curls bouncing as she rocked back and forth on her diapered bottom. “Papa!”

      “No, Papa ran for the hills when he saw this thing come into the house.” Sabrina stepped back to assess the tree, which currently resembled something you’d find in the clearance section of a Christmas store on December 26th. The lights only went halfway up, leaving the top of the tree in total darkness. She didn’t have enough ornaments to cover even half of this beast, which meant another shopping trip.

      The vampires of New Orleans were expecting their queen to host a spectacular holiday celebration, and instead, she was going to present them with a decorative disaster that screamed “nervous breakdown.”

      “Whose idea was it anyway to buy this monstrosity?”

      Mylah took that moment to point a tiny finger at her and say… “Momma!”

      “Hmm, I believe you are right, dear. What was I thinking?”

      Rage piped up in her mind. Burn the whole tree down. Set fire to Christmas. Let’s go live in a cave.

      “Also not helping,” Sabrina muttered. “But the idea is intriguing.”

      She sighed and unbuttoned the top two buttons of her flannel shirt. She was halfway considering dunking her head in the kitchen sink when a streak of purple zoomed past her face.

      “Bambi, I swear to—” The words died on her lips as she watched the small dragon snatch a candy cane directly off the tree, plastic wrapper and all.

      Bambi hovered in midair, chewing as the crackle of plastic filled the room. A moment later, the dragon belched, a cloud of peppermint-scented smoke engulfing the sagging garland Sabrina had just hung.

      “That’s it!” Sabrina threw her hands up. “I’m going to tape that mouth of yours shut. How would you like that, you little sugar-addicted reptile?”

      Bambi tilted her head and blinked her emerald-green eyes.

      “Oh no, don’t give me those baby dragon eyes. That doesn’t work on me anymore.”

      Bambi blinked again, somehow making her eyes appear even larger and more soulful.

      “Fine,” Sabrina surrendered with a dramatic sigh. “Eat the candy. You deserve the bellyache you’re about to have.”

      The dragon responded by snatching another candy cane and zooming out of the room.

      Sabrina glanced down at her phone for the tenth time that hour. Still nothing from Christoph. She scrolled through his recent texts—overnight messages about vampire blood bank allocations and a territorial dispute with the shapeshifters near the bayou. Nothing about when he’d be home. Nothing about Christmas Eve plans for their daughter’s first holiday, which was coming up in a few days.

      “He better be brokering peace between covens,” she muttered, her thumb hovering over the call button. Then she growled and tossed the phone onto the couch.

      “I think your daddy is hiding on purpose, so he doesn’t have to help decorate.”

      Mylah responded by shoving a teething ring in her mouth and gnawing with her two tiny vampire teeth. Thank goodness it was a spelled chew toy offered by Moonbeam, her fairy doctor. Handing Mylah normal baby toys was like giving a Rottweiler a squeaky. It would be latex confetti in less than ten seconds. Parenting a vampire baby presented unique challenges. Mylah was way ahead of mortal children of the same age.

      Just then, something red and flailing outside the window caught her attention. “Son of a fuck!” she muttered. One of the outside decorations had defied her direct orders. She stomped out the door and across the porch to adjust the Christmas decorations that had arrived yesterday via an unmarked delivery truck. Three inflatable penguins dressed in Santa hats—which she hadn’t ordered—were busy trying to break free of their restraints and march across the lawn. When she’d finally gotten them back in line, and marched back into the house, Bambi picked that moment to fly past her head, belching another cloud of peppermint-scented smoke that made her eyes water.

      “Satan’s balls! I love you, little jellybean, but if you continue to suck back those candy canes like crack, I’m going to banish you from the house.”

      Bambi responded by belching, before she zipped out of arm’s reach.

      Something’s coming, Intuition whispered, her voice rarely heard above Panic’s constant screaming.

      Right then, a blinding swirl of glitter and snowflakes erupted from the chimney. The supernatural tornado spun across the living room, sending tinsel flying and ornaments rolling.

      “What the ever loving… FUCK!” Sabrina screamed, diving for Mylah and scooping her out of the playpen.

      Mylah, utterly unfazed by the chaos, clapped her hands and squealed with delight. Bambi, meanwhile, had taken refuge under the couch, only her glowing green eyes visible in the shadows.

      The vortex settled, revealing a figure dressed in candy-cane striped leather pants, thigh-high black boots, and—because Satan did nothing half-assed—a pair of spherical jingle bells attached to his nipple rings. His chest was otherwise bare, displaying abs that would make fitness models weep with envy.

      “Ho ho ho, bitches!” Satan announced, his arms spread wide. “Satan Claus has arrived to make your Christmas merry as fuck!”

      Sabrina clutched Mylah to her chest. “Were you raised by drag queens or feral elves? And I swear to god, if those bells make actual jingle noises, I will find a way to kill you.”

      Satan grinned and did a little shimmy, causing the nipple bells to—yes—jingle. “Come on, Vampire Queen. Show some holiday spirit! Christmas is the most wonderful time of the year!”

      “Christmas can lick my sweaty armpit,” Sabrina snapped, setting Mylah back in her playpen with a stuffed reindeer. “What are you doing here? Don’t you have souls to torture or an underworld to run?”

      “I’m on holiday vacation,” Satan explained, flopping onto her couch with casual disregard for the fact that it was white and he was shedding glitter everywhere. “Hell practically runs itself this time of year. All those family gatherings generate enough misery to power my realm through March.”

      He snapped his fingers and a mug of something steaming appeared in his hand. It reeked of peppermint schnapps and hot chocolate. “Besides, I’ve got a proposition for you.”

      Sabrina’s eye twitched. “The last time you had a ‘proposition,’ I ended up with eternal damnation insurance.”

      “That was a great deal, by the way. Your soul is grandfathered in for premium eternal spa treatments.” Satan took a sip from his mug and smacked his lips. “But no, this is bigger. I’m starting a supernatural Christmas party war against Santa.”

      She blinked. “I’m sorry, what?”

      “Santa Claus. Saint Nicholas. The Big Red Bastard.” Satan waved his hand dismissively. “He thinks his Christmas Eve party is the hottest ticket in the supernatural realm. Well, not this year. This year, Satan is taking Christmas back!”

      “Taking Christmas… back?” Sabrina repeated slowly, wondering if this was some weird hot-flash-induced hallucination.

      “From the Christians, who took it from the Pagans, who took it from… well, you get the idea.” Satan finished his cocoa and the mug vanished. “The point is, I’m hosting the most spectacular Christmas Eve bash the supernatural world has ever seen. Right here.”

      Her jaw dropped. “Here? As in, this house? As in, Christmas Eve? The night I’m supposed to be putting together a crib mobile and baking cookies for my daughter’s first Christmas?”

      Satan nodded. “Exactly! And you, my favorite vampire queen, are going to help me plan it. Speaking of home, why are you and Christoph here and not at the compound?” He looked around. “And where are all your guests?”

      “Not a snowball’s chance in…” Sabrina paused, realizing he had asked about the B&B. ”Christoph decided that Mylah’s first Christmas should be in a more homey atmosphere. The compound can be a little… busy.”

      “Ah, that makes sense. Now, I haven’t told you what you get when we win.” His eyes gleamed with mischief. “The Fates have agreed to grant the host of the best supernatural Christmas party a blessing.”

      Despite herself, she felt a flicker of interest. “What kind of blessing?”

      Satan’s grin widened. “Whatever the winner wants and I—being the kind and loving hell raiser that I am—have decided to give you my wish.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Meaning?”

      “Meaning, my dear queen of hot flashes. You can fix your vampire transformation without Christoph’s help.”

      She blinked. “You mean… no more half-assed vampire? But⁠—”

      Satan held up his hand. “You can become a full-fledged vampire. Full sunlight tolerance. Stabilized abilities. Complete access to your vampire powers—no more hot flashes, no more mood swings, no more. No more!” Satan leaned forward, his voice dropping to a silky purr. “And the ability to have more children, if you want them.”

      In her mind, Panic and Libido began a full-on cage match, while Logic tried desperately to get a word in edgewise.

      More babies with Christoph! squealed Libido.

      It’s a trick! Nothing’s free with Satan! shrieked Panic.

      Consider the proposition carefully, Logic attempted to interject.

      Sabrina grabbed the baby monitor from the coffee table and marched toward her office. “Bambi, guard the child. Mama might make a deal with the devil.”

      Satan trailed behind her, jingling all the way. “I want vampire eggnog that actually gets people drunk. I want mistletoe that makes people tell their deepest secrets. And I want at least three magical snowmen ice sculptures that won’t melt and that judge people’s outfits.”

      Sabrina whirled around, jabbing a finger into his sculpted chest. “If—and that’s a big if—I agree to this madness, there will be rules. No demonic sacrifices disguised as Christmas traditions. No cursed presents. And absolutely no one dressed in jingle thongs.”

      “Party pooper,” Satan pouted.

      A hot flash hit her again, sweat beading on her forehead. Between the heat radiating from her core and the stress of this conversation, she felt like a pressure cooker about to explode. She grabbed her mini fan and pointed it at her face, gasping for air.

      “Fine,” she finally said, her resolve crumbling under the weight of promised relief from her supernatural menopause. “One party. But you invite someone in a jingle thong, and I’m killing you twice.”

      Even the Christmas tree’s messy lights couldn’t outshine Satan’s devilish grin. “You’ll throw me a Christmas party they’ll talk about for centuries. Or possibly sue for emotional trauma.”

      A loud crash came from the room where she had left Bambi in charge of babysitting, causing Sabrina to hightail it back. As she skidded to a stop, she found the tree lying on the floor—its top snapped right off—and the purple jellybean was happily munching on a candy cane, not caring she was tangled in a mass of broken lights.

      Sabrina didn’t even flinch as she stared at the broken glass and pine needles scattered across the floor. “Merry fucking Hellmas to me.”
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      Sabrina’s head felt like a sugar addicted child had used it as a piñata. Her eyes fluttered open, immediately assaulted by shimmering flecks of light bouncing off every surface of the bedroom. She groaned and buried her face in the pillow, which—because the universe hated her—was also covered in glitter.

      “What in the seven circles of hell happened last night?” she mumbled into the sparkly pillowcase.

      The events of the previous night swam hazily through her mind: Satan’s arrival, his ridiculous Christmas party proposition, and then… what? The last clear memory she had was Bambi trashing the Christmas tree, which had somehow led to Satan declaring it “the perfect ambiance starter” for their planning session.

      After that, things got fuzzy. There had been eggnog. Lots of eggnog. Eggnog with something Satan called “hellfire whiskey” that tasted like cinnamon and regret.

      She rolled onto her back, wincing as every muscle in her body protested the movement. Glitter rained down from the ceiling, creating a tiny sparkle storm on her face that made her sneeze. The sneeze triggered a hot flash that transformed her into a vampiric furnace.

      “I am never drinking with the Prince of Darkness again,” she vowed, kicking off the covers and fanning herself frantically.

      From somewhere in the bathroom came a deep, rumbling snore that sounded like a chainsaw trying to start in a swamp. Sabrina froze, listening as the snore crescendoed into something that could wake the dead—which, given her household, was a legitimate concern.

      She eased out of bed and crept toward the bathroom, mentally preparing herself for whatever horror awaited. Sabrina pushed open the door and regretted ever waking.

      Satan was sprawled in her claw-foot bathtub, wearing nothing but a red velvet corset with white fur trim and a tiny Santa hat perched at a jaunty angle on his perfectly styled black hair. One leg hooked over the tub’s edge, while the other disappeared beneath the glitter and tinsel that had exploded in the small space. He was snoring, each exhale releasing a small puff of peppermint-scented smoke.

      “Satan,” she hissed, grabbing a towel and throwing it at him. “Wake up!”

      The Lord of Hell snorted mid-snore, his eyes flying open. “Is it time for the reindeer strippers?”

      “No, it is not time for—wait, reindeer strippers? Please tell me that’s not a real thing.” Sabrina pinched the bridge of her nose, feeling her headache intensify. “What are you doing in my bathtub? And why are you dressed like slutty Santa?”

      Satan stretched, unfazed by his state of undress or location. “We were planning the party, remember? You said, and I quote, ‘If I’m going to sell my soul to throw Satan a Christmas party, I need more booze.’ So I brought out the good stuff.” He grinned. “You’re quite the dancer when properly lubricated, Vampire Queen.”

      Her jaw dropped. “I danced? Please tell me there’s no video.”

      “There’s always video, darling,” Satan replied with a wink. “But don’t worry, it’s only circulating in three demon realms and possibly Heaven’s security footage room.”

      Before Sabrina could throttle him, a high-pitched roar echoed from down the hall, followed by the telltale whoosh-thump of tiny dragon wings. She closed her eyes, took a deep breath that did absolutely nothing to calm her, and pointed at Satan.

      “Out. Of my tub. Now. And for the love of all things unholy, put on some pants before my daughter sees you.”

      “Prude,” Satan huffed, but snapped his fingers, instantly replacing the corset with a pair of leather pants and a shirt that read “Naughty Is The New Nice” in glittering red letters.

      Sabrina stomped out of the bathroom, her head pounding with each step. Another giggle, this one her daughter’s, led her to the living room where she stopped dead in her tracks.

      The Christmas tree—which she distinctly remembered being trashed last night—was now twice as tall as before, decorated with candy canes, twinkling lights in the shape of tiny flames, and what appeared to be… were those miniature coffins with little red bows?

      Mylah sat on a plush red velvet blanket beneath the tree, clapping her hands as Bambi swooped overhead. The small dragon had somehow gained a crown made entirely of candy canes and was flying in elaborate figure-eights, occasionally puffing small flames that made the special fireproof ornaments shimmer.

      Mylah giggled again, her tiny baby fangs glinting in the morning light as she reached for Bambi. The dragon, showing her usual gentleness, lowered her head to allow the baby to pet her scales.

      “Great,” Sabrina muttered. “A dragon with delusions of grandeur. Just what this household needed.”

      She shuffled toward the kitchen, desperate for coffee and blood—preferably mixed together in quantities that would kill a normal human. As she moved, she became acutely aware of a different kind of heat coursing through her body. This wasn’t her usual hot flash; this was the familiar, insistent burn of her vampire hormones demanding attention.

      Images from her dreams floated through her mind: Christoph’s sculpted abs glistening with—was that eggnog? And Satan’s velvet voice whispering risqué Christmas carols in her ear. She groaned and pressed her thighs together, cursing her vampire biology.

      “I am not having lusty thoughts about Satan,” she hissed to herself. “That’s just wrong on every conceivable level.”

      Horny doesn’t care about morality, Libido chimed in, trying to be helpful. Remember the dream where Christoph was wearing nothing but a bow?

      “Shut up,” she mumbled, yanking open the refrigerator and grabbing a blood bag. She tore it open with her teeth and drained it in seconds, hoping the fresh blood would calm her hormones.

      It did nothing.

      If anything, the blood heightened her senses, making her even more aware of the heat pooling in her core. She gripped the kitchen counter, contemplating biting the granite just to release some tension.

      “You know,” Satan’s voice came from behind her, making her jump, “I could help with that little problem you’re having. Consider it an early Christmas gift.”

      Sabrina whirled around, baring her fangs. “Touch me and I’ll rip off your jingle bells.”

      Satan raised his hands in mock surrender. “Just trying to spread some holiday cheer.”

      “The only thing you’re spreading is glitter and bad decisions.” She grabbed another blood bag from the fridge. “And where the hell did that new Christmas tree come from?”

      “Ah, yes.” Satan looked inordinately pleased with himself. “Consider it the first decoration for the party. I had my elves deliver it around 3 a.m. You were trying to organize a vampire conga line at the time, so you might not remember.”

      “Vampire conga—” she stopped herself, deciding she really didn’t want to know. “What else did I agree to while under the influence of your hellfire booze?”

      Satan’s grin widened. “Let’s just say this party is going to be legendary. I find the ice sculpture of me riding a yule log particularly inspired.”

      Sabrina closed her eyes, counting backward from ten. When she reopened them, Satan was examining his perfectly manicured nails, looking like the cat that got the canary, the cream, and probably the canary’s entire family.

      “I need to check on my daughter,” she said firmly. “And then I need you to tell me exactly what I’ve gotten myself into.”

      “Such a worrier,” Satan tutted. “Relax! The party will be perfect. The Fates confirmed they’ll be judging at midnight, and as long as we beat Santa’s little soiree, you’ll get your hybrid immortality upgrade. And I get bragging rights for eternity, which is really the true meaning of Christmas.”

      Sabrina was about to deliver a scathing retort when she heard the front door open and close. A familiar tingle rushed through her body—the unmistakable sensation of Christoph’s presence. Her fangs lengthened involuntarily, her body’s reaction to her mate immediate and embarrassingly obvious.

      “Sabrina?” Christoph’s deep voice called out. “Why is there an inflatable penguin dressed as the devil on our front lawn? And why does it have my face?”

      Satan smirked. “Oops. Forgot to mention that part.”

      Sabrina grabbed the nearest object—a spatula—and brandished it at Satan. “You have ten seconds to make that penguin disappear before Christoph gets in here, or I swear⁠—”

      But it was too late. Christoph appeared in the kitchen doorway, looking magnificent despite his obvious confusion. The winter wind had tousled his dark hair; his gray eyes, stormy, surveyed Sabrina covered in glitter and wielding a spatula. Satan lounged against the counter; and the kitchen itself—which Sabrina now noticed was decorated with gingerbread men shaped suspiciously like various demons from the underworld—was a disaster.

      “What,” Christoph said with dangerous calm, “is going on here?”
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      Christoph stood in the kitchen doorway, attempting to process the chaos before him. His mate—his queen—brandished a spatula like a weapon, covered head to toe in what appeared to be demonic craft glitter. Satan was leaning against the kitchen counter wearing a shirt that proclaimed “Naughty Is The New Nice” in glittering letters. And the kitchen… the kitchen looked like a holiday baking show had been hijacked by the underworld.

      “What?” Christoph repeated, his Romanian accent thickening with each passing second. “The actual hell is happening in my home?”

      Before either Sabrina or Satan could respond, a purple blur shot past Christoph’s head. Bambi circled the kitchen twice before landing on the refrigerator, her emerald eyes gleaming with mischief beneath a candy-cane crown. The dragon gave a brief hiccup, releasing a puff of peppermint-scented smoke that formed a halo above Christoph’s head.

      He closed his eyes, drawing on five centuries of practiced patience.

      “Bambi,” he said with forced calm, “please remove yourself from my refrigerator.”

      The dragon made a sound suspiciously like a raspberry before flying off, taking a candy cane from her crown and clutching it between her claws like a trophy.

      Christoph turned his attention back to his mate and the Prince of Darkness.
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