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Chapter 1







“Alright, Dad,” Chris said, plopping down in the chair next to his mother. “What’s this meeting about?”

His father’s green eyes looked over the rim of his glasses. His pudgy cheeks lowered, giving him a stern look. “Well, Junior, as you know, I’m getting older. My energy isn’t what it used to be. Things are slowing down for me.”

Chris sat up straight. 	

“Your mother and I would like to relax and—”

Chris blinked his eyes rapidly. His ears burned with knowing anticipation. 

“—it’s time for you to take over the family business.” He pushed his glasses closer to his face and sat back.

And there it was. Silence filled the office. Everyone sat awkwardly, staring at each other. His mother’s rosy-red cheeks lifted in an uncomfortable smile when his eyes landed on her. Her pudgy hand rested on his, and she nodded to him. Chris’s eyes moved back to his father’s, who glared at him. 

“I can’t do it,” Chris finally said. 

His mother gasped, and her hand moved to her mouth while his father looked on, his expression unchanged. 

“Son, you know this was inevitable. You knew this time would eventually come. Can’t is not a word we want to hear in this situation.”

“Dad, it’s too soon. I don’t think I’m ready for this.”

“You’re thirty-eight.” His voice grew deeper. “This transition usually happens at thirty. We gave you eight more years to get it together. You’re not a child.”

“Forty. Give me until forty and I’ll have my sh—stuff together.”

“No. Now. This will be my last year. Next year is your time.”

“I’m not ready,” he repeated. 

“Why?” his mom asked. 

“Because I’m not Santa Claus material. I don’t fit the aesthetic. Look at me. No offense, Dad.”

Santa grumbled. 

“I work out four times a week. I shave all my facial hair once a week. Plus, I’m an accountant who reads numbers and deals with big companies all day, not delivering toys. What about that screams Santa Claus?”

Santa took a deep breath in and slowly let it out. “We’ve all had human roles and given them up when it was our time to take over. I’ve trained you since you were fifteen. Extensively. You know the ins and outs of everything. You have no excuse. This is your destiny, Junior. It’s tradition.”

“It’s the twenty-first century. Traditions are outdated. We’re moving in a more progressive way nowadays. I’m sure a cousin would love to do the job. Maybe Harrison. He gets giddy for Christmas. If you asked him to be Santa Claus, he would jump at the chance.”

“This tradition won’t ever be outdated. It’ll always live on. And only my progeny can hold the title unless there was death.” He looked deep into his eyes. 

The room grew chilly as his father passed him an icy glare. Chris shivered. 

“Christopher”—his mother took his face into her hands—“your father is tired. We want to live our last years relaxed and rested. This is your legacy. A legacy that must carry on. My sweet baby boy, it’s time for you to grow up, man up and do the job you were placed on earth to do.” She squeezed his jaw and kissed his cheek. 

He turned back to his father, whose smile was as wide as his sleigh. 

Chris sighed. “Ok.”

“Good. You’re going to love it, eventually.”

“I’m sure I will,” he said sarcastically. 
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Christopher gazed at his screen, watching the numbers scroll by. The entire morning felt like a fever dream. After last night’s conversation with his parents, he couldn’t get it out of his mind. He knew time was catching up with him yet, he never fully mentally prepared himself for that time. Being Santa was a whole other headspace he’d need to put himself in. What was he going to do? How would he adjust? His father was a great guy, but he was not his father, nor did he want to be. He was just Chris, the accountant from the north. At least, that’s how everyone outside his family saw him. And that was the identity he embraced.

He wasn’t fit to be Santa Claus. He was literally the opposite of his father. His father conveyed the stereotypical image of Claus with all the fixings. Tall with a pudgy stature, whose belly jiggled when he laughed. White hair and a long white beard. A chubby face with red cheeks that glowed when he smiled. That was Christopher Senior. Christopher Junior was more “taken care” than the former. His medium-brown hair, light-tan skin, sculpted face and athletic body didn’t scream Santa Claus. Not even diet Santa. He looked as if he spent more days at the beach than at the North Pole. And he preferred it that way. He sighed and put his head in his hands. “Fucking traditions.”

“Knock, knock.”

Chris raised his head and saw his boss standing in the doorway with a shit-eating grin across his face. 

“Good morning, Claus. You look stressed. You ok?”

“Good morning, sir. Yes, I’m fine. How may I help you?”

He walked inside and closed the door. “Well, the Uni Company decided they want to terminate our contract after five years. Apparently, they’re moving in a different direction and rearranging some things. Therefore, by the end of December, we will no longer have their account. We need to work with them, so the transition goes smoothly. That’s where you come in.”

Oh no! Another burden being placed on his shoulders in a matter of twenty-four hours. 

“Since you’ve been working on their account, I need all your time to be focused on transitioning everything.”

“Sir, it’s a large account, and we’re in the first week of December.”

“Yep! You have four weeks to get everything done. But don’t worry, the company is sending a representative over to help you tomorrow.”

Chris blinked his eyes. “Tomorrow? I have the Jones meeting.”

“Yeah, about that. I transferred that to Michael. I need you to focus on this until the end of the year.”

“That’s five years’ worth of information.”

“Better get started.”
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Chapter 2




Lights and chatter pierced the mall’s cheery yet stressed environment. Soft Christmas music played in the background, adding to the joyous atmosphere of the bustling mall. Despite the season, an air of impatience flowed while people went about their usual Christmas shopping, ducking in and out of department stores, ready to empty their pockets for the latest gadget that would be obsolete within the year. Then they’d repeat it all next year. Or putting their savings in jeopardy because their child wanted the popular toy that everyone at school was surely going to have. Can’t have your child being left out, can you? Ahh, the season of giving. 
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