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Tate

Every second closer he got to his home, Tate Frost became more agitated. It had been like this every day since Thanksgiving. It had gotten to the point that once or twice, he’d debated sleeping in his office just so he didn’t have to go home.

His cheerful, always happy, always in a good mood neighbor was one of THOSE people. 

People who decorated for the holidays. 

Just the thought made him groan. 

He’d purchased the house in April and since then, he’d had maybe twenty total conversations with the ever cheery Caroline Hyatt. He'd been there a day and she’d been standing at his door with a Tupperware container full of cookies.

Delicious fucking chocolate chip cookies that he’d eaten in one sitting and then had a stomach ache for two days. 

He probably should have assumed at the time that she’d be the kind of person who put up outside Christmas decorations. She changed the sign on her front door weekly. Always something cute and friendly.

Not that he was looking at her front door or anything. 

His life from October to the end of December was all Christmas, all the time. His family owned a farm and garden center. And once Halloween was over, everything around him was Christmas-themed. From trees, to wreaths, to plants and other decorations. Thanks to his sister, who was in charge of marketing, every Saturday and Sunday, they were packed with families who came to enjoy activities, music, lights, and all manner of other things. He got enough of that stuff at work. He didn't need it right next door. 

Even if it came in an interesting package.

Except, Caroline Hyatt didn’t interest him in the least.

So what if she was adorable with her big brown eyes and pixie-like height. Seriously, the woman couldn’t be more than five feet tall. When she stood next to his own six-foot, six-inch frame, he towered over her. It was like looking down at a child.

Except for her tits. 

Her huge, more than a handful tits.

Not that he’d ever pictured putting his hands on them. Because he definitely hadn’t. 

She annoyed the ever-loving shit of him. 

Case in point, he was four houses from her house and he could already see it, lit up with more lights than Clark Griswold. Maybe that was exaggerating, but to him, it was a lot. He‘d had to go and buy blackout curtains for his bedroom, just to be able to sleep. 

Even that hadn’t helped. At least, it hadn’t helped him to stop thinking about her. 

It was just his dumb luck that she happened to be standing outside, on a ladder against her house no less, when he pulled into his driveway.

Even worse, she wasn’t wearing a coat, hat, or gloves from what he could tell. The temperature had dropped drastically during the day and snow had been predicted for the next several days. She shouldn’t be up on a ladder only half-dressed.

Fuming at her idiocy, he pushed the door to this truck open and ran into her yard shouting, “What the hell do you think you're doing?” He pulled his own gloves from his pockets and slipped them on. He was still wearing the hat and heavy winter coat he’d had on during work. 

He was just on the edge of her yard, but the lights she had up everywhere lit up her face as she turned at the sound of his voice.

“Hi, Tate.” Her voice was happy, like she was glad to see him.

“Get down from there right now.” He didn’t mean to be so stern, but she could break her neck if she fell.

Not that he cared.

The smile never left her face. “Oh, I’m fine. I’ve been up here a million times throughout the years. I just needed to fix a few strands that were flickering.” She went back to what she was doing.

He should leave. Walk away and let her do whatever it is she was doing by herself. So what if she froze to death? Not his problem. But something inside his head stopped him. 

His mom’s voice.

Groaning, he walked deeper into her yard until he stood at the foot of the ladder. “Come down from there and I’ll fix whatever the problem is.” His words came out harsher than he’d wanted but fear for her safety had taken over.

She looked down. “I can do it but I would appreciate it if you could hold the ladder steady for me. I think I see the problem, but it’s higher up.”

All he’d wanted when he’d left his twelve-hour day of work was to come home, have a beer, a shower and kick his feet up on the coffee table and relax. This, Caroline, was not part of the plan.

“Damn woman,” he said under his breath. “At least put on some gloves or a hat.”

She climbed higher up the ladder, her pert ass distracting him for a second. “I can’t work with gloves on. Plus, I’m wearing plenty of layers.”

No, she wasn’t. He could see the outline of her panties through her skin-tight red pants. Of course, she was wearing red pants. If he could see the front of her sweatshirt, he was sure it would have something to do with Christmas. The woman was a walking, talking, Christmas billboard. 

He held the ladder tightly as she worked to fix the lights on the side of her house. Lights he’d prefer weren't there. Why was he doing this again? If it was up to him, the lights would all stop working.

“There,” she said happily. “All fixed.” 

She began backing down the ladder. The lower she got, the easier it was to smell her and the more he knew he needed to get out of there and inside his house.

She smelled like hot chocolate and candy canes. What sort of scent was that?

He was just about to back up when she turned to look at him. “I was lucky you came by when you did.”

Her feet were level with his shoulders meaning her ass was about a foot away from his face. Thinking became difficult and the front of his pants grew tighter as his cock hardened.

Get it together, Frost. 

He did not like this woman. Not one bit. She was too sweet, too nice, and too fucking happy. She probably liked lovemaking over the hot, sweaty sex he preferred. 

Stepping back, he shook his head to clear the image from his mind. He should not be thinking of sex of any kind with her. “You're lucky you didn’t break your neck.”

She climbed the rest of the way down the ladder. “Like I said, I know what I’m doing.” She started to bring the ladder down, but he stepped forward, stopping her. As he did so, the front of his coat brushed her back. 

If only he was wearing less clothing. 

Or even better, if they were both naked.

“I got it,” he said gruffly, annoyed with his thought process. “Where does it go?”

“In the garage,” she said happily. “While you do that, I’ll go in and make us some hot chocolate.”

“I don't want any damn hot chocolate.” He slid the ladder down and then easily lifted it to turn it sideways. “I want a beer and a shower.”

She was already walking up her porch steps. “I have beer, too, if that’s really what you want.” Before he knew it, she was gone and he was walking toward her detached garage around the back of her house. 

After storing the ladder, he closed the garage door and headed back to the front of the house. He was planning to go straight home, but she stuck her head out the door before he could.

“I have your beer ready,” she said. “And there’s cookies.”

The mention of cookies stopped him. “What kind of cookies?”

“Iced sugar cookies.” Those words were better than the dirtiest words any woman had ever whispered to him. 

He fucking loved cookies and if they were half as good as her chocolate chip ones, they would still be the best he’d ever had.

“Fine,” he said, turning and trudging up her porch. “I can have one beer.” And a dozen cookies. But he didn’t tell her that. 

He rationalized that he was going to drink a beer anyway, so why not have one of hers. 

It had nothing to do with her or wanting to see her longer.

As soon as he stepped into her house, he was assaulted with all things Christmas. There were decorations everywhere, music was playing and the smell of fresh-baked cookies hung in the air. 

His first instinct was to turn and run. 

Before he could do that, she was standing in front of him, handing him a beer. “Why don’t you take your coat off. It’s plenty warm in here.” He followed her gaze to the fireplace where a fire was blazing. 

A damn good fire. 

“I’m good.” He took a long pull from the bottle of beer, downing almost half of it in one sip.

Caroline stared at him, her gaze never wavering. “Why don’t you like me? Did I do something?”

The nerve of this woman. He blinked several times to try to regain his composure. “I don’t dislike you.” That was the easiest thing to say that wouldn’t get him into trouble.

She smirked. “That’s not the same as liking me and you know it. We’re neighbors and as far as I know, I haven’t done anything that would warrant your bad attitude.” 

He huffed at a breath. “Listen, lady, I work long hours, and when I come home all I want to do is relax and go to sleep. We don’t need to be friends.”

Her face deflated, her big eyes looking lost and sad. “Oh. I guess that’s fine.” She thrust a Tupperware container at his stomach. “Here are some cookies.” 

Well, fuck. He hadn’t meant to make her sad. He’d just wanted to make her understand that he wasn’t looking to be friends. “Caroline...” he said but before he could say more she turned her back to him. 

“Thank you again for the help with the ladder.” Her voice was clipped, letting him know she was done talking to him.

That was a dismissal if he’d ever heard one. 

Setting the half-empty bottle of beer down on the coffee table, he retreated to the door. Looking down at the container of cookies in his hand, he wondered if he should leave them too. He decided against it when his stomach rumbled with hunger. 

Opening the door, he looked back one more time only to find her back still to him. “Thanks,” he mumbled and then left. 

Out on her porch, he chastised himself several times over for being an ass. She hadn't deserved his bad attitude and his gruff words. He could chalk it up to exhaustion, but he knew that wasn’t true. There was just something about her and her perpetual happiness that irked him. 

Walking the short distance to his house, he stopped at his truck to grab his things and then went inside. The first thing he did was open the container of cookies and shove one into his mouth, groaning as the sugar and frosting touched his tongue.
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