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Chapter One

 


By the age of 29, Turtle had been dealt some nasty
crap, but she was bound to make the best of her situation. Setting
up a workshop, sort of like Santa’s she supposed, Turtle fixed and
refurbished old toys. Selling them, and sometimes donating them to
children in hospitals around her, especially the one for childhood
cancer.

She held out the old 1950’s toy soldier she had
found, smiling at the final result. This one she would give to the
little boy in the cancer wing she had met last week. With Christmas
only a few days away, it sucked for any of the children to be stuck
there, and this little one had touched her heart in so many
ways.

Not only did Bret Henderson have cancer, but he had
also been scarred by his biological parents. This didn’t stop the
eight-year-old from being an angel in her book. Being a ward of the
state, Bret would have been alone on Christmas again, but not this
year.

She looked at the calendar and sighed. It had been
six months since she had applied to adopt the little boy, but with
her status as a single woman living alone, Turtle didn’t know if
Bret would be hers or not. That didn’t mean she would let him be
alone on Christmas.

“Sure would be nice to have a few of you hunky alpha
toy soldiers around to help, maybe even be a daddy to Bret if I get
him,” she whispered, putting the old toy soldier down near the
other toys and some needed clothes she had gotten for Bret.

Hearing the mailman outside, Turtle went to grab the
mail, hoping maybe she’d hear something. His room was already set
up for him, “Please,” she whispered and jumped a little upon seeing
the mailman still standing there.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you, but you need to
sign this. I was just going to knock,” he said and she nodded. Tom,
her local carrier, was a sweetheart and he and his wife always
popped in to check on her.

“Do you want to come in? I have coffee going,” she
asked, signing his hand-held computer.

“No thank you, sweetie. Is it the letter you have
been waiting for?” he asked, as he handed her the certified
envelope.

Her hands shaking, she stared at the court address,
nodding. Turtle glanced up at Tom. “Well, go on. Let’s see if you
are going to get that little boy,” Tom said.

She didn’t wait, tearing into the envelope, reading
it three times, before looking up at Tom, tears rolling down her
cheeks. “He’s mine. All that they have to do is inspect the
house.”

Tom pulled her into a hug. “That is fantastic. If
anyone should have that little guy, it is you. Why don’t you come
to our house for dinner? We can celebrate,” he said?

“I don’t want to…” Tom shook his head. “Six o’clock,
young lady.”

Turtle laughed at the man. Mary had her hands full
with him, a true alpha that was for sure.

Stepping back into the living room, she rested her
head on her front door, thanking everyone for believing in her.

Now, her biggest challenge would be to start
socializing, especially now that she was going to have a son. She
couldn’t keep him locked up here in her home. She walked over to
the mirror hanging on her wall, staring at the reflection.

The burn marks had faded some over the years, but
the right side of her face would always be disfigured. Even with
the professional make-up Turtle had bought, anyone could see the
scars. But if her son could do it, she would do it.

Turtle laughed. “Hey Santa, sure would be nice to
have a few of your toy soldiers around to knock some bullies
around,” she grumbled. “Yea, I know, look the other way.” Turtle
made her way back to her shop and looked around.

One thing was for sure, she needed a Christmas tree.
If her little boy could get sprung for just a night, she wanted to
bring him home for Christmas Eve and that meant she needed to get
her butt moving.

She glanced at the Toy Soldier. “Protect the fort
dear, sir, I need to go out into the jungle to buy a few things,”
she said, grabbing hold of her purse and making her way to the
garage. Yes, this Christmas was going to be a good one.


Chapter Two

 


Dirk Lankkamp stared down at the letter from the
United States court. It had been sitting unopened, waiting for them
for the past week. He glared at his brothers, none of whom had
bothered to check the mail at all.

Their little nephew was now being adopted out. How
Bret ended up in their court system was another matter he didn’t
understand. How his little sister could do what she did to her own
flesh and blood was beyond him, but she was now serving her time
along with the asshole she had hooked up with.
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