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TO THOSE OF YOU WHO believe in love, this is for you. That generous, all-encompassing, and overwhelming love that brings out the best in whomever receives it. I hope for those of you that are looking and are willing, ready, and able to give that kind of love to another, I hope that you all find it and experience it for the rest of your days. 

Happy Holidays!

K. McCoy
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​

LOVE IS IN THE AIR, and in both Shinee and Taeyang’s hearts, as they spend their first holiday together as a couple. Though for Taeyang, he wants to secure their happy ever after this winter and has planned the most harmonious way to do just that. 

Will Taeyang’s confession on Christmas go off without a hitch, or will he and Shinee end up with the Christmas blues? 
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Chapter One

A Concert for Lovers
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HE WATCHED AS THE SUN danced across Shinee’s deep chestnut skin. Taeyang almost envied how its touch seemed to electrify her glow. Thinking back on the last three years that the two have spent together, Taeyang found his gaze on her alluring face. 

And she still chose me. This is my person, in every way. He thought to himself. My beautiful butterfly. 

Unable to stop himself, Taeyang tucked away the stray puffy loc that fell over her sleeping face. His smile grew wider as he thought about the secret surprise that he had in mind for later that day.

“Are you that happy just looking at me?” Shinee mumbled. 

So distracted by his thoughts, Taeyang didn’t notice her waking up. Those thoughts now took a playful turn as he leaned in closer towards her face and brushed their noses together. Shinee’s giggles warmed his heart, but her hands as they swatted at Taeyang’s bare chest warmed more. Taking her hand into his, Taeyang locked eyes with Shinee before he half seriously asked. “Do we have to go out today?” 

Shinee’s laughter grew louder as she tugged her hands away from his. 

“This trip was all your idea, and you can’t change your mind now! Not when my favorite Seoul crooner is about to perform in...”  She squinted while looking at the clock on the nightstand behind him.  “Five hours! Oh, why did you let me sleep so late?!”

It was now Taeyang’s turn to laugh as Shinee stumbled out of bed. He propped his head up with the help of a pillow and watched as she sprinted to the bathroom and talked to herself in between brushing her teeth. Soon, two rainbow colored socks went sailing into the air, along with a satin bonnet cap and Taeyang finally left the warm bed to investigate. He leaned against the bathroom wall and quietly watched Shinee flurry about while getting dressed. Now done with washing up, she flung around articles of clothing, only pausing to press a few pieces against her chest to ponder over as she stared into the mirror. Then just as quickly, Shinee placed the discarded clothes back into her suitcase.

“Why did you let me pack so many things?” She asked in dismay.

Taeyang smirked before answering her. “Could I have been able to stop you, had I tried to?”

The two looked at one another before smiling. Suddenly remembering his plans for the day, Taeyang turned away and began getting dressed as well. He waited patiently for Shinee to go back into the bathroom before he placed his second, and more hopeful gift for her into the breast pocket of his coat.

“Is this okay?”

Taeyang slowly turned back around and took his time admiring Shinee in her deep green sweater dress. It stopped just before her knees and Taeyang found himself chuckling at the red and gold dancing reindeer socks that she wore. Shinee followed his gaze and pouted. “No one will even see my socks once I put on my knee high boots! Besides, it is too cold to go out without these on my toes.”

Strolling towards her, Taeyang took her hands into his as he stared into her wide, doe-like eyes. “You are beautiful. I would not change anything about you. My sweet butterfly.”

Shinee leaned toward him and kissed him quickly on the cheek, but he still managed to see the faint blush spreading across her warm brown skin from his words. 

The venue for this indoor Christmas Jazz concert was larger than Taeyang originally thought it would be, and a quiet storm waged on in his head about whether or not he would be able to follow through on what he had planned. Just as he began to reconsider, Shinee linked one of her hands into his and winked at him, calming him without knowing it. He felt the heat begin to rise to his cheeks again as he stared at her.

“Thank you.”

Shinee looked puzzled for a moment before she asked. “Thank you? What did I do to receive thanking for, my sunshine?”

Taeyang’s smile grew wider upon hearing the new nickname, and in that moment, the small wave of fear that he had was washed away. He thought back to when they first started dating, how Shinee would not even dare to hold his hand when they were in public. Taeyang looked at Shinee as she gently caressed his entwined hand within her own, seeing her eyes soften. 

“Thank you, for loving me. For being my best present in every way, everyday.”

Now it was Shinee’s turn to try and hide her flushed cheeks. 

“We have to get to our seats before my fave takes the stage!” 

Shinee gripped his hand tighter as she led them inside the venue. 

This concert may have been Taeyang’s Christmas gift to Shinee, but after an hour or so, even he had to admit that the artists and bands that have taken the stage so far were great to listen to. Each band had their own style, each artist had their own unique blend of sound, and he was finally able to see and hear why Shinee loved attending these events.

And to think, she would only go to these shows alone. For fear of sharing this part of herself with someone else and making them uncomfortable. He thought sadly.

Thinking back to weeks ago, when he gave her the concert tickets as a gift, Taeyang knew that day would be one he would not soon forget. 

They meet at a new cafe near his home and Taeyang couldn’t hide his excitement about the neon green box that Shinee had with her. Only when they had finished their drinks did she finally let him tear the wrapping paper off it. “Shinee! These are so cool - thank you!”

He grinned widely while staring at the new pair of trainers. Looking around the cafe to make sure everyone inside were busy looking elsewhere, he quickly tried them on and was surprised yet again. 

“The guys that you play basketball with told me your size. After I privately messaged a few of them and explained why I wanted to know.” She admitted sheepishly in Korean.

Shinee then pulled out a scroll of paper, but before she gave it to him, Taeyang noticed that her hands shook a little. 

“If you don’t like it, it’s okay. I-I just wanted to show you what I see when you look at me is all.”

Taeyang took the scroll from her, untied the silver ribbon, and stared.

It was a sketch portrait of him. The details that were etched on the paper were breathtaking.  

“Really, it’s okay if you don’t like it. I can jus-” 

As she reached out to take back the picture, Taeyang’s hand touched the top of hers.

“No. This is my gift. I love it.” he said proudly.

The uncertainty was in her eyes before she said otherwise.  “Really? You really like it?”

Taeyang stared at her once more before looking at the drawing again. He could see the intensity in his eyes. As well as the tilt of his head and the cupid’s inviting bow on his lips. 

My butterfly saw all this? And was able to showcase it so well on paper? I guess my heart truly cannot hide its thoughts.

He then rolled back up the portrait and placed the ribbon back on it for safekeeping.  “Yes. Thank you, my sweet butterfly.”

As soon as we move into our honeymoon home, it will be the first picture that we frame together. 

The thought entered his mind before he had time to intercept it, and in that moment he knew what he wanted - needed to do. 

Wordlessly, he took out the envelope that enclosed the concert tickets in it. “I remember you telling me about this event months ago, and I wanted to experience it with you. I hope you do not mind.”

What he really had hoped was that Shinee did not already buy a ticket for this concert to go alone, but once she opened the envelope and started squealing, Taeyang felt more confident that she had not.

“The Chill Jazz Seoul Christmas Concert! Are you serious?!”  

Her eyes twinkled as she stared at him and then the tickets. “You really don’t have to do this for me. I know that these concerts aren’t your scene and I totally understand if you don’t want to go.” she offered politely in Korean.

Taking her hand into his, Taeyang spoke again, this time in English.  “I want to. Really.” 

Shinee bit her lip and nodded before smiling up at him. “Then I cannot wait to experience this with you on Christmas day.”

Being at this concert, with the woman that he loved, heart and all, Taeyang truly felt at peace. The next performer walked across the stage to begin his set and he could see Shinee trying to remember how to breathe. 

“It’s him! Oh my goodness - I finally get to see my favorite crooner in Seoul perform live!”

Her excitement was so infectious that even though Taeyang did not know who the performer was, he became excited to hear him sing with his band. Once the first few notes of the band played out, Taeyang closed his eyes and started to sway. Whoa! This guy is pretty good.

The sounds were a little dated, but they blended well together with the performer's voice. 

Some time into the set, the music began to swell and fall in perfect time before the song changed to a more mellow and upbeat sound. Taeyang opened his eyes to see Shinee staring at him. Her smile made his heart sing, and he knew. Now. I have to ask her.

He took the small box out of his breast pocket and put it into his pants pocket. Without a word, Taeyang took Shinee’s hand into his before he spun her around. He heard her gasp as he confidently placed her back into his chest. With his arms around her, Taeyang gently rocked the two of them from side to side as the music continued to play.

“You came into my life three years ago, and I have never been happier. Which is why I want you to stay by my side. For the rest of our lives.”

Reaching down into his pocket, he took out the box and placed it in front of Shinee as she finally turned around to face him.

“Will you marry me?”

As he opened the box, Taeyang saw the unshed tears in her eyes and started to get down on one knee before Shinee wrapped her arms around him instead. Taeyang heard the song change to a more simple and softer piano melody as Shinee hugged him tighter. Pulling away slightly to see her face, Taeyang could see the freshly fallen tears that stained her cheeks. He brushed the others that came afterwards away as he asked her gently. “Is that a yes, my butterfly?”

Shinee nodded. “Yes! I want to spend the rest of my life with you too.”

He embraced her again before placing the oval blue emerald ring onto Shinee’s left ring finger and kissed her hand gently. “ You are my never ending sunshine. Everyday and in every way. I love you Taeyang.”

Before he could say another word, Shinee pulled him closer and kissed him deeply.

When the two parted, Taeyang caressed her face with both of his hands and looked at the ring now securely on her hand before gazing lovingly at the woman who now had his whole heart.

“I love you too.”

––––––––
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FALL IN LOVE WITH SNIPPETS of Shinee and Taeyang’s love story from the beginning by joining The Stories Stations Playlists, K. McCoy’s sweet and steamy community over on REAM Stories and Patreon today!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Smallest of Gifts
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THE WINTER SEASON HAS become globally recognized as a time where loved ones are known for coming together in celebration of all that they have to be thankful for during the year with hopes of more to come.

Though for a few people, this time of year comes with a sense of obligation to spend time with others when they would much rather not.

How do you tell the ones you love that you would prefer to be alone during December without crushing their spirits like a fallen ornament to the ground?

This story explores that question, and shows that when you have people in your life who accept you completely as you are, that love and joy of the season can be felt no matter where, or how you chose to spend the season.
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Chapter One


The Hopeful Crowd
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WATCHING AS THE PEOPLE shuffled around her in the chilly afternoon weather while she took a sip of her warm honey and ginger tea, Jetti tried to stop the corners of her mouth from turning upward as she sat across from her lunch date, Ricardo, at the outdoor cafe.

The change in weather—from the crisp orange and brown leaves to soft white snow—was quite possibly her favorite time of the year since deciding to make Krakow, Poland, her home away from home two years ago.

After finishing up another productive lunch date, Jetti felt rejuvenated. I cannot wait to see this finished product! I just know that it is going to be amazing when it goes to print next quarter, she thought as she began to bounce her crossed leg excitedly at the table. 

"You know, it has been a few weeks since you and Ximena have met to catch up, has it not?” he asked while finishing up his espresso. Ricardo then cradled the tiny cup into both of his calloused hands and carefully placed it back to rest on its matching serving plate before he continued,“We would love it if you stopped by our holiday party this weekend. You know what they say: the more, the merrier. Right?" 

Jetti’s foot halted mid-bounce, and she slowly brought it back to the ground after hearing the invite that she was hoping to avoid today. Seeing the hopefulness in Ricardo's eyes only made Jetti feel more like a grumpy Grinch as she began to turn down the offer. "Thanks, but I don’t think that I would be good company this weekend.” 

Feeling the subtle glare from his sudden yet thorough assessment of her physical and overall presence, Jetti rushed to add, ”And I really do need to recharge my social meter before the new year hits and we are all swamped with work again." 

Jetti’s smile did not quite reach her eyes, but Ricardo accepted it all the same. As the two slowly stood up from their table, Ricardo reached behind him and picked up his large work messenger bag. Peering at the bag for a second longer than Jetti thought was normal, her friend looked to be mulling a complex thought over in his head before turning his attention back to her with one of his classic Cheshire cat grins. So, he is not going to keep trying to sway me into going to their party? She asked herself hopefully.

"If you say so, mi amiga." 

Hearing Ricardo speak again and confirming her last thought made Jetti’s day even brighter. Once the bag was securely placed over his shoulder, Ricardo held out his arms and grinned again as Jetti lowered her eyes and timidly walked into his warm bear hug.

Slightly swaying before parting, he chuckled. "Well, should you change your mind, let me give you our new address. I do not want my Mrs. Claus to be cross with me this close to the big day and all."

Giggling in agreement, Jetti added, "I totally understand. We for sure would not want you to wake up with coal in your stocking this year."

They shared another laugh before Ricardo turned around the thick strap to his messenger bag and unzipped the opening. He reached inside and removed a round object wrapped in gold gift paper. She took the small package from him and began to gingerly remove the wrappings to reveal a shiny, clear bulb ornament with fine cursive script written in blue ink on each side. Jetti’s name shimmered on one side while the other had the lovebirds’ new home address written on it within a hand-painted, intricate border pattern. Raising a playful eyebrow his way, Jetti teasingly asked, "What is all this? Are you trying to secure your spot on Santa's 'Nice List’ this year or what?"

"I told you, Ximena is really going all out this year for the holidays. She even took extra time off from her last assignment to make these invitational ornaments for everyone."

Hearing that news tugged at Jetti's heartstrings. Ximena really wants me to be there.

Seconds before she could tell Ricardo that she had changed her mind and would be happy to show up for their housewarming holiday party, images of everyone else there in the tiny space filled Jetti’s thoughts. She imagined loud laughing, drinks flowing, and multiple eyes all staring at her minus a plus one. No way! I cannot deal with that mess again. Sorry, Ximena, but I’m just not ready.

Jetti could still recall the stares she saw in the mirror as the lights danced at rapid speed during her last work New Year’s Eve party three years ago.  She remembered a woman twice her age all but digging her talons into her husband’s arm as she threw her head back and laughed with the other women from her creative marketing department. They pointed and shook their heads at Jetti when they thought she would not notice after she excused herself to refresh her drink.

But she did notice.

Because I do not want what they have, do they think that it is okay to behave this way behind my back?

Before she lost her temper—or her holiday bonus—Jetti tracked down her boss and after thanking him for the ‘lovely evening,’  made a note to start looking for a new job elsewhere as soon as possible. As luck would have it, her passport had arrived the next week, and she took it as a sign from the universe to finally start traveling around the world like she had always dreamed of when she was growing up. No way can I continue to work around these people and pretend not to know what they really think of me. They must think that I am some freak to show up to a place like that without a partner, especially since everyone else there  is romantically attached.

After a few more months of biting her tongue and refusing to go to any other company gatherings, she had squirreled away a little more into her savings and purchased her first one-way ticket to Poland. Jetti had met Ximena at The Dark Elixir Coffee Shop soon after her arrival in Krakow, and the two had hit it off instantly!

Their shared passion, love of traveling, and encouraging others to see the world led them to work together on a small company’s freelancing campaign that same year. Ricardo, that company’s Public Relations Manager, was smitten with Ximena from day one, and Jetti worried his feelings for Ximena would soon affect their new work relationship. Over time, as she saw that they did not, her fears of working with more people who would only shun her privately were slowly swept away.

As much as she loved collaborating on projects with the two, she still struggled to accept their offers of going out to social events, so much so that she finally had to share with them what happened at her last company gathering. They understood, and the trio reached an agreement: they would only mention networking events to her, and if Jetti could attend, she would let them know. They never brought up the subject again, and Jetti was thankful for that. The holidays were now the one time a year where she could feel them wanting to invite her to non-work-related events, but the two never did. 

Until now.

Jetti could feel her heart tighten while envisioning herself having to entertain the group of folks with her 'happily single routine.' She quickly shook the images out of her head before bringing her full attention back to Ricardo. Seeing and catching up with Ximena will have to wait until the new year, I suppose.

Trying to take the focus of the conversation off of her, Jetti held up her invitational ornament and tapped it gently with her index finger, watching it lightly twirl and shine from the tea lights surrounding the cafe. "I love this little guy! As soon as I get back to my place, I will make room for him on my tree."

She stared at Ricardo again, noting how his eyes softened as he looked at the ornament within her hand. Ximena is never far from his thoughts. I am really happy for them.

And Jetti meant it.

Just because she was happy not having a partner did not mean that Jetti wanted her friends to be without one in their lives.

"Please thank the missus for me. It really is a wonderful invitation," Jetti told Ricardo once more.

"I will, but you know you could tell her yourself in person. Just say that you will be at our house tomorrow and wear something glittery and super festive."
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