
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Willa's Christmas Wish

        

        
        
          Festive Short Stories with a Magical Twist, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Janet Butler Male

        

        
          Published by Janet Male, 2023.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      WILLA'S CHRISTMAS WISH

    

    
      First edition. November 27, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Janet Butler Male.

    

    
    
      Written by Janet Butler Male.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Willa’s Christmas Wish


[image: ]




Mid-December - Seventeen Years Ago.

On my first morning in Greens of Chester’s perfumery and cosmetics department, I fell in love with Celeste, who beamed at me from the Jolie Femme counter. She reminded me of old-time movie stars like Vivien Leigh and Elizabeth Taylor but with a touch of Endora from Bewitched. Her short dark hair, radiant smile, twinkling green eyes, high cheekbones and air of mischief dazzled me. And she emanated knowingness and fun as if she had the secret of life and joy.

As I beamed back, Celeste crooked an elegant finger to beckon me over. 

I checked the eagle-eyed floor manager wasn’t around and dashed to the Jolie Femme counter near a large twinkly Christmas tree. The department was divine back then, with deep-pile pink carpet, shaded table lamps and Greek statues, and rich with the fragrance of flowers, woods and musk.

Nowadays, the department has laminate floors and strip lighting worthy of an interrogation room. 

Selling makeup seemed a cinch when the customers viewed themselves in soft lighting. To double-check colours, we sometimes took a few testers outside. I often stepped onto Chester’s Eastgate Street with a customer, a hand mirror and a small selection of lipsticks, blushers, or whatever.

Anyway, when I arrived at Celeste's counter, she said, ‘Hello and welcome to Greens of Chester. The manager said we could both go to lunch at one o’clock. My treat. Scoot, she’s on the warpath.’

A stern voice, with a sterner face to match, said, ‘Back to your counter, Willa. And if there are no customers, get busy wrapping perfumes in Christmas paper ready for the last-minute rush. Don’t make a poor impression on your first day.’

‘Sorry,’ mouthed Celeste as I skulked away. 

As I arrived at my counter, Judy, the girl I’d be working with, returned from the dentist. I disliked her when she ran a finger over a shelf, stared at it with disdain and said, ‘Get the duster out. What on earth have you been doing?’

I glanced at Celeste in a panic and it was perhaps my imagination, but as she gazed into my co-worker’s eyes, Judy’s expression softened and her wrath appeared to dissipate.

I was careful with my answer. ‘Serving customers. I’ve sold three foundations, two moisturisers and three lipsticks.’

‘No need to be defensive. I’m pulling your leg. Imagine working with someone like that. Oh, a regular customer is coming this way. You serve her, and I’ll chip in if necessary.’

Weird, but I’d thought Judy was about to get nasty before Celeste gazed at her.

I sold two Green Grass gift boxes, three lipsticks and a ‘Beauty by Candlelight’ pressed-powder compact, surprised Judy didn’t interrupt. But after I rang up the goods, and the customer left to meet a friend, I noticed Judy slumped in a corner chair, white as our palest foundation.
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