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WHEN MY GAZE CONNECTED to his over the sea of Christmas shoppers, the resulting kick to my heartbeat accidentally triggered my index finger on the perfume bottle. A fragrant spray hit my mouth instead of the woman’s wrist I’d been aiming for. 

I sputtered at the awful taste. “Oh, that’s truly bad. I don’t recommend this one at all.”

The woman stared at me in disgust. “You’re not supposed to drink it. For heaven’s sake, you nearly got me in the eye. Watch what you’re doing.”

“Your eye is near my mouth?” I asked, rubbing my lips with the back of my hand.

The woman huffed, her jowls flapping against her fur-lined collar, and then flicked her gaze to my raised wrist. All color leached from her face as she stared with wide eyes. “You don’t even celebrate Christmas, you freak.” With that, she turned and stalked off.

“Neither do dead people,” I called after her, then firmed my lips in case she spun that into a threat. It wasn’t. Mostly.

I often had this effect on customers since I’d started working here four months ago, and yet here I was, working in retail during the busiest time of the year. Despite my sharp tongue, I tried to keep it in my mouth most days, but even though it was the season of holiday cheer and good will, I’d met several shoppers who’d obviously missed that particular memo. And if they saw my pentagram tattoo on my wrist in this backwoods town... Well, I might as well have just stabbed them in the ass with my pitchfork or performed a crazy sex ritual involving the blood of goats. 

The truth was, I loved goats. And second, the pentagram was a symbol of faith for Wiccans like myself. Like the cross or the Star of David, the pentagram wasn’t bad; it just had negative connotations to those not in the know. For me, it represented my deeply spiritual relationship with the five elements of life. But I kept it covered with long sleeves because some people had missed the memo on the whole freedom of religion thing, too. 

There were a lot of missing memos lately. Someone should probably look into that.

Readjusting my sleeve over my tattoo, I swept my gaze over the store’s crowd, searching for that blue pair of eyes underneath the brim of a Santa hat that had caused my brief lapse of motor control in the first place. There, in the menswear department, nodding at something my boss, Mr. Garner, was telling him. Wait, why was Mr. Garner with him? Did this hot stranger work here now or something?
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