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“Hey, good looking,” came a gruff voice from the desk behind me. 

I could feel a man’s eyes straining to see through my puppy dog scrubs. Probably on my ass. Regardless, I refused to give over my attention so easily. I kept about my business, shuffling through some paperwork that needed to be faxed to the hospital regarding my patient, Mrs. Lee. She’d left the nursing home in an ambulance only moments ago. I knew the quicker they had her information, the quicker she’d get the help she needed. The man could wait. It being way past visiting hours, I was one of the few here. And it was Christmas Eve Eve. Why Rebecca let anyone past the front desk was beyond me. 

As rushed as I was, I still hummed the Christmas tune playing on the radio. Noel was my favorite.

The man blew out loudly, showing his aggravation at being ignored.

“You’ll have to hold your horses,” I said, going right over to the fax machine with a pile of papers. 

There was no way to send over a Power of Attorney and Living Will to the hospital that made any sense. Although we had the documents stored digitally, I’d be doing it the old-fashioned way. So, it made more sense to me just to pull it from her physical file instead of battling the aging computer and printing another copy, I’d have to shred. I’d fax it over. Then they’d scan it into their system and shred it on their end. As I fed each page through the machine, I thought of how I needed to become an RN already. I could get a better job. I could move out of Patricia’s, my sister’s place. Her husband was tired of me living there. No matter, I spent most of my waking hours working the night shift at Silver Springs. This wasn’t where I wanted to be in my late twenties on Christmas Eve Eve. But I was starting over, sort of. 

Having sent the last paper through, I let my eyes travel to the man leaning on the station. 

The biker. 

Shit. 

In head-to-toe leather and metal excess stood Kingpin of the Royal Bastards MC. 

“Oh, it’s you,” he said, surprised to see me and disappointed at the same time. 

Disappointed I wasn’t some new unsuspecting nurse for him to flirt with so he could pretend to break out the old man again, I supposed.

Crossing my arms, I complained, “I was promised y’all were banned.”

I would’ve never taken my old job back if I thought I’d run into any Royal Bastards. 

Kingpin laughed. “Like that has ever stopped us.”

Rocking up to my tippy toes, I tried to see past him.

“Pagan’s outside,” Kingpin said, knowing what I was wondering. “Let us get on with it and maybe I won’t tell him you’re here.”

“Get on with it?” I tried to play dumb. 

“You know,” he pointed down the hall. “Having a Christmas party tonight. Need our guest of honor.”

“George’s daughter revoked her permission after that Halloween party went south.”

“Satan survived,” Kingpin said, using the old man’s old road name.

“And her daughter went missing.”

“Junebug? We haven’t seen her,” Kingpin strained, his eyes narrowing. “But I’m still looking for who set our arena on fire. You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you Jassica?”

“How would I know?” I lied. “I wasn’t there.”

Kingpin smiled and pointed at me. “Insurance adjuster comes knocking, you remember your line. Now excuse me. Pagan will be walking in here any second to bust out the old man. Now that he can walk again. You might want to make yourself scarce if you don’t want to see him tonight. And by the way, he doesn't know it was you who caused him to burn up. That’s our secret, sweetheart.”

Then I saw the man himself. Larger than life, Pagan approached but was way down the hall. Just a glimpse of him sent chills up my spine. The way I left him, he was bound to be furious with me. I abandoned him when he was seriously injured. And his injuries had all been my fault. I’d quit him cold turkey when he was at his lowest and just the thought of a confrontation hurt my heart.

Dunking down, I wiggled my body under the desk to hide. 

Pagan’s heavy footsteps got closer. 

“What the hell, Kingpin. Why are you just standing there? Too pussy-whipped to seduce a new nurse?”

“Not a new nurse,” Kingpin said, casually kicking the desk.

I about yipped out loud. Fuck him.

“Really? Thought they always made the hot newbies work the holidays,” Pagan said.

Kingpin laughed a little too hard. “Apparently not this year. Since we’ve been banned, they put the ugliest creature imaginable on guard, but she won’t bother us. I don’t think she’ll give us any trouble. I’ve already taken care of it.”

“So, let’s get on with it,” Pagan said, his voice agitated. “I don’t know why I always got to come.”

Kingpin chastised him. “Now, hold on. Could you get into the spirit. Halloween was ruined. Could you at least pretend to like Christmas? For Satan’s sake.”

“You know I don’t celebrate. And I’m done with pretending anything.”

“Does this have to do with Jassica? You know I told you once you healed you needed to make up with Kara or be with Jassica. I can’t have all my biker’s personal lives a mess. Especially my VP.”

“Kara and I are finished. You know I told her I wanted her to move out of the Eagle’s Nest and she did, but she took Dasha to Montana,” Pagan’s voice sounded so confused.

His President was having this conversation on my account.

Kara took Dasha away? What a bitch. She always threatened to take their daughter if Pagan left her. That wasn’t the only thing she threatened. Kara’s dad had paid off a huge debt for Pagan when they found out she was pregnant with Dasha. Not his but his mother’s old gambling debts. Kara’s dad was tied to the Getty’s, the Music City Syndicate, the mob around Nashville. The man wasn’t one of them, but he worked for them. He made a deal with the mob, conditionally erasing Pagan’s mom’s outrageous debt of mostly interest because she died so long ago, tying the biker to Kara forever. 

Kara had said if Pagan left her, her dad would cancel said deal. And as long as Pagan stayed in their loveless relationship, the biker wouldn’t owe a dime to people likely to take their payment limb from limb. With all their money problems, Pagan didn’t feel like his motorcycle club would be able to help him out. Not to mention, his President, Kingpin had no idea that Pagan, his Vice President made a deal with Kara’s dad to satisfy the MCS. That was a whole other kettle of fish.

And all of this was before I was in the picture. 

“So, you’ve chosen Jassica,” Kingpin assumed. “Finally.”

“No,” Pagan said, breaking my heart like he had so many times. “No more women until I get some shit straight.”

“For the best. Alright, then. Let’s go put on a good show for the old boy.”

Kingpin and Pagan walked away, heading toward George’s room. Still hiding under the desk, I thought of the first time I saw the biker. When I met Pagan. Two years ago, it was in this very room, but it was tomorrow. On Christmas Eve. Talk about Déjà vu. 

Closing my eyes, I let the memory take me. 
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The same fake Christmas tree graced the bland, brown and tan waiting room. Fat multicolored lights and old-fashioned tinsel, silver strings of icicles adorned it, just like this year, like the home got their decor from the old folks themselves. White spray frost covered the large windows along with the paper snowflakes the residents made every year. The same aging radio played a local station, repeating the same Christmas songs. A cheesy Christmas romance played on the overhead T.V. but was muted. And every bit of it made me smile. I loved Christmas, even if I had to work. 

Kingpin had tried his hardest but couldn’t get my attention away from the hunk of a man coming down the hall with an empty wheelchair. Obviously, a biker, the man filled up the hall with his imposingly large frame. In jeans and a flannel under his leather vest, he couldn’t hide the fact, he was scrumptious. Tattoos spilled out of his sleeves and collar, intriguing me. Coming in from the cold, he had a cap over his long auburn hair therefore his bushy beard was on display. Two icy blue eyes met mine. He cracked a shy smile, and I melted like Frosty in the morning. 

In hindsight, I realized that Kingpin gave the ruse over to Pagan and the biker fake seduced me so his President could break their ex- VP, Satan out of his room. Even when there hadn’t been a need to, the bikers pretended to bust the man out of his old folk’s jail, just to cheer up the ninety-seven-year-old. Consequently, Pagan put on the charm. 

I fell for it. 

“This here’s my buddy Pagan,” Kingpin introduced him. “Jassica, can’t find grandpa in the computer,” he told the larger biker.

“Funny, Rebecca did. She let us back to fetch him,” Pagan said, fooling me at the time.

Smiling nervously, I picked up the phone to call Rebecca, but the phone was dead. “I’m sorry. Nothing seems to be working,” I said like the chump I was. Unbeknownst to me, Rebecca had done something to my phone.

“I’ll go see if Rebecca’s phone is working.” Kingpin walked back to the front desk and left me alone with Pagan. At least I thought.

The big biker waited at the desk, his hands in his pockets. He raised his eyebrows a couple of times. I stared into the computer still searching for the fake patient’s name they’d given me. We both lingered in an awkward silence. Unknowingly, I started humming one of the Christmas songs on the radio but stopped when the biker noticed. My eyes shot to the movie playing. I tried to pay attention to it as we waited, but the hunk in front of me stole the show. His big blue eyes never left me. His gaze dripped all over my flesh giving me goosepimples. Humming himself, he sang his approval. His steely stare combined with an all too pleased look made me blush.

“You really like that crap?” Pagan turned his head to the movie.

“Crap?” I exclaimed. I’d been blushing about him, but the movie wasn’t crap. Far from it.

“Come on, you've gotta admit it's crap.”

“Christmas movies are crap?”

“Not all Christmas movies. I can even get behind some Christmas movies like National Lampoons. Now that's some funny shit. But what you're watching is straight up crap.”

“You’re saying that Christmas romance movies are crap. Right?”

“This low budget, predictable shit, yes. It's crap.”

“How would you know? Unless you're watching them.”

“I know movies. I've seen a lot of movies. These are crap,” he said, straining his words.

“Well, I know about Christmas. I love Christmas, anything Christmas, especially Christmas romance movies. It’s the best thing about Christmas. No question.”

Pagan waved his hands in defeat. “I’m not one to judge. I don’t get most the traditions.”

“Don’t get them? I love them all. All the traditions.”

He crossed his arms. “That so? Then what are you doing working on Christmas?” he asked.

“I’m new here. That itself is a tradition. The new girl always works the holidays.”

“Must suck for someone who loves Christmas.”

“It does. But I need the money. Third shift pays the best.” This biker didn’t know, but I lost everything I’d worked so hard for when I left my abusive boyfriend only a year ago. Our apartment, our car. I let him have it all.

“What does your husband think about you working third shift?”

“I’m not married,” I said, confused.

Glaring into my eyes, the biker grabbed my left hand, fingering the ring I wore on my ring finger. 

Damn he was sexy. I wanted him to grab my whole body the forceful way he held my hand. I about collapsed at his hot touch.

“This says otherwise,” he spoke of the ring I wore, breaking me from the spell he’d put me under.

“Oh, this? Shit.” I moved my mom’s ring to my right hand where it belonged. “Mr. Windle won’t take his meds unless he thinks I’m his daughter, and she’s married.”

“Who?”

“One of my patients. He’s got dementia.”

“You a nurse?”

“Yes,” I got flush again, pointing to my name tag that said I was an LPN. It just happened to be on my boob. I was pointing to my left boob. The biker’s eyes followed. I put my finger down.

“What does that say? I can’t read it.” The biker bent down, getting really close to the tag. Close to my chest. 

I was about to sweat on him. “Oh,” I backed up. But not before feeling his hot breath on me, coming through my shirt. It caught me on fire. For the first time in ages, I found myself attracted to a man. My words came jumbling out, “Says I’m an LPN. A Licensed Nurse Practitioner.” 

Staring up at me with a sexy grin, Pagan admitted, “I can read it just fine.” He was only playing with me, flirting. 

The thought of this big, menacing looking biker putting the moves on me made me weak. Flustered, I fluttered my eyes about a million times and when I realized it, I stopped blinking all together. Every time he smirked, he turned from big bad biker into a dashing prince charming. I imagined he came from up north to shut down the nursing home just like in the cheesy movies. A biker, he looked as much out of place in this humble nursing home as a city slicker would. Thinking of him being my Christmas love interest, I blushed harder, feeling my face redden. 

Needing some cold water, I had to focus on reality. He was a biker. Not just any biker. A member of a dangerous one-percenter gang. I knew that meant the Royal Bastards MC specialized in some criminal shit. I wised up. Backing away, I started filing some paperwork. 

“So, you’re single?” His voice boomed from behind me.

“I didn’t say that.”

“No ring on your finger. And no man in his right mind would let a beauty like you work on Christmas. Not since you love the holiday so much”

I couldn’t help but smile at his flattering words. I beamed so hard that I rolled my eyes at myself. Turning to face him, I confessed, “You’re right. I’m single.” 

“Alright then. We can blow this joint and go out to the party.”

“What party?”

“The party outside.” Pagan took my hand and brought me out from behind the desk. He led me over to the spray snow filled window. Taking his large hand, he wiped at it and revealed a Christmas celebration going on across the park, in the square a couple of blocks away. I had no idea anything was going on outside. I pressed my face to the glass to see. 

Even better, it was snowing. 

“There’s no way I can leave although I’d love to go. I don’t think there’s been one Christmas in my adult years that I haven’t been working,” I said, my voice dreamy. 

“That’s too bad. I’d love to take you just to watch your face light up like it is now.”

Pagan talked about everything he saw on the way in while I looked for it. 

Through the snow, I pointed out Santa with his elves and a line of kids. A choir beside the tree that was lit up. There was a little stand where they were selling hot cocoa and apple cider. I bet they’d have funnel cakes. My stomach rumbled at the thought. 

As we stared out into the dark that was only lit up with the party, his warm hand landed on my shoulder. When I didn’t complain, it dropped to the small of my back. 

“What are you asking Santa for this year?”

I laughed. 

“No, seriously. If you think all this Christmas stuff is so wonderful.”

“Well, if Santa were real, I’d ask him for a better job so I can move out of my sister’s place.”

“Would you sit on his lap?” Pagan’s hand fell to my backside.
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Surprised, I twisted and was face to face with a hungry biker. His lips parted and his sultry expression questioned me. His rough fingers swept my hair behind my ear before lifting my chin into the perfect kissing position. Met with my hesitation, he glanced up. I followed suit and saw it, the green, red, and white sign. 

He whispered, “Mistletoe. Even I know that means you have to kiss me.” 

“Um,” I started.

“You’d just be upholding the law,” Pagan said, quoting a Christmas movie.

I chuckled. “So, you do know something about Christmas.” 

“No, but I do know movies that aren’t crap. Scrooged is a classic. Bill freaking Murray is fucking hilarious.” The biker’s focus shifted back to the kiss as he, sort of, finished the quote, “It’s a Federal Law, not just state.” He leaned down, and I succumbed, letting his whiskered face get close to mine. 

Our noses brushed a moment before our lips touched. His nose was ice cold, but his lips were so warm. What started out timid switched on a dime. Pagan heaved me into an embrace and his lips gobbled mine. I clutched his flannel covered biceps as his hands covered my scrub covered ass. Deep, our tongues danced. My knee raised automatically as I melted against him. As two strangers, we were lost in a kiss to rival all the Christmas romances I’d watched. 

It seemed like ages that we got to know each other with that kiss.  Then suddenly, he drew away. Turning cold, he glanced at a watch way too expensive for the wrist of a biker. “I’ve got to run,” he mumbled.

I frowned. 

Unexpectedly, a change of heart maybe, his simper returned. “I’ll be back tomorrow to fetch grandpa,” he promised, raising his eyebrows. “Maybe your computer will be working. If not, I hope you can get off early so we can finish this. Maybe do something for Christmas.”

“But you don’t celebrate?”

“No. Not usually. The worst thing that ever happened to me happened on Christmas Eve.”

“Funny, isn’t that from Gremlins? Which is not a Christmas movie.”

“Yep.” The biker reached down and pinched my ass.

While I jumped at the squeeze, Pagan was gone. George was gone too, I discovered in the next half hour. I alerted Rebecca at the front, and she told me the joke was on me. The Royal Bastards had struck again. Kingpin snuck old man George out while the biker and I were necking. Pagan had fooled me. Assuming his interest was a lie, I was livid the next morning he showed up on the same shift. 

He quickly made up for it. 

“How dare you use me? Lie like that?” 

“It was just a bit of fun. We break the old man out all the time. About anytime we have any kind of celebration, Kingpin wants Satan there.”

“Satan?”

“You didn't know George used to be the Vice President of the Royal Bastards MC like I am now?”

That explained a lot. The old man was downright perverted, more than even a normal dirty old man. 

My hands on my hips, I questioned Pagan, “Why kiss me under false pretenses. Under the mistletoe, for crying out loud. You took advantage of me.”

“Can you blame me? You were gawking at me like I was a piece of red meat, and you were a hungry tigress. You wanted me. And you still want me.”

“You, sir, are sadly mistaken.”

“Bullshit, you thought you were in the middle of one of those crap Christmas romances?”

“No. Though I was blinded by Christmas. The magic of Christmas. You used it against me.”

“I don't believe in any of that bull... Christmas magic. But I do believe in basic human lust, and you wanted me, like you want me now. And I know you're getting off work in an hour. You could come home with me. Bring the mistletoe if you need it, but I don’t need anything but you naked in my bed.” 

The audacity of this biker. I huffed and made a face. “When I get to go home in an hour, I have a date with my bathtub. I didn’t want you. I don’t want you. I only want to wash all this old people off me. I have been pissed on. I have been shit on. I have been bled on. I don't think you’ll want anything to do with me if you get close now.”

“I have a bathtub, a big jacuzzi tub back at my place.”

“That's charming.”

Pagan tried again. “Say you go home and take a bath, you wanna go out with me then?”

“You just don’t stop. It's almost six in the morning. What were y’all doing keeping George out so late?” 

“Nothing. He was only at the Christmas party for a little while and then he was at his granddaughter’s place. Old biker was sleeping, mostly,” Pagan explained.

“I thought you didn’t do Christmas.”

“I don’t. I’ve been at my place asleep, but I happily volunteered to bring him back. Just so I could see you again.”

“Even knowing that I was going to be upset?”

“Yes. I wanted to assure you my interest in you earlier was not fake.” Pagan took both of my hands in his. “I also have a proposition for you.” 

Taking my hands back, I barked, “I already told you. I have a date with my tub and my bed.”

“No. That ain’t it. What if I could offer you a job where you didn't have to be out all night? A job that gives you free housing. And you can have every Christmas off. Including this Christmas. You can have this Christmas off to spend with me.” 

“I just met you, so why would I want to spend Christmas with you? And what job could a biker have for me? For a nurse?” I was baffled.
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