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      - "Another wallop of a fun read where the pages twirled as if they were tinsel." (Book Reviews by Shalini)

      

      - "This book is a perfect Christmas read filled with passion, steamy romance, humour and drama." (Priya Bookstagram)

      

      - "I love this author's writing so much. It's captivating and pretty. I feel so happy when I'm reading her books." (Jessica Belmont blog)
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      - "This story is one you won't want to put down." (Abigail, Goodreads)
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      Disclaimer

      
        
        My books are realistic and emotional romance reads.
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        I’ve listed the potential trigger warnings for each title on my website.

      

        

      
        Be advised that those trigger warnings could potentially be spoiler alerts for the storylines.

      

        

      
        Those sensitive topics have been written with the utmost care and respect. Please reach out if you have questions or comments. 

      

        

      
        All books contain sexuality, mature content, and language not intended for people under 18 years of age.

        For other readers’ sake, please avoid spoilers in your reviews.
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            STARS AND SNOWFLAKES

          

          THE SONG

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        In the silence of the night, I wish you could be here with me

        Looking at the falling snowflakes, I walk this old country road by myself

        In the silence of the night, I tread home, hoping you’d be there waiting for me

        But I know better. It’s Christmas Eve, and you’re far away from here

        And I know Christmas will never be the same if I can’t have you in my arms tonight

      

        

      
        [CHORUS]

      

        

      
        My footprints in the snow are tracing a path for you to follow

        My heart, sizzling in the cold night darkness, is waiting for you like a fire warm caress

        The frost on my lips missed the heat of you when we kiss

        The stars in the sky are a light, promising you everything will be all right

        Please come back to me, please come home to me

        Tomorrow it’s Christmas Day, tomorrow is only a few hours away

      

        

      
        In my head, I write a thousand love songs you’ll never hear

        Looking at the falling snowflakes, I wish the night could heal our hearts

        In my head, I pray I could erase the words I said the last time you were here

        My heart is broken in half when you’re not around

        Please Christmas, make all my wishes come true

        Maybe it could show me the way back to you

      

        

      
        [ CHORUS]

        Snowflakes stop falling, and the clouds melt in the sky

        A shiver runs through me, and I stare upward, wishing for a sign

        Snowflakes stop falling, and the stars shine high

        That’s when I know you’ve never left me

        That’s when I’m sure you’ll be there when I get home

        Waiting for me by the Christmas tree, waiting for me to make you my own

      

        

      
        [ CHORUS]

        I can’t believe you’re still here, this was my biggest wish this year

        My heart will forever belong to you, you and I, we’re up for a long ride

        Merry Christmas, baby, Merry Christmas, to you

        Whenever you have doubts, wish for stars and snowflakes in the sky

        Whenever you have doubts, I’ll hold your hand and stay by your side

      

      

      

      

      
        
        Music and lyrics by Aisha Jones and Gavin Moore
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            AISHA

          

        

      

    

    
      I threw in my black heels and zipped up my suitcase. I was so done. Nothing could keep me here—not even the holidays, especially the ones at the end of the year. I hated everything about Christmas. The cheer. The smiles from strangers. The camaraderie. And don’t get me started on those cookies and carols. God, those were the worst. Whoever invented the holiday traditions must have done it as a sick joke. And now the entire freaking world was obsessed with them. Well done, champ.

      With one last glance around my bedroom, I made sure I had everything I needed for this trip. Two weeks on an island in the middle of the Caribbean Sea, with an open bar and palm trees. I knew I had packed the right outfits.

      Little black dress that made my legs look longer. Check.

      Sparkling red dress that gave my boobs all the attention they deserved. Check.

      Sunblock, shades, and hat. Check. Check. And check.

      Oh yes, the tiny white string bikini I could flaunt my curves in. Check too.

      My phone buzzed. Of course, it was my manager.  I rolled my eyes because I didn’t even have to look to know what the message said.

      
        
          
            
              
        Riley

      

      
        Did you change your mind about that holiday special in Times Square?

      

      

      

      

      

      Laughter rose in my chest and burst free, echoing louder than it should have. As if Riley didn’t know better. I didn’t do Christmas shows. Never. He knew it. But that didn’t stop him from trying to convince me.

      Every single year.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Forget it. And Carter or whoever else you want me to sing a duet with. No special appearance. Me + island = perfect vacation. Talk to you next year, Ry.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Riley

      

      
        If you change your mind, kiddo, you know where to find me.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Sorry. Not happening.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Riley

      

      
        Fine. Didn’t hurt to try. Maybe someday you’ll actually say yes to me. Keeping my fingers crossed.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        In your dreams. But I love you for looking out for me. Have a blast with Santa and his bunch of stupid elves.

      

      

      

      

      

      In the entryway, I slid my phone into the back pocket of my jeans, and adjusting my lacy black top, I perused my image in the mirror, debating whether to let my hair loose or not. This morning, I woke up early to straighten my black curls. It took me over an hour to get them to behave. I gathered my hair into a ponytail, held it for a second, then let it fall. Hair down it was. With one sweep, I colored my lips in ruby red—Passion red, they called it—suiting my dark complexion perfectly, and applied a thick coat of mascara to the lashes framing my dark kohl-lined eyes. From a hook behind the door, I grabbed my jacket, the one matching my lipstick, and got the hell out of my house before someone else tried to change my mind.

      Last year, I went to Fiji for the holidays. The year before, I traveled to the wildest parts of Australia. I chose my destinations with a single goal in mind: anywhere I could fade from sight for two weeks. This year, I had chosen Playa De La Isla Azul, a small island in the Caribbean Sea, with a population of less than two thousand and a handful of resorts. It was so small that planes only landed there once or twice a week. Someone on my last tour recommended it, and I had decided to give it a try. It was exactly the kind of place where someone could disappear for a while.

      The cab driver climbed out of the car to grab my suitcase and stuffed it in the trunk. With careful steps, I tried not to get too much snow into my shoes. Sure, golden heels weren’t the most convenient to walk in Tennessee at this time of the year, but they made me feel powerful. And sexy. So be damned the frost bites. My toes could suffer until we reached the airport.

      The cab pulled away. Out the back window, my house grew smaller, its roof and front yard dusted with a thin layer of snow. I let out a long, slow sigh. My shoulders relaxed with each mile away as I sank into the seat, the tension in my upper back dissolving and excitement unfurling in the pit of my stomach. Yes, I was long overdue for a vacation, and more than ready to let the good times roll.

      The driver turned the radio on, and a Christmas song I knew too well drifted through the air, filling the space around me.

      With a roll of my eyes and doing my best to avoid grimacing, I pleaded to the driver, “I’ll give you an extra tip—fifty bucks—if you turn that damn thing off right now.”

      Our gazes met in the rearview mirror.

      “You serious?”

      “Dead serious.” I flashed him a grin, just for good measure.

      “Fine. The lady wins,” he agreed with a wink. I sighed. I couldn’t wait to be out of here. He droned on, “You’re not a fan of the holidays as I can see. I thought singers like you, the ones singing love songs for a living, fancied all things romantic. Forget Valentine’s Day, Christmas is the real deal. The most romantic time of the year.”

      “Well, people like me don’t all enjoy this shit. It’s overrated. Commercial. Full of clichés. No, thanks. I’ll choose palm trees over candy canes any day.”

      “You’d be surprised how the holidays can win you over.”

      I snorted. “Don’t think so.”

      With earbuds in, I slumped in my seat, watching the Nashville skyline through the window as it disappeared, the more we neared the airport.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            AISHA

          

        

      

    

    
      “Can I get you anything to drink? Eggnog? We offer it for a limited time. Our Christmas special,” the stewardess recited, her perfectly painted red lips offering me a warm smile, her blonde hair curled to perfection, and the glint—that Christmas cheer too many people bore during this time of the year—enveloping her in an aura.

      “Thanks,” I said, returning her smile. “I don’t do Christmas. I’ll have a dirty martini. Three olives.”

      “I’ll be right back.” She walked away with a frown, offering the couple sitting before me the eggnog, her overenthusiastic still plastered grin on.

      Once I drowned my martini, I slept through the rest of the flight, the music coming from my earbuds soothing my annoyed self.

      We landed in Playa De La Isla Azul four hours later. Through the airplane window, I admired the azure ocean, sparkling under the sun’s rays as if it were filled with billions of diamonds.

      I breathed in calm and happiness.

      Yes, this was what I longed for. A vacation under the sun.

      In the small airport, I spotted the lone Christmas tree in a corner and a medium-sized wreath near the baggage claim carousel.

      I breathed out my relief.

      These people weren’t Christmas fanatics.

      Even better.

      Up to now, everything was more than fine. Exactly what I’d hoped for.

      I turned my phone back on, and the notification chimes went off, informing me I had four unread messages and six missed calls. Great. I had only been gone for a few hours, and already people were looking for me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Riley

      

      
        Aisha, why is Scooter not with you?

      

      

      

      

      

      I gritted my teeth. Scooter was my bodyguard. The one guy I usually brought along each time I left Nashville or went to events. One of the perks of my fame, if it could be considered a perk. Oopsy. I cringed. Riley would be mad—so freaking much. But how could I blame him? He always looked out for his artists. And I loved him for it… Usually. This time I wanted to be on my own. Breathe the air far from everyone else.

      
        
          
            
              
        Riley

      

      
        Aisha, don’t ignore me. Scooter informed me you left without telling him. You should know better. When I’m pissed, it isn’t good for anyone. Pick up. Or text me back.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Mom

      

      
        Beta, where are you? Call me when you have a minute. Auntie Barbs is knitting everyone her traditional Christmas sweaters, and she wants to know if you prefer it in deep green or forest green.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Riley

      

      
        Aisha Jones. Call me ASAP or I’ll come get you myself.

      

      

      

      

      

      I clamped my lips shut, fighting the scream clawing its way up my throat, ready to rip through the air and pierce a few eardrums. No, thank you, I didn’t want a sweater. Green was so not my color. Mom, being an Indian, didn’t even celebrate Christmas. And no, I didn’t want Scooter to tag along this time. He had a wife and newborn twins. I might hate Christmas, but I wasn’t completely heartless. No way I’d deprive them of celebrating together. As a family.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me

      

      
        Ry, Scoot has a family. His kids need him. I’ll be all right. I’m on an island. It’s so small it’s almost private. With a hat and shades on, nobody will give me trouble. Enjoy New York and try to take some time off for once. Kiss Devon for me.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me

      

      
        Mom, tell Auntie Barbs thank you for the sweater, but I’ll pass. She should knit herself one instead, she always forgets it. Every. Single. Year. I just landed in Playa De La Isla Azul, the non-Christmas paradise. Will keep you posted. Love ya.

      

      

      

      

      

      Dragging my suitcases behind me, I shifted the weight of the bag on my shoulder as I entered the shuttle sent by the hotel. Perhaps shuttle wasn’t the right word. The vehicle was more like an extra-long golf cart, almost the size of a mini-bus, with a white roof and all the sides completely insulated by transparent doors. I was quite taken in by the innovative design and the cooling system. What a blessing in the island heat. I dropped into a seat, watching the scenery through the window, my newfound smile hard to tame.

      I couldn’t wait to get to my destination.

      I’d never come to this island and much less to this resort before, but the photos on their site were stunning—sunlit rooms in earthy tones, soaring ceilings, and a private deck with a breathtaking ocean view. California king beds with white fluffy comforters. Glass-walled showers big enough for ten people. Pool shaped like a clover leaf. A ribbon of white sand stretched along the coastline, kissed by the waves and stretching as far as the eye could see, dotted with tiki huts rented by the day. The resort also featured a VIP bar, a sun-dappled yoga corner tucked away in the garden, and chair massage stations I’d already booked for the length of my stay. It was the perfect place to keep a low profile and stay under the radar. Nothing could be better than that. Absolutely nothing.

      I pictured heaven exactly like this.

      “Welcome to Domingo Resort,” a man, Pablo according to his name tag, dressed in a white uniform, his skin dark from too much time spent under the sun, greeted me when I checked in. “We’re happy you chose to vacation with us.” He gestured a short man forward. “Here’s George. He’ll carry your luggage to your room.”

      I acknowledged the man with a nod as he loaded my bags onto a buggy, and brought my attention back to Pablo.

      “You’ll be in the El Mar pavilion. Presidential suite as requested. Separate entrance. Lots of privacy.” I nodded. “Follow George. He’ll show you the way. If you have any questions, press zero on the phone in your room, and it will connect you to the VIP guest service. From everyone at Domingo Resort, we hope you enjoy your stay.” He handed me a welcome package, which included the magnetic key and some brochures about the island and nearby activities.

      When we reached my pavilion, George grabbed the key from my hand and unlocked the door, waving me in.

      The moment I entered, I held my breath and blinked a few times, surveying the space around me. It was everything I imagined it to be. And more. I clapped my hands together, unable to tame my ear-to-ear smile.

      For the next hour, I settled in, hanging my precious wardrobe in the closet and organizing my toiletries and makeup in the white-tiled bathroom.

      Wearing a golden and black one-piece skimpy swimsuit under a lacy black cover-up, with my shades on, I hit the beach, ready to start my vacation in style.

      A woman about my mother’s age stopped me when I was heading toward my designated tiki hut. “Oh, it’s you. You’re that country singer who won an award last month, aren’t you?” She snapped her fingers, probably searching for my name.

      I clenched my jaw, ready to bolt, but instead offered her an apologetic half-smile. “Sorry. I am not. Get that a lot. Based on what I’ve heard, she’s related to me on my father’s side…my cousin, I think. Never met her, though.”

      The lady squeezed my forearm. “The resemblance is striking. If you ever meet her, tell her Deborah is a huge fan.”

      I forced a curl to my lips. “I will. It was nice meeting you.”

      “You too, dear.”

      Before she could add anything else, I hurried to my rental hut, ready for the well-deserved deep tissue massage I’d booked at noon. Riley would go bananas if he knew I’d been spotted just minutes after leaving my room on day one. No doubt he’d have Scooter flown in on a private jet before the day was over.

      I shoved that thought aside, my upcoming massage the only thing I cared about for now.

      The afternoon passed in a blur. Not feeling like eating dinner at the restaurant and too tired to hit the bar, I ordered room service, swallowed a sleeping pill—those I carried around on tour to defy jet lag—and passed out before the clock even struck ten.
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            GAVIN

          

        

      

    

    
      “You’ve outdone yourself this year, sister,” I told Camilla over video call. The grin stretching across her face looked almost Joker-like. “I can’t believe you’ve done this. You know how the holidays are a sensitive subject, yet you sent me to Santa’s paradise. Well done. I should’ve known you’d do something like this one day. Typical Cam.”

      “Whine as much as you want, Gavin, but you can’t stop smiling.” She shrugged while trying to hold back her mirth. “The boys and I wanted to help you find your Christmas spirit back. Nothing like being fully immersed in it for two weeks with nowhere to escape. I checked beforehand. There is not much going on outside the resort on this island. So, you see, brother dear, you have no other choice but to embrace the festivities. And get the full experience.”

      “Cam, most people here are old enough to be either our parents or even our grandparents. You could’ve at least picked a resort with people my own age. I’m twenty-five in case you didn’t remember.” I sighed and ran a hand over my face as I crossed the hallway, trying to find a better spot so the wi-fi wouldn’t be so spotty.

      Camilla’s laughter resonated through the line, her face all pixelated on the screen. I paced the lobby of the hotel, trying to find a better signal, worried I might lose the connection.

      “Gavin, I’m telling you. By New Year, you’ll be a new man. You’ll find your spirit back and be ready to move on with your life.”

      “But—”

      “No but. Christmas hasn’t cursed you. It’s all in your head. Stop being a baby about it and enjoy the rest. You’ve earned it. You work too much. I’d give anything to lie under the sun right about now. It’s snowing here in Michigan, and it’s freaking cold. You have no idea how lucky you are.”

      “You could have come with me,” I said with a wink and my most irresistible grin. “Sure you’d like it here. Now let me talk to the boys. I promised them a daily call. Not that I don’t like you, sis, but come on, gimme some time to forgive you.”

      My sister returned my smile, knowing I would never hold a grudge against her.

      “Uncle Gavin, Uncle Gavin,” Tom said as he stole the phone from his mother. “Are you having fun? Can we see the beach? Is your room like in the pictures Mom showed us? Have you met Santa? Can we come visit you? Will you be back in time for Christmas day?”

      I raised a hand to stop his questions, a warm chuckle bubbling out.“Wait a sec, Tom. Too many questions. I haven’t met Santa. Not yet, at least. I’m sure he’s too busy getting ready for the big night right now. No time to vacation. Christmas is in five days. Let’s hope he makes a visit by then. I’ll send you pictures of the beach because we’ll lose the internet connection if I venture too far from where I am now. And from here you can’t see it. I’m sure the pictures won’t do justice to this place. It’s…it’s really something. Never seen anything like this before. What’s next?”

      I paused, replaying his twenty questions in my head.

      “Oh yes. No, you can’t come visit because it’s a resort only for grown-ups only. So sorry about that. And I won’t be home for Christmas morning either. Your mother sent me here, so she’ll have to be a good team player and take part in the annual snowball fight with you guys. We’ll do a re-match when I come to see you in a few weeks. Anything else?”

      “No. I’ll think about it and ask more questions tomorrow when we talk. Can you show us around?”

      “Sure.” I switched the camera so it faced the other direction. Tom gasped at the sight of the giant tree in the middle of the white decor. The lobby had high ceilings and white columns, giving it a Mediterranean vibe. Except for the wall behind the reception desk, it opened to the outside of the resort. The path to the beach, the one to the garden, and a third one to the main road.

      “It’s all white,” my nephew remarked. “Like the snow.”

      I snickered. “Yep.” I pointed to the south side. “The beach is this way. But there is no cell reception down there.”

      “I hope we go to the beach soon,” Tom wished in a dreamy voice. “Bye, Uncle Gavin. Just a second, Matthew wants to talk to you too.”

      “Bye, big guy. Be nice⁠—"

      My little nephew, who had just turned four, grabbed the phone before I could properly say bye to his older brother, and all I could see was his ear. And occasionally, part of his left eyebrow.

      “Uncle Gavin, I lovvve you.”

      “I love you too, Matty. What are you doing?”

      “Wanna build a snowman, but mommy says I have to wait for the storm to be gone because it’s dangerous and I’m too little and the wind will carry me away and I’ll have snow in my boots. And I don’t like snow in my boots because it’s too cold. And when I’m cold, I cry. I’m eating cookies instead.”

      I hid my grin behind a closed fist.

      “Build a snowman in the middle of a storm or eat cookies? Tough choice. I think you made the right one.” I lowered my voice. “And for what it’s worth, I hate being cold too.”

      Sherry’s voice came through from the background. Camilla’s wife was asking my nephew not to wander all around the house with his cookies.

      “Uh-oh,” Matty whispered like he had been caught with his hand in the jar, his eyes round and his guilty face on, “I need to go.”

      He spun the phone around, and if I were the kind of person who got dizzy easily, right now would have been my hell. I closed my eyes to keep the room from spinning.

      “Okay. We’ll talk tomorrow. I love you to Jupiter and back, Matty. Give Tom a kiss for me, would you?”

      “Bye, Uncle Gavin. Lovvve you too.”

      He hung up, and with the pad of my thumb, I grazed the screen of my phone. The idea of spending the holidays alone made me jittery. Sure, it wasn’t my favorite month of the year, but I liked spending time with my family. Or rather, my sister and her family. That, I would miss.

      My stomach rumbled, and I reached the dining hall for a more-than-welcome breakfast. Strangers waved at me, inviting me to join their table, but I wasn’t feeling particularly social at that early hour. I offered them a couple of tight-lipped smiles before finding a table by the window, far away from everyone else.

      I had flown in yesterday morning, and by now, I’d been asked to enter the sleigh towing, sand snowman building, and cookie decorating contests. The list probably would’ve kept growing if I’d shown even a hint of excitement. Maybe Camilla was right and I should immerse myself in the experience instead of being miserable for the whole stay. But not before having at least one cup of strong caffeinated beverage, no matter the form. A guy needed caffeine to survive all this craziness.

      On day two, I could say the flavored-cream coffee didn’t taste as shocking as it did the first time. With my elbows propped on the table, I scanned my surroundings. There were Christmas lights everywhere. Hanging from high ceilings, around the windows, along the bar top, wrapped around palm trees. Anywhere else in the world, it would have looked desperate, but here it kinda fit. Somehow. I couldn’t explain it.

      The dining hall looked a lot like the resort lobby, except panoramic windows lined the south wall here, giving a glimpse of the pool, a tiki-bar, and a long, unbroken stretch of white sand hugging the edge of the turquoise water of the ocean. From where I sat, I caught sight of some sort of igloo down on the left side of the beach—I still had no idea what it was used for—and wooden reindeers with big red bows around their necks lining the path leading to the resort. Even the not a big holidays fan man that I was felt giddy at the magical sight of everything. I had no idea such a place existed on Earth. No doubt people were all happy campers around here. Whatever you did or however you felt, the magic bled on you. For better or for worse. It wouldn’t make me enjoy Christmas—nothing could reconcile us—but perhaps it could make the holidays less bitter and more tolerable going forward.
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        * * *

      

      The ocean breeze brushed my face, a refreshing contrast to the hot sun baking my skin. I blocked the noises around me, zoning in on the seagulls squawking somewhere behind me and the waves licking the shores. How long was it since I took a well-deserved vacation? I couldn’t remember. Right now, I relished the calm washing over me. Camilla was right. I needed this.

      “Boy, we need your help. We’re one team member short,” an old lady called from my left. “My husband hurt his back. We would really need you to take his place.”

      Nobody answered her.

      “Can you hear me?” she asked.

      With a deep sigh, I cracked my lids open and slid my sunglasses on the top of my head, looking around, wondering if maybe she was talking to me. She stood two feet from my lounger, dressed in a floral skirt and a Christmas T-shirt, her hands clamped together in front of her in some sort of prayer, her eyes full of expectation.

      Was I still asleep, or had I been woken up for another contest I really had no interest in whatsoever?

      The sound of waves breaking on the shore caught my attention for a second. With the mid-day sun shining high in the immaculate blue sky, it resembled a field of crystals. Why didn’t I go kayaking like I had planned instead of taking a nap on the beach? If I had, I would’ve escaped this madness for a bit longer.

      I blinked, urging my mind to return to the real world, my brain still foggy from the nap.

      “Are you in?” the lady asked.

      I cocked my head to the side, bringing my attention to her while dragging a hand over my face to wake up my senses. I wasn’t going to partake in some silly challenge. Nope. Not this time. Not happening.

      I forced an apologetic smile. “Sorry. I don’t think so. I’m good right here.”

      The woman didn’t take the hint. Her smile doubled in size, and she closed in on me. “Please. You’re a tall man. At five-two, it would come in handy for a woman like me. No matter how hard I try, I can’t put the star on top of the tree. That’s the most important ornament… The one shining above all others and showing Santa the way. Even perched on my tiptoes, I can’t reach the top. And I broke my hip last year, so I can’t climb up the stepladder.”

      I huffed a long breath, lowered my shades back over my eyes, and rubbed my jaw. I squeezed my eyes for a second, wondering which world I had landed in. Jesus, how long had I slept, and what in wild blazes was going on? “Sorry. I can’t,” I lied.

      The anticipation in the lady’s eyes faded. Damn it.

      One quick look around and I noticed the firs lined up further on the beach and dozens of people around them, sporting cheerful grins.

      “Please, son. Help an old lady out.”

      I pinched my lips together. Why was I even considering this?

      I blew out an annoyed breath.

      Why couldn’t I find it in me to ignore her plea?

      “Fine. I’ll do it. Just this once, though.” I moved to my feet, stretching my arms above my head to shake off the lingering numbness from my nap, fixed my swim shorts which had slipped low, and put my tank top on. The last thing I needed was to have those ladies ask to touch my abs or drool at the sight of a six-pack or make a pass at me. Yeah, it had happened before. Two of my gram’s friends at the nursing home when I helped to move furniture around a weekend. One even got all dolled up and asked me out on a date. My friends had a good time roasting me about it for weeks afterward.

      “I’m Gavin, by the way.”

      The old lady tapped my hand. “I’m Ruth. I can’t wait to see Dorothea and Callista’s faces when they’ll see who I recruited to replace Gaston. That’s my husband. Fifty-two years and counting,” she said, sparks flashing in her fading-green irises. “They won’t be able to keep their eyes off you.”

      I let out a chuckle. Now I’d become a trophy for old women to brag about. I shook my head, my lips curving on their own accord. Oh, Camilla, you have no idea how sweet the revenge will be, I said to myself as my smile grew bigger.

      “What’s the game?” I asked Ruth.

      “Decorating a Christmas tree.” She squeezed one of my biceps. “And you look strong. All qualities that’ll help us win this challenge.”

      Fuck, what did I get myself into? I hadn’t put up a Christmas tree in years.

      “Ho, ho, ho. Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to our tree decoration contest. You’ll have one hour to create the most astonishing fir that will dazzle our guests. The winning team will get to exhibit its work of art in the dining hall. One lucky winner—amongst all the participants—will win a two-hour couples’ massage voucher at our wellness igloo. Good luck to you all,” announced a man in red shorts, a white tee, and a Santa hat through a microphone.

      So the igloo turned out to be a massage lodge.

      Around us were eight other teams, each made up of four to six people, ready to take on the challenge.

      Ruth rubbed her hands together, resembling a kid about to unwrap the biggest gift under the tree. Okay, perhaps I could put my broodiness away for an hour and be a team player.

      “Listen, team,” she said, “this is Mr. Gavin, and he will help us. He’s tall and sturdy like the tree we are going to decorate.” She cupped her mouth, then whispered to her elderly friends. “Have you seen those arms? They look good enough to bite. Don’t look, but I can tell big-mouth Dorothea and catty Callista are watching us….huh, watching him. Let’s give them a run for their money.”





OEBPS/images/midnight-sparks-title-page.jpg
MIDNIGHT
SPARKS

EMMANUELLE

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

Smart Lily
Publishing





OEBPS/images/midnight-sparks-cover-2024.jpg
EMMANUELLE

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

.
iz .






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





