
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Claimed for Christmas: A Spicy Age Gap Holiday Quick Read

        

        
        
          Forbidden Holiday Wishes, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Rose Richards

        

        
          Published by Rose Richards, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CLAIMED FOR CHRISTMAS: A SPICY AGE GAP HOLIDAY QUICK READ

    

    
      First edition. December 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Rose Richards.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231640355

    

    
    
      Written by Rose Richards.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1

[image: ]




I adjust my elf ears for the third time in the hotel bathroom mirror. They’re crooked again. Why are they always crooked? One side sticks out like an antenna, the other is flattened like it gave up on me. My fingers tremble, which is super helpful when you’re trying to fix tiny prosthetic ears and not look like a total wreck. I take a deep breath and try to channel confidence. Fake it till you make it, right?

The red velvet costume looks shorter than it did in my bedroom mirror. Like, scandalously shorter. The skirt hits mid-thigh, and when I shift, it rides up even more, giving my gym-toned legs a whole lot of air time. I tug it down, which does nothing. When I lift my arms, the top rides up and exposes my midriff—there's no way I'm keeping this thing in place all night. The hem ends just below the thigh-high white stockings with candy cane trim that cling to my legs. I'm wearing jingle bell booties with actual bells that chime whenever I take a step. I look like a sexy elf who wandered out of a lingerie catalog and got lost in a hotel.

I stare at my reflection. Okay, Maya. You got this. I blow myself a kiss and immediately regret it. Ugh. I’m twenty years old and still pep-talking myself like I’m about to take my SATs. 

The temp agency had been vague about the details of this job. Something about atmosphere, gift distribution, and “enhancing seasonal morale.” Which, translated from corporate speak, probably means “look cute and don’t ask questions.” The pay’s decent and is enough for a couple of overpriced college textbooks and maybe a pizza night or two. And hey, maybe there’ll be cute guys in suits I can flirt with. Maybe I’ll actually say something witty and clever and not at all awkward.

...Right. I’ve never been good at flirting. I either say something weird about space documentaries or just stand there blinking like I forgot how words work.

But tonight I’m in costume and can pretend to be a different person. I’m a confident, sexy elf with absolutely zero shame. I give myself one final flirty smile in the mirror and head out into the hallway, wiping my sweaty palms on my skirt when nobody’s looking.

The hotel screams money with its crystal chandeliers and polished marble floors. When I step into the ballroom, I immediately feel like I don’t belong. Everyone is wearing cocktail dresses and suits. Meanwhile, I’m in a costume that jingles when I walk and ears that won’t stay put. I feel like a fraud. A sexy fraud. But still.

There’s a bar decorated with garland that looks like it serves cocktails with names like “Fiscal Year-End Bliss.” The party is buzzing with holiday spirit and there’s a massive red Santa throne sitting in the corner that’s surrounded by wrapped presents and fake snow. That’s probably where I’m supposed to work. 

I’m halfway to the throne when I see him.

Holy shit. Santa is Vince Henderson.

Vince Freaking Henderson.

He’s in a full Santa suit, ho-ho-hoing at a cluster of women who are clearly enjoying the view. The red jacket hugs his broad shoulders, and when he throws his head back and laughs, something hot and liquid pools low in my stomach. My thighs clench like they’re trying to keep a secret.

Vince has been my brother Jason’s best friend since high school. I was a surprise late baby, so my brother is 15 years older than me. I’ve known Vince for years, but last Christmas, he looked at me differently—like he saw me, not just as Jason’s little sister, but as a woman. Ever since then, I’ve been having wildly inappropriate, embarrassingly detailed fantasies about him. Basically X-rated mental movies that would make my therapist raise an eyebrow. If I had a therapist. Which I probably should.

A banner above the throne reads, “Happy Holidays from Henderson & Co.”

Oh god. This is Vince’s company party. I’m his elf. I’m supposed to work next to him all night. This is either fate or the universe setting me up for a spectacular crash-and-burn.

He spots me. His eyes widen, and his face lights up beneath the fake beard. That voice—deep and raspy—wraps around me like velvet. “Maya? What’re you doing here?”
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