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        In the past three years, Megan has only been sexually satiated a few times. A few glorious, hot, submissive times, with an emphasis on submitting.

        Oh, it’s not because she’s single. It’s because she spends her time patrolling the Arctic as a Mountie while her sexy, dominant sculptor boyfriend, Ryan Porter, lives half a country away.  Ryan bends metal and wood to his will to reveal their hidden beauty, the same way he does with her…in the bedroom.

        But Megan wants—needs—more from their long-distance relationship than phone sex and longing, and Ryan, too, has realized he craves more from Megan than her occasional submission. With their annual holiday sex-fest upon them, can they stoke the flames that burn between them into the best Christmas gift of all?
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        “Top Pick Review – Leah Braemel has the talent to bring her characters alive and her settings real…

        TERRI, NIGHT OWL ROMANCE

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “This is not just another erotic hot Christmas story, but much much more…A must read…”

        JERIHA, COFFEE TIME ROMANCE

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “…steamy BDSM sex scenes, some serious pantie melters! It was also really sweet, I liked the characters and I felt their chemistry straight away. It was a really nice & easy read, I would really recommend it…”

        BOOK PROTAGONIST BOOK REVIEWS

      

      

      

      These reviews are for the 2012 “I NEED YOU FOR CHRISTMAS” edition. No changes have been made to the text other than to update the tech. The story remains the same.

    

  


  
    
      To Angela James, the editor who plucked me out of the slush pile and offered me my first contract. And my second. And my third. And for having faith in me and assuring me "I know you can write" when I doubted myself. Your confidence meant the world to me.
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      “There’s the beautiful Mountie who always gets her man.”

      That voice! That sexy, half-mocking, gorgeous, friendly voice. Megan Sullivan searched the crowd waiting outside the baggage claim area for its owner. His long legs clad in trademark denim, Ryan Porter stood in the middle of the concourse, his mouth pulled up on one side in the grin that caused her knees to wobble every single time.

      Pulling her biggest suitcase behind her and wrestling with the carry-on she’d balanced on top of it, she battled her way through the throng and hurried toward him.

      Once she rounded the barrier, he wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her off the ground in a full-body hug. “Hey, you. I’ve missed you.”

      Ignoring the amused spectators, Ryan lowered his head to capture her mouth with his. Pure male confidence, shouting to the world, “Yeah, she’s mine,” came through loud and clear from the hard press of his lips to the way his hands kneaded her ass.

      When he finally pulled away, both of them breathless, Meg left her arms hooked around his neck, loving the feel of his body against hers. Her clit pulsed, needing to be touched by his long, callused fingers. Her pussy heated and her nipples ached in anticipation of his mouth on them.

      “That wasn’t an I’ve-missed-you kiss.” It had been a full-blown I-want-inside-you kiss.

      “No, it wasn’t just an I’ve-missed-you kiss,” he corrected.

      She rested her forehead against his chest, the long-seated loneliness that had plagued her up north finally leaching away. “I thought you were supposed to be in Montreal until tomorrow.”

      “Are you kidding? And waste even one day with you?”

      Meg’s breath stuttered when he cupped her head and kissed her again, this time softer, sweeter, showing none of the blatant possessiveness of the first kiss. This one whispered of need and desire. “I love you, Meg.”

      “I love you too.” She loved the way he kissed, the way he felt against her, the way he made her feel feminine instead of the hard-ass bitch she’d been called far too often on the job. She loved the way he smelled of sawdust and… She leaned in and sniffed him deeper. “Why do you smell like roses?”

      “Because Amy’s into her nesting phase.” His grimace and fake shudder made her laugh. “She’s making homemade soaps and shampoos, claiming they’ll be safer for the baby. So naturally she’s using us as her guinea pigs. Her latest batch is some hippy-dippy rose petal shampoo so me, Derek and Liam smell all girly-girl. I tell ya, pregnant women are seriously dangerous to us guys.” He dipped his head to whisper in her ear, his russet hair tickling her nose. “I’ll pay you to convince her to make something more manly.”

      “You mean like new car scent or burnt motor oil?”

      “Yeah, now you’re talking. Wait’ll you see her. Derek won’t let her get behind the wheel anymore, she’s gotten so big.”  He rounded his free hand as if there were a basketball in front of his stomach. The laughter made his amber eyes almost glow though others might have blamed it on the bright sunshine streaming through the glass roof.

      “I can’t wait to see her again.” Amy had been her roommate in college and they’d become fast friends. When Amy had started dating Derek, Megan had found herself on a double date with Derek’s older brother Ryan. Though she’d expected to be bored when she’d learned Ryan was an artist, she’d been fascinated by his energy. After spending the night debating movies (he preferred art house movies where she loved action) and music (they both loved the same groups), he’d asked her for another date. Three months later, he’d asked her to move in with him.

      Until a car accident had changed all their plans.

      Ryan stroked the backs of his knuckles along her jaw. “You should be exhausted from your flight yet you’re even more beautiful than the last time I saw you.”

      “I slept on the plane, and it’s not hard to look better considering I was just coming off a double shift last time.” Sexy was a tough look to achieve in her standard uniform. But it was only after he’d left that she’d seen her reflection and grimaced. Her hair had been sticking up on end, and she’d had a grease stain on her cheek from changing the tire on an old woman’s car. Definitely not the memory she’d wanted to leave him with, not when he’d been on his way to New York to meet his agent at some swanky gallery in Manhattan. Manhattan, where he’d been surrounded by women with carefully coiffed hair, pouty collagen-injected lips and mile-high legs made even sexier by stilettos she’d never manage to walk in without falling on her ass.

      “I mean it, Meg. After all the delays, the changes in your schedule, the sixteen-hour layover waiting for the weather to clear up, you’re beautiful.”

      “Thanks.” He looked pretty damned good himself, but then he always did. In addition to staying fit, he’d let his hair grow longer so now the russet waves flowed over his shoulders. It suited him. She reached up and stroked his jaw. “Why did you shave your goatee?”

      “Amy and Sophie double-teamed me before I left for Montreal. They said I should shave it since the press was going to be at the gallery opening.” He leaned down and rubbed his clean-shaven jaw over her cheek. “Do you like it?”

      “You look good.” Except she’d liked his goatee, especially when he was between her thighs, his tongue working its magic, the bristle of his facial hair adding an extra— Stop thinking about how great it would be if he fucked you in the front seat of his truck. About how he’d feel when you straddled him and lowered yourself onto his thick cock. How his fingers would dig into your hips, lifting and lowering you, as his mouth sucked your nipples, rasping his teeth over them. Her pussy tightened as she imagined him pounding into her, hitting all the right spots until her muscles tightened around him, clenching, spasming…

      Crap, that really wasn’t something to dwell on until they were somewhere private. At the rate her pussy was tingling in anticipation, drenching her panties, she might not wait for anywhere more private than a dark corner of the parking garage.

      Ryan lifted the strap of her duffel from her shoulder and hoisted it over his own. “Pack much? What did you do? Bring everything you owned?”

      “What? Is it too heavy for you, big guy?” She hid her grin. Wait until he learned she’d done exactly that.

      Despite her protests, he wheeled her suitcase behind them down the long concourse toward the ramp to the parking garage. They chatted about the weather, the flight, all the usual humdrum stuff, but an electricity hummed between them, the little zing deep in her soul that tingled whenever he was near.

      Once they were on the third level, Ryan pulled out his keys and pressed the remote. The lights on his black 4x4 pickup halfway down the garage flashed.

      He opened the hatch and tossed her duffel and suitcase into the back then unlocked her door. Before she could climb in, he crowded her against the frame and cradled her face between his palms. “God, I’ve missed you, Meggie.”

      He captured her mouth with his. Lips, soft and full, brushed hers. The kiss started out soft and gentle, but quickly changed as heat blossomed between them. He might smell of roses and sweetness on the outside but as his tongue slipped over hers, his wicked hot spice mixed with strength burst on her taste buds.

      Meg tangled her hands in his long hair, leaving him no room for doubt she’d missed him too. Time slowed, the desire they’d had for each other—forced dormant from their extended separation—strengthened between them like a living thing. When the hard length of his cock jutted into her belly, she wrapped her legs around his waist, tempted to let him take her right there, damn any spectators. As she slid her hands between them, intent on reaching his fly, he pulled away and rested his forehead on her hair.

      “It’s too public here.” He lifted his chin and used it to point to the closed-circuit camera in the corner. “Last thing we need is for a video of us making out to show up on the local news with the headlines that a Mountie got caught with her pants down around her ankles.”

      Despite the cameras, he slipped his hands beneath the bottom of her parka and caressed her ass. His heart thundered beneath the ear she’d rested on his chest, almost in time with her own rapid pulse. She swallowed the impulse to tell him she wasn’t a Mountie anymore. She had that announcement all planned out; spilling the secret now would ruin her plan of wrapping her acceptance letter up and presenting it to him as a present.

      “We could do it in the truck. Like that time at the drive-in.”

      “Captain’s chairs, not bench seats, and it’s too damned cold to climb into the back.” He caught her mouth with his again, a lighter, more playful kiss ending with a nip of her lower lip.

      “I guess you’re right—I want to strip you naked. Get naked beside you. Beneath you.”

      “Baby, you’ve got a deal. But we’ll pick up where we left off once we’re home.” With a sigh, she stood aside as he opened the truck door then waited for her to climb in.

      As they sped along the highway through the middle of Toronto, she spied a mall parking lot so crammed with traffic she shook her head. There were probably more cars in the lot than all the people in Iqaluit. She’d bet not one of them appreciated their ability to just pop out to a store instead of having to order things online a year at a time. “I’d hoped to do some Christmas shopping on my way home, but those parking lots look crazy.”

      “It’s not so bad in Oshawa or Peterborough—well, the malls are still insane, but not quite as crowded as they are here. I can take you tomorrow, if you’d like.”

      “That’s a good idea. Has Sophie decided what universities she wants to apply to?”

      “She’s debating between Queens and McGill.” A frown flickered across his face, and his shoulders hunched, though she doubted he was aware of it. “But she’s got her heart set on a program in England. Oxford, can you believe that? If anyone can do it, Soph can.”

      As he talked about his half brother and half sister, she couldn’t stop watching his hands. Even with the calluses, she’d bet they were still sensitive. Artist’s hands. Equally sensitive stroking a wood carving as when they touched her. They were even more calloused now. Man’s hands used to hard work. No matter how much she and Amy had pleaded that he needed to look after his hands for the sake of his art, he had been hell-bent on doing as much of the mill’s renovations himself, to fulfill his father’s dreams, at the cost of his own.
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        * * *

      

      It had been a close call after getting stuck in bumper-to-bumper traffic on the 401 at the Don Valley overpass then again at an accident in one of the towns just outside the GTA. The gas warning light had been on too long for comfort before he managed to inch his way onto the next off-ramp and pulled into a gas station.

      Meg unbuckled her seat belt then zipped up her coat. “While you’re gassing up, I’m going to run across the road and grab a coffee at Timmy’s. You want anything?”

      “Coffee would be great.”

      Ryan blew out a breath as Meg disappeared into the coffee shop. The desire, the sheer need he’d always had for her, walloped him in the chest like a sledgehammer the moment he’d seen her in the airport concourse. It had only gotten worse sitting beside her, smelling her fresh scent. He’d been ready to pull into a secluded parking lot, strip her clothes off and lower her onto his cock right here in the truck. Especially after that kiss.

      Whoa, boy, that kiss. He hadn’t missed how she’d slid her hands beneath his coat and cupped his ass. Or the little wiggle she’d given when he’d cupped hers, as if she were about to wrap her legs around his waist to welcome him into her body. Despite his fears that she’d push him away, that she no longer desired him, she’d responded exactly as she had every time they’d kissed. With a passion unrivaled. None of the passion between them had faded one iota. While he'd learned long ago that distance did indeed make the heart fonder, he'd discovered it also made his cock harder.

      Time had stretched like a rubber band and snapped back as if the months since he’d last seen her didn’t exist. The moment she’d spotted him, her eyes had lit up and she’d given him that smile that rocked his world every damned time. Damn, he’d been dreaming about that smile since the first day he’d seen her.

      She’d been so different from the type of girl he normally dated. He’d never met anyone so confident, so sure of what she wanted, determined to go after her dreams. Most of the girls he’d dated before had been just that, girls. Meg had been different. So when she’d tried to let him down, he’d taken up the challenge and discovered she brought out the side of him he’d kept hidden. A side he still didn’t show many people. Only with her did he feel he could relax, be himself. His need to care for her kicked into high gear but he knew he’d have to offer it cautiously once they were together full-time. She’d always been headstrong about her independence, more often pushing away any offers of help, determined to do it herself.

      For now, all he wanted to do was get her home, her feet up and a mug of hot cider in her hands. He’d love to sketch her curled up asleep in front of the fireplace they’d restored in the loft, her blonde hair spilling over a pillow—the dark green or maybe the burgundy one to highlight her freckles. Would he use pencil crayons or watercolors? Oils would be too heavy, too dark. She needed light. Fanciful.

      She’d have that soft smile she had only for him, especially after they’d just made love. Hoping both the truck and the gas nozzle hid him, he shifted the taut fabric over his cock. At the precise moment his phone rang—his sister-in-law checking up on him. He’d hoped that Liam and Sophie being home during the holidays would distract her need to mother-hen him to death. No such joy.

      “Hi, Amy.” To forestall any long conversations, he continued. “Yes, I met Meg no problem. We’re in Oshawa right now. I expect to be home in about two and a half hours. She’s fine. I’m fine. And yes, I’ll drive carefully.”

      “Up yours, Ry.” Despite Amy’s grumble, her fondness came through loud and clear. “I was just phoning to say I’m going to leave some leftovers in the oven for you. For later. After you’ve both worked up an appetite.”

      “Working up an appetite? Is that what you call what you and Derek were doing that forced me to sleep in the mill while it was still a wreck all those nights?”

      “You know you two are gonna be on each other like horny rabbits the minute you get her alone, don’t deny it. Now you’re supposed to say, ‘Thank you for the leftovers, Amy.’”

      “Thank you for the leftovers, Amy.”

      “Oh, and Derek says to tell you it’s just started to snow so watch the roads on the way back.”

      Rain by Lake Ontario and snow in the Highlands meant he’d run into freezing rain somewhere in between, probably over the Oak Ridges moraine. The eastern end of the watershed ridge would take him up a thousand feet then drop him back down again, and had a weather system all of its own. “Make sure Liam sands the path to your car if you’re bringing them over yourself. In fact, just have Derek or Liam bring them over. I don’t want to hear about you slipping and falling and hurting yourself or my little niece or nephew.”

      “You’re as bad as Derek. If you guys had your way, you’d strap pillows all around me and forbid me from walking.”

      “And you love all the attention.” Though Amy had blossomed during her pregnancy, both Derek and he couldn’t help their need to hover over her. Not after the years they’d tried to have this kid.

      “Yeah, I do. But you don’t have to worry. Derek’s already taken care of the sidewalk—you remember him, right?”

      “Yeah, I remember him.” He heard his brother snort in the background, then Derek came on the line.

      “You can relax, bro. Liam and I put down sand before we let Amy go out.”

      Of course, his brother would have made sure the paths were cleared before he’d let Amy go anywhere. “I’m just trying to make sure she listens to you and looks after my niece, nephew, whatever it is.” He still couldn’t believe they knew but refused to tell him.

      “I get it.” Quiet humor filled Derek’s voice. “Everyone’s been your responsibility for so long you can’t turn off the need to manage us.”

      Ouch. “Sorry. It’s not a switch I can turn off. You’ll find out soon enough what it’s like when the baby’s born.”

      “I know, but it’s time to start living your own life. Let us stop feeling guilty because of what you gave up for us.”

      “You would have done the same thing if you’d been in my place.” There had been days when he’d wished he’d been the younger brother, that Derek had been the one named guardian. He’d never realized Derek felt guilty too. “Am I doing the right thing? Just because they’re both legal age and I’m not technically legally responsible for Liam and Sophie anymore doesn’t mean I can abandon them. Maybe I should wait a year.”

      “A year’s not going to make any difference. Amy and I will look after Sophie until she leaves for college and Liam will be away at university until June anyway. You don’t need to worry about us, Ry.”

      Would his father feel the same way?

      Derek picked up on his hesitation. “We’ve talked about this for months now, Ry. You know it’s time. You’ve put everyone else first for the last seven years. I don’t know if I would have done that when I was twenty-two.”

      “You would have.”

      “Maybe. Maybe not. But now it’s time for you to start living your own life. You and Meg have been apart too long already. If you make her wait another year…”

      Another year might cause it to snap.

      “Look, I gotta go. Say hi to Meg for me. We’ll see you soon.”

      Derek ended the call and Ryan pocketed the phone.

      You don’t need to worry about us, Ry. His father had said something similar when he’d told Ryan they’d made him his siblings’ legal guardian in their will. Two weeks later, his father and stepmother were dead.

      It wasn’t until after the funeral that he’d realized his plans to stay with Meg as she followed her dreams to become a Mountie had died too.
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